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NOTES for Utopia Shorts: Love

Need to write the story of Fury undercover next , linked to the gender

wars before he takes up

Peres fuela – chief negotiator for the military in USSA bloc. Ian Gilmore

Carter. Peres boss. Ian ? Ian Gilmore’s boss

Sorita and Teringue – students of Jess who take private lessons with him.

Like seringue and sourita in Nepal.

Sorrell – a woman that starts out as his student then becomes his lover

and mentor. Emily Pardon.

Jordan. Student. Dale’s son. Like tom Clarke. Bigoted. Passionate. Focused.

When z goes into space he wants to follow. But she uses his old drug habit

to prevent him from going. They never meet again. she is jealous,

constrained. Thinks he used her to get on the trip.

Issues to cover

 When to go to school, structure of teaching
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 What to study

 Who would be teachers. Their age, training.

 How will education help humanity’s progress

 In what directions can education help, what directions can’t

 Helping students define their place in the world. Success or failure in

this story ?

 Obsession with sciences, engineering, medicine

 Languages being phased out; along with their culture

 Blanding or art ; propaganda

 Lack of powerful effective opposition

What do students study?

 medicine

 Metaphysics

 History

 Planning – engineering, health, economics, population / social

 Communication – languages, journalism, art

 Art – fashion, literature, the role of propaganda

 Ethics / morality / faith / religion

 Politics / political management
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 Sciences / engineering – physics , not biology – biomechanics, chemistry

etc.

 Entertainment – dance, voice, acting

 Economics

 Sports – science, management
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I looked into her eyes, deep dark pools, and I experienced a love of which I

doubted I was capable. Z looked blankly up at me, curious perhaps, but no

more so than at the brightly curtains behind me. I had anticipated a spark

of recognition, a signal to acknowledge a mystical bond. That feeling of

unconditional love withered a little; I withdrew a small part of me behind a

protecting door. A familiar experience ; I don’t think I was even conscious

of it at the time. and yet I trusted her more than any other human I knew.

Apparently identical to every other child in the maternity ward, she was

wrapped in a blanket that obscured her face. Occasionally a tiny hand

would escape the shroud; rarely did the expertly wound cocoon unravel to

expose the blotchy skin, that within hours was a healthy pink. The softest

skin : the finest hair, only visible if my face was close up to her and with

the soft yellow light of the hospital bedroom at my back.

Liv had only seen her briefly, later she couldn’t even recall Z being lain,

naked, still, by her face. So I was really the first to see her. we sat in a

room, her resting in my arms. I talked to her, of how beautiful she looked,

how much I loved her, how much I hoped for serenity in her life. I forget

what else I said to her, I trust she was receptive to the beautiful feelings I

had as I held her.
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I didn’t want to let her go. It was a wonderful feeling to touch her skin, the

only time I would, at least consciously, touch natural human flesh. In a few

hours her body would be discarded and replaced with a bpod. I let myself

dwell on this, at first it felt like I was allowing my child to be murdered, it

felt like I was going against some unwritten law; and then as my emotions

subsided I fist thought rationally , and then felt emotionally and spiritually,

that it, her body, was only a vessel in which ‘she’ was housed. It was not

‘her’. it was a part of ‘her’, but not her essence. I tried to think what was

‘her’. spiritually I saw her as an amalgam of spirit, personality, and body.

But whilst I had meditated on the subject many times, albeit about my

own body, it no longer felt a universal certainty as it had when only a

somewhat remote idea, unconnected with the person I loved most.

This uncertainty was, however, only my opinion. So it did not matter

greatly. Confusion, uncertainty, distrust; these are my constant

companions. In this way I came to terms with the death of my daughter’s

body.

Sadness overwhelmed me. I thought of all the other children in this same

hospital having their bodies ripped from them; of all children that were

being born at this moment; and then of every person that existed on this

planet. We had all experienced the brief connection with our natural body,

and then the initially unfamiliar sensations of the bpod. I felt her cheated
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of something, then I felt gratitude for whoever had made this amazing

invention that would allow her to live for a life of her choosing. A life from

which I had so recently been willing to depart.

As I came to terms with her new body my emotion subsided and I looked

more objectively. it amazed me how similar her body was, how real a

bpod is. I couldn’t tell the difference. The feeling of guilt recurred

frequently during the day of her birth. After that it would cross my mind

occasionally but this thought’s energy dissipated quickly. Other emotions,

predominantly happiness and fear, were soon to fling me onto a

terrifyingly unfamiliar rollercoaster ride. I had never felt so powerless, and

ill prepared, in my life. Every day I wished we were all back in the hospital,

Liv and Z cared for expertly by the nursing staff. It was cowardly, but I

would have surrendered willingly.

What would we have been like if Z had been a difficult baby? preferring

not to think about it, I say a silent prayer of thanks and commiseration

whenever I see another parent, at the end of their wits, dead on their

knees, at the mercy of a tyrant in diapers.

Visits from our families were interspersed with brief trips to show Z off to

our friends. As we grew more confident we talked of trips away, but as
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soon as we imagined the detail of what would be involved, either Liv or I

balked. We would have preferred to lead the latest space mission than

take a one hour trip somewhere, unless it was a dire emergency.

Z’s first six months were no different to the bringing up of a new puppy.

Food, sleep, mess, sleep deprivation, irritability, training. I like to say that;

it makes me feel nonchalant. Because I don’t like to expose to a stranger

the incredible emotions I continued to experience. They made me feel

vulnerable, when I should be strong, responsible and dependable. In the

safety of our home I indulged all of these feelings and so developed the

only deep relationship I ever had with a human being. But what could you

expect from a stranger from another galaxy?

My relationship with Liv ended when Z was 8 years old. We had never

been particularly connected. Whilst I had traveled widely Liv had lived in

the same town all her life apart from a single obligatory overseas trip. She

and her friends had all known each other since early childhood, they went

to school together, they had their first sexual experiences with one of

their group, they got into trouble together, they cheated on each other,

and defended to the death the same person they had just cheated; all the

while gossiping and analyzing in the minutest detail everything any of
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them ever did. Of course they were completely unprepared for a real crisis,

which occurs at least once to all of us.

Liv was a strict catholic so still clung to the notion of fidelity and a single

life partner, flying gallantly in the face of the irrefutable biological fact that

a human being is unable, however much we might wish it, to devote

themselves to one partner for the duration of their lifespan. Friends

around her had affairs, broke up with each other, occasionally killed each

other, and frequently fought, because they were tied to someone they no

longer, or had perhaps never, loved. All in the name of love; another love,

unfortunately. Why unfortunately? Why unfortunately? We love, loved or

never loved, and now we love again. why should love be a sin? Any

Catholic out there answer that , you most expert in the definition of sin.

Why should it be a sin. Betrayal? Would they have betrayed if it was a

saintly act to love another person?

I never bothered to argue this point with Liv; she had made her views clear

from early on in our relationship. Love blinded me. I thought myself, by

the power of her love, capable of anything. To love her forever seemed an

easy promise.
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In consequence, when I fell in love with someone else, I knew we would

argue, and she would be upset. I, unimaginative dolt, didn’t know her

world would crumble. And, like most woman, she would destroy the

breaker of her dream. When I fell in love with Amaria my love for Liv was

unchanged. It was only as my relationship with Amaria developed I

realized I had deceived both Liv, and myself.

What I had felt for Liv was friendship. We were best friends. With Amaria I

felt a passion that transported me to a fool’s paradise. It made me blind to

any risk, and willing to break with anyone, and give up anything, that

might prevent me from being with her. fortunately Amaria was a wiser

lover, or perhaps less in love. “you will change Jess; we will both change.

One day you will love me differently, and love someone else too. just as

passionately, but perhaps differently again. you regret the dissipation of

your feelings for Liv, but that’s how it goes. Change is life. One day nothing

remains.”

As Liv indulged her jealousy, and self righteous revenge (“I always said I

would love you to the day I die”), I realized she no longer loved me to the

extent I had believed. I, even hating someone, could not exact such pain

on another person. She quickly isolated me from all her friends. It didn’t

surprise me she could do that, I had seen it enough in the past when

interlopers like myself had entered into their world. They were treated, no
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doubt as I was, as an interesting exotica. But as soon as they transgressed,

the ranks closed and they were spat out like a foul medicine, and after a

suitable period of assassination, never mentioned again. What surprised

me was that Liv did it to me at all. In the same breath as she cried of a love

betrayed she drew upon every weapon to punish me.

When she tried to prevent me from seeing Z, I promised her that I would

fight her with everything in my power. I made that promise for myself as

well as Z. I had seen many children dysfunctional because they didn’t have

both parental role models in their life. The law fortunately encouraged

joint parenting except when either one was incapable of bringing their

child up. So she had no chance to prevent me, within the law at least. Of

course she found other methods.

As Amelia and I were building our lives together, I was also trying to be

mature about the situation with Liv. She continued to behave like a spoilt

child, using Z to get at me. I came to hate her. What a prick I was; I

thought I was being so mature about it, but really I was what I saw in Liv. A

spoilt kid, dependent on her as much as she was on me, and now without

each other as a crutch. We were scared and took it out on anyone we

could. The only difference was I tried to hide it, pretend I couldn’t do the

cuntish things I did. I admire Liv; how brazen she was making her friends

hate me, and worse, my friends hate me. she could find out the weak
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point of a friendship in a blink, and then take a hammer to it. I ended up

without a friend, and even strangers looked at me askance. I thought at

first it was paranoia but when someone I had never met said I should be

ashamed of what I had done to her I realised I was wrong. I never

understood why she did that. she must have needed to tell these people,

what did she get?

She tried to turn Z against me, telling me about things I had done wrong in

the past. For a while Z came to hate me too. but that passed. I told her we

both loved her, and that we loved each other. “you’re lying daddy.

Mummy doesn’t love you, even if you were the last person in the world,

she wouldn’t love you.”

Liv tried to bring up Z without me, but her friends had their own lives, and

she began to hear gossip about herself. Later she told me she hadn’t

realized how cruel her friends could be. She couldn’t handle bringing Z up

on her own; I know I wouldn’t have either. Our lives began to rebuild, and

we shared Z’s upbringing. Life wasn’t so different to how it had been when

we were married. There was just greater honesty in our relationship. Liv

never fully forgave me, but I don’t think I could have forgiven me if I had

believed in her fantasies. She had other lovers, as I did. Z told me once she

didn’t want to get married and have children. I could understand why she

said that, even though it made me sad. I never knew if I did the right thing.
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN A

My parents died when I was very young. They were killed in a vehicle

accident. I don’t remember much about them. I have an older sister, Grace.

She was brain damaged during the bpod transplant. She was brought up

by Gargon Industries, even though the denied responsibility. When I was

old enough I took over responsibility of Grace. But I got the bug to travel

so I took her back to Gargon. it was only when I settled down with Liv that

I got in touch with Grace again. she came to live with us. By then she could

take care of herself pretty well. I don’t know how many operations she

had; I seemed to get a procedure consent form every few months for a

while. And she had some great teachers too; she told me how dedicated

they were, and how loved she felt. I think she thought of them as her

parents; it’s probably as close as she would ever get to having one anyway

so I couldn’t argue with that.

I was brought up in the Europe bloc, that’s how come I was so good at

languages. Most of them were gone now but I was it gave me the chance

to speak English and Spanish, and we weren’t far from the Africa bloc

either. I learnt Swahili from a teacher that came to speak to our school

about life in Africa.
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I don’t know why he chose to stay in the Europe bloc, he had obviously

loved his country. He described it with love, and longing, and the honesty

of something loved despite it’s evident faults. Through his eyes it was a

cruel and barbaric place but it also had a majestic scale. Europe seemed

diminished; small and fussy. He described with incredible poetry the

mesmerizing heat; the timelessness; the abundant, uncontrolled and

uncontrollable vegetation; the outrageous colours; the thundering

vibrancy.

When I eventually traveled there, on my first trip overseas I was shocked.

We flew over the bloc for a long time and I thought I was on the wrong

plane. It was totally different to how I had imagined it, based on Ibrahim’s

description. I asked the woman in the seat next to me but she just looked

worried and asked her husband. He told me to look around me. All I could

see were businessmen, parents, children; all black, beautiful, in the most

indulgently coloured clothes, obviously African. I laughed, trying to make

fun of my stupidity. At first they laughed too but I shouldn’t have tried to

explain why my confusion had arisen. My Swahili was poor at that time

and I made it too obvious I was disappointed with what I saw. The man

started abusing me and in the end I had to move to another seat. After

that I kept my head buried in a book and couldn’t wait for the flight to end.
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The land was totally barren of all vegetation. There were vast cities, a

small wealthy central area surrounded by a sprawling warren of

residential and commercial districts that clung to the wealthy area like

parasites on an animal weakened by the constant drain of it’s lifeblood.

Each city was separated by a vast emptiness, giving the feeling that each

city was an island on an ocean bereft of all life. There was an unusual

similarity in each of the cities we passed over that I could not fathom.

Some distance from every single city we passed over was a large area of

ancient ruins, with the faint outline of roads leading from them in all

directions.

I had hoped that once we landed these aerial impressions would be found

wanting, but instead they were reinforced. The decay was like a cancer –

foul smelling, rotting buildings at their heart, roads broken or simply

stopping in the middle of nowhere. The only connection I made with

Ibrahim’s description was the heat, and the violence. Everywhere I heard

about people being killed or killing. If caught the criminal was simply shot

on the spot and left where they fell, to be cleaned up with the garbage

next time the garbage truck passed that way. We arrived in the city at

night, pitch dark. The lights and bustle gave it an exciting seedy feel. I

began to warm to the place, after long constraint of European society. We

were traveling in a vehicle I felt at any stage was about to fall apart or just

roll over and die. Suddenly the roof disintegrated in a hail of bullets, and

the driver screeched to a halt. With hindsight it seemed crazy to stop, all
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human instinct would be to flee. Unless he was in on the robbery too. we

were stripped of everything we had, which for me was very little. I had so

little I received the severest beating; only after they had gone I found a

woman had been shot dead in the initial attack. We had no idea where the

nearest hospital was and it was nearly two hours before we found one.

the driver disappeared as soon as he’d stopped the vehicle. So we had to

accost people on the street. Someone eventually persuaded someone to

drive us. Unfortunately he had no idea where the hospital was.

When we finally found a hospital she only had a few minutes be treated

before the bpod would perform a fatal shutdown. Money was an issue at

first, and considering we had just been robbed I expected this to be an

insurmountable problem. I was pleasantly surprised at how many of the

passengers were able to produce cards, especially the women. That dealt

with the woman was taken away into the hospital’s care. I never found out

what happened to her.

I had decided to travel to a city one of grand parents had worked in, Galos.

it was in the deep interior, many miles from the coast. The city was

identical to the capital, only on a smaller scale. The mood of violence was

also less palpable; I at least felt safe to travel at night there. In the capital I

had met a guy, Geoff, and we traveled together. He didn’t talk much but

he knew the place having worked there a few times. He was about to
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finish a contract and, like a man in the middle of a separation, was over

the place completely. It’s novelty to me was commonplace to him. he

seemed in a permanent preoccupied daze. Nothing made him laugh, and

he talked robotically whenever I asked him about his experiences.

On the way we met a woman looking for a lift. He wanted to go on, but I

insisted we give her a lift. She was beautiful in a way I had never seen

before. her skin shone as if it had been polished, she had the physique of

an idealized goddess. we talked for a while, she loved it that I spoke

Swahili. When she decided to show her gratitude by sucking my cock, my

companion seemed unmoved. The driver however was appalled and made

her get out. we met again on my return to the capital some months later.

She was still in the city where the driver had dropped her off. We traveled

together back to the city. It was frowned upon for black to mix with white,

but we neither of us cared. We split on the outskirts of the capital, having

spent a leisurely week traveling back from Galos in a roundabout route

that took us to some of the coastal towns. We also picked up some of the

far northern cities which were more Arabic than African but, like the rest

of the Arab world, had been absorbed into Pan Afro bloc. I was to visit a

previously Arabic city, Dubai, a few years later and was then able to

appreciate the great loss of their culture.
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Geoff and I fell out acrimoniously, over a girl you might say. It was only the

straw. We were so different, I was becoming passionately in love with the

country, reliving the dreams that Ibrahim had planted in my mind. Dreams

of which I was unaware until I lived them and tried to understand what I

was trying to find. Whatever it was I was looking for I don’t think I ever

found it, for the feeling remained with me until I met Liv and has recently

returned. I wasn’t trying to achieve anything. I just wanted to get some

excitement out of life, with as little effort as possible, and not be

controlled by anyone in the process. so far I had succeeded, and I had

even got used to the occasional bored this life forced upon me. but it

seemed a small price to pay for the freedom that so many people seek but

few attain. Freedom only comes when we have little; just enough to free

us from the grind of daily survival, but not enough to tie us to a place or

time. within these narrow boundaries we can live in the moment.

Geoff and I had gone to a bar the first night we arrived in Galos. We had

eaten in a Chinese restaurant actually run by a group of Chinese. They said

they had been lured to the country with promises of the opportunity to

introduce Chinese cuisine into the Pan Africa bloc, unaware that there

were already many thousands of their country men already making a

fortune or failing desperately. Some had wanted to return home to their

well established business back in the PanAsia bloc but apart from one

couple they all agreed to journey across Africa , with the intent of finding a

place where they could introduce their cuisine.
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Galos then, and still now I believe, is in the middle of nowhere, with

nothing to arrest an aspiring businessman’s attention. Their’s however

was a quest, and they had also tired of traveling, so they settled in Galos

and seemed quite content with their decision. They made wonderful

meals, and I would run there whenever I bored of the local cuisine or had

the shits, which was frequently.

At the bar Geoff met an old girlfriend from one of his many previous trips.

He didn’t seem particularly interested in her, but there seemed to be an

unspoken expectation they would pick up again from where they had left

off ten years previously. Not surprisingly Constance was of a different

mind, and fortunately for me we soon hit it off. I was coming out of a

period of looking and feeling very uncool so any attention was greatly

appreciated. Geoff was much bigger than me, and he warned me off. I was

so horny I couldn’t resist her. at first she was just very friendly; she was so

happy, joyful. We talked for hours. She had a young child that stayed with

someone else in another city. She told me her dreams. It had never

occurred to me that someone with so little, materially, going for them

could have any aspirations. She was weighed down by the cost of bringing

up her daughter, the child’s father was dead. Constance had no education

and no family to support her. She wanted her own business; her goal was

to be the biggest purchasing outlet in Galos city. She worked at a large
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apartment store, and ran a small corner shop on the side. I got the

impression merchandise from one miraculously found it’s way to the other.

After a while Geoff decided to visit some friends that lived nearby. By the

time he came back you couldn’t prise us apart. Geoff tried; I felt a blow to

the side of my head but when I turned to see who it was there was no-one

there. “where’s Geoff got to ?” I asked. Constance shrugged her shoulders,

and a voice in the dark said “he had to go, said he’ll see you in the

morning”.

One thing led to another and we slept the night at Constance’s place. In

the morning we agreed to meet for lunch after I had spent the morning

with Geoff visiting some friends of his. When I got back to the hotel he

was about to leave. He wouldn’t talk to me much. I noticed a bruise on

each arm and asked him what happened. “What are you shrugging your

shoulders for man? Tell me what happened. Constance was worried about

you too” I said.

At the mention of her name his face taughtened, and he wouldn’t look me

in the eye. “I’m going back to the capital. I might see you there.” With that

he was in the taxi and gone. I did see him again briefly. He told me what

happened that night. He had hit me and was about to again when his arms
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were grabbed and he was bundled off in a vehicle. On the way back to the

hotel a man made some black magic. Geoff said he didn’t understand

what the witch doctor said but he got the gist of what he meant. The

whole time we were talking Geoff was very correct with me, but was ill at

ease, and obviously didn’t want to be around me. as soon as he could he

left the bar we had met in, which was a seedy place. It had a few girls

making little effort to get business; the music was intermittent, and the

atmosphere dull. I didn’t stay long myself.

Constance and I had a great time together but the whole trip was marred

by the devastation I saw wherever we traveled. She told me of changes

she had even seen in her own lifetime : she was about a hundred and forty

then. Constance cried when she told me about the changes in the town

where she had been born.

Her village was called Omun. It was a large village, really a town, full of

dusty streets and buildings either rising from or collapsing into the ground.

There were few that just existed, complete, static. It gave to the town a

sense of being alive, a growing child. If you didn’t walk down a street for a

few months you would come back and a whole new neighbourhood would

be there. New people, houses, shops, schools.
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She spent her whole childhood in Omun. She had only done first school,

which took her to her sixteenth year. She said it just happened one day,

on the way to school walking with her friends, nothing out of the ordinary.

She just decided to stop going to school any more. She felt ready to be in

the adult world and even one more day at school would be a day wasted.

She had no idea of what she wanted to do, and drifted around for a while.

Sometimes she regretted leaving school; friends drifted away, some went

on to jobs that Constance knew she could not have. But she felt she could

always go back later in life to study more.

Constance wanted to experience the world but she found it hard to break

away from her family and what was familiar to her. she ended up

becoming a prostitute for a while, more out of boredom than a need for

cash. She had everything she needed, she just wanted something more.

But she didn’t know what she was looking for. she drifted into a long term

relationship with a man but they never had a child. She had wanted

children but he was against it. It was the cause of the breakup of their

relationship. She went back to prostitution initially and then got a break as

a dancer and actor. She said that time had been the most fulfilling of her

life, until she had her baby. She met a dancer when they were doing a

show together. It had been an out of town show, the first time she had

been to the Capital City. Initially excited about the trip , after a few

months she became desperately lonely. Her husband had been kind to her,

taking her home to see her family, looking after her when she was down.
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He had been a good man, but soon after she got pregnant he was killed in

an accident. She hadn’t planned it but for some reason she ended up

settling in Capital.

It was years before she returned to Omun; when she did it she couldn’t

believe how it had changed. She had expected to see the town much

larger now, continuing it’s haphazard growth. In her heart it was like

another member of her family, and she had been excited to see how it had

turned out – a lazy punk, a city clicker, or a frumpy housewife. It was none

of these. It had died. The State Environment Minister had land

development and natural resource businesses. He also had a sizeable

underground army that enforced the laws he passed which enabled him to

destroy millions of hectares of forest and lush savannah vegetation. There

had been beautiful natural parklands, which had formed the centre piece

of a large tourist industry. These were all destroyed, along with the wild

life that inhabited it, apart from a few that were caged in a zoo owned by

the Minister. In this way he was able to lay claim to rescuing a number of

endangered species. Local businesses had successfully maintained the

delicate balance between their business demands and the preservation of

their limited local resources. The Minister’s businesses were diverse and

ranged across the African bloc. So careful management was swept aside as

he plundered and laid to waste for ever the forests, pasture and crop

lands, and waterways. Environment management officers and locals that

tried to prevent or slow down the devastation were liquidated by the
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Minister’s private army. Nothing stood in his way; he did the same to vast

tracts of land across the region. He created the most successful resource

business in the Africa bloc, so successful that he drew the attention of

organised crime. His mysterious death was at first heralded throughout

the bloc, but celebrations were short lived. Organised crime simply took

over the Minister’s business infrastructure, putting their own men into key

positions. The private army was swallowed up by their enforcement

squads.

Within twenty years the land around Omun was desert. The town was like

a child ripped from it’s mother’s breast, and thrown into the street. The

town, as a business centre, died almost overnight, starved of all

sustenance. Families that traced their beginnings to the creation of the

original village of Omun were forced to leave, many moving to the

sprawling Capital City. Other, displaying tenacity and optimism that flew in

the face of reason, would not leave. They existed on the handouts from

government and business welfare supplied by the same Environment

Minister who had plundered their homeland.

Constance left, taking some of her family. Settlement in Galos was being

heavily promoted around that time. People were needed to fill the high

density high rise estates the Environment Minister was hailing as saviours

of our natural environment. He argued that by creating dense



26 | P a g e

concentration development in satellites around large cities natural

resources would be protected, more efficient use of energy could be

achieved and less infrastructure would be required.

At first no one wanted to live in them. He managed to make their lives so

unbearable the estates and really their only option. It took little

persuasion for entire towns and cities to be uproot and disperse to one of

the new developments. In consequence families, communities, cultures,

were all destroyed. And the course of surviving individuals and groups

were irrevocably changed for ever.

The Minister became fabulously wealthy. He became renown for the

constant file of beautiful women on his arm whenever he was seen in

public. He produced a steady stream of children that he named, at their

birth, as CEO of a division of his ever expanding business. He created the

biggest business empire ever created in a single lifetime, accounting for a

measurable percentage of three bloc’s GDP. He was regarded by his peers

as a success, and a role model. But within fifteen years of his death he was

forgotten and his offspring either disappeared or lived comfortably on the

percentage of ownership of their father’s personal stake in his businesses.
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As I traveled around the world later this same story was repeated again

and again. I don’t know if it was he who created this blueprint for the

exploitation and enslavement of the masses, or some other demonic

figure. But they were all the same, parading as successful businessmen,

good citizens and when exceptionally wealthy, as caring philanthropists.

The antics of some of these men and women still managed to surprise and

terrify me, but I would never forget the beauty of Omun as Constance

described it to me; the tragedy of it’s destruction, and the disintegration

of her family. I was also saddened by the staggering contrast in their new

lives at the estates which they now inhabited. And which of course, we all

inhabit now.
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN B

I flew to Brazil against my father’s advice. “If you go there you’ll end up

dead, and they wont have even been trying to shoot you. And you can

forget about a bpod transplant, there’s a thriving black market business in

bpod spare parts. Before you hit the ground there wont be anything left of

you.”

My father had a vivid imagination and liked to emphasis a point, so I

carried this advice along with a large pinch of salt.

Nothing was going to stop me going anyway. I was intrigued by the South

America’s stubborn refusal to be harnessed to Northern America’s

economy, which the latter was so keen to achieve in their ever more

desperate attempts to find markets for their over inflated and inferior

products. Brazil’s leaders, with a long tradition of independence, had been

the driver for this strategy. It had been difficult, naturally, to convince

some of the poorer regions who relied heavily on handouts from the

richer blocs like Europe and Northern America, in return for political and

economic slavery.
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Despite his negativity my father was an important influence in my decision

to make the trip. Through my father’s work he had made friends, with

many of the future political and commercial high fliers of this wild and

exciting continent. I also had a fascination with the language that the bloc

had adopted. The Spanish language is flamboyant and rich in it’s imagery

and sounds. It had hints of the sexuality of French, a language now

relegated to secondary status, preserved only by the diehards, but rarely

spoken outside the salons of intellectuals, artists, and the extreme right

wing. It’s arrogance was reminiscent of the old Italian language, but more

earthy, and without the foppish insincerity employed by every Italian boy

to break their lover’s hearts.

My first trip involved working for my father, who made his fortune in the

development of agricultural technology. He then became devoted, my

mother insisted he was obsessed, to developing an alternative to

combustion fuels that were the single greatest polluter of the planet. In

their time these fuels had been hailed as one of man’s greatest

developments, the invention of artifical fuels to replace the exhausted

reserves of natural combustion fuels.

There had been a desperate, contrived, race to develop these artificial

fuels, a just in time solution which saved the world from grinding to a halt,

so the fuel companies argued. So what if the pollution generated by these
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fuels was insignificantly different to the naturally ocuring fuels, so long as

the new fuels could run the old engines. Which of course meant savings of

billions of dollars, but most importnantly, Life could go on as before, an

uninterrupted flow of mindless existence. That’s how my dad put it

anyway, whenever anyone questioned why he spent all his time, and

increasingly more of his money, developing an alternative.

So there I was, in the bosom of a bloc that had developed it’s own

alternatives to combustion fuels centuries before, but ridiculed by the rest

of the world, and therefore selected by my father as the centre for

research and development of the new technology. My job was to liaise

between my father and the head of the development team, Richie Fryars.

The project was about to be closed down and my father wanted me to be

his eyes and ears whilst he decided whether to continue his dream.

It had been exciting working at the research centre. everyone was

enthusiastic and felt they were doing something worthwhile for other

people, as well as themselves. pollution levels were so bad in most cities

that people weren’t allowed out at certain times, and filter masks had to

be worn at all times. the bpod had been modified to cope with increased

atmospheric pollution; fuel companies used this argument to play down

the need for new technology and standards of pollution. But eventually

the bpod manufacturers had been unable cope with the pollution levels so
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users had been forced to revert to the wearing of filtered masks when

going outside.

The research team looked at man made chemicals and enhancing naturally

ocuring energy sources. The project had funding from many different

sources and should have been financially self supporting but it was forced

to spend most of it’s funding fighting legal challenges sponsored by

interests vested in maintaining the status quo. Only 10% of funds were

actually used for research.

The most frustrating thing was that the research team appeared to have

discovered a solution, based on the production of rapid growing high

energy plants. Processing resulted in high energy fuel with very low

pollution. But the best thing about it was that the plant grew best in arid

conditions. If the technology was adopted then the world’s wealth

distribution would be turned on it’s head. The poorest blocs and regions

would suddenly have untold wealth and political power. My father began

to talk more of this benefit than the technology itself. It was something he

had never dreamed of at the start of his quest but it now dominated his

thinking. It distracted him from fighting the forces which sought to destroy

this dream, hence the near defeat he now faced.
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“Dad yeah I think we have a prototype completed. But I heard some

rumours going around that I need to get to the bottom of. Let me talk to

Richie and I’ll get back to you tomorrow.”

I had a meeting with Richie the same morning. I had always found him

difficult to deal with, like he was holding something back. I thought maybe

it was just he thought I was too dumb to understand what was going on,

the technology, the economics, the politics of it all. he certainly made it

clear that however much he admired my father he had no respect for me.

“We finished the trials today yes, it looks good. I think we can go into

production next week.

“next week! You say we’ve only just finished the prototype fuel and you

want to go into trial production! Are you sure that’s wise ?

“What do you mean wise. What do you know? Do you doubt my ability?

What do you mean “we” any way. you come out here and start poking

your nose into everything.” He held up his hand as I tried to interject. “I

have heard enough of your stupid ideas. My team have spent fifty years

doing his research and it’s ready to go. Tell your father that. in fact tell him
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to come over here otherwise he will miss out on the celebrations. He

deserves the celebrations, you deserve nothing.”

Richie admired my father enormously. Dad had pulled Richie out of

obscurity in some backwater university doing trivial research that would

never be used. He was now a household name and he loved the glory. It

was this which concerned me. He was rushing it to tell the world about

how great he was.

“I don’t want to waste any more time with you. If your father wants to

speak to me I speak to him alone. Not through his lackey son.”

He was a small powerfully built man. I stood shoulders above him, I should

have hit him. but I never could hit someone, however much I dreamed of

it. Sometimes I was afraid of them but more often it was an inability to

plant the first blow. I got back through other means, biding my time. I

could afford to. And I took pleasure in taking revenge. “I’ll let my father

know your views, and I’ll also give him my advice. I’ve got evidence that

you are being paid by the fuel industry to sabotage this research. The so

called accident last week which has been so widely reported was the

result of contamination of the fuel. And you’ve also been misdirecting
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research to slow down the development process. You’re lucky the test

pilot wasn’t killed in that accident.

“The police will be here soon. Alternatively you can leave now, and I mean

right now, and you can head back to your obscure little life that my father

so graciously plucked you from. You may not be able to escape the

retribution of some of your colleagues so easily though. Some of them are,

to say the least, not happy.”

He tried to protest, fuck knows why. It wasn’t like I didn’t have the

evidence, or most of it anyway. where I didn’t I’d filled in the blanks. There

wasn’t enough to get him to court, and waste more of my father’s money,

but I banked on him being prepared to do anything to preserve his

reputation. Like all scientists he was obsessed with his reputation; he was

a prisoner of it. He might have made brilliant discoveries, but he was too

afraid to make anything but the smallest step into the dark unknown for

fear of failure. He was prepared to do anything to enhance his reputation,

even betray the man that had effectively made him, but who had made no

claim upon him.

The fuel industry, and their lobby groups, tried to make a big deal of

Richie’s sudden departure, but they didn’t push it. Of course the research
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was no where near complete, although they were heading in the right

direction and getting close. There was still a few years more research, but

they were years my father could not fund. The project was closed down. It

broke my father and after that he didn’t show much interest in anything.

Like many other people he had lost a purpose for living so he merely

enjoyed life and existed through each day. Which made my mother very

happy, until he left her.
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN C

I spent a few years drifting around after that. I visited the PanAsia bloc,

stopping off in USNA on the way. I stayed in Los Angeles for a few months.

It was the most depressing experience of my life, worse than the

devastation I had seen in Africa. People drove around like zombies with no

apparent purpose in their journey except to fight with anyone they met at

their destination, spend some money, and then return to their home.

Where they would take up what ever battle they had left. No one seemed

content, too caught up in a desperate search for a transient happiness

which meant stepping on anyone that got in the way of this holy of holiest

grails. A guy helped me home one night when I was totally pissed and

could hardly stand, then he came back the next day and asked me to pay

him. I asked him why. “You pay for everything over here man. You ask for

directions, you gotta pay. You want someone to play with your kid, you

gotta pay. You wanna friend to talk to, you gotta pay. You want someone

to wipe the blood from your knee, you gotta pay man. Their aint no other

reward man, so you gotta pay.”

“How do you feel when you help someone?
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“It don’t feel like helping. It’s a job. Fucking pay up man or you’ll get a

beating next time I see you too pissed to walk.

“I guess I’ll have to pay for that too, right?

“no man, that’s the only thing that’s free here man. People getting killed

all the time, and it don’t cost them a cent.

I was only staying in USNA for a few days but it was enough to tell me I

didn’t want to go back there in a hurry. People I met said that LA was not

representative of the rest of America. Others said it was all the same,

except that in LA they were just upfront about it. It seemed ironic to me

that whilst USNA had this indestructible belief in their superiority over all

other blocs, they were unaware that the poverty and environmental of

other nations was largely the USNA’s responsibility. The ironic thing was

that whilst these blocs were environmentally and economically fucked,

USNA was fucked just as much socially. And at some point this diference

would become irelevent. I just hoped I wasn’t around when they finally

woke up and found out. we’d all have to pay on that day.
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My trip to Australia was a blast…. From the past. It was like walking back in

time, for all the worst reasons. There was none of the mateship that I had

heard so much about. Socially Australia was little different to USNA;

everyone in it for themselves.

All the country towns had either run out of people, or if they were close

enough to a city, getting eaten up in the urban sprawl. Successive

governments had governed on a day to day basis, failing to recall, except

in vapid speeches, that Australia was land of time. a long time in the

making. Problems that should have been resolved hundreds of years ago,

requiring a modicum of backbone and foresight, were resolved only when

disaster struck. Water supplies were never adequately resourced for cities.

Cities were allowed to sprawl indefinitely, swallowing up the continent’s

renown natural wonders, or polluting them so they became ugly

wastelands, or filthy waterways devoid of any life.

Fortunately in the last few hundred years the lessons of the past finally

sunk in. it was well known there was more than sufficient water supplies

for the population for at least the next five hundred years. But the water

was in the wrong places. Massive construction projects piped and stored

water hundreds of kilometers from their original source. These visionary

projects resulted in the spread of population inland on the West and East

coasts from the Southern most cities like Melbourne up into Far North
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Queensland; the latter becoming the fastest growing region on the

continent. Unfortunately pollution was something successive governments

had been unable to get their heads around and the gains from population

shift and spread were lost. Crops became so heavily polluted they became

poisonous for human consumption, millions of hectares laid to waste by

aerial and soil pollution. A trip to the Far North I had been looking forward

to became more like a funeral. Lush rainforest full of disparate wildlife had

become dried out desert. All attempts to find a man made solution had

failed. The place was only good enough for people to live in, so the

developers had been encouraged to move in.

Australia reminded me of how I’d felt about Africa. Anger at the

corruption and incompetence. Sadness at the destruction of an

irreplaceable treasure. I never wanted to return to either of these once

beautiful places. I heard that much of the rest of the PanAsia bloc had

suffered similarly. So once the plane took off heading back to USSA I never

looked out of the window. Instead I chatted to a pretty girl who sat in the

next seat to me. she was traveling to USSA for the first time and I offered

to show her around. We fell in love during those blissful months we spent

together. It takes a lot of living to get used to knowing we have to endure

sadness before we can experience joy.
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I was returning once again to USSA to take up an even more challenging

job. Through my father’s contacts, and some I’d made whilst working

there previously, I was invited to be an intermediary in negotiations on the

control of organised crime in the USSA. They were going to target the

most lucrative busineses first – the trade in second hand bpod parts. This

industry had become the catalyst for a lot of crime – murder, to get the

parts in the first palce, as well as the black market dealings with hospitals

to recover damaged parts; unregistered transplants, mainly to change

identity, and a recent increase in the creation of bpod robots for private

armies and illicit manufacturing operations. The other main area was in

white collar crime. Illegal dumpings of contaminated materials, mainly to

create “natural disasters” which led to massively profitable emergency

relief contracts; money laundering. The project involved a lot of cross

border negotiations with USNA. It started out as a low level translation job,

which suited me fine whilst I was getting to know Isabella. I even managed

to get her a job on the project too.

I wont bore you with the detail of how they got there but the upshot was

that the governments of USSA and USNA agreed to destroy the operations

of as much of the organised crime they could uncover. And then fill the

vacuum with government backed organised crime. The argument being

that it would be impossible to crack down on all crime, because it was a

living monster, as a gang was destroyed a new one would grow to take it’s

place. It also meant that by being closer to the action that they would



41 | P a g e

have a better idea what was going on and maybe control things better.

The trigger for this had been a coordinated attack by a conglomerate of

idealistic terrorists working with a European crime gang. They had

destroyed a landmark building in ten cities and launched chemical or

biological attacks timed to occur once the emergency services had their

hands full with the first emergency. The effect of either attack would have

been herendous enough. The combined attack caused the break down of

operational systems; communication was helpless to keep up to date as

the crisis evolved. Rescue teams were sent to the sites that had not been

hit. Casualties were sent to the wrong hospitals so that some were empty

and others so overcrowded no-one got treated. Innocent people got shot

by military and civilian forces that had lost touch with their command. A

man was seen throwing a woman over a balcony because she tried to stop

him going outside. She had been trying to save him from the biological

attack; he thought she was trying to stop him escaping from the building

collapsing around them.

What finally spured the authorities into action were accusations of

ineptitude and self preservation. It became common knowledge that once

the political and military leaders discovered the extent of the attacks they

escaped to secure bunkers. These events, which were over in a few hours,

left an enduring undercurrent of helpless fear and vengeful rage. The

argument that it was important to save the leaders was strongly rebuffed

even in some quarters of the main media. If these leaders were unable to
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prevent a catastrophe which led to their own deaths, alongside the people

they were supposed to protect, it was then time for new leaders to

emerge. Leaders that could better protect the populace.

Literally hundreds of terrorist groups claimed responsibility for the crimes,

and it was soon established which ones were involved. General “Fury”

Debran was then head of the European bloc’s military hierarchy. It was an

easy call to initiate covert and military operations to bring to justice these

groups. But it was never established what the organised crime network

had hoped to achieve by these operations. For there appeared to be no

direct benefit to them; if anything the reverse. Security was stepped up,

and a mood of vigilance and wariness descended. People stopped going

out; it was easy to generate panic about anything; there was a feeling that

we were at war. We being the whole world. The enemy apparently being a

figment of our imaginiation. In this climate all business suffered, and theirs

suffered as much as anyone’s.

Of course the negotiations were top secret and the public was supposed

to never hear about the decision by the governments of Europe, USSA and

USNA to take over as organised crime.
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Where did I come into this? It was no more than as a translater for the

USSA team. I then became involved in drafting the final agreement, and

worked closely with Peres Funela. Peres was the not only the chief

negotiator but was also the head of the combined military and civilian

organised crime task force. How I got involved in the operational side of it

is still a bit hazy to me. I was talking to Peres, theoretically doing this or

that, I forget.

“What do you mean, theoretically we could put someone undercover with

the Soliman gang? I’m fucking sick of you and your sit back know it all

attitude. You think we’re all stupid don’t you. You have no idea what it’s

like when you’re in there, in the shit, your cover about to be blown and

ten men who’d take pleasure in blowing your face off if they knew who

you really were.”

I forgot to mention before, he didn’t like me very much. He thought I had

no balls. He told me that every day. he also told me I knew too much,

because I never did anything. And he didn’t give a shit if I was right about

something. It wasn’t important being right about everything. It was about

getting things done, even when you fucked up along the way. being the

best was about handling the fuckups without it all exploding in your face.

He also intimated I was dead already so I should stop being afraid of life. I
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wasn’t sure if it was a threat or a coment on my lifestyle. I was afraid to

ask.

But what was so hard about getting someone on the inside. I told him how

I could do it. He said I was a fuckwit and then wanted to know more. Why

was I doing this? did I want his approval; but why would I want that? I

didn’t respect the guy, no brains. All action man head down bum up. Did

anyone ever think that with your head down you can’t see a fucking thing.

I was always on the side of the lazy bastard who sat around appearing to

do nothing but knew everything that was going on. and was thinking ,

thinking about how he could turn it to his advantage.

Peres

So there he was. I thought it was the dumbest idea I ever heard but what

the fuck if he was killed well it was good riddance. The world needed

fewer smart asses like Jess Cartwright. Though I was maybe wrong about

him having no balls. OK he wasn’t going in with guns blazing but if he

pulled it off he would achieve more than a team of agents torturing half

the crime hierarchy.
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We’d agreed to meet after he’d been working there for a week. I didn’t

expect too much information. I just wanted to know if it was worth while

risking him being there. Don’t get me wrong I wasn’t going soft on the guy,

I was worried he might fuck up the whole Soliman operation. If we got

them in the pocket we could pick off the smaller cartels later. As far as we

could tell they all hung off Soliman anyway so it would be easy to make

the conections once we were operating Solimans. But if we blew it before

we could get in far enough we’d get our dicks cut off and they’d be out for

us.

Jess looked his usual smug ass self as he walked into the diner. “Do you

have to pick the corner table? Isnt it a bit obvious. They should put a sign

up on the table “reserved for secret agents only”. What do you think?”

Jess was laughing but I could tell he was tense. It was hard being someone

else twenty four seven. I knew, I’d done it enough times when trying to

break the terrorist cells in the Far South. Living in a village with them,

eating, sleeping, even fucking their women. It was easy to make a mistake,

didn’t he always tell his boys not to worry about making mistakes, you

either die or learn from them. but .. but. She shouldn’t have fallen ….

What the fuck! my boy’s here. Focus.

“what did you find out?”
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“ “Jess, how are you” would be nice. I don’t think it will be hard to find out

what you want to know. I’m working at the headquarters for sure. it all

gets decided from there. What they’re planning to get into, who is going

to run the operation. I sit in on the daily meetings of the top bosses,

handle all their correspondence, arrange all their meetings, take every call

to them. I should have enough information in a month for you to take over

their whole operation. And they don’t even notice me. I got the job

straight away, once they’d spoken to Parrish. As long as you keep it under

wraps that he’s rolled I’ll be fine.

“don’t worry about Parrish, we’ll probably be getting him to continue to

run his operation. He’s a smart guy and can see where the industry is

heading. If he plays his cards right it could all work out in his favour. He

can see himself running Solimans’ businesses once we’ve cracked them.

I looked at him closely. He seemed pretty calm considering. I guess he

didn’t know too much, and I hadn’t enlightened him. it would probably be

better to keep it that way. “So what have you got for me?” he handed

over a bundle of documents. I needed to read the information to tell him

what else I needed before we set up the takeover operation. He seemed

happy to have a drink, and eat whilst I was reading. It crossed my mind
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that as long as he didn’t get too smart for himself, he could pull this off.

But it was still fifty fifty in my mind whether he would blow it. The stuff he

gave me was perfect; we talked some to decide what he should focus on

getting next week. “Where did you tell them you were going? “

“they didn’t give a fuck really; I just said I was going to meet a girlfriend.”

“this is good work, keep it up. You should be out of there in a couple fo

weeks. I’ll let you know when you need to get out of there.”

As he sauntered out of the diner I was feeling pretty good. I had got a lot

of flak from some of the bosses. My boss was AOK about it, but the others

were pissed off they hadn’t thought of it. It was all new to us, we were

turning the tables on these guys. I loved it. In one hit all the undercover

busineses would be opened up. Sure some enterprising little shit would

come up with something else people would pay over the odds for, but we

would be in their, at their level, a step ahead. It was all about margins, and

if they were big enough to kill for there would always be someone to pull

the trigger.
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Didn’t we already think like them ? wasn’t that why we were in this,

because we weren’t so different to the losers we locked up. And didn’t

they look at us as the losers because we didn’t have the flashy lifestyle

they had? Was what either of us did worth it? Someone had to do it, and I

happened to be good fighting criminals. It didn’t bother me that more

people didn’t take crime prevention more seriously; I wouldn’t expect a

surgeon to come and do my job. Just like he wouldn’t let me near an

operating table. stick to what you’re good at, and leave the rest alone.

The next time I saw Jess he was much the same. I had expected reality to

have kicked in a bit. Maybe I had underestimated him. he greeted me with

a handshake. It had been two weeks since I had seen him, he called off at

the last minute from our last meeting.

The information looked good again, and then something caught my

attention. It was like a jigsaw had been thrown up in the air, a million

pieces floating slowly down and landing all in place. A thrill of excitement

ran down my back and I felt light headed. I hoped Jess hadn’t noticed.

This was something I didn’t want to share with him, and he didn’t need to

know about it anyway. he hadn’t brought me the information directly, it

was just something in a document talking about a wide range of

investments and their performance. I don’t think he’d picked it up because

there was no other information referring to these particular investments. I
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didn’t want to raise any suspicions, but I needed to check if he did know

anything. “this all looks good Jess, I’m starting to get a good picture here.

We’ll soon have their operations knocked over and all the losers whose

lives they fuck up can work for us. Does that make you feel good?”

“was there anything you particularly wanted me to follow up on. or do you

just me to carry on getting names? I’m starting to see the same companies

and people reappear, I don’t think I need to be there much longer.”

“what happened last week?”

“oh it was nothing really, we were just very busy. You know that shipment

I showed you the documents for, it came in last week. there was a lot of

paperwork to do, organise the distribution. They seem to be trusting me

with more sensistive information. That list of investments should be pretty

useful. It pretty much tells you what operations they control and to what

extent.”

I was pretending to read a document as Jess spoke. I looked up quickly

when he mentioned the investment document, but I don’t think he knew

what it really meant. I needed to get him out of there before he found out
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what was now staring me in the face. And I needed to speak to my boss as

soon as I got out of here.

“It’s Wednesday today, I think you should wrap it up on Friday. Say you

have to go back to Europe, family crisis or something. They wont give a

shit what you’re doing I should think. unless you’ve suddenly made

yourself indispensable Jess. And I hope you haven’t done that.”

he seemed to have it under control and was still relaxed about going back

to Solimans. “No, I took your advice, low profile. Nothing to worry about.

I’ve kind of enjoyed this, though I don’t think I’d want to do it again. I’ll see

you Friday then. Do we meet here? Or do I just get on a plane?”

“no we need to meet up for a debrief. You need to disappear first, just in

case. I’ll meet you outside here on Friday at five.”

Jess

I wasn’t going to tell Soliman that I thought Peres knew about the

armaments conection to the terrorists. It was obvious the way he kept
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looking at the document and when I mentioned the investments I thought

his head was going to jerk off.

And I wasn’t going to tell Peres that someone had followed me the first

time we’d met at the diner. I shouldn’t have mentioned meeting a

girlfriend, but I didn’t think they were even listening. Maybe they’d heard

about Parrish; it didn’t matter. So I was told to go along with Peres as if

everything was OK, to give them time to make their own plans. I was

followed to the diner and could see them waiting outside the whole time I

was with Peres.

I had no problem imagining the carnage about to be unleashed if

Soliman’s gang was able to get a few of the other cartels join them in

taking on the police and army. Taking more drugs was a good way to

numb the feeling that I’d contributed to the mess that was about to hit

the fan. The days and weeks passed in a haze I was glad to be in, that way

reality could be kept at arm’s length.

The traditional organised crime was a front for a much more profitable

enterprise, and was the missing link to the terrorist conections that

Soliman had been cultivating. Only soliman could have pulled this off, he

had conections worldwide. Most of the other gangs operated in their own
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territory, with affiliates overseas that they did business with. Soliman had

his own men on the ground, and they had been putting together a

worldwide network alongside the terrorists. The aim was simple, and

couldn’t fail, because the governments in Europe, USSA and USNA all had

expansionist right wing ideologies.

The plan was simple. Incite the terrorists to worldwide, coordinated attack

on a large scale. The governments would be forced to react by taking on

blocs which they felt threatened by, namely Africa. To do this they would

have to spend militarily, on armaments, bpod forces, and post offensive

administration. And over the last fifty years Soliman had taken control

over all of these industries in Europe, USNA and partially in USSA.

When they interrogated me I told them straight away everything they

wanted to know. I betrayed everyone I could think of. it wasn’t much, and

after a while I think they realised I didn’t know a lot. Just took me for a

grunt who was in it for the money or something. They weren’t that

interested in my motivation. And they hadn’t been to heavy on me, in case

I needed to show my face I guess. But I never told them about the

government plan to take over their business. They thought it was just a

low level sting. I thought I’d keep that one up my sleeve for as long as i

could.
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The whole time I was thinking how I could get out of here alive. I didn’t

give a shit about Peres, I just wanted to get out of here as fast as I could.

What I did with the information could wait. i still didn’t know what to do

when Peres wrapped it up. See you on Friday didn’t sound very likely. I

didn’t think either of us was going to see past the next five minutes. “are

you coming with me Peres? I’ve paid the bill.”

“I was going to read the rest of these documents …. No I’ll come with you.

I need to see someone.”

I could guess who. He was going to go running to his boss, hoping for a

slap on the back and a promotion. Couldn’t the arsehole see he could be

rich beyond his wildest dreams. No such option for me; I’d have grabbed it

if it had been there for the taking. “Come on then, I’d better get back. I

don’t get much time for lunch and they might get suspicious.”

“Why would they get suspicious”

“I don’t fucking know; let’s just get out of here OK. I just want to get back

there. get it over with.” I hadn’t meant to say that but I hoped he could
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read it another way. he did, it didn’t seem to catch his attention at all. he

was more interested in getting all the papers together. I could see he was

distracted, he was already thinking about what he was going to say. Some

big speech maybe. No that wasn’t his style. He’d underplay it. “Hey, look

what we’ve got here. I think I’ve got something here that might interest

you. What do you think these guys are up to. I think ….” And someone else

would take the credit, and Peres would be where he always was. And

subconsciously probably where he wanted to be.

“OK I’m ready lets go. You’d better go in front of me in case someone sees

you.”

Fuck! that was plan A out the window. Thought maybe I could make a run

for it and they’d hit Peres. Some other people were leaving and were just

ahead of us. Quite a crowd. I walked behind a really tall man, the dad I

guess, or maybe a teacher, there were quite a few kids with him. As we

got out on the street I started to run. The street was busy, I thought I had

a chance. And I might have except I got hit in the leg before I’d reached

the corner of the block. I thought it was all over but someone grabbed me

as I fell and dragged me to a vehicle and I remember getting thrown in and

moving off fast. I drifted into unconsciousness amidst the deafening noise

of shooting, screaming and people running.
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Jess suddenly took off, as soon as we hit the street. Out of the corner of

my eye I caught a woman pulling out a weapon and I realised we’d been

followed. She started to fire in my direction. At first I wasn’t sure if they

were after me too or just Jess. But it became quickly obvious that there

was more than one, maybe three of four and they didn’t look too

discriminate.

Then my phone started ringing, it was Jess. “they’ve got me! Help me.” He

was screaming, then there was silence. I didn’t think there was much point

trying to call him back. When I looked around but he seemed to have

disappeared, along with the hitters. It was as if it had never happened.

Everyone was standing still, in shock. It was like a movie when you hit the

pause button. For a moment nothing moved. Then there was like a shrug

and everyone started off again. So it hadn’t happened. They hadn’t just

seen a guy get shot at, and then be dragged away screaming for his life.

That wasn’t a reality they could relate to. Easier to imagine it didn’t

happen; empty lives need that kind of food. To sustain the bland

indifference.
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I felt guilty that I hadn’t been able to protect him, but I could let that

torment me later. I had to move on a bigger scale. Shit was flying as we all

moved aimlessly along the street. I bumped into people and they got out

of my way. I must have looked a little crazy. I didn’t know what I was doing

for a while. It wasn’t that Jess was probably dead. I could live with that, a

casualty of war. But on what scale did this whole deal operate. Nations,

whole blocs were enmeshed in a struggle to defeat a terrorist threat that

was largely the imagination of an interest vested only in escalating it’s

complexity and threat. The greater the terror the greater the justification

for more powers, and more restrictions on the people I had dedicated my

life to protecting.

This was getting out of my zone. I was a beat boy at the end of the day.

Call it what you like, I didn’t care. I liked having a beat; it was my turf. To

protect people from guys like Soliman. My brief was simple, and I had

simple rules by which I was guided. But they didn’t mean shit now. i

wanted to wake up and it be a dream, so I could go back to my easy life.

But I knew I wouldn’t, and I knew I couldn’t look the other way. What to

do? What did I always do? The right thing. Report; and get orders. Which I

would follow if they made sense. I had a feeling the orders I was going to

get wouldn’t make sense. and they could be the last ones I would get if I

didn’t follow them, to the letter. Which wasn’t my style. Man I was a pig

on a stick. Which I can tell you I wasn’t used to. Clear cut was my way;

action, risk, result.
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It would be tempting to just switch my mind off and do what ever I was

told but I knew I couldn’t. so I stayed dazed. Then I started getting calls

from my boss, so I had to make my way back to the station. He wanted to

know what had happened. I needed to see his face when I talked to him.

Then I would make up my mind what I would do. I had made a decision, so

I could relax.

But the closer I got, with each step I knew what I had to do. Fuck. Why me.

If it had only been someone else who could have just buried their head

and let the bastards keep on.

“Yeah, I think Jess is dead. But I got the documents. All the contacts we

need. We’ll be able to take over the sindicates no problem. It seems

strange becoming a criminal to keep the real criminals out though. Who’s

going to be able to tell the diference.”

“There wont be a diference because there wont be anyone else. We’ll

control everything and crush any gangs as soon as they show their heads.

The only diference is we’ll be protecting Joe Schmo and his misses from

the thugs they’ve been dealing with for their whole lives.
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“will they be able to tell the diference.

“Hey what’s up with you. I thought you understood what we were doing?

You got a problem with this programme?

What was I thinking. Why was I opening my heart up to my boss. He was

probably in it as much as Soliman. For his own different, but at the day’s

end maybe not so different reasons. Power. They were just coming at it

from different angles.

“No, I’m committed. We’ve just got to be careful who we put on the

ground. Especially the gang bosses. I’d like to give it a shot, to run my turf

from the other side you know.

“Haha. I like it. Peres Fuela, crime boss. It could work. You’ve got a profile

sure but mainly in the trade. And there are plenty of policemen who’ve

switched sides. Yeah we’ll set it up. I was talking to my boss the other day

about your patch. We couldn’t come up with anyone. Why didn’t I think of

you?”
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Why hadn’t I thought of Fuela before ? Of course I had, but he didn’t know

about the armaments angle. I’d need to tell him, after he’d settled in a bit.

Got comfortable and didn’t want to give it all up.

What was I worried about? It was just a hunch OK? I couldn’t risk him

blowing it at such a critical stage. But he seemed genuine enough. I never

thought he go for it and here he was begging like a puppy for a bone. He

was smart enough but he wasn’t in anyone’s pocket. Nobody seemed to

have anything on him, nothing I’d heard about any way. I’d get someone

to tail him and get some dirt. Maybe he liked to dress up, or liked boys. I’d

heard a rumour he liked to date married women. Get him hooked on one

of the girls, play him like a fish. No sweat.

I had a meeting later with the politicos. I hated those meetings. I felt like

there were knives poised at my back. Nothing said was what it meant. The

sand shifted beneath my feet, and ugly heads reared from the depths. And

then, as the meeting ended, the walls came back and reality returned. I

needed to know something before I went into the meeting.
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“Peres, you want this job right. What do you think it’s going to involve”.

Did he know?

“what are you asking me that for. I’ve been fighting these guys since I was

a kid, no prisoners. Just give me the keys and I’ll take over the business.

There wont be a hitch; you trust me right?

“yeah of course. We beat the street. I know you. Plenty of opportunity to

scam and you didn’t. neither of us did right?

“so it’s just run the rackets – prostitution, gambling, drugs. What are we

going to do with the drugs?

“clean it up of course. Haha! We’ll make sure all the shit is clean. That’s

the whole point. Kids still they’re rebelling, they don’t need to know their

parents are supplying the stuff through their taxes.

“so that’s all I need you to do man. Nothing else you’d like to get into?
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“what else is there. You seemed to have covered the main deals. I guess

there will be new businesses emerging which we’ll need to get in on.

What’s the strategy for that? It’s going to happen all the time right.

Inventive little fuckers they’ve always been.

“you’re running a business. General Manager. No different. Weigh up the

odds. If you’re in, crush the competition. If it’s not going to fly then you

don’t need to worry. Just keep me informed on anything new. It always

starts with a rumour doesn’t it? Then we sniff the bastard out and we get

him. The only diference, mate, is we’ll be on the production side this time

round.

My phone rang. It was one of the politicos. I thought I’d got the wrong

time for the meeting. Like a fucking schoolboy I jumped up when I knew it

was a politico. But he didn’t want to talk about the meeting. “Shut up and

listen” he said. They weren’t usually that direct, I felt safer. “Peres knows

about the armamants deal. Cartwright told Soliman’s man. We believe

him.” The sand started shifting again. When you spoke to these guys you

were never speaking to that person alone. There was always someone else

in the conversation, someone dangerous that tossed your life around

thoughtlessly in their hands, in the shadows, elusive. Someone cleverer,

more cunning and more ruthless than you. They also had information that

put you at a disadvantage. “Deal with him.”
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I should have felt sorry for peres, but there is no room for sentiment if you

want to survive. Anyway, why hadn’t he told me he knew about the deal.

Maybe he was trying to step over me. It was a good job he’d done. But

noone should get rewarded for disloyalty. Were we really friends any

more? We’d been on the bet together a long time ago. Maybe he’d heard

about some of my deals, some of the perks I enjoyed that he wouldn’t

approve of.

“that conversation involved you Peres. Is there anything else you haven’t

told me that I should know? I’m going to a meeting with the politicos,

they’ll want to know the big picture you know. What do you think this is all

about.

“I thought that was always pretty clear cut. We’re going to replace the

organized crime with our own men, men we can rely on.

“Exactly. And you want to be in on it. So I need to rely on you. Tell me the

fucking truth!
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Peres and Cater stared at each other for a long second. Petty hatreds, long

buried, flared in their eyes. Peres saw Carter change, as he’d seen him

change a million times past. A glassy veneer emerged, the “bullshit stops

here” mask that signaled it had only just started. But he’d never been on

the receiving end of it before. He knew Carter was corrupt, but he had

always been honest to him. This thing was bigger than their loyalty to each

other. Hadn’t he already betrayed Carter by not telling him what he knew.

And Carter obviously knew now.

Peres thought. Fuck it, take the consequences; no point dragging this out.

He might win, he was on solid ground. But did he want to? “look I don’t

give a fuck about the armaments deal OK. That’s what you’re talking about

right? It doesn’t interest me. What I don’t know doesnt hurt. That’s what I

thought OK. Play dumb.”

Cater looked impassively at Peres across the desk. The information like a

bomb both knew was about to explode. “Why should I believe you Peres?

Omission is a lie, worse than a lie. You didn’t even have the balls to make

something up”. Then he smiled. Peres suddenly felt defenceless, sharks

circled. “I made a mistake, now I have to fix it up.” He pulled a weapon

from the drawer and pointed it at Peres. The glass booth in which they sat

was visible to everyone. It was called the goldfish bowl. Cater liked it that

way. He could see everyone. And they thought they could see everything
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he did. He pressed a button and the door locked behind peres. A few of

the officers began looking around. The room was sound proffed so they

hadn’t heard any of the argument. Their first indication of conflict was the

raised weapon now pointed at Peres’s head. A few ran from the room, a

couple were obviously ringing someone. They were the most calm. The

rest just looked on; there was nothing they could do that would make any

diference if Cater wanted to kill Peres.

Peres raised his hands and spoke quietly. “Cater you can do that, but

they’ll just think you were trying to cover something up. You asked me ofr

the truth and I gave it to you. I don’t want to know. I just want to run the

rest of the business. Let someone else run that side of it. I know fuck all

about armaments. Let me do what I know best.”

Cater remained motionless, and he cocked the trigger. “what’s the point

of living Peres if you’re going to live with a lie that’s going to kill you

anyway. It’s just putting off the inevitable, and you don’t know when

you’re going to be found out. So you’ll be on edge all your remaining days.

Just tell me the truth and lets get it over.”

“Go ahead then; you’ve made up your mind. I just told you the truth.

What I should have done in the first place. Why should I be afraid of you
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or any of those slimy politicos you’re always hanging around with these

days. I’ve got nothing holding me back.

Peres looked defiant; he dropped his hands to his side and sat down in the

chair. Cater continued to point the gun at his head. “Bravery suits you

Peres, lying doesn’t. you should have told me everything you knew from

the start, not force me to drag it out of you. Don’t fuck with me, because

you’re not just fucking with me any more, I’ve got a fucking army behind

me. The most powerful you could ever fucking imagine. If you want to be a

part of it, fine. But don’t fuck with me again.” With that he lowered the

gun and put it back in the drawer. As soon as the gun was in the drawer

Peres leapt up and grabbed Cater by the throat. He began choking and his

face turned red. No one could get in to rescue him. People banged on the

walls, screaming silently, the impact of their fists noiseless. “I’ve got

nothing to be ashamed of cunt. I’ll do the job, and I’ll do it fucking well,

long after you’ve had your head blown off by someone whose shafted you.

You’ve lost touch, you don’t know the truth when you hear it any more

mate. I was telling you the truth all the time.” Peres believed what he said;

but his values, that had protected him through one of the most violent

periods of organized crime in recent history, were no longer valid. He

needed to change. He hoped he wouldn’t end up like Cater in the process.

Peres let Cater go. Cater smiled and rubbed his neck. He took in a few

deep breaths and then sat back in his chair, recovered. “I believe you. One
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day you might understand what I’m doing, why I want to be in on the

armaments deal.”

“I hope not. But you never know.”
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN D

So, here I lay, feeling utterly sorry for myself. At the start of an indefinite

sentence. I tried to divert attention on to Peres but that didn’t work. They

didn’t seem to care that idiot might know about their terrorist strategy.

And they didn’t believe me when I said they were about to be muscled out

of that operation too. I guess they had greater faith in government than I

did. One thing I had learnt, or at least had a suspicion confirmed, was that

for power people will do anything. And, something I hadn’t realized, was

they would deceive themselves if they realized that the dream would

elude them.

If my family hadn’t disowned me, at least they thought or hoped I was

dead. I heard from no-one, except a persistent fellow prisoner cum

desperate admirer. You make of that whiff of an ancient pun as you wish.

Life dragged for a year until I went to court. I had no hope from the

outcome but it was nice to be able to throw a few fucks at the system and

it’s representatives. Whatever the short term cost in beatings. I found the

powerful hate to be considered weak; they need to reassert their

superiority in direct ways. For we are all born screaming infants and once
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died a pile of rags. So little distinguishes us from each other, and how we

strive to differentiate ourselves. So the powerful must reinforce their

apparently tenuous grip, and the weak marvel at their capacity to endure.

An indefinite sentence. Worse than death. Held in an environment

designed, at every turn, to remind of my purposeless existence. My crime ?

Wait ….. and believe me, it’s worth waiting for. I was found guilty of being

a terrorist. I was planning the expansion of an already heinous campaign.

Briefly I was Enemy Number One. Until some real criminals took over my

less than coveted position. Ilustrious, and thoroughly undeserved

company. Yes I am weak and selfish, ready to abandon any soul for my

own advancement, but surely most of us fall into that category. Don’t we?

I know longer care. The decision was unanimous and I was cast aside upon

the alter of greater greed. Perhaps I was not hungry enough. Was this all I

should feel guilty of? Perhaps I am not ruthless enough to rub shoulders

with Soliman, but at least I tried. Remember this. And yet it would cost

you nothing, so can it be a lesson you will either value or recall. For what

it’s worth, the lesson is this. If you aim to fail, do so spectacularly. For it

feels the same how ever far you fall. The punishment may be more severe

but in the end we accustom ourselves to any circumstance.

My life yawns before me..
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Meanwhile, I have to laugh, Peres proved to be a more adept criminal

than I gave him credit for. his district became reknown as a criminal mecca.

Organized crime was regarded as out of control in his old precinct; it was a

rare night, perhaps an anniversary?, when his gang was not mentioned in

the media for some appalling atrocity against a definitive innocent. What

had made him turn over a new leaf? Power dulled his mind. Or was he just

keeping a step ahead. Would more have been broken under someone

else’s wheel. It is hard to imagine how. But no doubt he imagined he was

still protecting his, unsurprisingly, wary flock.

It was equally noticeable to me that terrorism rarely featured within his

domain. Perhaps this was his perverse trade off.

And of course crime and terrorism escalated under the efficient auspices

of government. No one could ever accuse the government of being

disorganized.

Why was I released? I never found out. Apparently prisoners are arbitrarily

released all the time. It is in it’s very arbitrary nature that the sentence is
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so powerful. It stands alongside the awesome gift of eternal life in which

we control our moment of death. Whilst as an Indefinite, prison offers

only eternal incarceration with an elusive sliver of hope. And that hope lies,

we pray, in the hands of someone who cares nothing for us. Hate and the

desire for retribution must surely, one day, be exhausted. Bleak

indifference is our salvation. Otherwise we languish at the pleasure of

someone to whom we matter.
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN E

He looked such a prick. She had no interest in him and he showed no

interest in us. If we asked him a question he totally ignored us. It was a

waste of time attending his lectures, for all the help you got. But if she so

much as breathed he would run out from behind the stage and ask her

what she wanted. It was even worse for the remote students. He used to

turn off the screen, until the technicians put a fail safe to provide

continuous streaming.

Today we were supposed to be studying French literature. What really

fucked me off was that if you listened to what he was saying to Ella it was

beautiful. He conveyed the passion of the story as if a man had never been

spurned by a woman before; he brought to life ancient language, he made

the simplest words sound at once both poetic and sophisticated. It made

me want to never speak English again, as if it were the language of a

neaderthal. But it was all for Ella, and then … I forget.

I gave up the class soon after he gave up on Ella. He abused her until she

eventually left a class in tears. And he still took no notice of us. Anyone

brave enough to ask a question was derided unmercifully, with promises
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they would fail any test he marked. The numbers would dwindle to almost

nothing, and then a new love would enter his life. Or at least his

imagination. During these brief but frequent periods he became the

teacher supreme as he tried to impress her with his wit and ability to fire

our imaginations as only a true master could. Unfortunately during this

part of his oh so predictable cycle he was an awful teacher. He tried to

rule with an iron fist, and made us spend hours reciting vocabularies and

having inane conversations. He stifled not only ours but his own creativity

as he tried to twist himself into a caricature of what he imagined a great

scholar should be. Someone that could, by brute force, inculcate his

students with knowledge, and passion for his subject. Who was his role

model for this awful tyrant? Some teacher perhaps from his distant past.

We never dared ask. Once he felt he had won their affections, which many

were initially flattered by, he would lapse back into the ogre who would

simper at her every word and treat the rest of us as an infernal nuisance.

“You are all just an infernal fucking nuisance. Shut up and let me finish

speaking before you waste my time with your inane question Harris.” At

this he glanced at Bea with a rueful grin as if to say, “look what I have to

put up with; if only it were just just you and me”. She quickly looked away

in embarrassment as he continued “why do I know it will be an inane

question Harris? Because every other question you have ever asked me

has been inane, inane, inane.” Then he smashed his hand down on the

screen control, which the technicians had long disconnected, and raged at
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students gratefully distant. “What are you looking at? Have you never

seen a man in love before?”. Bea couldn’t take it any more and got up to

leave. The last stage in the cycle was about to start. I could feel it. I got up

and left with her.

Fuck Off. What do I care if they don’t learn anything. The principal wanted

to see me. Duh I wonder what about? Was I about to be promoted, or sent

on an all expenses paid study trip, or acknowledged as the greatest

teacher the school, nay, the world, had ever seen. My doubt hangs in the

air upon a thin golden thread.

I felt like a schoolboy as I sat waiting. No doubt the old bastard is keeping

me waiting. He seems forever caught up in a power struggle. Most of the

time I feel it with no-one but himself. The meeting began badly. He roared,

like a toothless aged lion, usurped by a younger, bolder foe. I felt the fetid

breath as is blasted from his gaping hole. I might have preferred to listen

to the outpourings of his other orifice. I felt certain I would find more

wisdom in one of his hanging wet farts than the shit he flung at me now.
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“What am I going to do with you Cartwright? On a daily basis I am

receiving complaints from students that you are failing to deliver lectures

in a meaningful way. A daily basis.

“they care nothing for the subject. What am I to do if their only interest is

in getting a meaningless job for which the majority are totally unsuited.

Why they even bother to turn up for the lecture I can’t fathom. With their

parents conections everything with be laid on a plate. Scenario : parents

are political bureaucrats; doted offspring becomes political bureaucrat.

Requirement : pass prescribed subjects to university level, including at

least three languages, which unfortunately involves the little bastards

from attending my lectures. Have I missed anything out?

“no you haven’t. that was a very accurate and succinct summary of our

higher education system.” This spoken in a quiet voice, heavy with

sarcasm. I awaited the inevitable shift. It was like watching an old ham

actor on the stage; well executed but so predicatable. Laughable, yet

loveable in a tragic way. “Your attitude is totally unacceptable. You are

paid to educate our future leaders, all earmarked for positions of power

and responsibility. Your role is particularly important as inevitably at some

point in their careers they will be required to undertake sensitive

negotiations with other blocs. Negotiations that may affect the future of

our planet. Their linguistic skills must be perfect.”
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“bollocks. A bpod interpreter will tell them exactly what the other

pontificator is crapping on about. So please don’t elevate my role into one

of any importance other than as a recalcitrant rubber stamp.

“why do you have to persist with this charade? Aren’t you a bit old for

rebellion?

“I have the body and health of an eighteen year old boy. The wisdom

gained through years of pain and ridicule can only stand to my advantage.

I am stronger for it, and unlike most things these days, my experience is

something you cannot buy. It is unique from the perspective I bring to all I

have lived. And no snotty eighteen year old can compete with that.

Charitably, I might say the same for you, Principal, if you didn’t cling to

middle age as if to a security blanket. Rebellion requires energy and

courage. We are gifted with both.

I must rebel. We, educators, should all rebel against a status quo that

makes everything we do nothing more than processing our young. Filling

them with knowledge they may never use, and will certainly never

challenge, for it reinforces the tenuous position they hold. We should be

teaching youngsters who are passionate about the art of a nation evolved
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through millennia. I grant you I might see one or two but they are soon

bemused and deflated by the lack of enthusiasm we bring. A plate of dry

biscuits will never arouse their passion. Make them desperate to read

every word written by a long dead genius; make them foolishly imitate

their words and style; wish they had lived in their age. Until with wisdom

they can discern the genius from the dross.

That is what I look for in a student. If I find merely ambitious innocence

and disinterest, how can I be driven to my best ? how can I draw out, with

my own passion, the wonder of the art before me. The language as a

means of sterile communication? What’s the fucking point. Why don’t

they all just learn one language and get on with it. They never talk to the

rest of us anyway.

“By they I presume you mean the wealthy, the powerful. THE PEOPLE

THAT PAY YOURWAGES.”

Yes he actually said that and really meant it. As if I owed anything to those

who had grabbed power centuries before and subsequently passed on the

poisoned chalice to their unsuspecting progeny. They who needed me and

the billions of others they ruled. What is a ruler without people to rule? A

madman with delusions of grandeur. Where did their wealth derive if not
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from the coin we dutifully pay for the goods they decided we needed

because it was the easiest way for them to sustain their riches.

“Principal I will continue to teach the robots. But you cannot buy my

enthusiasm. Do you have this conversation with the other teachers/ I

doubt it. They are happy to deliver what is expected of them. You do not

ask them to care about what they do, as long as they, robots too, deliver

the required curriculum. I am simply being more honest in my delivery of

the crap I am required to teach. Is honesty a crime? Perhaps it is, but was

anyone asked?

“Cartwright. Once again this has been a pointless exercise. If I could fire

you I would, but it is hard to find teachers with the skills you have.

“are you surprised? What reward is there. Our soul needs sustenance.

Teaching starves the soul, it robs the meagre crust at our lips. I gave up,

long ago, expecting to be able to impart wisdom to an open hungry mind.

Leave me in peace.

“Are you at peace Jess?” The sudden change in his manner made me

realize that he was, after all, human too. Perhaps he too had once had the
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aspirations I still cherished. But he had been beaten down by a system

that sucked all enthusiasm from our bones. I don’t know why but I began

to cry. Of course he thought it was for myself, but my tears were for him,

and his soul shrunk in a far corner, patiently determined as all souls are, to

bring us the peace, compassion and wisdom we subconsciously crave. I

saw it reach out as we spoke but he was oblivious to it’s lovingness. And I

wondered what it would take for him to feel its beckoning.

So, considering how the meeting had started, we surpisingly ended up on

good terms. I don’t know that my job was under any greater threat or his

tolerance of my behaviour was at all diminished. Did I really care. Of

course I fucking cared. I needed the money. But I made sure they never

knew that was the reason I was still there. Can you imagine how my every

rebellious act would be followed by a nailing of a free limb to the floor.

Until I was pinned, like every other specimen of humanity, for the

powerful to study, albeit occasionally with detached scientific interest. No,

let them think I led a monk’s existence; that I profligated whatever

material wealth I acquired, and had no truck with the ambitious writhings

of my peers. Though I fail to see where any similarities lie with my so

called peers. I am a free spirit, at least in theory, whilst they, in theory and

fact, are prisoners to their own ambitions and expectations of life.
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All in all it had been a mighty day. As I walked out of the Principal’s office I

marveled at the beauty around me. The concrete jungle of buildings and

roads; the quaintly scurrying figures, shapeless in heavy clothing to keep

out the chill of summer; pig like profiles, masked against the heavy

pollution that seemed to have been around for months now. we were

regulary told that the levels would reduce but I had begun to notice a few

people walking around unmasked, which suggested they didn’t think so

and had paid for a bpod upgrade. How much longer could specialists

tweak more resilience from these devices? We were constantly being told

we should not modify our bpods. They were finely balanced machines;

tinker with one element and it would inevitably alter the behaviour of

another component, perhaps catastrophically. Me, I wanted to live as long

as I could. If you asked me why I would probably ending up rationalizing

that I should turn off my bpod that instant. But the hunger for life still

burned painfully within.

Why was I so catastrophically and blindly happy that day? You can’t guess?

You don’t know me yet then. there is only one thing that can draw me to

heights of euphoria, and that is the naked body of a woman, accompanied

by her innocently youthful mind. Today heaven came to earth. Two girls,

close friends, had approached me after a class, wanting private lessons in

French. One was the offspring of a powerful mandarin, the other’s parent

appeared to have business connections. I found out later her father was a

senior figure in the mafia. They were both from the Asian bloc, in a region
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where strict morality was demanded of their women. I felt a rush of blood

from my head; these girls were more interested in the legendary love

techniques of the French gentlemen. Why they thought I was gifted with

these skills, purely because I spoke the language, I cared not a jot. They

wanted to tease my mind and body, and in return learn about lovemaking;

I was their willing tutor. I tentatively asked them when they would like to

have their first lesson, scared of frightening away these timid birds of

paradise. Scared I was, until I realized they were vultures, seeking the

rotting carrion of the unexplored pleasures of their flesh. It sometimes

helps to have a reputation; it attracts the right sort of bee to my fleshpots.

So it was with a spring in my step that I walked through the college and

into the lecture hall. This room, familiar, but so often the cemetery of my

broken spirit. I had waved gaily to any young wench that so much as

glanced in my direction, as I wended my to class.

How peverse they are, that only when unneeded women are at their most

obliging and shower us with their attention. The college seemed to be

positively brimming with pretty young girls only too happy to wave back

and smile. I even managed to prise a kiss from one or two, and of course

the wrath of other teachers, merely jealous of my success.
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After my meeting with the Principal, which I felt had gone so well, and the

opportunity to educate two pretty young things in the art of love, I felt on

top of the world. And I wanted to let every one know just how I felt.

“You are all wasting your time attending these lectures. As I have only just

told the Principal, anyone who requires, as part of their career plan, to

speak a language other than their mother tongue would do better to get

their parents to buy them a bpod with the necessary linguistic skills. It

would enable you to get one with what I suspect you really want to be

doing. Swanning around with your friends and, in time, bossing us poor

underlings around to make you feel more important.

Inasmuch as I had intimated my opinion on a number of occasions in the

past, their reaction was fairly muted. They were also well versed in the art

of politics, which in this case meant a noncommittal response whilst they

devised a way of making me suffer intolerably. I was therefore unprepared

for the response from one quarter.

“Don’t include me in your generalizations Mr Cartwright. I am here

because I want to learn about Spanish art, for its own sake. Not just so I

can get a piece of paper showing I have attended this class and passed the

required exams. I don’t care if I never pass an exam on the subject. I want
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to know what the great artists thought about their society, and what

insight they gave to the country’s future. I’m not a mindless bureaucrat

like the rest of them. I want to learn what you have to teach. So stop

wasting my time with your tantrums and posturing and get on with the

class.

This drew a few titters, including Sorita I noticed. This upstart needed

putting in their place. They all looked the bloody same though and I hadn’t

caught where they were sitting. The room was large and a little echoey.

“Stand up and be counted young man. If you have the courage.” My chest

expanded involuntarily; the throwing down of the gauntlet is after all

something only men aspire to.

To my further surprise a young woman stood up. She was petite with the

most enormous breasts I had ever seen on a girl of that size. I was

mesmerized by them, and the thought that she must at any moment

topple over. She spoke more quietly now but with a sneer on her pretty

little mouth. “Not a young man, as you can see, sir. What, by the way am I

to fear. I think it’s you that should be nervous. We all know you got

dragged in front of the Principal, again, after we’d all complained about

your attitude. If you’re not careful you’ll get sacked. And we’ll all fail our

exams. Do you want that on your conscience?”
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“My dear I don’t give a shit. What any of you do will not stop the world

going round; will not make the sun shine brighter; or even advance the

wisdom of our puny race.

“why do you bother then? Why do you bother to teach us? Why don’t you

just collect the money like everyone else? You don’t have to work. You

don’t seem to enjoy it.

I was suddenly on a very slippery slope without any skis. My recklessness

vanished. It was none of her business why I put up with them, and I wasn’t

about to have a discussion about it in front of my classroom of sharks.

“I don’t wish to waste the other student’s time so you will come to my

rooms after this lecture and we will discuss it further. Let us procedd with

the lecture. Who wishes to discuss their assignment.” One of the students

on the large overhead screen put up his hand. I usually ignored them if

they couldn’t be bothered to physically attend my class but on this

occasion I was grateful for the diversion. “Yes Hilary what do you have to

say about your pathetic effort?”



84 | P a g e

At the end of the lecture I quickly left, hoping the young girl had forgotten

about her outburst. But I noticed out of the corner of my eye that she was

hurrying along the row trying to intercept me as I walked up the side of

the class. I tried to hurry but felt an all out gallop would be unseemly. She

intercepted me. “I’ll walk with Mr Cartwright if oyu don’t mind.”

I withered her with a look but she seemed oblivious. “Very well, but I don’t

have much time. I have a number of private classes to attend.”

So we walked in silence. For some reason I felt uncomfortable, and began

thinking up ways to begin a conversation. But when I caught myself doing

this I berated myself. What did this young woman want. In fact she was

nearly a girl by the look of her. Those breasts though! It was unnutural.

Eventually we arrived at my office. She seemed quite collected; I was in a

minor turmoil. I felt I needed to charge quickly, get her in her place, and

get her out of here. I had my two young lovebirds coming to class shortly.

“”What is you name young lady?

“Actually I’m not as young as you seem to think. In fact I’m probably older

than you. 237 to be exact.
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Such verve for one so ancient. I was surpised, and must have shown it. She

began to laugh. “I’m sorry I don’t fit into your category Jess but I rather

prefer it that way. You might then concentrate on imparting some of your

renown wisdom. By the way my name is Sorrell.”

For some reason I began to warm to her. With flattery I am easily tamed.

She began to interest me, I couldn’t help myself. “So why do you bother to

attend my classes when you obviously know much more about me than I

of you. You must know that I have little interest in the classes and am

beginning to wonder why I bother.

“I know you have a reputation for abusing your students but I can put up

with that if you open the door on my experience of European art. I had

hoped that once you knew I wasn’t like the rest of them you might treat

me differently.

“Why should I bother?

“Because you’re passionate about your subjects. You’re just rebelling

against a system which is obsessed with vocational teaching, not wisdom
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for it’s own sake. I’d probably do the same thing. I would love to be a

teacher. that’s kind of why I’m studying. But I realize that it is totally

demoralizing to know your best effort will be ignored because the

students have no interest in really understanding, no, feeling what they

are being taught. Yes?

“What you say is true, but so what. That’s how it works. Children go to

school for five years to learn enough of the basics – reading writing,

arithmetic – so they can be good consumers. Then there’s maybe 5000

each year that want to become our leaders. And then a handful that want

to study for it’s own sake, to move our culture forward artistically. To

explore the wisdom of the past gained from living, loving, fighting, dying.

Not just regurgitating from a dry book as so many of them do now. So you

are one of the true elite Sorrell are you? A bold claim, but an easy claim to

make. A lifetime in the proving. What are we going to do about it?

“Teach me everything you know and I promise I will teach it, in the same

spirit as you have taught me, to two others. Perhaps more. but at least

two. They will be our Adam and Eve.

We had been standing barely inside the door of my rooms. It still stood

open and she had her back to it. She pushed the door closed and then
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took my hand in hers. She pulled me to her and then kissed me on the lips.

She had a small mouth; for a moment I wondered how we would manage

but it was easy, and blissful. I broke off first, a little panicked. I was unused

to being the hunted, it was disarming. I felt protective towards her,

unwilling to do anything that might hurt her.

“We must do this again Jess. When you’re ready of course.

With that she turned on her heels and was gone. Her perfume lingered

and I wished it would remain. Then I remembered the girls, Sorita and

Teringue. I opened the windows and let in a blast of polluted air, which

with its faintly metallic taste and smell, soon overpowered her scent. A

few minutes later the girls arrived .

I had had no time to prepare for the lesson and it was a disaster. The girls

were more interested in talking about sex, so they spent the whole time

trying to turn the conversation towards love and boys. “voulez vous

coucher avec moi” etc. but my interest in bedding them, for the moment

at least, had waned. My mind was running over the conversation with

Sorrell. For once I was actually interested in what a woman had to say, it

was a peculiar sensation. And it felt almost like a spiritual experience to

hear someone else talk pationately about the languages I cared so much
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for. what else did I have. I was nothing to anyone, and I had long ago

abandoned my self respect. Prison robbed me of that many decades ago.

Survival was all I was good for, and I was surprisingly good at it. Because I

didn’t cared if I lived or died. I was totally indifferent.

It wasn’t even as if I wanted to die. It was easy enough to end my life; a

mere flick of a switch. Though they were now talking of modifying the

software so that a would be suicide had to seek permission to die. Which

of course set off riots, and thousands imprisoned. It had started in some

poorly populated areas, or areas where life was so shit – corrupt

government, rampant crime – where the level of suicide became so high

the consumption levels fell below profit requirements. There was also a

general trend for population reduction; to the point where some

governments were talking of reducing the consumption tax level for

having a second child.

What did I care, I had had my child. And we rarely saw each other. She was

ashamed of me usually. She said I hurt her too much; even though she

loved me she said. I guess it’s easier to hurt someone we love, we know

how too and we have the weapons to hand. And if you’re a weak fucker

it’s easier to take it out on someone else than try to deal with the real

problem.



89 | P a g e

Sorita took my hand. “I’ll read your hand Jess. Tell your future. So, you

have a long life, with many women. But none that stay long.” She looked

at Teringue and laughed. She looked at me again, trying to be

unfathomable. She was trying to be mysterious, but she, both of them,

were just young inexperienced kids.. Intelligent girls made foolish by their

restrictive upbringing. It was irritating to be treated like a guinea pig for

their efforts to become sophisticated women. I wasn’t even sure if they

would let me get them to bed. Who had outdone themselves? We would

find out soon enough. I left them with some homework; they’d wanted me

to write a letter to a French boy they knew. I told them to write something

and we would discuss it at the next lesson. “Tell him what you want to do

when you meet him; what you feel about him; about yourself. Ask him

some questions to find out what he looks like.” They went away giggling

and promising to come back tomorrow at the same time. As I watched

their cute backsides do a girlish sway out the door my loins at last began

to respond. I looked forward to tomorrow. Let battle be joined. Sorrell

floated frommy thoughts.

He was easy to love. And I felt protective of him. My friend told me to

forget him. “Sorrell, he’s just a father figure. If you have to keep doing that
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at least couldn’t you pick a more suitable role model? He’s a drop out, he’s

about to get kicked out of the college.”

They didn’t understand what he was about. I wasn’t sure what he was

really about. I thought I did and then realized what a shit he could be. He

was just a man after all. But I love French, and I love Spanish even more.

and he was the only person I’d ever met who could thrill me as I wanted to

be thrilled. The beauty yes but more the ugliness, the flawed humanity of

their art. It’s imperfection, it’s corruption, it’s downward slide into death

or debauchery. Not the bland pulp that we were fed these days. Who

could be inspired by such vapid emptiness. I couldn’t imagine Jess feeling

anything for current art. I wished I could just fall in love with him. But it

wasn’t that. I wondered if I would love anyone as I felt “in love” meant.

“I want you to meet someone Jess. This is Nick Cole. He is the education

director for Gargon. They are developing some new language modules,

the goal is for the bpod robots to become language teachers for Gargon. If

it works for their business they are thinking of comercialising the product.

Robots will then be able to teach the language to business or government

sponsored students.”
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He started laughing madly. I thought I was going to have to do some fast

talking. I had learnt by now that I should never predict how he would

behave. Excect that if there was the opportunity to get into a fight, either

verbal or physical, he would be there. Only the previous day he got into a

fight with a friend of his because he wouldn’t agree passionately enough

about a decision the government had recently made. The guy seemed

pretty innocent. He didn’t have any opinion on the matter. He wasn’t

interested; very laid back about it. He said “I don’t know Jess, and that’s

OK. There’s plenty of people out there who have the skills to work it out. I

don’t. I’m into spiritual stuff.” It wasn’t good enough for Jess. Even though

he knew the guy was an awesome fighter, trained in something I heard.

Anyway he laid out Jess, didn’t really hurt him, except his pride. Another

friendship over. The friend looked upset, and walked away. Jess shouted

after him. The guy just shrugged his shoulders and walked off.

Nick looked at him as if he was mad. Suits aren’t used to this sort of

openness. But if he was going to work with Jess he better. Jess continued

to snigger whilst I tried to think of some way to explain his behaviour,

apart from “sorry this was a bad idea, he’s mad” variety. I tried anyway

“Nick it’s just that Jess has always been complaining to anyone that would

listen how a robot could teach languages. He wanted to focus on literature

and culture. So this is a dream come true, from an unexpected quarter.”
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Nick didn’t seem that amused. ‘Why unexpected. Who else do you think

would be able to develop such a complex bpod?” Jess started laughing

wildly again. It wasn’t going well. Nick looked exasperated “I think this was

a mistake Sorrell. It seemed a good idea but I don’t think it is going to

work.”

Jess stopped laughing long enough to say “Sorry, I just couldn’t believe

that what I had dreamed about for years is going to be a reality. I want to

be a part of it. Sure. When do we start.”

This seemed to placate Nick a little. “Well we have a lot to get through. I

have someone coming in to see you to kick things around.”

“What specifically do you want me to do?” Jess asked.

“Good question. Your job will be to provide technical information about

the languages. Construction, grammar that kind of thing. Then we need

someone to advise on teaching methods.”

“I’m not sure I’m the best qualified person for the second part…”
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Nick butted in “Well who do you think is the best person then? I thought

you were the world’s expert on European languages?”

“I think I could that part fine. if it means I never have to teach those idiots

from the business and government administration school I’ll be the best.”

“I suggest you keep your opinions about business graduates to yourself.

Look I must be going. Someone will be here soon.”

Nick walked out, stiff backed like he had a rod up his arse. He left the door

open and I was talking to Jess when the other person came in. A young

woman, she introduced herself as Charlene. Jess was railing on about Nick;

I don’t know howmuch she heard.

She was one of those pseudo enthusiastic friendly types. I didn’t think Jess

would get on with her. He proved me wrong. He was showing more

interest in anything I had ever seen. I just hoped he didn’t have to deal

with too many people like Nick. Charlene and Jess began talking and they

were quickly into the practicalities of the project and soon had an arm’s
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length list of goals. I stayed for a while but in the end there didn’t seem

much point. Jess waved me away when I said I was going.

I didn’t hear about the work with Gargon for a couple of months. He

seemed very preoccupied but he actually improved his teaching in classes.

He was less interested in getting off with the pretty girls, and didn’t

harangue anyone that asked a question. Not that the business students

changed; he was right. They had no interest in anything but the bit of

paper they needed to move onwards and upwards. The only diference

with the government studies crowd was they weren’t so direct in their

indifference. Naturally Jess made mincemeat of them, and they usually

ended up tying themselves in knots refusing to admit they had zero

interest in the subject. He even left them alone. Actually it was a bit boring

but we didn’t have to wait long for the volcano to explode.

It started out as just another class, but it immediately obvious he was off

his face. He was quickly back to his old tricks – half the class walked out,

apparently they made straight for the principal’s office. I saw Jess after he

had been hauled in front of the Principal.
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This guy seemed to think he knew everything about everything. He knew

nothing except how to drive everyone into a bland corner where only his

rules applied. Where everyone was so contrained they didn’t remember

how to do anything, which reinforced the certainty of his omnipotence.

Nick rules. Fuck that.

“Nick why don’t you just do what you want and forget about what I have

to say. Wouldn’t it make it a lot easier.”

“I would if I fucking could but we have you on a contract which forces me

to work with you.” Well that’s what he would have said if he’d said what

he was thinking. I wont bother telling you what he really said because it

was bullshit and meant nothing. Charlene tried to calm things down but I

didn’t want that. This project was headed for the garbage can and it didn’t

need me there.

She said “Jess, Nick is only trying to bring things back onto focus of the

goals we all agreed on.”

“I didn’t agree on the goals..”
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“Charlene you said you and Jess agreed these goals last week.”

“We did. Maybe you’ve been busy Jess. We agreed everything last week

and we’re going to start the prototype this week.”

Nick couldn’t keep his mouth shut. “So why do you have a problem

remembering something that happened last week Jess ? we’ve got

deadlines, tight deadlines, that mean we don’t have time for anyone’s

histrionics. Do you understand me?”

“what the fuck do oyu know about histrionics Nick. You don’t have

emotions. In fact I’m beginning to wonder if you’re not a fucking bpod

yourself.”

“I was right in the first place wasn’t I? you’re just not cut out for working

in an orderly environment, with commercial pressures. You belong … you

belong. I don’t know where. But not here that’s for sure.”

“I’ve delivered you the blueprint for the development of a prototype for a

multi billion dollar business and you say I don’t belong here. You’re full of
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shit Nick. You just want me out of here now I’ve done my bit right? You

don’t need me any more right. Charlene am I right.”

Charlene ducked her head instinctively dodging the bullet coming her way.

It was unfair of me to do that. She had turned out to be pretty straight

with me.

Nick continued “that’s not true. If you finish with Gargon we will have to

replace you. The program has hardly started. And what you have

contributed so far is trivial to the overall project. You’re over-estimating

your value by a long stretch.”

Charlene tried again “can we just focus here guys. Look Nick I can work

with Jess. And you don’t need to worry about meeting deadlines. I

guarantee we will deliver on these deadlines.”

“Charlene I know what that means. You’ll half kill yourself to meet the

dealines, in spite of Jess’s contribution. We need someone that is going to

add value here. Someone who delivers their own collateral. Someone with

a unified grouping tendency, not a maverick. Someone constructive, not
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destructive. Not Jess. That’s my decision. Thank you for your contribution

to this project, you can leave now.”

he stood there as if he’d just given an interesting lecture and was waiting

for us to leave so he could begin another class. I hadn’t seen them come in

but when I tried to hit him my hands were pinned behind me and my legs

were off the ground. I was carried out of the meeting room. Charlene was

crying. “ You fuck Nick. But you know that don’t you. Ways and means.

That’s all you’re interested in isn’t it. Everyone’s just roadkill to you. We

smell a bit for a while then everyone gets used to the smell or it goes away.

Fuck you. I hope you get a short circuit in your fucking brain pack. It might

make you a bit more human.” He pretended not to listen but I knew the

bit about being a bpod got under his defences. He knew he was a cold

hearted bastard and most people were afraid to say anything. He wasn’t

used to facing someone telling him openly he was like a robot. Fuck him.

“this project must have been your idea right. Only a fucking robot could

come up with the idea of robots teaching. It’ll tailspin you dickhead.” I

didn’t mean a word of it. I knew it was a great idea and he’d thought of it.

Or at least he took the credit for it. I couldn’t reconcile such original

thought with Nick. The poor bastard who’d really come up with the idea

was probably pulling his consumer paycheck right now. wondering what

they were going to do with the rest of their lives.
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I had to go straight to a class. But I couldn’t face teaching them. Whilst I

was working on the bpod project I had been motivated. I could see the

end of the tunnel; no more teaching the bland heads. I could just work

with the likes of Sorrell, people that were fascinated about what I was

teaching. Who knew how long the project was going to take now, with

Nick sticking his dick in and playing power politics. the end of the tunnel

faded off into the distance. I had no interest and when the started asking

me their inane questions. Why did the ask them. Did the have a quota or

something ? five questions each lecture. The questions were stupid

enough and they obviously had no interest in the answer. I let rip at some

arsehole that asked me about the relevelnce of ancient literature to our

lives today. Fuck knows why they started walking out. And then a few

minutes later I had a call to see the Principal. What was the point of

staying in the classroom anyway?

Of course he started going off at me, as usual. I got a bit worried when he

mentioned my sacking from Gargon. That’s how he put it anyway. He

wasn’t interested when I said I’d been committed to the project and it was

just a personal diference with someone there. ‘yes a personal diference

with the project director. The man that’s going to make this invention

happen. So if oyu don’t get on with him how long do you think you’re

going to stay on there? I heard about the project. It’s a great opportunity

and you blew it Jess. Just like all the other opportunities you had. Just like

this opportunity.”
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I thought he was still talking about Gargon, but then I realized he was

talking about my job. Fuck, he sounded like he was going to sack me. stay

calm. He didn’t have anyone to replace me. “Fortunately one of your

former students contacted us offering his services. He is available to start

immediately. I have accepted his offer. I’m sorry Jess. I can’t protect oyu

any more.”

Where the fuck was I going to get money from. Drugs didn’t grow on trees,

nor did food for that matter any more. not around here any way. There

had to be some way of getting out of this mess. Two weeks ago the money

situation was looking great for the first time in months. On top of my

teahing salary I was getting a bit of money from Sourita and Teringue, and

the consulting work from Gargon paid handsomely. I couldn’t live off what

Sourita paid. “Skite, I know I haven’t been the easiest teacher to manage,

probably more of a problem than all of the others put together. But I’m

good at what I do. And I’m passionate about it. They dodnt give a shit as

long as they get their paycheck and they reach their performance quotas.

What do you want? Tick the boxes and out pops a graduate. If that’s what

you want I can do that. I can teach privately to get my personal

satisfaction. Please, reconsider.”
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“jess you know I can’t do that. The decision’s been made. He’s quit his

current job, I can’t turn him back now.

“so you made this decision before today then. When?

“After the last time I put out a few feelers. Just a backup really. But this

guy was very enthusiastic, and committed to the commercial philosophy

of this college. After all he is a product of it. I don’t expect any problems

from him.”

“is this what it has all come to? Just getting the teaching they need to

perform robot like in their high paying jobs.

“yes Jess that’s what it’s about. It’s been like that a long time. Long before

bpods were invented. Long before any of us were born. Teaching isn’t

about the subject at all. It’s about the piece of paper and the assumptions

that employers make from those qualifications. That a graduate will be

quick thinking, within a narrow boundary of thought; they will be

determined to succeed because of the effort they made – four years

studying something they had no interest in, perhaps even the years before

that too; they will be committed to the organization, because the
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company has funded their study; they will strive to be successful, because

they have nothing else in their lives by which to occupy or measure

themselves. There isn’t a place for yu here Jess. There probably never

was.”

He was right. I don’t know what I was thinking when I became a teacher. I

had been living a fantasy, and I’d just woken up. What a waste of time. But

I wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction of being right.

“So what does that make you Skite? How long can you keep selling your

soul? A year, ten years at a stretch. Fifty years if you want to spend the

next hundred getting over it. I can walk away from this a forget it ever

happened. It was just a dream, and it was a good dream. All I wanted to do

was teach people about beauty, and to create the same feelings I felt. I’m

proud of what I did, and I have no regrets. And I know that, how ever

much they tried, some of them will be affected, and it only takes one of

them to keep alive the dream. Only one Skite. So you can’t bury “the

problem” for ever. I hope, no, I know, it will come back to haunt you. And

what’s even better is that you don’t know when it’s going to happen. At

least with me here you knew what you faced.”
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I’d worked myself up to deliver a great fallen hero speech. I even

convinced myself for a moment, but then I came back to reality and what

this all meant for me. I had nothing, and nothing to do. I had less reason to

continue living now than ever but my instinct to survive burned even

stronger than when I had, at least some purpose.

I spent weeks in this mood as, around me, happening to another person,

my life was dismantled. I moved out of the college unit, into a similar box,

which inexplicably felt different. My salary from teaching stopped; I was

no longer rewarded for my effort. I’d never thought that being paid

mattered much; the money only a means to satisfy my personal cravings.

Now I was paid a little over half of what I’d been getting, but I didn’t have

to do anything for it any more. this didn’t bother me overly. I no longer

had a structure to my day so my habit took over. The next hit was the

reference point for my immediate future. This too I didn’t mind initially

but I soon began to lose interest in anything else. Sorrell saw me less and

when she did it was always strained. She being her usual cool self, me

being my usual arsehole self.

I tried to cling in to what work I had. Sorita and Teringue came to see me

intermittently. One day we ended up in my bedroom. Teringue said she

wanted to know what the words were for all the things one sees in a

bedroom so when she saw this boy she would know what to say. Once we
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were there she followed this train of thought and asked me about words

to do with love and sex. “What’s this?” pointing to my penis, “and this”,

her fanny. Next she started asking about making love. I could see Sorita

getting worked up; she was ahead of me. Teringue too, though it seemed

like she was just prick teasing me. I made a joke of it and pulled up her top.

She didn’t stop me “this is jelly, and this is wobble”. She had awesome tits.

Pert, hard, nipples practically bursting. I touched one nipple and her legs

started to shake. I thought I was on to a home run, then Sorita started

shouting at me. She started shouting rape, bastard, pervert. Teringue

looked frightened. She pulled her sweater down and ran out of the unit

crying. Sorita calmed down once Teringue was gone. She even asked me

to show me what other words she should know. I told her to get out. Later

that day I was in jail, Sorita had charged me with attempted rape. I should

have fucked her when I had the chance.

It took Sorrell to get me out. She told the police about the lessons and she

said she could get other students to back her up. She said everyone knew

Sorita and Teringue had planned to get me in the sack. At first the police

weren’t too interested but they seemed to ease up on me, and eventually

let me go.

I still had to go to court but at least I was out of jail. I had begun to have

withdrawals, and I got disoriented. I thought I was back in jail in America
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and started freaking out. She told me at first she didn’t recognize me, i

looked so crazy. “You’re not going to die and their not going to keep you

inside. You’re innocent and I wont let them.”

She was brave, and reveled in the drama, as she always did. “this is a

political injustice; he is a political prisoner”, she screamed at a police

woman who was trying to get her out of the station. Sorrell always

managed to make everything a political act, even crapping. “Don’t think

he’s alone. He is on the frontline; unless you free him you will face the rest

of us.” I don’t think the police woman gave a shit about me but she looked

disconcerted by the thought of a hundred Sorrells banging at the station

door. Go Sorrell ! she was my knight in shining armour.

When I went to court it was a white wash. It ended up an open verdict,

but once the college heard about it they got me banned from teaching at

any college. This meant the only teaching I could do was the basic skills

classes – reading, writing, basic maths. They were funded by business

because it was in their interest to have consumers that could at least

understand the advertisements that were forever bombarding kids. And

they needed enough maths to be able to manage a budget. Not hard

when you don’t get any bills and all you have to do is spend it on yourself.

Admittedly some people couldn’t even do that. They’d get half way
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through the month, or the first weekend, and they’d spent all their money

on something or someone they didn’t need. Happy stories right?

I couldn’t face teaching them. It was even worse than the kids I’d been

teaching before. At least if they weren’t interested at least the subject was

stimulating. This was basic nothing. I held out, for six months. I was in a

mess, Sorrell had left me. But I’d look for her. It was a rainy day and I knew

she’d be locked up in the top floor of the college study building. It had a

panoramic view over the city; she didn’t mind not being able to see

through the mist. She said it felt like she was flying somewhere exotic,

somewhere exciting that would change her life forever. She said she’d

thought I would change her life but she said she now knew that she’d

been wrong. She said she thought about death more than usual now. that

there didn’t seem much point. She missed friends she’d never see again.

She’d miss the child she had that had died in a freak accident. She

wouldn’t tell me the details. Somehow she was involved in her death.

At first I didn’t think she was there, then I saw her huddled in a corner

engrossed in a book. She didn’t see me at first but when she did she

scowled. I’ve left out a lot of the stuff we’d said to each other, you’ve

probably said the same to someone you loved. You don’t need to be

reminded what shits we can be to each other. If you’re a masochist you’ll

have no problem finding books that will dwell, in excruciating detail, on
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every nuance of the pointless arguments we have that are about

something else, something we’re afraid to talk about.

“I’m sorry”. I’m good at saying sorry. I’ve had plenty of practice. But Sorrell

wasn’t buying it. I’d been stupid enough once to tell her how I never

meant it when I said I was sorry, which was usually true. I actually meant it

this time. “don’t waste my time Jess if you’ve come for more sympathy.”

She always said that but never meant it. She loved the drama of a crisis,

and wasn’t I a walking three piece theatre. How many people could I take

with me when I did die; how would I die?, maybe it would be someone

that, by their absence, would make the world a better place. I somehow

thought not; I would not amount to much, I realized. My contribution to

human evolution was going to be very hard to spot.

“I’ve come to a decision. I’m going to teach at those fucking schools.”

“Sounds like a good start. You’ve got the right attitude at least. What

made you decide.”

“boredome, and I keep running out of money. I haven’t been able to get

much private work after the Sorita episode was broadcasted. Everyone

love’s a scapegoat don’t they. But it’s really important they look the part.
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Sorita looks like an angelic student that’s waiting for Mr Right. Not a sick

kid so constrained by her parents that the only sexual gratification she can

get is to prick tease old bastards like me. i hope she ends up with a cunt of

a husband.”

“So where do you want to teach? Will they have you?”

“yeah they’re desperate for teachers. No-one wants to do it. You don’t

make much more than consumer wages, and it’s mind numbing, but it will

be enough to keep me intact, and I might start to get some private work.

Fuck I can’t stand this living from hand to mouth. I don’t know when the

next meal is coming. Then when I think i’m off my kness I get kicked back

down again. Like when I got the job as a model. I saw an advertisement

and rang the guy up.

“yeah come down and see me right now.” he said. He sounded keen. The

queue was a mile long when I got there. It felt like it anyway. There were

only three people in front of me; two guys that looked similar to me,

ordinary, and this beautiful girl. I was sure she would get the gig. But as

soon as the boss man saw her he told her to piss off. They were only
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looking for men. The other two began to look better looking than me. they

were, or so Iran thought, because I got the job! I didn’t find out until later

that they were looking for someone a bit worn, character written across

their face. If I’d known I might have negotiated harder. But when you have

nothing to negotiate with, even indifference, you take what you can get.

He told me it was for a young artist, Danit Kunghil. I never heard of him

but he was making a splash, so Iran said anyway. He made it sound like he

went way back with Danit. Which was bullshit. He’d seen an advert on

flyer which Danit had posted in the foyer of his apartment block, where

Iran also lived.

He spent the next three days keeping me on edge, would I get the gig or

not, some other guy had suddenly come into the frame. “come down to

the office, we want to get a contract signed, nothing definite but if it’s

done we can go straight away.” I had to sit around in his shabby office, the

paint peeling, insipid sunlight. A smell I could never put my finger on, but

it made me retch the first time. After a few visits I got used to it.

Eventually he turned up, alone, unhurried. “you have to pay me out of

what you are getting.” He walked up to me and poked me in the chest and

said that.

“Why, what’s happened?”
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“There was a misunderstanding. I was to be paid by the artist.”

“that’s not my fault.”

“this isn’t about who’s fault it is. I have to be paid. Do you want the job or

not?”

“maybe I should just go directly to the artist”. He let slip about the artist

living in his apartment block. I could have found him if I could have been

bothered. I didn’t want to be pushed around by Iran, that was the point.

But I didn’t realize he was in the same shape as me. it all mattered. Even if

there was no money involved. It came down to respect. The money was a

mesure of our worth. How little he could get away with paying me was, to

him, a measure of his worth. And it put him above me.

his tone of voice never altered. “if you want to have a face then you’ll pay

me.” something broke in me. the frustration of living this existence, the

possibility of losing this meager wage that would keep me in gear for a

month, and nothing to fall back on if I didn’t get it. I was still spending over

my income and my savings had dried up. I grabbed him by the throat and
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pinned him against the wall; he broke free and we ended up rolling around

the floor. We hit each other weakly, making little impact and in the end

we realized we could never hurt each other enough to end it. We would

have kept going, out of pride but someone intervened. I assumed I’d lost

the job but he rang me the next day as if nothing had happened. “You

need to be fitted for clothes. Be here at two, sharp. There will be people

here.” He never asked me if the time was convenient; he didn’t care or

there was an unspoken assumption that this was the most important thing

in my life. I lost track of how many times I went there over the next few

days. But in the end I got the job. I met the other guy; the artist had

decided to hire two people. he told me how much he got. It was more

than double what I’d got. He already knew what I was getting; arrogant

prick. They treated him differently too. Not even as equals. Reverently, as

if he was special. The only thing that separated us was that he didn’t give a

shit about the job. He was just doing it for fun, to fill in time. But it meant

he was on the other side of the gorge and without the wings of

indifference I could never cross the divide. I couldn’t even pretend, it was

so obvious I needed the money, and I didn’t hide it.

We did the job. When we asked Danit for the money he said Iran had the

money. He seemed disinterested, once he finished his paintings. The other

guy rang Iran who promised to come by. He hadn’t realized we’d be

finished so soon, or some bullshit. He showed up an hour later. He gave
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the other guy his money, who kind of waved it in my face and smiled at

me. prick.

“Jess, I have some expenses I have to deduct from your fee. My fee and

costs.”

By then I was surprised to be getting anything so I didn’t argue. “just give

it to me, what I’m owed.” He gave me twenty. A quarter of what we had

agreed. It was enough to keep me going for another week. Another week

to survive. Better than nothing. That was how I thought then. Grateful for

a kick in the teeth, and I could put off for a bit longer. I don’t know what I

had to put off, it was just a feeling of reprieve.

A couple of months after this low point I started work at the school. Long

enough for me to become grateful for the job I had so recently despised.

So I wasn’t atotal bastard to the school kids when I started there.

By now I hardly saw Sorrell. I couldn’t stand the pity in her eyes. the more

pathetic I became the more she wanted to be with me. I saw her with

other men, successful businessmen or lecturers, but I could see she wasn’t

interested in them. The look she saved for me, a dedication, I never saw in
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her eyes apart from when she was with me. except, once, when she found

a small animal, I forget what, injured, with it’s mother dead beside it. It

would clearly be dead itself in a day or so without help. She nurtured it.

But it died anyway. I expected her to be distraught but the tragedy

seemed to give her a stoical strength.

The schools were always in an apretment block, in the most useless or

unattractive part of the building. Perhaps part of the building looked

straight onto a building constructed more recently, or overlooked an

industrial zone. Being in the building made it easy for attendance to be

controlled and the job always came with accommodation so for the first

time in my life I was on time for classes.

These were kids, and some adults who would never get it, who were there

to leard the basics of reading, writing and arithmetic. Much of it was

computer based training, so it wasn’t hard work. I spent half the time

reading the news, or checking out the talent in the building. At least my

sex drive had returned, I had begun to get worried I had lost my libido

permanently.

It seemed as if I might have found my calling. I could do whatever I wanted

and I hardly had any contact with the students. I would arrive in the
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morning to be confronted by a sea of blank faces. the only diference

between them and the computer screens was that you could at least turn

the computer screens on. What hope did they aspire to?

Truly they had no individual future, they were just consumers. They knew

that because their parents told them. Because their parents had been in

the same classrooms.

Like Dale, a new arrival to my class who had recently lost his job, some had

come after they had lost their jobs. This was going back a few hundred

years now of course, when most of the blue and white collar jobs were

lost to bpod robots. Dazed and lost they had come to school, to find

meaning, or just to get out of home. But they soon came to realize that

there was no hope. The work riots were a vague memory, or just words in

a history book.

Many had fallen in love with the idea of getting paid for doing nothing but

enough had rebelled at the spectre of a meaningless life. Enough to make

the government issue orders to imprison any rioters without trial. In some

blocs the rioters just disappeared. The riots lasted a hundred and fifty

years; years of desperate struggle to find purpose. For some the struggle

became their purpose, and perhaps that was the beginning of the end.
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people forgot what it meant to work, some never knew. Their anger

became undirected frustration. It was easy then for the government to

caricature them as perpetuial trouble makers, never satisfied. But society

needs people like that, to make us think.

But the government didn’t, and still doesn’t, want us to think. They

wanted, and largely got, a docile herd, complacent, satisfied. No longer

aware that they could have power too. Of course there were, and still are,

sporadic outbreaks. An individual rises and draws others into their dreams.

Would Dale be any different? He seemed to have few friends, and he

wasn’t a charismatic figure that would ignite a following. But it would be

interesting to see what happened to him. I was a curious observer.

So this was the clay from which I was to mold an educated consumer, and

the world into which Jordan arrived with his father Dale. His job hadn’t

been particularly specialized, so we weren’t dealing with a genius here.

But he was pissed off and didn’t know what to do about it. Alone he might

have drowned but he had his son with him, a young bright lad. Dale was

smart enough, had enough imagination, to see that his son would never

be anything but a consumer. He was the sort of person that fought harder

for someone else, so my life became full of conflict once again. This time

the tables were reversed though. I had sought a quiet life, get through the

day, make enough to do my business. But they wanted only to take out
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their hurt and frustration. And I was an easy target, a mildly authoritative

figure. How I could be transposed into an evil capitalist I still find comic;

Dale must have had more imaginiation than I credited him with.

The other students dutifully looked into the screens; upon their blank

faces, the reflection of the text on the computer screen. A dull light that

spotlighted their faces. If I looked closely I could even see the screen

reflected in their eyes. or they repeated aloud, in a monotonous chorus,

the text they were learning to read. Some of the girls or boys, indiscreetly,

sometimes noisily, had sex. Usually they kept to the back of the class,

kissing and fondling, nothing worthy of a fiery reprimand. Some would

leave their communication devices on; music white noise, or adverts

mindlessly repeated. The sound was low enough that it was impossible to

hear what was on, except whether it was music or conversation. Drone,

drone; they were so oblivious to the noise; it was with them twenty four

seven. They only noticed it by it’s absence. It occupied a part of their

brains which made them dull and detached from reality. I’m sure their

drugs helped too. The bpod was an amazing piece of technology, designed

to maximize, and never diminish, the effect of the drugs they were

designed for; the body would go into emergency mode, excreting the

chemicals from every orifice if overdosed. There was no downside, but a

lifetime spent ingesting drugs, the mind journeying forever inward.
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If I had cared I would have hated the kids who left their visuals on. One

never had their full attention, occupied as they were with whatever

programme was selling them a product, wrapped within a feather light

story line. What did it matter if they watched mindless TV shows? I had no

illusions about the content and value of my own lessons.

But before long Dale’s frustration, which he had inculcated into his son

Jordan, spread to some of the other students. I thought their dormant

frustrations were deeply buried. They may have been, but it took little to

reignite them.

I took no notice until one day I came into the class room to find my desk

on fire. A few moments later the automatic fire system came on and

doused the flames. Of course I got caught in the deluge, otherwise I

wouldn’t have given a shit. Before I had time to think, I found myself

outside Dale’s apartment banging on the door. Doors along the corridor

opened and curious faces peered out like caged dogs. No answer. I kept on

banging. A woman, big, angry, came storming down the corridor. If the

building was not so solidly built I imagined the floor would have shaken.

“what are you doing making that noise. Can’t you see they’re not in.” I was

about to say something to the nosy bitch when the door opened and a

woman stood in the doorway. She was pretty, I felt foolish; drenched,

suddenly deflated. But I couldn’t back out now. “I need to speak to Dale.
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Now. or I am calling the police. They will be interested in hearing there is

an arsonist in the building.”

The woman in the doorway looked concerned and the big woman turned

on her heels at the mention of the police. The doors all slammed in unison

amid raised whispers. “I’ll get him for you. I think you’ve got the wrong

person though, he’s been in all morning.” She was about to turn back into

the unit when Jordan’s face appeared under her elbow. “it was me that

did it. Leave my dad out of it.” The kid was only twelve years old. What

should I do. He looked at me defiantly, passion mixed with exuberance. He

was obviously excited by what he’d done. I pushed past them into the unit,

which looked like all the others. Blandly furnished and decorated. As I

walked into the living area I caught sight of Dale laid on a bed in what

must be their bedroom. “what was the meaning of that. What did you

hope to achieve by burning my desk. Do you think it was hard work out

who’d done it?” forgetting that I had assumed it was Dale. I would never

have thought it was Jordan.

“do you think I’m going to put up with the shit you feed me every day.” He

made to walk away and I started to follow him “who do you think you are

talking to me like that…” he spun round and caught me on the jaw and

then kicked me in the stomach. “that’s who I am. I can hurt you, and walk

away and never look back. Because I don’t give a shit about you.”
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I had fallen to the ground and he walked around me, sneering down at me.

He talked, impassioned, about his dreams and goals; he wasn’t talking to

me, he wouldn’t have given a shit if I wasn’t there. At first I didn’t want to

be there, I was afraid of the kid. But he didn’t sound like a myopic twelve

year old, whose only interest was the latest computer game, and the

emerging flushes of sexual feeling.

But I’d heard kids spouting off about how they were going to change the

world. You put a bit of pressure on them and make them have to work for

it and suddenly it’s all too hard.

“you’ve got no future kid. You’ll be just like me if you’re lucky. I see you

just the same as the rest of them. You’ll be on drugs, or you’ll turn and get

into the bullshit game. Maybe a leader, but you’ll shaft everyone to get

your slice of the power pie.” I could see him fifty years from now, deluded,

jaded, broken.

His face lunged at mine. A headbutt, and my nose splatted blood over his

yellow shirt. “We’ve all a future but only some of us are awake to
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experience it. I’d rather be dead in a week, so long as I’m not dead from

the neck up like you. You exist.”

He didn’t waste much time on me after that and when I got up to go he

took no notice.

He came late to class and sat at the front. After that, at every opportunity

he ridiculed the pointless life I had so carefully crafted. Yet I could not

defend it against the onslaught of his aspirations.

I tried ignoring him but if I did that he just got up in front of the class

beside me and started lecturing them about the revolution. And I saw

them squirm guiltily under the brilliant light of his commitment as it

illuminated their prevarication, giving depth to his derision. It was a direct

challenge to me, I was the alternative. He made a fool of me; can it be

hard to pillory a man that has abandoned his beliefs? And yet I was the

first to succumb to his wisdom and courage. Until I acknowledged that he

was right, that my life was worthless, they were caught, indecisive, on the

brink of change but unable to take the final step.
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Whenever I thought of an argument against him I thought I sounded like

the principal. It dawned on me that he was what I had championed. But

unlike my childish tantrums he was focused, with pick in hand, chipping

away at the cornerstone. Prepared for the long haul, unlike my vain glory

marches.

It was a slow bend in the river, but I finally came around to his ideas. not

that he gave a shit. I caught him, alone, one day, walking down the

corridor back to his apartment. He had ridiculed me as usual, whilst the

class had sat back like a theatre audience. “you know you’re right about

my life. I am wasting it. But I was once like you are now. it’s hard to

maintain that fury and conviction.”

“no it’s not. And I don’t give a shit what you were. You’re a pile of soft

shit”. I was wlking beside him, and he rammed me against the wall, and

turned, pinning me by the collar. His breath came steadily, his eyes looking

beyond me. then he turned away and dropped me. it hadn’t meant

anything to him, but I felt the faint flicker of meaning, the tug of current

pulling me into the river of fate.

The next day he started again. “look at the old bastard; he has all the

qualifications and he still ends up teaching us how to fucking add one plus
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one. What chance have we got if deadshit here can’t get off the bottom

rung.” The class looked, as always, faintly interested, but still unmoved to

action. “Jordan you’re right. My life right now has no purpose. I agree with

what you’re saying. I feel it’s time for me to make a stand again…”. He let

fly with a kick to my head. I had half expected it and managed to parry the

blow. He followed it up with another kick that caught me across the back. I

tripped and fell off the raised platform at the front of the class. I clattered

against a desk. The seated child didn’t move. None of them moved. But I

felt a shift, a recognition that something had changed. Discomfort also;

change was something they fought against.

I got slowly to my feet and began teaching again. Jordan left the class. I

didn’t see him for a week. On the last day of the week he came back in. he

stood up when I started teaching again. I supported him again and he hit

me again. A repetition of the last time. Later that day, I had finished

classes and was on my way to the club. Drugs on my mind, maybe a hot

girl. “what are you trying to prove teacher? that you’re a bigger waste of

space than they thought you were.?”

“No I agree with you. I’d like to see more of the students with the same

attitude as you. Maybe they can have a more meaningful life. Learn

wisdom, who knows what the outcome might be. But they wont learn it if
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all they expect is to learn the basics and then vegetate. I want more for

them, for me.”

“you’re good for fuck all. I checked you out. You got the boot from college.

Fucking your students. Barred from teaching. Why should I give a fuckk

about you?”

“you don’t need to. I’m just saying I agree with what you’re saying Jordan

and I’ll support you in any way I can.”

He grunted, as if I could do anything! But over the next week he never got

up in class. He sat there silently. Sometimes he would walk out half way

through. I began to teach him what I believed in. gradually he stayed

longer and longer in the class.

“whose side are you on!” the voice screamed at me, it’s mouth inches

from my face. At first I thought it was Jordan. The face was covered in a

mask, the voice young and angry like his. What could I say. I wasn’t on

anyone’s side but my own. I wanted to feel a purpose in my life and it

seemed to mean that I should see where this kid was headed. They left as
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fast as they had appeared. Three of them. The next day I had a note under

my door. Jordan invited me to a club I’d never heard of.

I walked over to the club that night. I saw him over in the corner of the

room. I had expected him to be surrounded but there were only a couple

of people at the table. The music throbbed repetivily. I made to say hello

but he put his hand up to stop me. he started speaking.

It started as a tirade, I felt too weak to defend myself, let alone attack his

ideas. Ideas which, if I agreed with them, would destroy my neatly

compartmentalized life. I felt dizzy. This boy was able to bring to life all my

frustrated dreams that, dispirited, I had lain aside. With uncanny insight

he was able to re-ignite the anger I felt toward the miserable mediocrity

that I had been expected to nurture in my students. “But what’s the

alternative. You’ve read your history books. Rebellion is useless. They will

devise some way to destroy you, and worse, the ideas that might inspire

enough for revolution to succeed.”

“you’re tied up with words. We act. But we need a words man. we’re

going to work together.”
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After that the classes became an effort in motivation. Trying to inspire the

same feeling of dislocation, the urgent need of change. We worked

together. I was surprised that someone official didn’t stop us, but I guess

they didn’t bother listening. It looked like I was still teaching so a cursory

glance at the monitor would reveal nothing of the subversion that was

taking place.

It took three months but in the end we had persuaded over half the class

that they could not accept that this, sitting mindlessly swallowing the

tasteless pill of infantile knowledge, was their lot. Once persuaded I was

lost, but Jordan had thought it through. A strike! We would not study any

more.

it is hard to imagine that such a pathetic rebellion could incite the reaction

it did but we had nothing else with which to torment our leaders, our

jailers. It took little time for the news to spread; the surveillance screens

would have depicted a class, half full of students sitting at their desks with

arms folded, unspeaking, their computers untouched, their teacher sat at

their side. I am vain enough to think this was perhaps the clue, for

otherwise their was, alas, little to differentiate our current behaviour with

that of the expected norm. I reveled in belonging, a feeling of benevolence

toward my fellow mutineers. The first time in my life I recall that I have

felt this way toward another human being.
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Jordan, that pint sized Caesar, warned us of what we must endure, but I

think he, even he, was surprised by the vehemence with which they

hounded us. it gave false hope that we might possess power after all,

when in reality it was merely founded on our leader’s unwarranted

distrust of their omnipotence.

“let me be explicit, for the more imbecilic amongst you, which must be the

majority given your common bond of ignorance. We want nothing less

from you than a full recanting of your complaints, and praising of the

education system so generously provided to your ungracious selves at no

cost. But, you say to yourselves, we’ll say it but harbour rebellion still in

our hearts. They’ll never rid us of that. Well, my dears, we will, we must!

Otherwise the discontent must fester, to arise again. We tire of these

futile writhings. We wish to eradicate them once and for all. And you will

be our ambassadors. Of course you will resist, but we will use cunning and

persuasion, and you will, all, succumb. Yes even you, the ring leaders, who

sneer. Bravado will not help you. This is about power, and the order of

things. What do you think will happen to our wonderful economic system

if you can’t, or wont, read and count? The only thing we ask of you, to

consume, consistently and predictably, will be too much for you. How

would you choose what to buy? Could you afford to buy it? You would
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become like babes at the breast, requiring constant supervision and

sustenance on tap. You are little more than infants now, I grant you, but at

least you know what you want, and you know what to do to get it. It

doesn’t seem a great deal to ask does it.”

“Shut up you!! I didn’t ask you for your opinion. I will tell you what your

opinion will be.”

This tirade, followed by his singling out of me, was conducted by some

high ranking government official. We never knew his name. this was the

first day of our imprisonment, and the last time I saw any of the other

students or Jess. After that we were isolated and interrogated, and set

against each other. I heard, how does one hear anything in such isolation?

I heard that early successes with the uncommitted gave them hope of a

speedy resolution to the little difficulty we had created. I didn’t care what

happened to the others. They tried to use loyalty to Jess. What loyalty? He

was a teacher, he became one of us. symbolically he was useful, but he

was pathetic, a lost wanderer. I used him. What’s so wrong with that? It

gave him, for an instant, some purpose to his polluted life. He had no

backbone, self indulgent. A drug taker. A womanizer. He wasn’t a friend,

though I let him think he was. Think he was important to me, to the

movement. the only thing that was important was the destruction of the

ruling classes, the supremacy of the consumer. For only then would we
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find our own purpose. To have power, to have work, to have wisdom, to

have freedom. The powerful were self indulgent, lazy, irresponsible. I’m

ashamed to be categorized as a fellow human being. But we would

destroy them. The struggle would continue until they were beaten.

So I was invincible, or so I thought. The worst could be death, because I

would never denounce my ideals. At first it was pathetic how they tried to

persuade me, so obvious. His name was Lamesh, another high ranked

official, but more friendly.

He began the day as any other, “you seem unwilling still to come to terms

with the obvious, the inevitable.”

“only because you’re weak and pathetic, you wouldn’t know how to fight!

That’s all it takes. Just get on with it. I’m never going to betray my people.

so why waste your time?” I still felt confident then, strong in my disgust

for his arrogance, and undeserved authority.

“Everyone else has seen the futility of their behaviour. Why can’t you.” He

had a charming smile: he get women with that smile. Wasting time. I had
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an edge. Would I be able to take advantage of it, or would my

circumstances smother it?

“when I see it’s futility I’ll let you know.”

“what is the point of resisting when you know nothing you do will change

anything?”

“Look. What’s the point of talking? I’m not going to change my mind. Sure

no lazy cunt like you is going to.”

A few days later I had a visit from a guard, he was more friendly than the

rest so I trusted him the least. He looked upset, close to tears even.

“Jordan, mate, you have to change your story. They’re going to make an

example of you. If you don’t you’re going to be hung.”

The first thought that came to my mind was why they would be still

hanging people. so I asked the idiot and he started blubbing even more.

“we used to just give people an injection but the ratings were so low that

they decided to make it more spectacular. Sometimes it’s the electric chair,
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sometimes garroting. They like to mix it up; I’m not sure people might vote

how you’ll be killed.”

It didn’t bother me either way, not then anyway. It was like it was

happening to someone else. But later I woke up; the day was in full swing,

the noise as always deafening but I felt competley outside it, alone. I

thought about what I hadn’t done in my life, how much I’d missed out on.

I’d heard about sex, but never experienced it. I was still a child but it

crossed my mind that it would have been nice to have a kid of my own.

But it wasn’t my life to do that, this was how it turned away from me. it

was cold and getting colder by the minute. I had a mother that I hadn’t

seen in months now. she was ashamed of everything I stood for. she didn’t

understand where my convictions came from. I barely knew, but it wasn’t

like I had a choice in the matter any way. So this was it. For once I didn’t

feel angry, a kind of peace settled over me. I didn’t normally think about

the future. It could only hold me back or make me hesitate. Act now, fast,

that was my motto. It had got me to where I was now, and I was too proud

of myself. Look at what all the rest had done, give in. like the rest of the

fucking human race. Life is not supposed to be easy, though we’re all

taught the opposite. Some reason I knew it wasn’t meant to be easy, and

it helped me get through things other people would think too painful or

too hard. I never expected it to be easy. So when it wasn’t what was the

big deal.
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The day was set for tomorrow, they’d pushed it through quick. Midday,

maximum audience. It was a bright day, almost blinding. I hadn’t seen real

day light the whole time I’d been locked up. The scaffold was in a

quadrangle with mirrored glass fronted viewing rooms on all sides. The

quadrangle itself was open to the elements. I wasn’t alone. There were

three others, two in front and one behind. There was only one scaffold;

sure they liked to keep us waiting so the cameras could play on our faces,

maybe see us shit ourselves. Or worse start raving about our innocence.

We’re none of us innocent expect when we come out of our mother’s cunt.

And even then we cut her as we poke our big fat heads out of her. The

guilt piles up but you don’t have to carry it on your back.

The first man had to be helped up the steps and into the noose. He

dropped without a sound. His body was taken down the steps on the

other side of the platform and through a door. Then the big man followed.

He was a giant but in perfect proportion. If you’d see him at a distance

you’d never know how big he was. As he walked up the wooden steps

they sagged, and the structure swayed a little. The hangman had to stand

on his toes to put the noose around this one’s neck. He stood tall and

looked out, like he was standing on the edge of a big plain and looking at

something small in the far distance.
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The hangman said something to the guard standing my his side but he just

shrugged his shoulders and told him to get on with it. So he pulls the lever,

the giant drops. But the ropes just too long, they didn’t take account of

the stretch in hit. He hits the ground and then bounces up. He doesn’t die

from the snap of his neck. They have to wait while he gets strangled. His

eyes are bulging out, and his mouth roars silently. He wrestles with his

arms tied behind his back. I see the glass shake on one wall, someone

must have banged against it. I wanted it to stop, I wanted it over now. I

should have been dead my self now. we had to stand there until he gave

his final shudder and the stain on his clothes appeared. They had to cut

him down and drag him out through a little wooden door at the bottom of

the scaffold. I wondered what he’d done to deserve this ignominy. It took

three of them to drag his dead weight out of the quadrangle.

I started to climb the steps but a guard stopped me. the hangman hadn’t

fixed the new rope yet. It seemed to take him an age. He was one of those

people that when everything is going fine they look like they could handle

anything. But as soon as the slightest thing went wrong he went to pieces.

His hands were shaking. At last he stepped back behind his little temple. I

started to walk again but my legs gave way this time. My face flushed like

I’d put it in a fire. The guard laughed and dragged me up the steps. My

feet hardly touched the ground. The hangman was still sweating, he

seemed as nervous as me. I looked up and saw the frame of the scaffold

outlined in the harsh sun. a cloud covered the sun briefly and I saw myself
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reflected in the glass. I didn’t recognize the small child with the thick white

rope around his neck. Hands tied behind his back. Grey clothes, too big for

him. A big man beside him in a blue uniform. On the other side the

hangman. I became mesmerized by this moving picture. I saw the man pull

the lever and the child’s body disappear. I felt myself falling, for an instant

the rope tighten around my neck then

What did the kid hope to achieve by his martyrdom? I spent enough time

in jail to know that you can’t win. For a while I’d been inspired enough by

him to think that maybe a revolution was possible. But once I saw the

forces massed against us I realized it was futile.

“What do you want to know. Just give me a pen, tell me what you want to

write.”

“whatever you want to write Jess. Just how it happened, and what you

feel now.”

what I felt now wasn’t going to get me out of here, of that I was sure. They

wanted to hear me reject everything Jordan had stood for, no problem, it
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was never my revolution any way. Sure I got caught up in it, who wouldn’t

have. He was a very charismatic kid. If you hadn’t met him you wouldn’t

understand how a kid could affect you like that, but he wasn’t like a

normal kid.

On other days I would feel like I owed him something. Me, the cynic that

befriended people only so I could use them, and perhaps amuse me for a

while. He had struck me deeper, awaked the possibility of something that I

really cared about. But then I would wake the next day, as if from a dream,

and realize whatever it was, it was now gone. On my dream days my mind

felt easier, but physically I felt utterly powerless. I looked around me and

saw only an insurmountable mountain. Jordan had made me think,

alongside him and the others, I could have scaled it. Even the struggle

would have been worthwhile. On these days I wished they would last. On

the other days, I dreaded their arrival. As the weeks passed the dream

days occurred less. I was glad, I could settle back into my comfortable non

existence. On those more lucid days I reviled the ignominy I embraced.

Out of the blue Sorrell came to see me. For a few days I had been having

difficulty ridding myself of a nagging thought. JORDAN WAS RIGHT. AND I

WAS TO TAKE UP HIS BATON. It would not leave me. I was terrified of this

thought, knowing I was totally ill-equipped, without the strength or

courage to face the attacks I would inevitably face. Sorrell helped to calm
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me, but I didn’t talk to her about this inescapable responsibility. We talked

about simple everyday things, it was nice to feel a life filled with trivia. But

it wasn’t my life. My thoughts kept coming back to Jordan, the sacrifice

he’d made. Of course he would have laughed at the idea of sacrifice being

an exceptional thing. His life was an offering made, how many years

before? By whom?

Suddenly I was conscious of what Sorrell was saying. “I know you still care

about what Jordan stood for Jess, but you’ll have to take up the baton in a

different way. You aren’t him.”

“I don’t give a shit about Jordan any more. I just want my mundane life

back. Enough money for my habit, and a job which, if not satisfying, at

least doesn’t send me crazy again.”

“you weren’t crazy Jess. You just wanted things to change. You know

Gargon were doing that pilot, well it was successful. I know of a few

colleges looking for guys with your qualifications and experience.
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“You seem to have forgotten something, I was banned from teaching

above primary level. They’re hardly likely to welcome me with open

arms.”

“they might be open arms but it’s a whole new education sector.

Literature, art, the classics. There aren’t enough teachers to go around.

I’ve seen so many advertisements around.”

“that all sounds great but you seem to have forgotten I’m locked up in

here indefinitely.”

“you only have to renounce your commitment to Jordan’s movement.

were you ever that into it?”

“I’m so far into something I can’t pull out from it. I would still like to see

things change; you know, better opportunities for consumers. But I can’t

do it on my own. And I still think the business and government elite are a

bunch of wankers, their only motive is to hold on to power. They’re so

predictable. But I wouldn’t have to teach them. They’ll be very happy with

the bpod robots; perfectly suited. No imagination, no soul.”
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It sounded like a good opportunity. Maybe some of the kids from the

primary schools would come to the classes. Better than what they had. I

couldn’t stifle the feeling I was selling out of a dream that I had once been

passionate about. The times were wrong, under different circumstances

we might have succeeded. Different leaders, diferent expectations. Beter

to stay alive and wait for the right moment. Jordan must have thought it

was the right time, but he’d been wrong. Like he’d been wrong about a lot

of things.

So I spoke to the liaison officer at the prison. And within a week I was

released. I went to see Sorrell. I wanted to thank her for her advice. It

crossed my mind that, now I was more settled, we might become lovers. A

room mate told me she had been killed in a plane crash the day before.

Sorrell had been called away, an invitation to speak at a conference.

Everyone on the plane had been killed. Three hundred and twenty seven,

the News reported.

We had seen so little of each other over the last year so it didn’t take long

for me to forget her. I soon got a good job at a University, a step up, head

of a department. They were open to my ideas. I thought of going back to

see how my primary class was getting on, but I was too busy now to do

anything but look forward. What I would teach my students, how I would

inspire them, how they would achieve beyond their dreams.
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As the years roll on I think less of Jordan. Alas, there has been no one else

to take up his baton. No revolutions. Everyone in their place, content. I

sometimes hanker for the chaos and passion that surrounded him. He was

better suited to the role he chose I feel. My heart is too weak to face so

much hate. Forgive me if you will; I forgave myself some time ago. Though

I still wish I had been the person to take up that mantle he so boldly wore.

And, though it might be yet harder, I trust I would follow him again when

he rises in another’s guise.

I grew content with my job, I was able to introduce the writers I felt were

most influential, or from whom my students could gain the most wisdom

or insight. Had I made the right decision, given my own limitations? Would

I have made a great revolutionary. Or was I better suited to filling the

brains of my ungrateful and stupid students with the knowledge I had

acquired through so much effort and my own superior intellect. I leave

you, with all the facts laid out so meticulously before you, to judge.

Myself, I have the disdainful love of a daughter to taunt me.


