The Imnothero
Principle

by Ian Purdie
The pronunciation of Imnothero,

im like swim
nother like bother
ro like go
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Part 1: Write Off.

‘In the end was the word,
And the word was garbage.’
-the prophet Errol

2.47pm (Earth central time), 3" June 2487 AD
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Chapter 1

Reading the first paragraph of a new book is like diving
into a pool. Reading this is like hovering above the pool for
a few precious moments before the inevitable plunge. You
are committed.

Splash!

Allow yourself to surface into another age. Allow
yourself to surface on another world. Allow yourself to
imagine Archmed Bianco, a small planet floating about
somewhere in the 43" century.

Archmed Bianco is inhabited. It supports gaseous life
forms. These don’t register on humanity’s chart that
somebody invented to show all the rest of us what proper
life is supposed to be. In this sense nothing on Archmed
Bianco qualifies to be considered as a proper life form by
human standards.

This didn’t bother the native Biancans. As a gaseous life
form they weren’t bothered by much. They weren’t even
bothered when a few thousand Earthlings arrived one day
and started building themselves somewhere to live. They
actually found it all rather entertaining.

The new arrivals set up bases in places that the Biancans
avoided. Dirty, evil places. Places that were remnants of a
previous civilisation that had destroyed itself. Places used
by the Biancans to treat their excrement. Places that were
flat, lacking the concentrated urban sprawl that dominated
the rest of the landscape for those who were able to see it.

To the humans it was just mountainous terrain. It was
too rugged to support bases. They went for the few flat
areas.

Then they started drilling.

The Biancans remained fascinated. None of the barriers
or defence systems employed by the humans to protect
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themselves had any effect on the locals. They floated in
and out at their leisure, treating the human colonies as
though they were self sufficient zoos.

Some of them attempted to communicate directly. They
located the inward sensual portals on various humans and
input welcoming data. The humans responded like a sack
of manure leaning against a barn wall might respond to a
passing duck.

Eventually the Biancans gave up and decided to simply
enjoy the humans as a source of entertainment.

On colony AB 27 human life proceeded in the manner
typical of deep space colonial enterprises. The 3,684
settlers assigned to the colony lived under a giant opaque
dome that shielded them from the harsh solar radiation
produced by the system’s twin suns. The dome contained
everything that the Earthlings needed to maintain
themselves and the various life forms they had dragged
along in their conquest of more space than most of them
could imagine.

No other animal life had officially been imported onto
the planet. But like all human settlements in every galaxy,
rats and cockroaches had stowed away on the huge
intergalactic freighters. These illegal space migrants had
been cunning and daring to get where they were, unlike
humanities’ representatives who were specially selected to
ensure that they possessed absolutely no imagination and
would never be likely to cause any problems for the
company financiers.

The ‘gene screen’ guaranteed that colonists were, at
best, of average intelligence, had no ambition, were without
any adventurous tendencies whatsoever and were grateful
to be included in any activity that involved a lot of other
bland, unremarkable people. Any hint of bravery or
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original thinking, any tendency to question authority or to
harbour preconceived ideas about fairness or justice,
immediately landed posting applications in the nearest
shredder. Settlers were specially selected for qualities that
ensured that they would be proud to stand up and be shot,
protecting outmoded parochial ideals that they didn’t
understand. They were unflinching in their loyalty,
unreserved in their gullibility and blissfully oblivious to any
notions that there might possibly be some better way of
doing anything.

One of these settlers was Edwinkle Henderon. He was
tully qualified for all aspects of the word dull. In fact he
was so dull that new words had to be invented to fully
encapsulate the sheer magnitude of his dullerium. He had
been the victim of a dulluge. He was the original
dullinquent! His job was so unbelievably dull that if
emigrating into outer space had not become a horrifyingly
routine form of mass conformity, he would never have
dared to consider it. To accomplish this purportedly
interesting act he had drawn upon all of his considerable
resources of dullness. Thanks to the gene screen, Ed had
achieved it with consummate dullacrity.

According to his eloquently worded job specification,
his responsibility was ‘to ensure that the systems that
recycled oxygen through the colony’s air ducts were not
inhibited by foreign material from the outer planetary
environment.”

Had the outer environment contained anything capable
of being recognised as threatening, he would not have
qualified for his job. However, on Archmed Bianco he was
perfectly qualified to protect the colony from things that
nobody considered were there.

! He unblocked the air vents.
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The most exciting part of his job required one of the
fans to stop working. This happened very infrequently.
Fortunately Ed was dull enough to be able to survive in an
environment completely devoid of stimulus. He spent most
of his time sitting in the small cupboard-like cell that
constituted his office waiting to go home.

Even the Biancans found him to be a lack-lustre exhibit.

Ed had been extremely grateful to get the job that had
allowed him to take his wife and daughter away from what
was left of poor old Earth. Earth, the mother of the human
race had been raped, pillaged and plundered by her
charming offspring in a manner so horrifying that even
some humans were shocked by it. All of her land, seas and
air were saturated with every type of filth that humanity
could smear across them.

The only other species tough enough to survive the
processes of greed and selfishness that had been unleashed
across the once beautiful face of the planet were rats and
cockroaches.

The cockroaches actually thrived as the Earth’s vital
systems were methodically strangled to death around them.

The rats grew stronger with every attempt to eradicate
them. Eventually the humans simply gave up. They realised
that it was a lot less expensive to ignore them.

Ed’s wife, Regina, had reluctantly accepted a position as
a general cleaner on Archmed Bianco. She had never
previously cleaned anything. She was the daughter of a
wealthy politician but she was prepared to do whatever it
took to get herself and her family away from Earth.

Regina fell in love with Ed while she was attending an
expensive finishing school. She had mistaken him for the
son of one of the staff members. By the time she

8
(C) 2008 Ian Purdie



discovered that he was really only the adopted son of one
of the gardeners, she was already pregnant with their
daughter Felacia.

They married secretly, breaking her father’s heart when
he eventually found out.

Regina never forgave herself or Ed after her father
showed her Ed’s gene screen results. His only
distinguishing characteristic was a skull that was 4% thicker
than the average for homo sapiens. Otherwise he had no
natural aptitudes whatsoever.

Ed, for his part, loved his wife’s thick mane of silky
black hair. This had first attracted him to her and his
fascination had not waned after more than ten years in the
same bed. Unfortunately, there was a lot more to Regina
than her lustrous hair and most of the rest of her was not
as attractive. Even Ed had to admit that they had nothing
in common. Their main problem was that after the initial
attractton had evaporated along with all of the other
accessories to romantic love, there just wasn’t that much to
talk about.

Ed’s future on Earth could never measure up to even
the most modest expectations demanded by the rest of his
wife’s family. The only types of employment he qualified
for did not offer anywhere near the magnitude of
remuneration that Regina had been brought up to consider
her birthright. He could barely afford to pay for the birth
of their daughter in circumstances so modest that some
members of Regina’s family refused to accept that the new-
born was related to them.

Space was Regina’s only honourable option. She was
literally shamed off the planet.

At last Ed’s extreme mediocrity became an asset. The
gene screen identified him as a very good prospective space
colonist. His exceptionally average genetic make-up,
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combined with some serious leverage applied by his father-
in-law qualified him for a career off-planet. A career that
would not only provide himself and his family with food,
shelter and clothing, but would give him long empty days
for his underpowered imagination to aimlessly wander the
by-ways of intergalactic irrelevance in the privacy of his
own office.

Regina had not been brought up to be useful. However,
because she was experienced in the ways of the idle rich,
she had extremely high standards of what she expected
from others. In the humiliating circumstances of having to
apply those standards to herself, she was able to ingratiate
herself to some of the more highly placed members of the
colony. She knew what the stuck-up bitches wanted.
Naturally this servitude was even more reason for her to
resent her husband. Resentment slithered silently into every
corner of their small apartment like an infestation of cold,
dark reptiles staring unblinkingly from every recess.

Despite their differences, their daughter Felacia was
devoted to both her parents. Colony life was exciting and
stimulating for an inquisitive eleven year old. She loved
living off-planet. Her memories of Earth were like being
locked in a foul smelling, dirty cupboard. The other ‘space
kids” as they called their little gang were just as enthralled
about living on another world. None of them had fond
memories of Earth. On Archmed Bianco they had the run
of the colony, were given the best education and had access
to the most modern technology that humanity had been
able to devise. The universe was at their tender young
fingertips.

Felacia couldn’t understand why her parents were so
unhappy. She could see that they both regarded life away
from Earth as an imposition, a punishment for not being
able to realise the few self-centred conformist dreams they
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had adopted when they were young. She couldn’t
understand how they were able to ignore the fantastic
opportunities their new life presented. Why her mother
pined for that old, toxic, space tip was beyond the bounds
of her fertile, young imagination. A generation gap loomed
between the adults and their children that matched the
gargantuan distances that separated them all from Earth.

Although nobody who knew him had ever argued that
Ed was anything but unbelievably dull, he wasn’t quite dull
enough to qualify as fascinatingly dull.

This proved to be a great disappointment to the
Biancans. The sheer bloody-minded dullness that was built
into each and every cell from Ed’s outrageously ordinary
hair-do to his infuriatingly normal toe nails could have
made him a major attraction. He almost qualified as an
exception to the general rule of interestingness that
pervaded their world.

There was a single cause for Ed’s tragic failure at the
threshold of fascinating dullness. His otherwise pristine
predictability and unfathomable monotonousness were
imperfect. There was one flaw, one blemish. One lone
arythmic glitch in the clockwork precision of his inner
conformity defiled the otherwise complete inadequacy of
his measured, managed existence.

Ed had a secret that he’d never told his wife nor
anybody else.

Earlwin Zittler was not typical company material. He’d
only managed to swindle his way into employment with the
Intergalactic Mining and Settlement Company by forging
his gene screen results. Otherwise he had convincingly
failed all the tests that required any aptitude for conformity.
When it came to his ability to stand up and be shot for
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things that he didn’t believe in, Earlwin Zittler was a
complete failure. The worst thing about him was that he
possessed and believed in his own imagination.

Earlwin hadn’t begun his posting on Archmed Bianco at
AB 27. He was transferred from one of the other colonies
under a very dense, dark cloud of intrigue. Some of the
other less retarded imaginations in the colony suspected
that he’d been convicted of some minor criminal offence.
Something not sufficiently heinous to warrant him being
repatriated back to Earth. Speculation about the exact
nature of his crime ranged from the marginally
embarrassing to the utterly corrupt. Whatever he had done
Earlwin was generally considered to be mysteriously
dangerous, a designation that identified him as a barely
acceptable outsider.

Earlwin and Ed had met because they both had names
that began with the letter ‘E’. They were obliged to sit next
to each other at the infrequent colony forums. At these
forums the colonists were invited to share any grievances
they might harbour, with delegates from the company
representing the shareholders back on Earth. The forums
were well known to be farcical and had never resulted in a
single recommendation being implemented. It was widely
considered that they were only held to justify the delegate’s
irregular junkets out to the colonies where they were
practically worshipped by the colony managers. If the
forums served any real purpose it was to identify potential
troublemakers and silence them by appearing to take their
grievances seriously. The indelible reality was that every
employee had signed a contract, while still on Earth, that
specifically forbade them from ever having any grievances.

Termination of an employee’s contract immediately
guaranteed them a berth aboard the next ship back to
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Earth. It also meant that they would be unlikely to find any
kind of employment ever again.

Earlwin had been transferred to AB 27 for breaking rule
843 in the Company Handbook. This rule expressly
forbade employees or their family members from eating
anything other than the food provided by the giant gardens
that supplied the colonies. This rule in effect, imposed
compulsory vegetarianism on all space colonists. The
gardens grew an impressive variety of fruits and vegetables
as well as hemp and several types of aloe vera.

The colonists’ diets were prescribed with mathematical
precision according to their age, weight and the functions
that they were required to perform.

Earlwin was a carnivore. He hadn’t been able to accept
vegetarianism and wasn’t ready to become a rabbit.

He dreamt about steak. In some of his dreams sausages
and pork chops on horseback would ride gallantly over
hills made up of meatloaf and tripe. They would rescue
sexy damsels from barbaric tribes of lettuce and broccoli.

One night he woke up throwing punches. The last
survivor of a herd of cannibal sheep had turned on him. Its
bloodthirsty eyes narrowed as it had surveyed the girth of
his healthy thighs. His only weapon had been a half empty
bottle of barbecue sauce with a nozzle that was designed by
a vegetarian!

The following afternoon, in desperation, Earlwin
cornered and strangled to death one of the rats that
infested every colony. He then gutted and skinned the
unfortunate rodent before grilling its flesh to what he
deemed to be a gourmet medium-rare. Savouring the fleshy
aromas, he applied salt. Then armed with a fork he eagerly
devoured the muscular tissue. Its warm juices dribbled
down his chin. It tasted fantastic!
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Reclining in a comfortable chair with his eyes closed,
Earlwin began to feel strange. Really strange. Something
was happening inside his head. He opened his eyes. This
made him feel even stranger. The rat was reacting with his
brain in some unexpectedly primitive way. For the next few
hours Earlwin actually felt like a wild animal himself.

He spent the rest of the evening roaming the colony
hunting for more rats. The hunt was unsuccessful. The
hunted could sense the change in his mental geography and
once again proved that they were supreme survivors. On
that occasion Earlwin didn’t see another rodent in a colony
where, as the dominant population by weight, rat ruled.

Earlwin had had a taste and he liked it. Over the next
few days he caught several rats and stored their lifeless
bodies in his cubicle.

Then, one evening he prepared a feast of rat. He
chopped up two of the unfortunate creatures into small
cubes and fried the sinewy meat in soy oil. The smell of
lightly sautéed rodent invaded his flaring nostrils as he
tucked into a full meal of their forbidden flesh.

Once again he felt the desires of his ancient ancestors
awakening in a part of his brain that had lain dormant for
generations. He ripped off his uniform and began to howl
like a rabid dog. The veins in his neck stood out and he
could feel his heart pumping the blood that made him a
living animal. His vision was clearer. The pastel colours of
the colony’s walls were suddenly offensive. He felt more
alive than he’d ever felt before. He felt as though he’d
suddenly been born a grown man, emerging like a butterfly
from the chrysalis of his former self. He stood alone,
magnificent, pulsating and sweating in the artificial glow of
the colony’s lighting.
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Now he knew why it was against the rules to eat flesh.
He had been half a man, cowering and grovelling, begging
for favours from people who weren’t even that.

He laughed hysterically, the insane laugh of a madman
who’d just glimpsed the cosmic punch-line.

Next morning, he awoke amidst the broken wreckage of
his meagre possessions. His cubical looked like a herd of
Slorantian sabre toothed oxen had stampeded through it
during the night. Everything was smashed into tiny pieces
and lay around him. The evidence was undeniable.

He was sent to see a counsellor. The counsellor asked
him a lot of irrelevant questions. As Earlwin strove to
answer them the counsellor twiddled his thumbs
intellectually, twirled in his chair several times, then finally
with his brow furrowed in the closest approximation of
anything intelligent that he was capable of imitating, he
produced a join-the-dots diagnosis based on a textbook
that he’d read recently. His brilliantly unimaginative
conclusion was that Earlwin was in conflict with some
members of his work group. He recommended that
Farlwin be transferred to another colony where his
aberrant destructive tendencies could be monitored away
from the psychological triggers that had set him off.

Until he met Ed, Earlwin was the only person in the
universe who knew that he’d breached rule 843.

“She thinks I’'m doing a night inspection,” Ed laughed.
“I told her that the sanitiser for the herb gardens has a
special incandescent filter that can only be changed at
night.”

“Very good,” said Earlwin producing a large, dead male
rat from his bag.

“Wow! That’s a beauty! He must be over a foot long,
not counting the taill Where did you find him?”
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“This is a real rat’s rat! He put up a hell of a fight. I got
him from the trash cans behind the gupteria. Look, he bit
me on the arm,” said Earlwin, pulling up his sleeve.

“T'hat must’ve hurt.”

“He fought like an Earth rat. As soon as I had him
cornered he attacked. Luckily, I had a club and I belted him
good before he could strike again. He’d been eating colony
food for too long.”

Ed fired up a portable burner as Earlwin peeled off the
rat’s skin. After skilfully removed the feet, head and tail,
Earlwin gutted the rat and threw its limp body into a
waiting frying pan. He prodded it a few times with his knife
as it sizzled in soy oil, filling Ed’s office with the aroma of
sautéed rodent.

“He’s big enough for both of us,” said Ed as he flipped
the corpse.

“Don’t even think about it. One of us has to stay
normal. I told you what happened the last time I tried to
eat this much by myself.”

Ed sat silently mesmerised as Earlwin lovingly nudged
the sizzling remains around the pan.

“You’ll be all right. I'll look after you.” said Earlwin
inhaling the fumes. “Just try not to make too much noise.
If I get caught again, it’s straight back to the rubbish tips of
planet Earth for me.”

“Would that be such a bad thing? They must have huge
rats 1n the rubbish back there. Imagine the feasts you could
have and it’s not even illegal.”

“I hope I never have to set foot on that disgusting
planet ever again. There’s more rats out here in space than
back there,” said Earlwin.

Earlwin gave the carcass a last prod. “I think it’s ready.
Nothing worse than a burnt rat.”
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This was to be Ed’s second meal of rat. At their
previous ‘meeting’ he had watched Earlwin greedily devour
two smaller creatures and then lapse into a state that was
light years beyond his meagre vocabulary.

“Fantastic,” said Ed suddenly weak with uncertainty.

Earlwin stabbed the steaming body with a fork and
lifted it out of the pan. “I’ll just let it cool down. I've got
some salt,” he added producing a small packet from his
bag. ““T'his should enhance the gastronomic appeal.”

“Thanks,” said Ed. “I hadn’t given much thought to the
flavour.”

A few minutes later there was only a pile of small bones
left. Ed’s innards were heaving slightly as his stomach
fought to reject its recently arrived contents. He could feel
his heart rate quicken as the rat’s essence was absorbed into
his blood. He became aware of the almost deafening
beating of his own heart. He could feel the blood pulsing
through his veins. In the presence of so much activity it
was impossible for him to remain still. He jumped to his
feet. He could feel Earlwin trying to hold him down. He
became aware that he had been shrieking like some exotic
bird welcoming the prehistoric dawn.

Effortlessly he threw Earlwin aside and watched his
friend hurtle through the air in slow motion. Earlwin hit
the wall half way between the floor and the ceiling before
sliding slowly down onto the floor.

Ed felt utterly invincible. He felt like a great warrior
about to take on a whole army with his bare hands.

“This must be what God feels like,” his own voice
rumbled out of the void echoing around the room until the
sound waves became solid around him. He heard God
laugh and joined him in a cacophony of unbridled, absolute
mirth, the kind of mirth that had created the universes.
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Earlwin picked himself up off the carpet. He edged
towards the door and locked it. Most people would have
locked themselves outside but Earlwin knew that things
would ultimately be a lot worse if he abandoned Ed right
now. He stood as still as he could, knowing from
experience that any sudden movement would lock Ed’s
supercharged attention onto him.

Ed was transformed from a meek, dull wimp into a
demented monster. His eyes glowed like portals into Hell
while his face turned a seriously unhelpful shade of purple.
His body tensed and tautened producing unprecedented
muscles that bulged against his clothing, threatening an
explosion of synthetic fabrics. He epitomised a long extinct
form of animal magnificence. He was potent, he was
deadly, he was super Ed!

Ed didn’t need to do anything. He was the centre of the
universes and everything was completely under control. He
stood like a statue, throbbing to his own innate rhythm. He
savoured the next half hour like a god worshipping itself.

Suddenly, an alien warmth invaded his totality
somewhere below his navel. Responding to its own
irrevocable mandate, it began to rise. It lingered for a while
in the vicinity of his stomach before making its presence
felt in his throat. He tried to swallow, to drive its unwanted
presence back to its source but it was no use. A physical
urgency that seemed to exist beyond his otherwise super-
human control erupted into his mouth where for a split
second he was able to contain it. But that brief moment
was the limit of its containability. This thing required birth.
It needed representation in the world beyond his body. He
became aware of a new sound, a strangled, raw bodily
release that usurped his otherwise total dominance of the
universe. His mouth opened automatically as a torrent of
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masticated rodent erupted from his face, showering
everything in his view with partially digested rat.

Earlwin, realising what was happening just a fraction of
a second too late, threw himself sideways in an attempt to
avoid being splattered with foul smelling, warm rat
remnants. He failed. The plume evacuated Ed’s body like
the proverbial rat out of a drainpipe, spraying his office
with a monsoonal deluge of unspeakable putridity.

Ed collapsed as if the evacuated rat had been the sole
controlling force in his body. Institutional dullness flooded
back into his life like a gloating, dumped, high school
sweetheart presiding over his divorce from somebody else.
He lay on the floor as a few convulsions raked his body,
the aftershocks from the first disgusting spasm. His
consciousness was no longer that of the mighty warrior. He
could feel his normally compromised, mundane reality
filtering back into focus.

“Errol!” he spat out the name of the only deity that had
been imprinted into his otherwise irreligious mind.

“Are you OK?” Earlwin didn’t feel up to another
baptism.

“I think so,” Ed flexed his fingers and toes.

“What happened?” Even though he could remember
the sub-atomic details of every micro-second, Ed somehow
couldn’t quite integrate what he’d just experienced back
into normal 3D.

“You threw up,” said Earlwin not bothering to try to be
poetic. He was drenched in what he hoped was non-
staining rat.

Needless to say the rest of the ‘meeting’ conformed to
the usual patterns that had established themselves in Ed’s
life and was reassuringly dull. Neither man spoke, other
than to mouth the minimum necessary formalities to make
a polite, if slightly rushed exit.
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Chapter 2

Twelve days later the Pleasure Ship arrived at the
colony. It had been orbiting Archmed Bianco for 19 days
and now, finally, its schedule directed it to the lonely hearts
of AB 27.

Sabina Xotiquat put the final touches to her make-up
and psychologically prepared herself for her first client of
the day.

He was a young mining technician with a fiancé back on
Earth. He didn’t try to push Sabina beyond the massage he
was entitled to under Article 412c of the Company
Handbook. He was shy and very good looking. Sabina
wouldn’t have minded in the slightest if he’d requested any
‘extras’. Her fingers attempted to stray on a few occasions
but his hands sprang gallantly to the defence of his distant
girlfriend’s exclusive territory.

The cute young ones seldom required any extras. It was
only the wrinkled, foul smelling, older clients who required
the services of a serious professional. Sabina prided herself
on always being professional no matter how physically
repulsive the recipient of her services might be.

Sabina had been a Gosha girl for nearly two years. She
was recruited into the profession after being ‘discovered’ in
a bar on Endophus 9. It wasn’t her ideal job but it paid
well, she got to travel the universe for free, and it gave her
the security and affection that she’d never received as a
child. A runaway from her native mining colony, she
considered herself lucky to have been accepted as a Gosha
girl. While not quite a respectable vocation, young girls

from all of the universes aspired to the glamour and
freedom that the life offered.
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Sabina adjusted the skimpy pair of black lace panties
that constituted her only line of defence and applied fresh
powder to her nipples. She broke off a small piece of
biscuit and gave it to Shafi, her pet rat. Shafi nibbled
gratefully at the biscuit as she lovingly stroked his small
grey head. Eventually he withdrew back into the safety of
her bag. It was against all the rules for a Gosha to keep a
pet so she’d trained him to stay hidden.

Sabina’s second client was an old transportation clerk
from the shipping department. He was a veteran of many
visits to the Pleasure Ship and wasn’t shy about extracting
satistaction from whichever nubile was assigned to him. He
was from the old school and actually believed that he was
doing the girls a favour. Sabina humoured him for a few
minutes and wasn’t disappointed when he finally wound
himself up to a noisy orgasm, rolled off her, then got
himself dressed and left. She needed a shower so as not to
feel tainted for her next client.

Earlwin had spent the previous night completely ratted.
He’d devoured three medium sized rodents that Ed had
caught inside one of the ventilation ducts. Earlwin had
managed to keep them down all night and they were still
inside him. He could feel the effects stirring in his brain as
he entered the booth in the Sleazerium for his company
sponsored, regulation appointment with a Gosha girl.

Sabina ushered her new client into the booth.

“The company welcomes its valued employee,” she
recited the company’s greeting mantra. “Would you like to
remove your clothing and relax on my couch?”

“I’d love to,” said Earlwin eagerly throwing his apparel
at the floor.

Sabina picked up his discarded clothing. There was
something different about this client. “Would you like
some refreshments?”
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“No, I'd like you to get naked too.” Earlwin felt no
need to prevaricate with pleasantries.

“Great tits,” he commented as Sabina obediently sent
her uniform plummeting to the floor.

“Thank you,” she responded sensing a form of animal
intent that she found both unusual and exciting in a deep
space colonist.

As he made himself comfortable on the couch Earlwin’s
nostrils began to twitch. He could sense another presence.

He reached over to Sabina’s bag. Before the Gosha
could stop him, Earlwin’s hand was inside and poor Shafi
was dragged ruthlessly out into the light. The rat squealed
and sank his teeth into the fingers that had claimed him. It
was too late for Shafi. Half of him was already inside
Earlwin’s mouth.

A spurt of blood erupted from the rodent’s back
spraying FHarlwin’s face as he bit through the neck,
completely severing Shafi’s head.

“What are you doingr” Sabina screamed as warm rat
blood splattered across her naked body. She lunged
forward in a futile attempt to save her beloved pet.

Earlwin pushed her away as he chewed and swallowed.

“Got any morer” he asked before lapsing into a trance,
his eyes rolling back into his head.

Sabina was mortified.

After a few seconds Earlwin lifted his head off the
pillow and fixed her with eyes that were no longer human.
Shafr’s blood was dripping from his chin as he thrust the
remainder of the unfortunate rat’s limp corpse into the
reddened cavity of his mouth, pulverising its flesh and
bones with his teeth.

Sabina retrieved her panties and reinstated them about
her horrified person. She ran to the door and started
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banging on it with both fists, screaming “Help! Help!
There’s a madman in here.”

Mere fractions of a second later a burley security guard
strode efficiently into the booth, clearly not expecting the
spectacle that confronted him. Usually the only problems
he had to deal with involved lecherous old men, trying to
engage in acts of lewdness that even the well trained, highly
accommodating Goshas considered to be beneath their
sparse concept of dignity.

This was very different. Sabina was splattered with
blood and was battling to control herself on the brink of
hysteria. Naked on the couch, Earlwin seemed to be
unnaturally calm. He lay on his back covered in blood and,
most disconcerting, he had the still twitching tail of what
appeared to be a rat protruding from his mouth. Worse, he
was chewing.

The Company Handbook contained nothing that the
guard could relate to the scene in front of him.

He looked Sabina up and down, twice.

“So what’s the problem?” he asked trying to sound
authoritative and calm.

By now Sabina had recovered sufficiently from the
initial shock to realise how precarious her situation was.
For a start, pets of any description were not tolerated
amongst Goshas, especially creatures that were classified as
vermin. Secondly, she had received three hundred days of
training, at great expense to the company, aimed solely at
instilling in her the need to put the whims and desires of
her clients first, despite officially being forbidden to engage
in sex.

“It was a rat,” she rallied. “I’m sorry but it scared me.”

“It seems to be under control now,” said the guard
trying not to allow his attention to be drawn to Earlwin
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who continued to lie quietly within what appeared to be an
aura of undiluted insanity.

“Great. Thanks,” said Sabina regretting having woken
up that morning. After the guard closed the door behind
him she turned to Earlwin. “What did you do that for?”

Earlwin said nothing and remained motionless. He
continued chewing as Shafi’s tail stopped twitching.

“That was disgusting,” continued Sabina. “He was my
pet.”

A moment of silence in memory of Shafi ensued.
Finally, Earlwin spat out the remains of the tail. “It was
nothing like a wild rat,” he complained.

“He was my pet.” Sabina began to cry softly to herself.

“It must be all the pesticides accumulated in their
bodies” Earlwin muttered to himself. “I feel pretty
normal.”

“Normal?” sobbed Sabina. “Normal people don’t bite
the heads off other people’s pets and eat them alive!”

“It was only a rat,” said Farlwin temporarily flirting with
the appearance of non-abnormality. “This colony’s full of
them. How many do you want?”

Sabina picked up what was left of Shafr’s tail from
where it landed on the floor. Needless to say that was the
end of Earlwin’s massage.

Ed spent the evening dutifully at home with his family,
trying not to think about what Earlwin was probably up to
with some gorgeous, accommodating Gosha. Regina had
had a terrible day. She had been expected to clean out the
locker room in the men’s gym.

“I don’t know how Betty put up with it for all those
years. The whole place smells worse than a toilet. No
wonder she was too sick to face it again.”
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Ed said nothing. He knew that most of the facilities in
the colony basically cleaned themselves. All his wife had to
do was to make sure that the rooms were empty, close the
doors and push the button clearly marked ‘Clean’ on the
master control console. Then she would have sat around
for half an hour, smoking guptide with Wendy, the other
member of her cleaning team, until the console flashed
“Task completed’. That done, they would have gone inside
and made sure that none of the suction drains were
blocked. Really hard work.

Felacla was in her room pretending to do her
homework. This kept her wuneducated father and
disinterested mother out of her way for a few hours every
evening while she directed an unmanned space probe to
explore one of the few parts of the immediate universe that
had not yet been polluted by the arrival of humanity.

She had saved up several months’ worth of her
allowance and bought the probe after discovering an
advertisement in one of the teenage magazines that she
infrequently perused, just to see how the adolescents on
Earth were coping in her absence. The probe was part of a
liquidation sale. The company that built it had gone broke
so she’d got it very cheap. It had been launched from Earth
a few hundred days earlier and was now sending data back
from the void as it skimmed past unexplored worlds at the
speed of light mach two.

In the other room Regina lit another guptide cigarette.
Guptide was the only recreational intoxicant that the
company allowed. It was derived from the only herb
known to grow in space and had many unique properties.
Guptide was a plant that lived off solar radiation emitted
from stars and floated around in most solar systems
growing in colonies that varied in size from that of a tennis
ball to a small moon. It had confused a lot of early
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astronomers on Earth who had invented lots of theories
back in the days of science to try and explain it. Comets,
meteorites and black holes had all been invented to try to
explain its existence. When guptide was eventually
discovered it was a great relief to most astrologers. Some
however were embarrassed at the vast amounts of money
that they had wasted on shields designed to protect the
Earth from imaginary space rocks.

Guptide cigarettes were supplied by the company to all
employees free of charge. They were credited with
preventing most diseases to which space dwelling humanity
was otherwise prone. Guptide was able to synthesize the
life giving energy of stars in a concentrated manner.
Humans could directly benefit from it, simply by inhaling
the smoke. It was also available in liquid form and could be
applied directly to most wounds with extraordinary,
remedial results. It was the miracle substance that early
space travellers had been searching for. Unfortunately, its
discovery had not been enough to convince the majority of
them to return home.

Regina dragged mercilessly on her wilting incinerative.
She was annoyed that her husband would not be drawn
away from the day’s intergalactic sporting results.

Nobody else cared about sport any more. It was an
outdated pass-time. Since the discovery of the planet
Antopia, sport had become irrelevant. Antopia was the
home of a race of super men and women who could easily
humiliate any human in any game. Ed was only attracted to
sport as a means of avoiding the otherwise unavoidable
interaction his wife insisted on.

Regina required somebody to listen to her while she was
complaining. On this occasion she wasn’t complaining
about her husband so he had no excuse. Ed watched her
lips move from inside his sports’ shield. He watched her
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expression become darker and darker until she finally
disconnected his mind screen from the zisk console that
fed it.

“You’re not listening to me!” she bellowed.

“Of course I am darling, I was reading your lips.”

“Alright! What was the last thing I said?”

Ed thought back to the previous night’s litany of
complaints and hazarded a guess. “You just said that most
people on this colony wouldn’t know if the facilities had
been cleaned propetly or not.”

That slowed her down. Perhaps he had been listening.

She continued. “That’s right. The work here is
absolutely thankless. These people behave like filth just
floats out into space all by itself.”

Ed plugged his monitor back in and continued to review
the day’s sporting results while Regina carried on as if
somebody else was interested.

Earlwin stumbled unsteadily out of the pleasure booth.
The time simulator strapped to his wrist was trying to tell
him that it was late in his third quadrant. He knew he was
due back at the warehouse but could only hazard a guess as
to which one of the seven or eight corridors his eyes were
trying to focus on was actually real.

“Must have been a bloody mouse,” his befuddled brain
managed to communicate down the long, spiralling tube of
his head to where the centre of his lack of control was
guiltily lurking. Movement in this state was unpredictable.
Eventually he gave up trying to be conventional and willed
his body to fly. This worked better and after what seemed
like mere seconds in the air he crashed through the
warehouse door into his workspace. He wondered if
anyone else had noticed him. When things returned to
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normal he’d be very interested to learn what they thought
they’d seen.

He laid himself out in his chair with his head flopped
back staring at the ceiling.

Earlwin was not a bird. He was not a plane. He was a
storeman. He was in charge of one of the cargo bays. This
was where the few items that the colony couldn’t produce
were kept after they’d been shuttled down to the planet
from the giant space transport freighters. The shipments
arrived sealed for deep space travel and were not unsealed
until after he’d dispatched them to their ultimate
destinations in the colony. Fortunately for Earlwin there’d
been no shipments for the last two days and none were
expected so he didn’t have to do anything.

He didn’t feel omnipotent and magnificent like rat
usually made him feel. He felt sick. The mouse was having
some kind of effect but it was less than spectacular — like
his health. He grudgingly recalled that he’d eaten the whole
thing — brain, offal and all the sticky bits contained therein.
He’d never eaten a whole rat before. Certainly not one that
was raw and still alive.

Still, it had been worth it, just to have finally gotten an
honest reaction from a Gosha girl. He’d actually made her
cry. Up until then he’d never seen a Gosha react with any
kind of real emotion. They were mistresses of the fake arts.
Most of them were clones, derived from the genetic
material of the original Whore of Brenagh, one of the most
beautifully erotic women that the universes had ever
produced. The irony was that she had eventually been
reproduced through the asexual process of cloning.

According to legend, the Patriarch of an Empire in the
Orion Belt, fell in love with her during one of her famous
orgies. Realising that such a woman could never limit
herself to just one man, he untangled three of her pubic
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hairs from his own and cloned an entire harem from them.
These women were 1n turn cloned and the Order of Gosha
was established, solely by men, devoted exclusively to the
sating of male desire.

Farlwin licked his dry lips. His tongue felt like
sandpaper being dragged over ground-up glass. It was his
only outward sign of movement for over an hour.
Internally his guts were locked in mortal combat with Shafi.
What had, up until a few hours ago, been a perfectly happy
rat, was now a churning whirlwind that was trying to find a
way out of the tomb that had so ruthlessly engulfed it.
Earlwin belched. He tried to stand up but quickly realised
that was a bad idea.

Somewhere between an eternity and a nanosecond later,
somebody placed a hand on his shoulder. Earlwin realised
that he must have nodded off. Shafi almost escaped
through the tightly clenched cheeks of Earlwin’s butt.
Nearly, but not quite. Earlwin held on. Sphincter was
pitted against ratty remains as nausea doused him in a fog
of faecal displeasure.

“You look like you might as well stay there for the rest
of the week,” remarked Notrbert as he arrived to relieve
Earlwin for another day.

“I must have drifted off to sleep. It’s been a pretty dull
afternoon.”

“That’s not what I heard. That Gosha must have wrung
you out good and proper, you lucky old bugger!” laughed
the relieving storeman. “You ought to be home in bed.”

“Thanks. I will be soon”, replied Earlwin hoping that
the day’s battle between good and evil, man and mouse,
had ended.

Earlwin’s body had performed a minor miracle while
he’d been asleep and he was able to stand up. Walking was
a bit more tricky but after a few attempts he managed to
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reach the door and made a slightly undignified, but at least
upright and forward-moving, exit. He used both sides of
the very wide corridor to keep himself vertical then fell into
the transport chute and clumsily banged in the coordinates
that got him safely home to his cubicle.
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Chapter 3

The human race had spread mediocrity across the
universes like margarine onto stale bread. Over fifteen
centuries, the conquest of space had been reduced to a
bland commercial chore as humanities’ status quo was
shoved into amazing, fascinating realms with the level of
enthusiasm that most people reserve to complain about a
cold entree. Dominance was immposed with the bloody-
minded indifference reminiscent of a group of four year
olds on a golf course. Sure, there’d been a few exciting
periods, like when space piracy had erupted throughout the
Magenta System, or when they’d found other sentient races
that needed to be conquered by military might. But
otherwise humanity had spread throughout the universes
like spilled dishwater. They’d turned the magnificence of
infinity into a huge suburb.

In the process innumerable ancient civilizations had
been mindlessly ploughed into the cosmic dust. Cultures
that had evolved far beyond the paltry range of human
imagination were melted down for their component
minerals while being ridiculed by a race so preoccupied
with its addiction to blind economic growth that it was
unable to see any value in anything else. The narrow
human paradigm of exploitation and greed had ruthless
disregard for anything but dull conformity.

‘Brrolism’ was the only religion condoned by the
company and consequently had become the sole arbiter of
ethics and morality throughout the inhumanely inhabited
universes.

The prophet Errol had walked the Earth in the 25th
century and was a devout atheist. He proclaimed that

because deep space exploration had failed to discover any
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heavenly realms, there couldn’t possibly be any God or
gods. It was his contention that human desire was the
highest force in the cosmos and that all of the ancient
religions, founded before the advent of space travel, were
not only erroneous but irrelevant. They’d been created
solely to stop poor people from complaining about their
place 1n life.

He founded his new religion (the first ‘Errol Event’ in
history) for the wealthy and anyone else who aspired to
that condition. Amongst his lengthy ‘Chronicles of Errol’
was a unique interpretation of the ancient law of karma.
Errol taught that when you die, your soul goes to a rubbish
tip comprised of everything that you threw away during
your life. He also taught that anything you had sincerely
given away before dying would also be waiting for you on
the other side. These key teachings had resulted in a boom
for charities and the recycling industtries.

Jeremiah Horton, the founder of the Intergalactic
Mining and Settlement Company had converted to
Errolism way back in the 27th century. He’d been quick to
grasp the significance of a prophet who put profits above
all other worldly phenomena. On his deathbed, Jeremiah
Horton had inserted compulsory Errolism into his
Company Handbook (the fifth great Errol Event),
alongside enforced vegetarianism and the gene screen.
These three requisites guaranteed almost total conformity
from his workforce. Besides ensuring the unprecedented
growth of the new religion, they also resulted in the
aforementioned proliferation of dullness and mediocrity
across what had once been some fascinating universes.

Errol’s other great contribution to humanity was The
Anti-Mantra. The Anti-Mantra was the most liberating
thought that six million years of human evolution had so
far been able to produce. The Anti-Mantra was an
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invitation to forget the serious day to day thrust of reality
and just be silly. It sniggered an overwhelmed humanity
back to the sanctity of childhood, possessing nothing that
could be considered intelligent, challenging, or in any way
mature or relevant. Its syllables were completely
meaningless, with nothing esoteric hidden surreptitiously
behind or between them. It was pure, unadulterated
foolishness that could be used anywhere and at any time by
anybody.

The Anti-Mantra was credited, by many of the
company’s most successful and admired executives, with
connecting them to their own forgotten essence. It calmed
the stressful maniac that lurked beneath the surface of
every successful human. It restored life’s sacred equilibrium
and, paradoxically, by being meaningless, gave life a deeper
meaning. It made people laugh and induced the feeling that
life was actually worth most of the bother.

It had many permutations and even more per-
mutilations, but the basic Anti-Mantra as expressed by
Errol himself was:

“Ferdie tiddle dum do.”

Ed was not a religious person. He was naturally dull and
didn’t need any rigid belief system to enforce his natural
lack of imagination.

Regina on the other hand had embraced Errolism. She
kept all the family’s unrecyclable garbage in the spare room,
using it to build a rather large and quite smelly shrine
dedicated to the memory of the prophet. She believed that
her fall from wealth had been punishment for a childhood
transgression. She had temporarily subscribed to the, by
now completely discredited, religion of science. At the age
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of fourteen she’d tried to prove experimentally that greed
didn’t exist.

She acquired several large denomination bank notes
from her father’s wallet and had left them on the pavement
outside their home hoping that somebody would either
knock on their door and return them or hand them into
the police. When this didn’t happen she eventually
abandoned her experiment. Later in life she considered the
loss of these notes to be the beginning of her fall from
wealth. She hoped that by staging her own Errol Event
she’d be able to appease and atone for her immature
foolishness. She was righteously driven by a desperate
desire to be obscenely wealthy, like all good Errolists.

Like most human colonies, AB 27 had its own imported
system of artificial time. Hours, minutes and seconds
corresponded to the same time units on Earth. The Earth
year, or EY, was also used as a measure for longer periods
of time.

However, unlike Earth, a day consisted of twenty hours
and was divided into four quadrants of five hours - two for
work, one for recreation and one for sleep. Everybody
living in the colony had a time simulator. These were
specifically programmed with each colonist’s personal
schedule, nearly all of which were different, depending on
the person's occupation and the shifts they were required
to work. This meant that the majority of colonists were at
different stages of their day or night and that the only
commonality, amid a feverish clash of schedules, was the
steady ticking of the hours. For despite the conflict
between personal programmes, all simulators did agree on
when the hour changed.

Every ten days colonists were given an extra quadrant
for recreation and the whole system was calibrated so that
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every 100 days the extra quadrants all occurred at the same
time. These were used by the company to hold ‘Errol
Events’, the religious meetings which borrowed their name
from the Prophet himself. Errol Events usually took place
in the Great Hall, presided over by the colony’s chaplain,
The Most Extremely Reverent (M.E.R) Merily Winthrop.

His Extreme Reverence sat in his chapel, putting the
final touches to the sermon he had prepared for the Errol
Event that was to occur in less than an hour. He had reams
of material to draw from. The Prophet had been extremely
prolific during his sadly foreshortened life on Earth.
Thanks to the invention of the dictaphone, The Chronicles
of Errol (affectionately referred to by the faithful as The
Babble) ran into many thousands of volumes. Errol had
been presented with a dictaphone at a very young age and
consequently, practically every word that he had ever
uttered had been recorded.

An ignorant mob had taken some of his more famous
teachings far too literally. They had decided to “throw him
away” so that he would be awaiting them in the next life.
Unfortunately for the Great Prophet, this meant that he
spent the last week of his tragically short life wandering
aimlessly around a rubbish tip.

The ultimate symbol of Errolism was the Empty Baked
Bean Can, that being the holy relic that his martyred corpse
was clinging to when the righteous finally located him.

M.E.R. Merily Winthrop contemplated this sacrilegious
waste, as he often did, pausing to glean inspiration from
the small, gold, baked bean can pendant that he wore
around his neck. He stroked it affectionately with his
thumb.

Half an hour later he approached the Great Hall. His
congregation were mostly huddled towards the back wall,
discussing for the most part the recent departure of the
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Pleasure Ship. It was not compulsory to attend Errol
Events and both Ed and Earlwin failed to arrive, having
made no attempt to do so, before the great doors were
sealed. The faithful who had arrived in time were now
committed to five hours of religious bombardment, by
which time they would be numb, disoriented and ready to
drop everything to proudly serve their Prophet.

Regina on this occasion had managed to drag her
reluctant daughter away from her ‘homework’. For her
part, Felacia had only consented to the unwanted and
utterly boring interlude so that her mother would not
suspect that she was otherwise engrossed in something
extremely interesting. She was prepared to tolerate nearly
anything so as not to arouse her mother’s curiosity.

The murmur waned as M.E.R. Merily Winthrop
mounted the pulpit and placed a leather bound volume of
The Chronicles of Errol before him on the podium. He
waited patiently for the last anecdotes to be exchanged
before clearing his throat in a manner that left no doubt as
to the indifference of his authority as one of the truly
pious. He adjusted his spectacles and made a mental note
of the dwindling attendance spread thinly before him.

“Ferdie tiddle dum do,” he began.

The congregation echoed the sacred syllables.

“Praise be to Errol,” he continued.

“Praise be to Errol,” his faithful flock repeated.

“Welcome oh ye of faith. Today I wish to speak about
the highest emotion in the Universe. I am, of course,
referring to human desire.” He lifted his right hand which
contained an effigy of an empty baked bean can.

“Praise be to Errol,” repeated the faithful, invigorated
by the glimpse of the can.

“Today’s teaching is taken from The Chronicles of
Errol, Volume 88,674, Chapter 27,421, Line 97, known
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affectionately after our Prophet’s opening words as “The
colour suits ya”. This famous speech comes from the
4,973rd laundromat discord when our great Prophet spoke
words of comfort to a poor washer woman. The mother of
seven illegitimate children, upon retrieving her only dress
from the washing machine was heard to lament that it had
faded in the wash. Whereupon, the Prophet Errol was
recorded as having said, and I quote; ‘The colour suits ya.
Do not despair oh ye of little faith. Thou shalt not discard
thy garment unless thee desireth to wear it again after thou
hast passethed on. Lo thou shalt have thy desire. But would
not it be better to desire other garments to fill thy
wardrobe?”’

And the woman replied, ‘I am but poor, oh Holy one. I
must feed my seven babes ere I shalt be called a lousy
mother.’

“Thy children will prouder be ere their mother, adorned
with fine cloth and smelling of sweet perfume, shall be
regarded by all as a more beautiful woman than has ever
seen fit to indulge in pornographic acts with the beasts of
the field. Verily I say unto you, it 1s the quality of thy desire
that shalt set thee apart. Adorn thy body, for it is the
temple of thy soul.”

The Utterly Reverend Winthrop paused for effect
before noisily closing the ancient book in front of him. He
looked over the rims of his half-glass spectacles at the
confused rabble before him and set forth to elaborate.

“In this sacred discourse, our beloved Prophet clearly
delineates the three types of worldly desire,” he began.

“For 1n the entirety of this vast cosmos, there are but
three types of desire. The desire to have, the desire to be
and the desire not to be. It is the first two desires that set
man apart from the animals and other lesser species. The
desire not to be is shared by all sentient beings, for
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everything possesses the innate desire not to be dead. This
was the desire expressed by the washer woman when she
spoke unto our great Prophet stating that she desired not
her faded garment. The Prophet was swift to chastise her
with holiness and righteousness by suggesting to her the
purely human desire to have more clothing in her
wardrobe.

Once again the woman replied with her lowly desire not
to be, and this time she stated that she desired not to be a
lousy mother. Whereupon our Prophet was swift to
chastise her with the second great and righteous human
desire: the desire to be. The righteous desire to be regarded
as a beautiful woman was clearly enunciated from the holy
lips of our beloved Prophet.

So here in this beautiful passage we have a clear
indication from the Holy Prophet Errol of the twin desires,
to be and to have. It is these two desires that have enabled
the human race to become masters of the universes. Cast
your mind’s eye back over the course of history and you
will see that before these holy imperatives massive
civilizations have crumbled to dust.”

The Utterly Reverend Winthrop paused to take a sip
from his glass of water and allow the full magnitude of this
profound cornerstone of the entire edifice of Errolism to
sink . A few in the congregation coughed as he
swallowed and replaced his glass on top of the pulpit.

He continued.

“These twin desires, to be and to have are the holy
birthright of all humanity. They do not distinguish between
race or sex, nor even rich and poor. They are the basis of
ambition and of all accomplishment and shine their light
upon the universes from the heart of every human, great
and small. They are the great forces that have enabled
humanity to ennoble itself bef