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			“The blue we bathe in is the blue we breathe. The blue we breathe,

			I fear, is what we want from life and only find in fiction.

			For the voyeur, fiction is what’s called going all the way.”

			William Gass (b. 1924), U.S. fictionist, essayist, philosopher. On Being Blue: A Philosophical Inquiry
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			1. ‘That’s him’

			Diana was darling, the digital age was dawning, and dreamers dreaming. As they always will. Maybe they were “the good old days” people would reminisce in a few decades, but maybe not. It all seems so long ago now. Corona was mere beer. Woke meant nothing.

			Bagley wasn’t immune to changes - just detached. It seemed anything could have happened, and he wasn’t bothered unless it affected him directly. It was one thing he had in common with most young men of his age, although it was something else that nagged him, and set him apart. He had to leave his job. He was a newspaper photographer in Sleighton, a dismal town near London. Sleighton was brown and debilitating - a wilderness to Bagley, at the rotten end of his olfactory spectrum. It stank in more ways than one. He wanted tantalising turquoise, but any bright blue would have been better than dismal brown Sleighton. Bagley’s blues might have seemed complicated to others, but not to him. He was as sure as any young man of who and what he was, sure of where he wanted to go and why. He was English too, not that being English mattered much to him. He never dwelt on things like that. Not then. He wasn’t a hesitant type either, especially when a Soho agency called him in to show samples of his work.

			The agent said she liked what she saw, and said Bagley more than suitable for a job she had in mind, but didn’t say what, where or when. He was satisfied enough she said it would be abroad, away from Sleighton, so he took a brisk walk back to Oxford Circus station for the return home. He was sure everything was just right that day, but two young women waited for him. One of them was short, dumpy Doctor Cindy Harrop with cropped ginger hair. She already knew Bagley’s samples were suitable. She stood at the underground station entrance behind the other woman: Miss Krista Hecht, around thirty, tall, pale, with jet black hair tucked up into an indigo beret.

			The two women hovered behind Bagley at the ticket barrier. He sensed something strange. It was Krista, the tall woman. He turned around, but she looked down, so her indigo beret was in his face. He flinched. She was alluring, but the indigo got up his nose. Indigo aggravated his synaesthesia. Indigo didn’t deserve to be blue, he thought. Bagley was choosy like that.

			He passed through the ticket barrier, the two women close by, behind a few other people. He turned again and the short ginger one was gone, then he caught another glimpse of Krista Hecht. She was talking downwards, still in the queue. He saw an earpiece with a thin cable into her collar. Maybe it’s connected to one of the new mini phones, he thought. He moved ahead, uneasy all of a sudden, sure of his route, but sensed her following him. She held back as Bagley stepped onto the escalator for the Bakerloo Line north to Paddington. He looked over his shoulder. She was still there. She looked down again and talked quickly into her collar. She was slender, feline, in a slim black trouser suit. Her jet-black hair shone, even in the dim underground light. Her eyes were brilliant blue and slightly upturned. Maybe she is Slavic, he thought. She had rarity. He felt uneasy again. Something of the cat about her. She still looked away, but only slightly, as if she wanted Bagley to see her profile, her angular face, high cheek bones, and pointed chin. She had finesse, something regal and serene, the kind of woman who could effortlessly excite most men at the mere hint of her interest. Her indigo beret still irritated Bagley’s delicate sensory system as he gathered pace down the escalator. She kept her position, nearly out of sight, though never completely. Bagley stepped onto the platform. It was deserted. The underground was always sparse, late morning midweek in those days. The Paddington train rumbled in and pushed warm fetid subterranean air ahead to engulf Bagley. Then Krista came onto the platform behind him, much closer, her eyes still down. He looked aside as the train stopped. The short ginger woman also appeared. Bagley knew he had seen her before, even that day, but not sure where. The two women met face-to-face, nodded to each other, then turned their attention to Bagley as he stepped onto the train. He looked back. Krista fixed her eyes on his through the train window. His nostrils flared to give him a thrill and sensation of something he would never forget. Her eyes radiated a raw energy, and hardened in a flash to a gemlike intensity, but with a measure of sapphire, ice and sexual savagery. Bagley’s train moved away, entered the dark tunnel, and as he slipped out of her sight she continued to gaze in his direction, transfixed. Bagley sensed it, and shuddered with a weird mix of fear and sudden lust. Surely, he thought, the two women should have got on the same train as him. There was only one way to go. They must have been going his way.

			Next stop, Regents Park. Bagley left the train and waited, worried. It was never crowded there, so he reckoned they must be on the next train. Neither came. They had to be on some kind of police training exercise, he thought, but then he was not a wanted man, as far as he knew. He was not paranoid, but sound of mind, always rational; essential with his rare condition. He had learnt how to manage his symptoms of synaesthesia, but one look direct into his eyes from Krista Hecht unleashed something within him. She fixed herself in his memory, and for him, the memory of her would never ever be enough. He licked at beads of sweat on his upper lip, then tried to make sense of it all. Perhaps he was just conveniently there, one of many mere men, chosen randomly to be followed. He knew the police did that kind of training. Yes, it must be that, he thought. Surely, he was not special to her, but just a random entity.

			On the platform back at Oxford Circus, Krista still stared into the empty tunnel, in Bagley’s direction.

			‘That was him Miss Hecht,’ said Doctor Cindy Harrop, tugging on Krista’s sleeve. ‘I said that was him,’ she repeated, again and again.

			‘I said that was him, Miss Hecht.’

			‘Yes Cindy, ‘ I think he is perfect, but now I must also make my uncle happy with my choice,’ Krista replied, knowing her Uncle Rudi would also have plans for Bagley.

			‘But last week, Miss Hecht, you said he must be suitable. Now, he is perfect.’

			‘Yes Cindy, maybe, but it is for me to judge him, not you. He may be suitable and perfect.’
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			2. Elsewhere man

			The only thing that gave pleasure to Bagley on his return to Sleighton was graffiti on the long wall out of Paddington. It had been there for years.

			“Far away is close at hand in images of elsewhere”.

			It invoked his yearning for exotica. In Sleighton, he expected none. There was none. Things were breaking down. What he wanted was so far elsewhere he only ever dreamt of it. He stayed mostly at home and browsed through books about his beloved South Seas and the exotic isles of Oceania. He immersed himself in stories of paradise by the great authors Robert Louis Stevenson, Somerset Maugham, and Aldous Huxley. He did read other books, like ‘The Seven Pillars of Wisdom’ and even ‘The Bible’; unusual choices for a young man, in those days. Travel agency brochures were strewn around his bed-sit, open at pages showing places he could never afford to go. A Penthouse magazine among them featured beautiful naked girls on distant inaccessible white sandy beaches. Imaginary encounters with the girls brought Bagley no harm, just easy relief. He saw no girls like it in Sleighton and reckoned if there were any, they’d have boyfriends.

			The wider, imaginary world of sexual promises and perfect erotic possibilities was yet to open on the Internet, so paper pornography easily acquired from top shelves in grocery shops sufficed for Bagley, many more men too. The girls were only two dimensional, but at least they asked for nothing, never hid money, never drank too much, never wanted to eat in expensive restaurants, or have holidays in Dubai, never moaned about premature ejaculation, never wanted to go shoe shopping, and the magazine publishers never complained when the girls were thrown back under a bed when finished with.

			Females did eye Bagley in The White Leaf, Bagley’s local pub in Sleighton, but their interest in his good looks soon passed. They were wary, and considered him beyond them, absorbed in his private club of one. He was, but didn’t think of himself that way. He stayed on the periphery of active sexual life by choice. He was the pub’s private graffiti scribe and sometimes offered innocent thoughts of sexuality on the toilet wall, gained from his only other reading material - a book of quotations. One day, two girls in the pub saw him coming out of their toilet where he had sneaked in and written: “The tragedy of sexual intercourse is the perpetual virginity of the soul.” (W.B. Yeats).

			‘Know what, Debs, that Bagley’s well, like, dodgy,’ said Sharon.

			‘Nice bum though, Shaz,’ replied Debbie.

			‘Yeh, but he’s deep, Debs. Went in our loo, innit. He reckons sex is tragic, Debs. It says so, innit. He wrote it on the wall, like. Know what I mean Deb, like? Fucking weirdo, he is.’

			‘Yeh, Shaz.’

			‘Yeh, but nice bum, Debs. Reckon he’s got any money?’

			‘Yeh, I mean, no, Shaz.’

			

			‘Well, I’m, well, like, well, you know, innit, Debs? Like, well, know what I mean? Blokes like him are weird, innit, Debs?’

			‘Dunno.’

			‘Innit.’

			‘Yeh.’

			‘Innit, Debs.’

			‘Yeh, Shaz.’

			Cinderella Syndrome was deeply entrenched in the collective female psyche, not only in Sleighton but throughout Little Britain, especially among millions of others like Debbie and Shaz. They fantasised with notions of being whisked away on a white horse at sunset by a wealthy prince, to be wooed and skilfully seduced under moonlight, then liberated the following morning into fragrant gardens under warm sunlight for an easy walk home.

			But there were no such princes in Sleighton. The male objects of Shaz’s and Debbie’s desire were mostly thirty-something, IT workaholic gym goers with sporty cars and bulging muscles with fake mental vitality, especially through addiction in one form or another to powders, from protein to cocaine. It was awash in all towns throughout Britain. Young men who dared be openly critical of widely approved archetypes, or moaned over the guile and greed endemic amongst British women of breeding age, were regarded as misfits, or misogynistic. Not so Bagley. He had handsome looks, out on his own tangent, but with little money, a unique mentality, no interest in IT, cars, cocaine or protein powders. Young men like him with true psychological uniqueness and sensitivity were as uncommon as mistrusted, even thought of as likely to be homosexual.

			Whatever Bagley was, he saw no Cinderellas in Sleighton. He was a photographer for the Sleighton Mail, a local newspaper. He also did freelance work for investigation agencies specialising in small time financial corruption, from photographing excessive customer entertainment, to handover of brown envelopes in car parks. Payment for Bagley’s quick and efficient photography was just enough to cover his grocery bills and rent for his bedsit next door to The White Leaf.

			Fed up, sitting at the pub bar after work, he let his dreams run wild, in ways only he knew how. Other young men bought beer, but Bagley would order a glass of Blue Curaçao with tonic water and insisted on three ice cubes, not for taste and temperature, but colour and quantity. He always liked the number three. He would rattle the ice cubes and gaze through the bubbles to try and visualise a scene in a Gauguin painting. He would emerge from a warm lagoon and stroll through the shallow waters onto a sun-drenched, soft white sandy beach towards semi-clad Polynesian girls waiting patiently for him in the shade beneath palm trees with bathrobes, ready to rub him down, then anoint him with fragrant oils. The myths of Polynesian beauties in paradise had been with him for a long time. It was as if Gauguin had had created the images just to satisfy Bagley’s dreams of easy erotica with women who only wanted that.

			‘Oi Bagley, wake up!’ Andy the barman said.

			Andy the barman often tried to goad Bagley into giving a view on ethnic cleansing in Britain.

			‘It was on the cards. I told you, mate,’ said Andy.

			‘You mean independence for Scotland?’ said Bagley, to play along. He had no extreme views.

			‘Yeh, first the Jocks, Wales next, then Yorkshire,’ whined Andy.

			‘You mean Bradford then?’ Bagley had heard about plans for a part of Yorkshire to be declared as an Islamic Principality, but white Englishmen talking openly about Islam had become taboo. Andy the barman clammed up, and delivered a safer rant.

			‘What about Cornwall then? It’ll be the Independent States of Bretony. Nice black and white flag the Cornish have got,’ Andy said to try and goad Bagley again.

			Political ramblings had become frequent among opinionated barmen with no other way of finding an audience. Andy the barman reckoned Cornish farmers, French Normans and Bretons had had independence in mind since World War II. A breakaway state of Bretony might have even appealed to the underemployed royal prince who wanted a job. Leading a whacky royal annexe would keep him busy if he never became king. Andy the barman reckoned the United Kingdom might disunite into a fragmented rabble of xenophobic protectorates, breaking up, breaking down, with political squabbles no end, small time nationalism not just reserved for Baltic states.

			But it was all just pub talk. Bagley had no boozy proposals. He just wanted a new life elsewhere and walked away into the toilet. The wall beckoned.

			“People don’t know what they want - that’s why there are governments.”

			Whether Bagley was right or not, he knew worthy leadership in Britain was absent. Thatcherism had ended; self-determination became taboo. Enterprise culture faded and plans for Britain’s first neo-Marxist government took shape. Benefits Britain was imminent. Even pop stars imitating The Beatles would be invited into 10 Downing Street for some champagne socialism straight after the election. Few in the populus could see it coming. A supposedly educated political class of idealists and lawyers could. They knew exactly what they had in mind for so-called “Cool Brittania”. Followers of Karl Marx once considered confused at best, or misguided fools at worst, felt empowered. They were ready to spread their intellectual cancer with a simple idea. Marxism, though long discredited as a silly political doctrine was to be represented under the guise of something else.

			New Labour.

			Marx had talked about the inevitability of radical change, but even he could not have imagined people in Little Britain would become so ripe, ready, and vulnerable for his ideas to be mutated and imposed. People yearned for something or someone strong to be in positive control of their lives again, so the story just needed to be presented under an acceptable guise. It had already happened elsewhere in mainland Europe. Blair was the perfect salesman for the English flock, so tired and waiting. There was no opposition. Vague rhetoric from religious and other political leaders had been discarded. Deadhead celebrities, tabloid newspaper reporters, and TV soap actors that once wielded power with guidance on morality faded away. Even ageing hippy revolutionaries from the nineteen sixties had given up, unsure anyway when they were first revolting, of what they were revolting for, or against, and why.

			Stoned.

			Blair was just the man to fill the vacuum in “Cool Brittania”. He made ready for a new generation, some still unborn, not even sparks in the imaginations of their parents.

			A digital age was dawning. Nobody, including Bagley, knew that a ravenous tribe of website owners, media nerds, bloggers, You Tubers, Facebookers, influencers, Snapchatters, Tik Tokers, Instagrammers, Twitterers, Tinderers, Linked In’ers and X’ers were ready to feast on the vulnerable populus to become unelected leaders of an insidious new age anarchy, presented as orderly.

			Techno heads and IT media engineers, would spread their technological malaise. Their prey would be convinced that channels they entered were happy avenues lined with luscious fruit trees dripping knowledge and wisdom juice. In truth, billions were about to be primed for entry into mind numbing mental cul-de-sacs. Snowflakes were developing their fluff and Generation X was to become dominant, not through ability but by default, even into the next century, to claim and spread undeserved virtue.

			But humans had manipulated ideas since time immemorial. Duplicity was nothing new. It had taken on many forms over eons, but a whole new era of allusion and illusion was coming. Some called it ‘Spin’. Whatever its name, it would become fashionable and omnipresent as Little Britain was about to fall into the hands of a communist lawyer posing as a man of freedom.

			It would not be the last time.

			Things would soon run amok in a festering slough of spiritual, financial, social, intellectual, political, and moral confusion, but again, the world had always been messy.

			Millionairess Krista Hecht saw it all coming from afar but cared little for small places. She had plans to deal with it all at another level, from elsewhere.

			Bagley wanted to be elsewhere too, but wasn’t sure exactly where it was.
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			3. Blue Sniffer

			As a five-year-old, Bagley could be mistaken for diffi-dent, but he was truly happy. His mentality was untainted by any early trauma, nor blighted by adult cynicism. Sweetness rested gently in his mind. Distanced from any confusion, he had no need for notions of paradise, but his parents became worried and called the doctor when he started to talk about blues and browns, then became acerbic when challenged.

			‘Bagley, you are shopping with Mummy and Daddy and you smell a big brown battleship coming down Sleighton high street. What will you do?’

			Bagley cowered at first, then perked up to smile back at the child psychiatrist.

			‘I’ll shoot it.’

			The psychiatrist could have been any clinical purveyor of medicine. His frail stature, bald head, white coat, and whispery questions were hardly warming.

			‘Shoot it with what, Bagley?’

			‘Three blue torpedoes, Doctor.’

			

			‘Where’d your blue torpedoes come from, Bagley?’

			‘I said three.’

			‘OK, Bagley, where’d your three blue torpedoes come from, then?’

			‘My blue submarine.’

			‘But where did your submarine come from, Bagley?’

			‘I said blue submarine, Doctor.’

			‘OK, Bagley, but where exactly did your blue submarine come from?’

			‘Same place you got your smelly brown battleship, Doctor.’

			It was the first, but not the last shrink Bagley shrunk.

			Any practitioner of the inexact science of psychiatry was bound to irritate Bagley. Synaesthesia was Bagley’s normality, not that a medical label would have meant anything to him. He never doubted his special ability to smell colours, particularly blue. He wanted to enjoy the good and avoid the bad of it. Talk of a brown battleship from a child psychiatrist was way off-target. Tantalising iridescent turquoise is what Bagley wanted. At the other end of his olfactory spectrum, indigo was itchy, but brown disconcerting at best, disgusting at worst. He could never explain why. He did not want to. Brown made him feel dire, dull, and debilitated, but not depressed, though he needed to avoid being unhappy. That was hard to achieve in Sleighton, a place where mediocrity in all forms had prevailed for as long as Bagley lived there.

			The child psychiatrist had to oblige Bagley’s parents.

			‘This could lead to an unusual life for him with curious consequences, Mister and Mrs Carter, especially if later in life he passes his special trait of percipience to any offspring. You see, most people experience our world through orderly, segregated senses - hearing, seeing, touching, smelling and so on, but a tiny minority, like your Bagley, experience a different kind of sensory circuiting. We call these people synaesthetes. Bagley appears to have an unusual form of the condition. We call it organic synaesthesia. Sometimes it happens when people take hallucinogenic drugs.’

			The psychiatrist gave Bagley a disapproving look.

			‘Been playing with mushrooms in Daddy’s garden, Bagley?”

			‘No, they’re slimy, Doctor. Dad, can we go fishing now?’

			‘But fish are slimy too aren’t they. Bagley?’ probed the psychiatrist.

			‘I know. Doctor, but they don’t fly. Let’s go fishing, Dad.’

			‘What do you mean by fly, Bagley?’

			Bagley evaded the question and turned away. He wanted to be at the riverside, not for fish, nor slimy hallucinogenic mushrooms, but for something vital and private. He could sense distant kingfishers flying towards him. He braced himself, rigid in anticipation for them to dart by and skim the river surface at high speed to unknowingly spread iridescence from their brilliant turquoise plumage, so vivid in the sunshine. He would throw his head back, flare his nostrils to inhale the fragrance with his superhuman olfactory receptors, and swoon on the surge of sensory delight, to laugh loudly, ecstatic in his euphoria, thankful for the natural ‘high’ the kingfishers gave him.

			‘You OK, son?’ his father would ask, fishing nearby, wondering what was so funny.

			‘Great, Dad, really great,’ Bagley would reply, satiated, still giggling, revelling in tantalising turquoise.

			The psychiatrist was keen to get to the essence of things and turned to Bagley’s father.

			‘OK now Mister Carter, I know about fishing and blue kingfishers at one extreme, but not why he is so averse to the brown end of his spectrum?’

			Then without giving Bagley’s father a chance, the psychiatrist turned back to Bagley.

			

			‘How about chocolate, Bagley? Do you like chocolate, Bagley?’

			‘Dad, I don’t want chocolate. Tell the doctor I want to go fishing. Tell him, Dad, tell him. It’s brown in here now, really yucky, just for silly people!’

			‘So, you see, Mister and Mrs Carter, this may be challenging but not just for him. Bagley’s common sense will be uncommon sense to others. The visible spectrum for normal people is red to violet without odour, whilst the olfactory spectrum for normal people meets similar normal conventions’

			‘You mean if he was normal, then freshly cut grass would only smell of grass, but not green, and chocolate would smell just of chocolate but not brown, then?’ Bagley’s father said, keen to help.

			‘Yes, Mister Carter, yes, you have it.’

			‘Dad, I said I don’t want chocolate. Tell him, Dad, tell him. He’s really yucky.’

			Whatever else Bagley perceived anywhere in Sleighton, if brown was present, even in a hospital consultation room, it was inescapable, miserable, a shroud, a dismal cloak of expectation that all things good in design were doomed to fail in the making. It was the sensual antithesis of Bagley’s tantalising turquoise, a weird metaphor in his psychological soup, a pong, a stench to nullify all things positive. He even sensed brownness in the minds of people. He sensed non-aspirational equanimity and cultural paralysis around him but could not describe it any more ably than its perpetrators and victims. It was as if stench of human idiocy and thoughtlessness had somehow taken over all society around him. It was sad, very sad, but he was only a young schoolboy, not a social psychologist or neurologist. It was outside, not within him. He transcended it, yet never felt elite, but only comfortable in his quiet tightly knit family with mum and dad. At the infant school he laughed, though irritated at curious teachers who questioned if the blue he talked of was soap, mint sweets, or toothpaste.

			‘Don’t be silly,’ he said. ‘It’s just blue blue,’ adding no more. Perhaps he was the only synaesthete in town, a loner, though not lonely, but self-contained, neither interested nor wanting to explain what he only sensed, did not understand, and had no need to.

			‘Muuuuum, Daaaad, let’s go now. It really, really stinks brown in here,’ Bagley said, stepping away from his chair towards the door.

			The psychiatrist wasn’t finished.

			‘You have heard of extrasensory perception, Mister and Mrs Carter? Well, I can confirm this is a kind of intra-sensory perception, more common in girls.’  He nodded at Bagley’s mother and raised his eyebrows at her, as if being female might make her more appreciative.

			‘Mum, I’m a boy. I’m a boy, can we go now?’ he pleaded.

			‘Yes, darling. Daddy will take you fishing when the doctor has finished. Just stay here for a bit.’

			Bagley moved away from the door.

			‘With most synaesthetes, Mrs Carter, the stimulation of one modality produces sensations in another, such as feeling, taste or sound, or tasting shapes. Synaesthetes might say the letter O is white, or the taste of chicken is round. But your son also has a psycho-social perspective with his brown problem. This raises concern. For many years, these synaesthetes were considered mentally defective, perhaps borderline schizophrenics. In the nineteen sixties, they were idealised as artistically gifted, but not social commentators, not like this boy. Nowadays, Mrs Carter, in clinical circles, the word autistic is being used, but it is not that with Bagley. This is a special spectrum he is on, not autistic, but different, very different. He is very different.’

			

			‘Mu….um, can we go now, pleeee… ease,’ Bagley pleaded again, but the psychiatrist leant forward, peered into Bagley’s eyes again then back at his parents. ‘We cannot yet tell if this boy is making bogus correlations between colours and naturally occurring smells, or whether this really is synaesthesia, but we have at least established that the smells Bagley colours are mostly organic.’

			‘Mu….um, I can’t do that. The doctor’s silly. I can’t colour smells. Smells are smells, not colours.’

			‘Sorry, I meant smell colours,’ the psychiatrist said to correct himself. ‘Er, um, maybe we’ll carry out clinical tests, careful this doesn’t affect Bagley’s schooling. To all intents and purposes, he’s an otherwise nice boy so it’ll be interesting to note how his odd brown to blue range develops on an olfactory spectrum. It breaks some scientific rules, you see. For now, I will keep details on his NHS records to say his percipience is unique and his profile will be considered later in research when genetic analysis is more established.’

			‘No, you can’t keep it, Doctor. No, it’s mine.’ Bagley was close to tears. ‘That’s stinky brown and wrong.’

			‘And what exactly is wrong, then, Bagley? Tell me.’

			‘It’s dead stupid and brown, Doctor,’ said Bagley, angry, with his hand on the door ready to go.

			‘OK, well maybe it’s the chocolate factory then, Bagley, don’t you think so?’ the frustrated psychiatrist went on, thinking of fumes from the Mars bar chocolate factory on Sleighton’s industrial estate.

			‘Chocolate doesn’t smell like your stupid brown, Doctor. Your brown is just thick stupid and you know it’s just brown brown, OK, and it’s for people who don’t think, Doctor. I think, Doctor, I do, I do, you don’t, you don’t.’

			‘And the blue, Bagley, tell us again about the blue.’

			‘No, it’s mine. It’s not thinking, Doctor, it’s fizzy, it’s mine, mine.’

			

			‘But what do you do with it then, Bagley?’

			Tearful Bagley could only think of Kingfishers at his special private place by the river, then looked up at his mother, who was ready to reveal a problem at home.

			‘Well, I’m not really sure about telling you this, Doctor, but we had to change things. He started to go into the toilet and scribble triangles on the wall. We waited outside when he was talking, then he came out laughing. He’s got a gold sovereign coin we gave him too. He won’t let go of it and he chews on it and swallowed little bits of gold recently. Well, that’s what the X ray said when he kept having a cough. They said tiny bits were stuck but they said to not to worry about it. It’s not the gold, Doctor, but the triangles we’re worried about. We put a board and chalk in there, but none of it makes sense.’

			‘Well, he is only five years old, Mrs Carter, so don’t expect him to understand geometry or write well and I also don’t think a little bit of gold will hurt him, but we’ll see how things go when he is older,’ said the psychiatrist attempting a new air of authority as he wrote a prescription, ready to end the session, but with one last question. ‘Why do you like chewing the coin and who are you talking to in the toilet, then, Bagley?’

			‘My wall, Doctor, it’s my wall. It’s my friend and it doesn’t ask questions like you. It just likes me and it’s mine.’

			‘Well, there we are then, Mister and Mrs Carter. You see, sometimes children have a special friend like a teddy bear, or doll, or pet, or triangle, even a coin. Children can be very protective of an imaginary friend, but he has decided on something a little different to talk to. I mean, the wall. Remember he is a synaesthete and perceives some things in a way most of us do not. My concern is if he ever feels isolated from other children. Maybe that’s why he wants something easy and inanimate like a wall to be his special friend and have a relationship with.’

			

			‘No, Doctor, no, no, no,’ said Bagley as he burst into tears. ‘I like the wall. It’s not my friend, it’s just there and it means nothing doctor, nothing, nothing, nothing. It’s free, like triangles, Mum, Dad, and me.’

			‘Never mind, darling,’ said Bagley’s mother as she stood and led her tearful boy out.

			Bagley’s father followed and raised his voice for once. ‘Know what, Doc, my Bagley’s a lovely boy but I reckon the writing’s on the wall for all your psychiatric stuff,’ then he slammed the door behind him.

			‘You can say that again,’ said the psychiatrist, and screwed up a Ritalin prescription. ‘The writing is on the wall for your boy.’

			*     *     *

			Bagley’s psychiatry sessions ceased. His schooling passed with ease, then, after he had completed college to become a photographer, his parents died unexpectedly. The shock numbed Bagley. Safe living that prevailed from childhood ended. Fishing with Dad, scribbling triangles on walls, and the allure of tantalising turquoise from kingfishers were all over. The sudden loss caused his desire for sensory enjoyment to wane, and Sleighton’s brownness became the manageable backdrop for his prosaic existence in young adulthood. He even discarded his chewed gold sovereign. The only colour left in his life were the tiny inert fragments of gold hidden in his neck.

			A corner bar stool in The White Leaf gave him solace. The town’s “eco-greenies” gathered there. To Bagley, they were brown too. He never expressed boredom over their naïve idealism and recalled his mother’s wise words: “Never say you are bored, son. Only boring people get bored. You must have an interest in life, if you’re going to have an interesting life.”

			Bagley was no mollycoddled mother’s boy, yet never forgot her guidance. He toughened up to become as fine a physical specimen as any fair young man could wish to be. He was fit, an eligible hunk, tall and lean but not skinny, blonde hair, lightly tanned skin after just a little sun, blue grey eyes, straight nose, square jaw and cleft chin. Sure, of who and what he was, heterosexual instincts intact, variants were of no interest, but his desires were not met by Sleighton females.

			They seemed ragged to him, no more well-dressed than dummies in the town’s charity shop windows, no more fragrant than oily wafts from the abundance of fried chicken takeaways. The town was a multi-racial melting pot. Local girls ranged from pallid white English to second generation Asians, a few Afro-Caribbeans, dusky Albanian gypsies and newly arrived Eastern European all-sorts with blank faces and hard eyes. One fast growing fashion beset them all. Young women started to shave off their eyebrows and replace them with jet-black dagger shapes. Perhaps some eminent fashion psychologist could explain why, but the issue was never aired. It stayed a mystery. Whether the look carried a threat, a message, or not, the warlike look was set to grow and grow. Scores of spray tan shops had opened too. With the addition of Botox, Sleighton females took on a rubbery inflatable doll look. It spread to other towns and cities. Whether they wanted to entice males with the new look or not, Bagley would never have known. He steered clear of it all, especially large gatherings near the town. They started to form on late weekend evenings in lay-bys around lamb donner kebab vans, where beer-filled men ate the fatty goo and talked football, while females looked on, ready for greasy snogging later.

			Bagley’s detachment from it all was to no avail in the sexual stakes. What he wanted, it seemed he could never have. Polynesian beauties manifesting in Sleighton, was no more likely than a van selling bacon sandwiches outside one of Sleighton’s mosques. Even TV documentary makers, various do-gooders and fanciful architects tried to brighten up Sleighton. Conversation in public houses was especially dull. Comfort in blind folly of accepting tedious conventions was considered virtuous and rarely contested. To openly challenge norms with unusual ideas, if only for the sheer pleasure of provoking lively discussion, was considered inept and impolite.

			Despite it all, Bagley eventually found a small source of summertime stimulation. On sunny Sunday mornings, the east end of Sleighton High Street was always covered with crushed Foster’s lager cans discarded the night before by boozers revelling outside street bars. Bagley went out just after dawn to stroll into the morning sunlight for the metallic blue shimmers. It reflected up to fill the air, and intoxicated him. The pleasure was all his as his nostrils flared, so he could swoon when he inhaled the glory of azure that only he knew. It lacked the tantalising turquoise of kingfishers in flight, but was as good as it was going to get in Sleighton for Bagley. Homeless people slumped in doorways peered up at him from behind their cardboard shelters, bemused as to why such a normal looking young man should be among them at all, with their piss stench, puke, greasy food wrappers and pigeon shit. But Bagley had learnt way back to transcend actual odour to only select what he needed. The glory of azure was OK, but only just OK. He became impatient. “Elsewhere” became everything to “Elsewhere man” Bagley Carter. He did not know exactly where “elsewhere” was though, or when he would go there. A certain Doctor Cindy Harrop did know. She knew, even before that day in London when she led Miss Krista Hecht to see Bagley for the first time. It had to be in the flesh. Nothing less would have been good enough for Krista.
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			4. Eco - Greenies

			If ever there was a young man who needed to get the system out of his system, it was Bagley Carter. The prospect of escape from beneath the brown shroud of Sleighton seemed unlikely, until one dank foggy November morning. A leaflet dropped onto his doormat. It promoted a Greenworld event in The White Leaf where the town’s eco-greenies mingled. Greenworld membership was low, so Doctor Cindy Harrop, was appointed to be there as their local executive. Krista was well connected, so fixed it that Cindy was the best person to put that right, with a particular recruit in mind. Although Cindy’s day job was as a senior Eugenics scientist in the Health Service, Cindy would do anything to serve the woman whom she adored.

			‘Greenworld is evolving and our mission can only be achieved with grassroots activists and subscriptions from guys like you,’ pleaded Cindy as she concluded her pitch in the pub’s back room to the small gathering. They dispersed and Cindy brushed past Bagley to check him over. Enough time should have passed for him to have forgotten her at Oxford Circus, so she would seem like all the others in the local female eco-greenie sub cult, unto itself; uniformly dumpy, all wearing mauve lipstick, faded silver jewellery, long floral Laura Ashley skirts, woolly tights, patchouli oil scent mixed with the taint of Marlboro Light cigarette smoke and 3-in-1 oil from their bicycles outside. They exemplified young English womanhood at its most lacklustre for many decades.

			‘Are you Bagley Carter?’

			‘Who, what? Oh, yeah, that’s me.’ Bagley said and swivelled around on his stool.

			‘Greenworld Head Office said you photographed the police doing surveillance during our rallies in London last year. They wanted me to say thanks.’

			‘It’s OK. I mean, it made a change but I don’t know much about leftie politics. It was just a one-off cheap surveillance job. Hang on a minute, don’t I know you?’ he said and frowned, puzzled, but couldn’t place her.

			‘No, we’ve not met, but look, Greenworld are very busy and need a photographer like you for their Pacific project.’

			‘What - you mean that nuclear stuff down there? The Rainbow boat and all that. I thought that was all finished?’

			‘Not yet, but anyway, we want photos of an environmental project. Don’t worry, head office has all the details.’

			Bagley gulped on his iced Curaçao and ordered another one, shocked between celebration and disbelief at the prospect of a visit to his beloved paradise.

			‘We need aerial photographs, Bagley. Someone to take documents there too. It’s next week.’

			‘Blimey, that’s quick. I mean, where’s the job?’

			‘Auckland, New Zealand, and Fiji. We’ll cover the flight and accommodation expenses, but remember we’re a charity.’

			Cindy stood ready to leave the pub and give Bagley the flight itinerary privately in his bedsit, but waited while he visited the men’s toilet for the last time, only to leave a final message on the wall: “Why burn bridges over rivers that have already run dry?” His time had come. There would be no regrets, nor tears goodbye.

			Five minutes later, Cindy sat nervously on the corner of Bagley’s bed, then embraced him.

			‘The tickets will arrive in the post next week Bagley.’

			Bagley’s libido surged, but only with thoughts of exotic girls in Oceania. She had penetrated the heart of his desires but contact suddenly ended and she pushed him off. There would be no further penetration that evening, as Cindy jumped up, rushed out to her bicycle and recalled Krista’s orders: “Remember our mission, Cindy. Approach him with caution and do not arouse suspicion. Pleasure comes later.”

			Cindy straddled her bicycle and peddled back to her hotel, unsteady on her saddle, slippery even to her own surprise. Bagley’s happy end to the evening, was with Samantha on a sunny beach in Marbella, as she smiled at him from the centrefold of Penthouse magazine.

			Ten thousand miles away, Krista basked on her private beach. She would have been delighted for them all.
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			5. ‘Meine liebe Nichte’

			Krista’s most loyal lackey was lager-soaked Robert ‘Jonesy’ Jones, originally an Australian provincial newspaper reporter, turned PR man for Krista. ‘Jonesy’, as others knew him, had the lean look of Crocodile Dundee, but neither the composure, nor fitness. Jonesy’s furrowed brow, sagging eye lids and deep tan were of a man who had faced many tropical sunsets. As Krista’s aspiring lover, Jonesy reckoned he had a chance with her. That was all he had in common with Cindy Harrop; a chance. Cindy’s way with Krista was cool, quietly lustful with deep lesbian intent. Jonesy’s way was headstrong and harsh. Chauvinistic, even misogynistic, Jonesy had no idea of how to woo any woman.

			‘Back off, mate, she’s got more baggage than Heathrow airport on a busy day,’ Jonesy would say to deter any man who sought Krista’s attention. She avoided prolonged contact with men in any case, including Jonesy. He spent most of his time waiting for her whilst loitering around the dimly lit smoke-filled bars of Nadi, the main tourist resort of Fiji in the South Pacific. In constant misery and unwashed, Jonesy quaffed every day in one bar or another. He always had a can of warm Foster’s lager at hand as he slaved over his portable typewriter trying to churn out Krista’s wild business plans. He never lost hope that one day she would desire him, but the only lust for Jonesy was among swarms of hungry mosquitoes. They hovered and sometimes drifted down from around old ceiling fans to pierce and suck on his liquor-tainted blood as he waited for Krista’s next command to collect her from Nadi airport, or her cruiser on the marina.

			Krista had Jonesy’s full commitment, not only in his efforts to document her plans, but in his full submission to her dominance and demands for anything. Except for sex. She wanted none with Jonesy and her indifference left him constantly miserable, broken in a beer haze. It endeared him to nobody. When she breezed into Fiji to drag him away from some beer bar for a briefing, Krista’s admirers always gazed beyond Jonesy in hope of a fleeting glimpse at her allure, with no idea of her ‘baggage’ Jonesy talked of. Its details were reserved for only one living man, over whom she had no control: her Uncle Rudi. He had vowed only to himself to never reveal the potent details Krista could only uncover if he died before her.

			‘When I am gone, meine liebe Nichte, you may enter the safe in my Century City Boulevard office in Los Angeles, but first you have other business to do here in Fiji.’

			For most of her childhood, Krista had lived in California with her Uncle Rudi as her only aide. After private schooling, whilst Rudi worked with Genegene Inc. the genetics research company in Los Angeles, Krista had a short career as a junior corporate executive with Genegene, then Rudi grew weary of L.A. so decided they should move to Fiji. Krista had no reason to know the source, or why she would soon have access to millions of dollars hidden by Rudi in the Hecht Foundation Trust, but she became embittered, not knowing why she always felt and looked so different from other females. It was not until later in Fiji that Rudi heard her complain: “Uncle, the money has only made my misery comfortable.”

			Krista’s mother, Maria Sanchez, was dead. She was a beautiful, flirtatious Argentinian woman in the wealthy Buenos Aires polo set. Rudi played among them with his younger brother, Klaus, and they all thrived in an exuberant social elite. It even included distant royalty. Maria was set to marry Klaus, but a tragic mystery struck. Klaus had never settled well in Argentina like his brother Rudi or other Germans that gained safe passage there at the end of World War II.

			During all the social frivolity in Buenos Aires, Maria discovered she was pregnant, but died during childbirth. Distraught, Klaus then disappeared and nobody knew where to, leaving newborn Krista to be cared for by nannies, and named Maria after her mother. Rudi had gone to the USA by then and stayed well informed, whilst Maria grew up to become a very pretty girl, amidst whispers that her father was not Klaus, but a teenage prince polo player who had philandered briefly among the elite Buenos Aires Polo set. Rumours then reached the prince’s family who realised potential catastrophe might ensue, not just for the prince, but his whole family and nation.

			Only Rudi knew where the prince was and where Klaus was when Maria was conceived. The truth enabled Rudi to create private guarantees with money from the prince’s family, so he formed The Hecht Foundation in an offshore tax haven to receive funds. Rudi made sure the prince’s family were relieved when told that South American girls with a common name like Maria disappeared into child prostitution every day. Only the few nannies who had cared for Maria stayed tight-lipped about her sudden disappearance from Buenos Aires northwards to meet Rudi in Peru. A little gossip from the Buenos Aires Polo set led a couple of news reporters to Lima, but nothing was discovered, proven or published. By then, Maria had already been delivered to a bordello for Rudi to whisk her away quickly from losing all innocence among the other displaced, defenceless, poverty-stricken, pre-pubescent girls, groomed for prostitution and pornography, at the hands of the worst.

			It helped Rudi that skills in investigative journalism in all media had reached a low ebb throughout the supposed free world. The plethora of lost girl child stories became as commonplace, as unnewsworthy. There was a new breed of morally inept, intellectually bankrupt publishers and editors who only sought to fill empty pages with equally empty stories. Male investigative journalists in that part of the world were soon distracted and seduced by teenage bordello girls to squander their expense accounts on Chilean champagne, Mexican Tequila, and Bolivian Cocaine. Female investigative journalists were rare in South America. It was not safe for them. They often disappeared, along with worthy stories they sent to their editors. Editors were fearful. Rudi knew it. It was all as certain as the tons of Cocaine that arrive in trawlers on the west coast of Wales.

			Maria’s passage to California, and change of name to Krista was just as easy under her Uncle Rudi’s cool auspices. Her naturalisation as his niece, Miss Krista Hecht, was rapid. Rudi’s impeccable credentials as a Eugenics scientist with an accent similar to, though quieter than Arnold Schwarzenegger helped. Rudi was an American passport holder by then and there was also the National Academy of Science to protect him. There were others like Rudi, of course, including lost brother Klaus. A little plastic surgery, changes in identity, language tuition and other skilful manoeuvring made life difficult and hazardous for anyone hunting them down.

			By the time Rudi and Krista moved to Fiji, Krista had become her own young woman, despite Jonesy’s comment that she had: “More baggage than Heathrow on a busy day”. Jonesy knew only the little that Krista had told him. It was not a lot. Rudi told Jonesy even less. Krista remembered little herself in any case, not only of her early days as Maria Sanchez in Buenos Aires, but also of her brief stay in the Lima Bordello. Trauma had not only caused her memory loss, but left a simmering angst, beneath her serene façade, yet to manifest. Only Rudi knew details of Maria Sanchez’s past. He was a man who, until then, had usually only operated on the fringes of action, but in Krista’s case his intervention was rapid and effective, right up to her private legal transformation into a Hecht.

			Then Rudi played his ace card. The ultra-rich royal family had to be totally sure that they could prevent revelations about their prince’s youthful dalliances in Buenos Aires. DNA paternity tests were becoming reliable, so if Krista was the prince’s first child, their fear was that she might one day appear in the wrong place at the wrong time, even as princess, with unquestionable evidence. They knew it could cause unimaginable chaos and controversy as much as any other in modern times. Rudi knew what to do and did it with discretion, mindful that history had proven time and time again that innocent people who knew and revealed too much about mischief of royal families often disappeared, died unexpectedly, or were otherwise made to fade into obscurity. The safest, well tried and tested option was always ‘payoffs’ for silence.

			Rudi secured just that. A regular substantial royal payment into the Hecht Foundation trust was agreed into perpetuity. It suited the family. It suited Rudi. By the time Krista was in her twenties, even if it was discovered that the philanderer prince might have bedded Krista’s mother, it would have been of minimal interest to the royals, compared with his other pre-marital, then post-marital philandering. Compared with their other overheads, royal payments into the Hecht Foundation were perhaps only pocket money: a small overhead on their overall bill to taxpayers of their country. The retainer was more than enough to keep Rudi and Krista in luxury without accountability. The prince’s mother made sure Rudi knew his position in their one and only meeting.

			“Herr Hecht, you are only here, because of what you share with my husband. Is one clear?”

			He was. Rudi’s position as a royal beneficiary was totally exclusive, compared with other senior German officers granted passage into safe havens towards the end of World War II. He managed it with great discretion, whilst some were caught. A few, like Klaus, faltered and disappeared but most survived and thrived, initially in obscurity, particularly in America, Argentina, South Africa, Australia and New Zealand, where their technical skills were needed. Once settled, if ever scrutinised, they behaved meekly, untypical of German archetypes. With early English language and dialect training, plus expertly produced documentation, they assimilated well into their new homes and were left alone, rarely suspected of having ever been more than ineffectual clerks in some small Viennese office or suchlike in the dying days of the Third Reich. There were very few plausible revelations of their true identities, their “rat run” routes, the whereabouts of gold taken or hidden, and those who benefited on the way. Probes (by zealous Nazi hunters, MOSSAD and other government intelligence agencies), rarely led to arrests, only weak press media speculation and fiction novels. By the time the Third Reich began to fall, enough technological innovations and methods had been created, tried and tested to ensure survival of their most senior officers. Few knew who and what else was in the high-powered ocean bound submarines heavily laden with gold bars. Among them or not, Rudi Hecht needed no luck to survive. He planned for none; if good things happened, surprises pleased him. Like Adolf Hitler, he had no need to ever reveal how he came to be in South America. Rudi Hecht was a comfortable man, with or without gold, never mourned over the disappearance of his brother, and never intended to reveal truths that had favoured him and Krista, at least, not until he thought his death was imminent. Even if Rudi Hecht was an evil ex-Nazi like many other post-war Germans, he somehow managed to wipe his memory and develop a new mindset, as if the Holocaust had never happened. He ensured Krista only knew carefully selected aspects of his past in Argentina and California, giving her no reason to doubt she was orphaned after he said her mother was promiscuous, Klaus had died, and that he was her only blood relative.

			‘Meine liebe Nichte, your choice is clear. You envy the happy poor people you see in Fiji but the little money I manage for us to stay here is important, so where might you go for the happiness you seek? The England you have heard of? Huh, what will you do there? You have nobody there. The freedom here in Fiji might soon not be possible in other places, including England. It is not wise for you to leave this.’

			Domineering Rudi would be no servant to anyone. He was advanced in years, but his intellect stayed sharp. He radiated wealth and a sartorial elegance that few men of his eighty-five years could have ever hoped to muster. Arriving in Nadi after a first-class flight, only he knew where he had been and why. He slipped into Nadi town quietly, yet was soon noticed but never bothered. His icy blue eyes, steady gait, evenly wrinkled face, square jaw, and thick mop of silvery hair gave him a presence that people readily deferred to. His perfectly pressed crisp white trousers and dark naval blazer hinted he might have just stepped off a super-yacht in some private port. Like Krista, he glanced briefly at others to capture their attention, smiled as if happy to see them, rarely spoke, then looked away. After sunrise, when others were already wilting in the sweet morning mist after sugar cane harvests, Rudi left his beachside villa and swaggered into Nadi town for a fresh mango breakfast in one of its shaded street cafes. Though indifferent to human frailties, he enjoyed peering up over his coffee at passers-by and even nodded at respectful locals who accepted him as a cool celebrity fixture with wealth they needed. “Good morning and have a nice day,” he would sometimes say to them in the Californian accent he had mastered so well. The Hecht effect was then compounded when Krista was with him, adding an aura of invincible social superiority to the pair. It was never challenged. They were even comfortable when those unfamiliar with their local status gossiped, or thought of them as unlikely, inappropriate lovers: Rudi the sugar daddy, who might have lured gorgeous Krista onto a luxurious holiday around the paradise islands of Oceania in exchange for social support, champagne, and a little sex. It was likely enough. Many such couples in Oceania had such arrangements and cruised between the hundreds of islands for months, anonymous, away from prying eyes of mainstream society and intrusive paparazzi. They had no discomfort except a little sunburn, no friction apart from soft white coral sand between their toes, no drama beyond fine wining and dining, no noise except popping corks and strumming ukuleles, plentiful laughter on board yachts or in private marina bars, and no gossip tantalising enough for reporters to pursue them for a Hallo magazine feature.

			Anonymity suited Rudi and Krista and the pair played it well. Male arrivals in Nadi, whether from the yachting fraternity or stray studs and travelling men, lusted after Krista, even when she was seen with Rudi, but their advances quickly led to knowing their position in the local paradise pecking order.

			‘But, Mister, I have money, my mind, and this man, so what can you offer me that I do not have, or do you want me to see your little speedboat like the other beach boys?’ Krista would retort, and then snuggle up to Rudi for a moment. It happened often, but her fake closeness made Rudi more uncomfortable than he could ever explain to her. Only one human bothered Rudi in Nadi: Jonesy. Rudi would only meet him occasionally to check on work done for Krista. Lovelorn drunkard Jonesy was the complete antithesis of Rudi’s idea of manhood. From the first moment Krista introduced them, Rudi’s tolerance of Jonesy was stretched.

			‘Meine liebe Nichte, bar beer will make even a strong man tell truth, so you must understand that the Jonesy man might one day say too much to others also with open mouths. Use him for now, but he must go soon.’

			As Krista’s closest counsel, Rudi was often incisive and chastised her, applying strictness retained from wartime. As a geneticist, he not only impressed his Führer, but also the Californian scientific establishment. They recruited him after World War II and wanted ideas on how to restore fading white supremacy in America and, although Rudi was privy to the complexities of genetic engineering, his excessive Nazi values soured things. When Krista joined Rudi at Genegene Inc, they started to argue, then male colleagues were magnetised by her. The move to Fiji was secured with White House approval.

			‘Meine liebe Nichte, the Führer said long ago that America is too Judaised and Negrified, so it cannot survive. The American dream will end before then, but maybe in the future they will have a new leader to make America great again and stop their dream falling into a nightmare.’

			‘Maybe so, Uncle, but you must still allow me to develop my methods for survival of the genetically pure and you must also know I will never admire your Führer. The masses he wanted to end, the Jews, the Muslims, the Gypsies and dog English, are not all stupid with bad breeding choices. You must have told this to the Americans or was your time at Genegene lost with your secrets?’

			‘Nein, meine liebe Nichte, my time was not lost, but many Americans do not listen and only worry about the Soviets. My science is also safe and I can keep my secrets. It is only people I tell my secrets to who could be a problem, so I will not. I will rest here in Fiji, to enjoy my freedom and knowledge. You must also do so while you can.’

			In quiet isolation and privacy, on the veranda of Rudi’s villa, they argued over the same issue time and time again. Mutual tolerance grew, but stayed fragile, as Krista developed plans for a selective breeding agency and other idealistic ventures. Her hunger for intellectual development was never fed in school, so she started to read incessantly from the eclectic mixture of literature left in cafes around Nadi.

			‘Why that dreamer?’, Rudi demanded when he found Krista absorbed in Aldous Huxley’s “Brave New World Revisited” as she perused it outside her small apartment block next to Rudi’s villa. Rudi hovered over her to block out the sunlight. I gave you Mein Kampf, meine liebe Nichte, but I found it in the sand. Why?’

			‘But life is too short to learn the German language, it said in a book by another Englishman, a homosexual I think.’

			‘Ugh, the English idiots and also my Führer was not a homosexual.’

			‘No Uncle, I said the Englishman who spoke of the German language, not Hitler.’

			‘Huh, meine liebe Nichte, please do not say you are now interested in English homosexuals. Who was he?’

			‘I do not know or care, Uncle, but he was English, Oscar or some strange name’

			

			‘I am not surprised. Huh, the English, the English. What is next with the mongrel race?’

			Their relationship had become strained and Rudi walked away. Krista put the Aldous Huxley book down, then perused another on Fijian tribal culture, given to her by Harpoon Louie Rabuka, her minder. Krista employed him in case she ever needed protection, not that she ever felt threatened in Fiji. Louie was also useful to look after Krista’s seaplane, whilst Jonesy managed her small cruiser. Her human and material assets were useful, but hunger for mental stimulation was insatiable. It could not be satisfied by any of the males who had offered her company, especially in Fiji. Rudi called her ‘meine liebe Nichte’ to keep things cool between them. She liked it that way. He needed it that way. Rare affection between the two never seemed more than notional. Whatever Rudi might have felt about Krista, he accepted that she had transformed her emotional and intellectual void into a social art form. With Rudi as mentor, Jonesy her PR, and Harpoon Louie as minder, her inner turmoil somehow stayed contained. Rudi was sure that Krista only had weak memories of her early days, to prevent any troublesome revelations, especially why she had such a regal air.

			‘Before I am gone, meine liebe Nichte, I will give you all you need to know, but for now only I retain the privilege of special truths, and you have other things to do here.’

			Rudi’s reduction of her history to vagaries was convenient for him, though sad as it could ever be for such a beautiful young woman with so much external feminine allure hiding inner emptiness. She might not have been a virgin in the medical sense - but was in all other respects. She had encountered coldness as child, and might have even managed to escape being raped in Lima, determined to remain intact until she could conceive a superior child by a man yet unknown. Love had nothing to do with it. Krista had never known it. By then, a few sharp words from her could shrivel any man’s penis, as easily as she could stiffen one, if she chose, let alone her ability to soak the knicker gussets of her many female admirers.

			She never asked Rudi for more than she needed, nor pressed for the secrets, so knew little to pass on. Rudi’s concern that she might reveal too much to Jonesy was unfounded. It only reflected pressure of truth in Rudi’s own memory. All the time Krista’s ancestry and heritage remained hidden, Jonesy was also never likely to be privy to anything potent, nor ever be more than slave to his desire that he might one day rescue her from an unknown past and that she would love him for it.

			When Rudi did become bothered by Krista’s plans, his advice could be as coarse as he was otherwise mostly affable.

			‘At my age, meine liebe Nichte, I do not require to think of the many private things we share, so open your legs if you must when you are ready, but please, even when I am dead, never open the history you will then know and also, never open your trust account. I have no sorrow about this, meine liebe Nichte. I must tell you that life for us all would have been easier and very different if your mother had understood that females gain more by keeping out of the arms of men than by falling into them.’

			Even if it had happened to her mother, Krista had no plans to fall into any man’s arms for long, if at all, until the right one appeared. She only stayed in places for short periods, with or without Rudi. She kept moving, not because she had to, but because she could. Fiji was comfortable, but she had never known a place she could call home. Her restlessness was all she shared with the world’s other ultra-rich beautiful single females who had become more unsettled than ever. Many were leaving where they could have stayed in luxury, not because there was no more for them to see and enjoy, but because they were scared, and not sure why. At all levels, humanity was becoming scared of its own best friend - itself. Krista was one of the ultra-rich, beautiful single females, but never indulged the others. She knew of them, who they were and where they lived in luxury, from Monaco to Milan and Geneva to Guam, but they knew nothing of her. Like many of those beautiful women with wealth, Krista visited where she wished, yet felt she had nowhere to relax for long. Fiji gave her some sanctuary. The men she met in California, and had brief flirtations with men at Genegene Inc., always lacked something she could not easily define, so they were quickly dismissed, without kisses, with hard-ons.

			When Krista was in transit, airport check-in staff often gossiped at first sight of her. ‘There she goes.’ they would say and shook their heads in awe of her grace, as she swept through into the departure lounge after one of her debriefings with Doctor Cindy Harrop. All who saw Krista, gazed at her effortless elegance and gait of a catwalk model, as she breezed through to leave a trail of Chanel’s heady Coco fragrance behind her.  Once gone, Heathrow Terminal One soon became stale again with old perfume spray from Duty Free shops mixed with sweat of millions. Check-In staff questioned who or what she might truly be behind her American passport in the name of Miss Krista Hecht. But nobody knew. She had quick business to do in England, and never stayed for long, unlike Bagley. He had been nowhere, wanted to be elsewhere, but saw no prospects of being anywhere other than Sleighton. Change was to become Krista’s only constant.  Not so with Bagley. Their lives could not have been more disparate. Bagley Carter, special traits or not, never anticipated his value to a woman like Krista Hecht. She knew better, sure that her one piercing look into him on the London Underground had captured him.

			Krista flew back to Fiji after giving Cindy her brief for the Hecht plan in England. She revelled in the novelty of flying economy class, but first enjoyed a little time in the departure lounge. With plenty to say, she could have engaged with any of available males waiting for the same flight, chose her recipient with care and often made a cryptic comment: ‘Precious beauty in transit is strong not vulnerable. Only butterflies are wise,’, was her favourite. She added no more, stayed silent, and enjoyed her power to captivate and control, an ability that many wish for, as lack. Nobody knew the power she could wield and whether she cared or not.
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			6. G.I.S.M.S

			Doctor Cindy Harrop was project director of G.I.S.M.S, the Genetic Intelligence Service Management System of Great Britain. She had exclusive access to genetic profiles of millions of people, gathered from many sources. The Human Genome Project was about to begin, but Cindy’s official brief was to separately develop G.I.S.M.S so details of people predisposed to genetically inherited illnesses and unusual conditions could be stored, then used later. The G.I.S.M.S purpose was simple and outwardly ethical. Doctors could access information to help advise people on whether or not to have children. The rules were vague though. Data gathered meant “other” health decisions could be made too, but the words “other” and “decisions” were never properly qualified or quantified. As with many documents in the Health Service, words and definitions coined by anonymous civil servant authors inadvertently enabled power to be unleashed into the wrong hands. The words “other” and “decisions” rattled Jonesy, Krista’s PR man. He knew details of the G.I.S.M.S plan because Krista instructed Cindy to keep Jonesy informed with each stage of the project. But Jonesy was the sexual antithesis of Cindy. Despite his failings, Jonesy was still sharp enough to have noted the potential for abuse of G.I.S.M.S. He knew far too much for Cindy’s comfort. Their mutual antipathy became raw during a final debriefing on Krista’s instructions at London Heathrow, before Jonesy followed Krista back to Fiji on a later flight.

			‘Christ on a bike, what’s it with you Pommie lezzos, giving it a name like that?’ Jonesy said to taunt Cindy as they left their hired meeting room and went into the bar area for Terminal One.

			‘You may cuss and call it ‘jisms’, but this is not just to do with male semen,’ Cindy hissed and spluttered at Jonesy. ‘We named it G, I, S, M, S, the Genetic Intelligence Service Management System, for good reasons, because that is exactly what it is. It will be the most advanced databank of its kind in the whole world. You may regard it as no more than a sperm bank, but people will look back and realise this is the first practical step in ensuring a safe future, not just for our first participants such as Miss Hecht, but for all discerning humans.’

			‘Nah, it’s just a fancy cum club for wealthy Sheila’s, you dozy ranga,’ Jonesy mocked as he gulped his Foster’s lager, slouched on a bar stool, and farted. He was angry and weary, not just with the G.I.S.M.S plan, but with his hopeless longing for the love of a woman who regarded him and Cindy as mere servants. It had never been fun for Cindy or Jonesy to be colleagues. Then, as they waited for Jonesy’s boarding call, Jonesy farted again and Cindy grimaced.

			‘I am sick of you, you disgusting man. Our objective is safe clinical transition of genes from viable, genetically appropriate males to discerning healthy females, but all you do is criticise our science. You should be grateful Miss Hecht employs you at all in your filthy drunken condition,’ tearful Cindy yelped, then turned and stomped out of the building for a taxi back to her empty office at the health department. Jonesy farted again in celebration. By the time Cindy had cried herself to sleep at her desk, Jonesy was drunk, still in the departure lounge bar. He became louder, slammed his glass down, and gritted his teeth with another slurred ‘Dozy fat ranga bitch.’

			‘Oh, so very sorry, sir,’ said the young, effete barman, who gave a dainty twirl, put a finger to his chin and turned to face Jonesy. ‘I heard that comment, and we cannot have language like that in here, you know. You must leave if you upset other customers present.’

			‘Nobody else here, you stupid poofter, only him over there,’ Jonesy said, and steadied himself when he saw an elderly man in the doorway looking at him.

			‘No problem, old chap. I remember England when men were men, women were women, and we could all tell the difference.’ said the elderly man in sympathy, raised his eyebrows, shrugged his shoulders and gave Jonesy a smile.

			‘Nahhhhh,’ scoffed Jonesy, dismissing the elderly man. ‘It’s changed everywhere, old mate. I’m from up north near Darwin, where it’s the other way round compared to you old Pommy lot. In my day, men in the bush were men, the women were women, and you couldn’t tell the difference.’

			Life could never have been easy in such transient times for a man like Robert ‘Jonesy’ Jones, fifty, reared as a boy on a sheep farm in the Australian northern territories. After basic schooling, he showed aptitude for writing straight English, and ran away from his family farm to be junior messenger for the Darwin Sun provincial newspaper. He became a reporter, then learnt basics of reportage. Still a single man in his forties, disillusioned, no career progress and broken relationships due to his rough rural ways, Jonesy went on a lone holiday in Fiji and never returned home. At the time, Krista’s Uncle Rudi had left her alone in Fiji for a while and returned to California where he was still retained by Genegene Inc., so without Rudi’s interference, Krista recruited Jonesy.

			Societal changes were bound to rattle Jonesy and anyone with fixed notions on sexuality. Rapid twists in ideas brought comfort to some, not all. Transience in sexual values was gaining worldwide momentum. Traditional views of homosexuality, as criminal, useless or both, became unfashionable. Sexual views were shifting in many societies. It destabilised minds and instincts as the millennium grew closer. Misogyny in its various forms had prevailed in human society for eons, but “the tide is turning” was stated often by so-called experts and social commentators.  A sex war soup of extreme misandry and anti-heterosexual campaigning also fermented and gathered momentum to become a frothing cauldron of twisted ideology. Acronyms became words, words not ambiguous became ambiguous, signals with variable meanings abounded, and critical debates on it all in public were considered socially inept. Fashion and entertainment industry leaders were delighted when gay drama flourished. Sense alongside stupidity quickly mixed and confusion over it all presented commercial opportunities for those astute enough to see it all coming.

			Rudi Hecht had already realised the opportunities, but was contrarian too. Although ready to retire from work with Genegene Inc., on moving to Fiji with Krista, he heard that root extracts of a local plant, if taken by Fijian men, helped conception of ultra healthy babies, without risks to women. He realised it might be powerful. Many modern drugs were based on ancient botany - Digitalis from Foxgloves to Aspirin from Willow trees. Rudi conceived that a pharmaceutical version of a sperm cleansing drug blended well with his Eugenics science, even if the idea of another Nazi experiment troubled him. Evils of The Third Reich rarely resurfaced in Rudi’s memory, but the dilemma was still upon him. People on Doctor Cindy Harrop’s British G.I.S.M.S list would be ideal participants to privately test the drug and she would publicise the results when the time was right. As a lesbian, Cindy was thrilled with the kudos she might gain among females. Rudi flew to London with Krista, the deal with Cindy was done but risks loomed. Rudi knew that if results were not presented at the right time with the right spin to the medical community and public at large, use of such a drug might be quickly branded as an attempt to emulate the Nazi scourge of ethnic cleansing. The G.I.S.M.S project, funded unknowingly by British taxpayers, had to be developed with great care. Rudi lived with the risk, so for the time being Cindy was kept on a generous retainer and the G.I.S.M.S database was kept secure.

			Loyalty from Cindy, Jonesy’s media skills, and Harpoon Louie as her minder, meant Krista’s dream team was intact. She only needed to breathe for guaranteed compliance from them all, except Rudi. Anyone not suitable for inclusion in his plans, would not be exterminated, but only ignored or clinically ostracised in ways that only Rudi knew how. He lived with his dilemma and the complex science. He stayed quietly enthused with his notion of a sophisticated genetically superior network, possibly even connected with his bloodline, and in his own lifetime, all managed by Krista.

			Rudi, known to and admired by his Führer, might not have faced trial in Nuremberg, but lived in shadows of many unspeakable memories from World War II. He never showed outward guilt for any part of it and might have forgiven himself, even if he could remember. He was part of the inner circle that knew the main objectives of ethnic cleansing and selective breeding did not originate in Nazi Germany, but were as old as humankind. Few would ever believe the contemporary principles were actually first developed in England, among scientists that manipulated Charles Darwin’s ideas into Eugenics as a valid science.

			Whatever the source of Rudi’s ideas, he wanted fruition, on his terms, in his lifetime. Every new day in his Fijian paradise renewed Rudi’s confidence his strategy was good and sat well alongside any fading guilt and dilemmas posed by the drug. He lounged easy on the veranda of his beach villa and tanned himself in the equatorial sunshine. He sipped fresh tropical fruit juices and feasted on fresh ocean fish caught by Jonesy, who doubled as cook for him and Krista. An evening swim in shallows of the warm Pacific completed Rudi’s daily physical bliss and soothed him into a contentment most men could only ever dream of at his age. He was yet to meet Bagley, but on seeing a photograph shown him by Cindy, he approved, but concealed his vanity because Bagley resembled Rudi when young - the sharp looks, blue eyes, fair hair, and square jaw even reminded Rudi of boys in the German Nazi Youth movement.

			Although not intended by Cindy, it was also understandable for Krista to be attracted, perhaps sub consciously, to a younger, virile version of the man who had been so important to her for so long. But any likeness aside, Rudi’s primary interest was Bagley’s role as photographer.
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