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“IN MEDIAS
RES”


 


 


He knew that his entire life had
led him to this moment. An entire lifetime spent carefully
orchestrating the future, building roads and creating actionable
goals every single day, until at last, he was at the center of
attention.

Others celebrated his achievement
and those who doubted him went home gnashing their teeth and
shaking their fists at Bad Luck. But he was the only one who willed
a way, the only one strong enough to put forth the effort needed to
succeed.

He never waited for Destiny to
call. He made his own future, he invested in himself and built a
strategy to win, whereas everyone else gave up. When others
frolicked, he suffered, fortifying himself internally and studying
the deeper things of Science, God and Magic. While others enjoyed
their paradise in the present, he stored treasures in the
future.

He knew that he could do anything
he set his mind too, Destiny be damned.

 


 


A thousand eyes stare ahead, each
one focusing on Preston Carratt, celebrating the life’s work of the
honored thespian. The Golden Boy of Cadabra has just gone on stage
to accept his Best Actor Statuette, not only for his work in the
play The Career
Comeback, but also for four decades of
consistently romancing the viewing public.

There is a hush as the crowd of celebrities,
investors and Very Important Men wait to hear Preston’s
long-awaited speech, a victory he has been denied five times
before. Now he has finally arrived and holds the world’s attention
in the palm of his hand. Whatever he says now will be his legacy,
an act that will live on through the annals of time.

He walks slowly to the podium and takes the
Golden Statuette. He looks down at the golden man’s face and
notices how queer it is that the face resembles his own. Tight,
vacant and with that same supercilious grin. He thinks it odd that
when he smiles and giggles in celebration, there is a long and
unsettling silence in the audience. The eyes are still open but no
one says anything, no one even seems to breathe in a moment of
relaxation. The air in the room is suspended and palpable waves of
panic seem to fizzle through with every new moment.

Just as he begins to speak, he finds it quaint
that no one in the room seems to be moving. They are all frozen in
place, in mid-applause and with their mouths gaping in cheer. They
have simply ceased to be in mind even while their bodies stubbornly
continue to hold weight.

Instead of polite applause to accompany the
announcement of his name, the noise in the room has increased and
has now become a horrible freight train of screaming and gasping
for life. Voices scream so loud it creates a loud rumbling in the
auditorium.

Sequins fall from the ceiling and from the
walls, complementing the red carpet marvelously, and yet he finds
it strange that everyone in the room still breathes. They still
blink. They still watch him, even though they are
motionless.

Preston leans forward to the microphone and
speaks up so everyone can hear.

“I want you to know…that you all
deserve this just as much as I do.”

He smiles genuinely but finds it weird that
just as he does, shadow people start dancing around the room almost
in choreographed fashion, frantically jumping and running in
circles, falling down in perfect synchronicity.

He finds it droll and kind of ironic, that his
Late Father and his Late Mother and even his long-dead twin brother
are also present, watching, warmly smiling and very much aware of
Preston’s great victory.

Orchestra music plays and suddenly Preston
gets a surge of adrenaline as well as an increase in body
temperature. But he’s not going to let his moment slip away so
easily. He’s waited all his life to do just this…

“First…I have some people to
thank.”

 


 



Chapter 1: The Diamond Trademark

 


 


A huge vat of diamond reserves sparkled in the
distance as Wendy exited the safe, accompanied by her Diamond Royal
Parental Guardian, a.k.a. the Grownup. From there, it was down the
hallway, to the elevator, down three levels and out the ground
floor where a vehicle would be waiting. The dilapidated DS Cruiser
was a relic from the Old Oil Age, but with no particular reason to
scrap it yet, it sufficed for daily errands. It had low mileage and
ran smooth. Like all other machines in the Diamond Empire, it would
run until it proved inefficient.

The grownup named Florentine knew that trying
to talk to Wendy was futile. She never said much to anyone who
forgot the language of children, reserving most of her comments for
her playmates Blossom and Mary.

The Diamond people tended to only speak when
they had a strong message to convey. They all claimed to have
“faces”, not strong and theatrical emotion. They could convey great
subtlety and thought in just a look, a face, a lip contortion or an
eye squint. With just one look, they could break your heart or
cause a symphony to play in your head.

Florentine did look into Wendy’s eyes once,
making sure she was feeling well and not sickly or distracted. When
Florentine looked closer at Wendy, their feminine eyes meeting
together and sharing a silent thought, it became apparent that
great ambition was trapped inside of Wendy’s face. For within one
sparkle of those diamond irises originated a cycle of life. Just
one thought would later create a civilization and in the flutter of
a diamond sparkle, so too would the New Diamond Empire evolve. A
new era, one of futurism, vanity, and glamour. One day it would be
a fully realized vision, one made up of more advanced robots,
higher skyscrapers and higher-end gadgetry. But for now, it was
still just a sparkle of an idea and Florentine could tell that
whatever great future awaited mankind, it was but one gleam in the
eye of a small chubby girl.

There stood young Wendy, barely nine years
old, with dark black hair, diamond-silver eyes, and that strange
diamond-tint to her face. Her face was round, unlike the other
girls and boys, and her colors were deep and dense, as if she
didn’t belong in this world full of such simple shapes and evenly
designed bodies.

But for now, she would have to co-exist with
the others, first for school, and then off to play with Blossom and
Mary. Wendy always seemed to have more interest in playing with her
dinosaur toys than speaking to grownups or listening to teachers
from school.

Florentine dropped her off at the same spot at
school, right there in front of the bicycles and a short distance
away from the front door. Wendy never liked to say goodbye and so
Florentine didn’t bother giving verbal assurances, not like a
mother or father would. She merely touched Wendy’s head letting her
know everything was going to be all right and everything was going
according to plan.

Wendy stepped out of the vehicle and watched
as Florentine drove away slowly, looking back a few times to make
sure Wendy found her way inside. Florentine was a grownup and thus
not privy to the secrets of children. Now that Wendy had entered
this world of mutual respect and enhanced communications, not to
mention the ability to see multiple dimensions of existence adults
couldn’t comprehend, she was ready to start her new
project.

And there he was. She looked over towards the
side of the building and saw a most remarkable site. A beautiful
young fellow was playing on his primitive video game handheld
system, standing several yards away from her on the sidewalk. She
eyed the peculiar looking boy in interest, standing a safe distance
away while she gathered her thoughts.

Her prurient stare was a bit spooky and she
definitely didn’t “crush” like the other kids around here. She
couldn’t quite figure out how to concentrate on her desire and
warmly smile at the same time. So she came across as looking quite
psychotic. Her wide-eyed and closed mouth stare, with deep huffs of
air in between awkward moments, probably didn’t help in making the
already chubby and multi-dimensional Diamond girl seem “cutesy” to
the boy she fancied. She also carried a clunky backpack on her
shoulder, which seemed to be some sort of comfort object, which
didn't help matters.

Don’t be afraid,
she thought to herself. Don’t be afraid. Just walk up to him. And say something. It’s
all in your mind. Maybe he’s really nice. Maybe he’s really the
one.

A small group of surrounding children
scattered, as if subconsciously repelled by Wendy’s appearance. She
walked forward, taking small steps towards the object of her
affection.

She slowly walked up to him, stared him in the
face and waited.

He slowly looked up from his handheld toy and
looked at her in discomfort.

“Uhhh…what?” he said, noticing that
Wendy pulled a piece of paper from her skirt pocket.

“Hi Alister!” she said in a
fake-happy voice, not too convincing that she was really happy or
excited to see him. It just felt uncomfortably rehearsed. “How are
you?”

“Ummm…okay?”

“Okay…so my name is Wendy,” she
said, still staring, minus a smile.

“So?”

Wendy started to stutter and blush. “Listen,
this is hard for me to say. But I have to say how I feel or else it
will eat me up forever and I will live in regret.”

“Wut?” he replied in
disinterest.

“I like you. I really like you. I
think you’re really smart and funny and…and…uh…I wrote you a
poem.”

“A poem?”

“Yeah, a poem that I wrote. For
you.” She unwrinkled the paper and showed it to him, taking it back
to her eyes to read.

The boy smiled…and then laughed. And started
snickering for moments on end. “Umm nope. Not
interested.”

“Oh…” Wendy replied in confusion.
“But…I just thought I could read some of…no?”

“No.”

“Okay.”

“Thanks, I guess?” the kid said,
still wincing and showing teeth, laughing at his slow-witted
admirer. “But no. I really don’t need any stalkers right
now.”

“But I’m not…I’m not…”

“You are really creeping me out,
weirdo!” Alister replied. “Who writes poems for people? Sometimes
you’re just really weird.”

“I just…like you…and I hoped maybe
you felt the same.”

The boy laughed again. “You thought I liked
you?” He smiled wide and bright, the kind of look Wendy hoped he
would have when she read the poem, but not like this.

“Why would I like you?”

“Well…umm…”

“You’re fat.”

Wendy made a sad face. “…Well, I thought maybe
some of my other good qualities might endear you to me.”

“Your other good qualities? So like
what?”

“Well…”

“Do you get good grades in
school?”

“Well no…not really.”

“Are you an artist or a
singer?”

“No…I guess not.”

“Are you really strong or really
fast?”

“Well, no I’m not…any of those
things.”

“Are you funny? I like to
laugh.”

“Well…no, I guess I’m not too
funny. More like…”

“More like what?” the kid said in spite. “Then
what the hell are you? What’s so special about you?”

Finally the heartbreak set in. Wendy’s little
face watered up and she took a mousy little sniff. “Nothing.
Nothing at all.”

“Riiiight. Okay. So maybe you
should go over there now.”

Wendy walked away, doing just as he suggested.
As she took the walk of shame she wondered why the birds were
laughing at her, why the sun was shining so cruelly in her
face.

At that moment, she decided she couldn’t bear
to enter the school and look at the laughing faces of her
classmates. She couldn’t bear to run into Alister again that day,
nor the faces of her teachers―always so oblivious to the grand
drama that was happening in Kidland. She hated when she cried. It
was such a weak and human emotion that made no logical sense. She
never felt connected with all these other humans. She usually just
went through the motions. When she displayed emotion or expressed a
physical need, it seemed to endear her to the other beings that
would otherwise turn on her, when they realized she was different.
Within a few years, after she learned to walk and talk, she
realized that the best way to make allies was to reveal
weaknesses―like emotion, like prejudice and self-doubt.

Your classmates won’t understand
your genius, Florentine once told
her. Show them your weaknesses and let
them define you with it.
Then you will always have the power.

But with Alister it was different.
This time, she wanted to win his affection. This time she wanted to
feel that thing called love. She failed by following her own
logical instinct and created a disaster of human
interaction. But I thought men wanted
women to look weak, she thought to
herself. To express their honesty and
neediness and to feel powerful.
You told me showing myself to be weak like them
would endear me to them.

But not in matters of
love, said Florentine. In procreation, you must provide for their needs, not show your
own.

What a complicated mess this “love” turned out
to be! Wendy pouted, still revolting against the thought and angry
at the way life still insisted on moving ahead. She wanted to go
back and do it again, perhaps redo the scene and fix the
mistakes.

She couldn’t, of course, and so that only
strengthened her resolve to rebel against the day’s clockwise
motion, refusing to go along with the passage of time. So what if
the world still turned and life went on? She wouldn’t have to
participate if she didn’t wish to participate.

And so Wendy decided to stand there, right
there, at the same spot her guardian dropped her off. She folded
her arms and waited in protest, not moving one inch, despite
numerous adults and children who felt inclined to come outside and
tell her that she was acting psychotic.

She stood there, not moving, only blinking and
taking deep breaths. She refused to think, refused to feel
anything. She only stared. And stared. And stared until the entire
day passed and Florentine came to pick her up.

From school, it was time to go play with
Blossom and Wendy while Florentine represented the Diamond Empire
at Fen Mien Palace. Fen Mien Palace was more of an old relic
heading towards ruins, than a truly presentable place of meeting.
However, everyone liked the idea of coming together―four
kingdoms―in the name of Fen Mien and in the Palace she built from
the ground with her own hands. Even though Amram, Wardiz, Satyre
and Queen Darwin never made a personal appearance at the castle,
they sent their representatives loyally. They also sent their
children, hoping that relationships forged now would someday be the
saving grace of Cadabra’s future.

Wendy always had to wait for a few minutes
outside the play room as Blossom and Mary “prepared” for Wendy.
They always needed a few moments to discuss something, as most
children did, Wendy figured. They were always very keen to point
out and fixate on Wendy’s weaknesses, as lesser intelligent beings
did. She looked Diamond-blooded and had the chiaroscuro face, so
they always obsessed about that. Wendy was also chubby and so
Blossom ferociously pointed that out and made Wendy’s diet and
lifestyle choices the main topic of conversation.

But Wendy knew that they needed one more
weakness to thoroughly underestimate her. And the more weaknesses a
girl had, the more her friends would love her and look out for
her.

She still played with toys. Blossom had long
abandoned her toys and even Mary seem disinterested the last few
times they played together. Blossom was so intent on writing
stories together, more of this “moving forward” crap that Wendy was
starting to despise. And so when Wendy clung to her dinosaur and
princess toys, it was perceived as a huge personal flaw that would
forever halt her quest to maturity.

All the while she was outthinking her childish
opponents, she opted to stare into nothing. Staring. And more
staring. Until Blossom and Mary finally announced they were ready
to contend with her.

The evening progressed along, though with
rising tension between Blossom and Wendy. Mary, as always, played
the peacemaker while Blossom attacked Wendy from all sides, only
provoking Wendy’s defensiveness. While Wendy may have thought her
defensiveness was an act, she really did method-act her way into
mad obstinacy when Blossom tried to hasten the flow of
time.

“Well, I guess my character is
bigger than all these dinosaurs and princesses,” Blossom said,
“since I am taller than everyone here.” She addressed Wendy’s
dinosaur and grinned acerbically. “So, Mister Dinosaur, I expect
you to fall down and do an act of worship to me. Because I am a
God.”

“No,” Wendy said, not bothering to
look at Blossom’s dueling eyes.

“YES. Because I am God and I demand
your dinosaur humble itself and accept my religion.”

“My dinosaur doesn’t worship
anybody. He’s an artheist,” Wendy said, deliberately mispronouncing
the word atheist to give Blossom the idea that she was
still the doyenne of intellect.

“Well, he has to worship me.
Because I am providing evidence of my power. And that means I
exist. So he has to worship me. Right, Mary?”

Mary gulped and shook her head. She already
tried the Ten Year Cadabra Box bit, hoping to diffuse some
tensions. All three of them had already agreed to write letters to
themselves and put an object inside the box for opening in ten
years. But Mary was running out of ideas and Blossom and Wendy were
at each other’s throats once again.

“But my dinosaur has god-proof
armor,” Wendy said bitterly, losing Blossom’s angry eyes. “So you
can’t hurt him.”

“Yeah but I’m a God so I can tear
through his armor. So he better worship me or else I will put him
down!”

“Yeah but my dinosaur has double
armor on underneath his coat of armor. And he visited a wizard that
made it indestructible, even by Gods.”

“That’s stupid!” Blossom said,
holding her hands on her hips. “Well, fine I will just make your
dinosaur infertile. Now he can’t have babies and so his princess
will leave him.”

“Nope. My dinosaur is going to kill
your God by ramming her right in the ovaries.”

Wendy raised her dinosaur toy in the air until
Blossom smacked it out of her hand. “Oh look, your dinosaur went
flying through the air and now he’s almost dead. Now he’s praying
for me to save him.”

“No, my dinosaur doesn’t need you.
He can live forever all by himself.”

“No!” Blossom demanded. “No one
lives forever. We are all mortal.”

“Nope, my dinosaur is immortal. No
one can kill him.”

“I can because I’m fecking
Gaaaawd!” Blossom said, raising her voice into a shrill
scream.

“Too bad, because my dinosaur is
killing all of your people. Look, see!” Wendy grabbed her dinosaur
and rammed it on the ground, crushing an invisible civilization.
“Oh the horror! The horror! All these people are dead and God
didn’t even save them!”

“That’s because your stupid
dinosaur is immature! Just like its God WENDY is
immature!”

“No, you are.”

“You are!”

Mary hid her head in her hands and lent down
to the floor, blocking out the argument that the two girls insisted
on having and finishing―even though there were no real winners in
war.

“Hey!” Mary finally interjected.
“The princess is becoming afraid. She’s going to run away unless
you can work things out!”

“I agree, Mary,” Blossom said. “In
fact, I am taking the princess out of danger right now. She simply
can’t be trusted with this immature, destructive and selfish
dinosaur that destroys everything.”

Blossom stood up and grabbed Mary by the arm.
“Come on Mary, we’re leaving. Leaving this sad, pathetic and lonely
dinosaur all by himself. To die off from a lack of mates and no
children. It will serve him right!”

Mary couldn’t say much and didn’t resist
Blossom’s superior strength. She took Mary into the other room and
left Wendy alone, still ramming her dinosaur into the floor and
destroying countless lives.

Wendy kept telling herself it was all a game.
All an act to sneak past Blossom’s intuition and hide her true
superior intellect.

But Wendy kept ramming the dinosaur feet into
the ground and letting him roar in victory. Her heavy snorts turned
into panting as she gripped her dinosaur tightly, forcing it to
make violent love to the princess, claiming her as his
territory.

In a fit of rage followed by waterlogged eyes,
she thought back to Alister. She hated herself for caring that
much, for failing in the wrong way. For once again, getting the
whole “being normal” thing wrong. She would never be normal. She
couldn’t be. And no matter how hard she tried to patronize the
adults and the other children, she just seemed unable to connect to
any of them. Even when she pretended, even when she dumbed herself
down to Blossom and Mary’s level, she still couldn’t get it right.
Love and friendship just seemed out of reach.

She thought about it for quite a bit, all the
while playing with the dinosaurs and princesses, all the time
staring into the faces of her toys, not moving an inch from her
seated position. She stared and stared. She studied the objects
beyond all reason, down to their weight and measurements in height
and depth and width.

For eleven hours straight, she sat there,
staring and playing. Blossom and Mary went off to explore the
castle. Wendy stayed…for hours she stayed and played. Eventually,
she became tired of moving her hands, tired of waiting for
Florentine to come back and take her home. So she stared, this time
with a diamond sparkle in her eye as she planned the future,
constructed buildings and civilizations in her head, anticipating
every next move and winding the watch ever so
cautiously.

 


***

 


 



Chapter 2: “All Roads End in Diamonds”

 


 


“I remember the first time I
prayed. I felt it a very queer thing to do, since I was told to
pray aloud so that the omniscient one could hear me. I remembered
what they told me to pray for. Things, blessings, protection and
motivation. They told me to keep my prayer honest above everything
else. So when that time came and I felt the words slowly inching
out from my mouth, descending upon no one’s ears but my own, and
having no earthly idea if anyone else was really
listening…

 


I decided only to give a prayer of
thanks.”

 


- Attributed to Vice President Wendy of the
Diamond Empire

 


 


Shouts of protest cracked through the air as
angry voices over-powered an otherwise breezy summer day. The
sounds that all these dissenting creatures made were terrifying.
Threats, promises and lamentations sang through the air, followed
by prophecies of certain doom and foreboding judgment in a
beautiful progression of angry chords.

People united in a large box
formation, white people with dark-skinned people, Sapphic lovers
with breeders, even talking animals stood side by side with human
beings. But the loudest of the protesters were them.

Angry Diamond citizens with their demonically
slanted eyes and rich textures, which only showed dire red colors
when their skin flushed with hostility. Some were unnaturally
short. Others tall and wiry, like hangers wearing clothes. Their
facial shapes looked exaggerated, almost like caricatures of normal
human beings. One Diamond person’s mustache seemed to be longer
than the entire face of a Red Kingdom warrior or a Pinkian
scientist.

Their angry tirades of objection and hatred
had an almost mellifluous symmetry and the rhyming taunts alarmed
one man that day—one undecided man who happened to be strolling
along the dirt road, determining his destiny. He had certainly
heard the protests around The Revolution Ghetto, where he was
forced to grow up in poverty.

Everyone knew what the protesters were saying.
They gathered there each and every day, right at the border of The
Diamond Empire’s territory, where they would presumably be safe
from the military. It was known as the Gates of Sauder, a large
defensive shield designed to keep trespassers out using deadly
electrical current. Upon illegal entry, wireless central islands
emitted radio signals to deliver 100 milliamps of static shock.
Killing hundreds of trespassers a year, the Gates ensured that
legal visitors could only enter the Empire via helicopter or
through the northern entrance at the Kingdom of Gold’s
border.

They took turns humming and singing, shouting
and screaming, letting their voices be heard. Letting whoever would
turn a listening ear hear that the Revolution had begun.

They all looked up to the Diamond Empire’s
entrance, the welcoming Gates of Sauder, built to change the mind
of any organized militia who had brash ideas of
conquest.

Everyone knew the Revolution
resisted the authority. Everyone knew they demanded change. They
were ready to die to break those shackles and gain back their
freedom. But only one man seemed interested to know
what they were fighting
for and why it was so important.

“Hey. What’s going on?”

“Get lost kid,” said one
long-haired white man, noticing a small black child at his feet and
looking up in curiosity. “This is grownup business.”

“And how much of a *grownup* does
one have to be to lift a helping hand?”

“Holy shit!” cried the man,
noticing that two steps behind the child walked a behemoth of a
grownup―in fact, a man standing high into the sky, towering over
every other head gathered at that protest. He stood nine feet tall,
wearing an open grey vest and black slacks, which made no secret of
his burly chest and tight abs. His muscles were huge but not
chiseled. He hadn’t the time to work out, only to lift, tear and
break all his toiling life. Upon his chest was just enough fuzz to
give his body a prickly surface. He was bald and green-eyed with a
clean-shaven face. His face was frightening but only because this
was a monster of a man who looked undecided. His passivity was
haunting and his long, lingering stare dared you to spill your
every secret so as not to provoke the beast.

“I…I’m sorry,” the man said,
looking up at the giant’s calm but focused expression. “I thought
you were…”

“You thought I was what? Are your
plans for this *revolution* too complex for a child’s ears? If a
child cannot understand, what makes you think a man can
understand?”

“I-I-”

The leader of the protesting group
walked his way through a crowd of terrified onlookers who had just
noticed the large man’s presence. Their leader was a white-haired
man who was holding a most curious sign. Step down Wardiz!

“Hello,” he said with a thick and
somewhat rural accent. “We mean you no harm, Sir. Is this child by
your side with you?”

“No, he is *not*. But he invited me
to follow him today. And so he is my new friend.”

“I see,” the man said cautiously,
looking into the giant’s eyes and holding his hand out in
compliance. “We mean neither of you any harm.”

The little kid folded his arms and
nodded.

“No. You could not do me any *harm*
even if you tried,” he responded, always emphasizing certain words
in hostility. “But I am confused about this *protest* that you
speak of. What kind of *protest* involves shouting into the air and
shaking around signs?”

“Well sir, this is what we believe.
Wardiz and the Diamond Empire are corrupt. They are evil. They and
the other so-called Literate Kingdoms of Cadabra are all a sham.
They sit in their golden thrones, eating every good thing under the
sun. While we starve. While we get evicted from our homes because
of their mistakes. It’s not right, Sir. And though we don’t want to
incite violence, we do feel the need to protest. Because sooner or
later, they have to know the truth. They have to change. They have
to take responsibility for what they’ve done.”

“If what you are saying is true,
then you have every right to *protest*. But holding up *signs* and
causing commotion where no one can hear you is not the way to do
it. Even if you were to enter through the gates of this *diamond
empire*, what makes you think anyone would listen to you then? Just
because they *see* you?”

“Well…we don’t know. But we have to
try.”

“If you fight against injustice,
little man, then you must not be *afraid*. If a man is evil then
that man cannot be persuaded to be good. He must be *removed* from
where he sits. And someone else must be put in his
place.”

The white-haired man smiled in admiration. “By
God, you’re right. You’re a smart boy. Twice as tall as me and
probably half my age too, son. What do they call you?”

“My name is
Randian.”

“Why have I never seen you around
before?”

“Because I have turned eighteen
today and am now a man. And I am not *afraid*. I have decided that
I am now too big for my home.”

“That you are!” the man said with a
nod and a smile to a spattering of laughter and applause from the
crowd.

“But before I help other people, I
must know for myself what I am fighting for and if this way is
just. Why am I to believe you, that this *Wardiz* is the
problem?”

“It’s not just Wardiz. It’s all of
them. You see, Amram, Blossom, Satyre and Wardiz, none of them give
a damn about the poor. But here’s the scenario we’ve worked
out.”

Randian listened carefully, but never one to
smile or nod without reason. Standing so high and possessing such
great strength, he barely understood the meaning of necessity or
friendliness. He didn’t need people or their favor. But he liked
the idea of doing something “good”. Something “good” felt warm, it
felt mollifying, like the healing breath of God. Or the sweet
caress of death itself, preparing you for an age of
sleep.

“Amram is a financial predator. He
won’t rest until every kingdom is in debt to his money. He has vast
gold reserves. But ever since Satyre surrendered and commodity
stopped being traded, there have only been two credits in
Cadabra…

 


**

 


[Dark Wraith and Others, “Official
Mission Statement”, The Revolution
Manifesto, pp. 39-41]

 


“Gold and Diamonds—What They Mean
to the Cadabra Economy”

 


Amram will stop at nothing to put the Gold
Standard above the Diamond Standard. If he does, he wins the war.
Not the ‘Big War’ as they call it, but the Cold War. The war of
currency and politics. And Amram would have won already if Wardiz
hadn’t gone against the Gold Standard, formally agreed upon by
three kingdoms, and instead decided to set his own Diamond Price.
His Diamond Index is independent and it’s throwing off everybody’s
financial transactions. He’s ignoring the fact that most Cadabrians
don’t deal in diamonds day by day but only in gold
credits.

 


He’s lying to the media and telling everybody
that diamonds are worth more because of:

 


*Rarity

*Technology

*Industry

*Tourism

*Luxury and Craftsmanship

 


But technology is all leisure hood
and frankly, as our primary director would tell you, it’s all
damaging to the environment. Every diamond-fueled
monster of a gadget
Wardiz sponsors is at the expense of our health and a detriment to
our economy. The amount of bullion silver they use to build these
blasted contraptions, all toys for the rich, is obscene!

 


Queen Blossom Darwin is too busy trying to
push civil rights, she’s can’t see that her Science Party is not
going to work unless it cooperates with the local economy. Just
like her mother, she’s trading Pinkian wood, pound for pound, for
the same price as Gold and Diamond credit. But Pinkian wood is
still not comparable to gold and she knows it. She has the power to
tell Wardiz what’s what and she refuses. Her neutrality is costing
people their businesses and livelihood. Diamold credits is a lie, a
political lie to keep the poor in subjection to the rich, by
arbitrarily setting the price as equal.

 


King Satyre is trolling everybody, claiming
that his livestock eats gold and diamond and doesn’t care that he’s
virtually stopped all trading coming through his land, despite the
fact that it causes people to starve to death.

 


Free market, tolerant government and morality
are all ultimately governed by the people.

 


So our idea is this:

 


If we can get Wardiz shaking in his boots we
will force him to comply with these tough new financial laws
and:

 


*Put an end to Diamond Price Fixing, which
will free the market

*End the Gold Kingdom’s Banking Reserve (which
is of course prompted by Wardiz’s anti-community attitude; Amram is
paranoid and thinks he has to stock up on gold, which robs
companies from benefiting from free gold trading)

*Force Blossom to lower her Pinkian wood
price

*Force Satyre to grow up and trade with the
surrounding kingdoms with reasonable contracts

*Give Amram his Gold Standard and thus he will
lower inflation and set a lower standard of living for the
poor

 


**

 


“So do you see?”

Randian exhaled slowly, tightening his face.
“It appears to me that you are playing *games* with these evil men.
Instead of *removing* them from power. If a man abuses his power,
that man must be removed. That is *my law*. That is *my
negotiation*.”

Randian turned away from the conversation, and
the little man instantly saw more of the shining sun going his
way.

“But sir…I don’t think you
understand.”

“I understand everything you said.
But you obviously don’t know *anything* about how to start a
revolution. I am *wasting* my time with you.”

Randian looked beyond the man’s tiny face and
to the crowd of captivated protesters.

“You people say that you’re
unhappy. Because they are rich and you are not. Because they have
power over your lives. The problem is not the things these stupid
men do. The problem is that they are *rich*. And you. Are *not*.
That is the *problem* I see. For any man who would see a boy
starving, crying for help, and then not share his riches is not a
man. He is no man *I* would respect.”

“But Sir, what are you going to
do?” the white-haired man said, his name now meaningless to Randian
who had already appointed himself leader of a new
revolution.

“I am going to go talk to this
Wardiz. For I am afraid of nobody, no matter his riches or
*technology*.”

“Well,” the man laughed, a bit
piously. “Son, you don’t just go talk to Wardiz. The man has never
even been seen out in public. He’s too important for us little
people. He uses messengers to communicate with the
people.”

“He doesn’t even come face to face
with anyone? He hides behind *curtains* and *machines*?”

“In a matter of speaking. Mostly,
Wendy, his daughter and Vice President of the Diamond Empire, is
the one who delivers messages to the people.”

“If Wardiz is too afraid to show
his face then he is not a man that deserves my attention. I will go
to this *Wendy*, the one brave enough to show herself, and demand
that *she* explain why people are poor and starving.”

“Well, son, you got your work cut
out for you.”

“*Son*?” the giant finally fumed, a terrible
sneer of vengeance coming across his face. “I am not your *son*. I
murdered my stepfather when I was twelve years old because he dared
to strike the woman who birthed me. All I know about my *biological
father* is that he left my mother to die at the crux of her grief,
to be poor and to eat roadkill.

So that *he* could know the pleasures of many
*white women*. As he was climbing into the car, I knew I was not
but a boy of nine years. But I stood in front of his trunk,
blocking his way. I let him know that if he ever showed his *face*
to me again, I would *tear off* his smooth-talking tongue and tie
it in a knot to his runaway cock.”

The man looked up, terrified at the angry
young man that was big enough to need his own weather
report.

“I would be very careful about
using such friendly pronouns when you talk to *me*. I have no
family except the people whom I call friends.”

He looked out to the slack-jawed gawkers that
listened to his every word as if a pronouncement from God. “All I
know is that I have seen what *poverty* does to people. The
sickness, the madness, it unleashes upon them. And while I don’t
know how to play *games* with powerful and rich men, I do know to
whom I should voice my complaint.”

Randian didn’t even have to ask. A call to
action, a rallying voice was unnecessary. The people followed him
in droves because of his presence. His power. Maybe he was the only
man determined and strong enough to actually lead a revolt, rather
than just making noise on the sidelines. He was the warrior-king,
the prodigy that they prayed for. Perhaps he was Queen Fen Mien I
reincarnated into a human. Or maybe he was just a really big man
with a soft heart.

Even at the peak of his mission, his took the
time to say goodbye to his little friend. He bent down his massive
frame so that he could stare at the child with a look of affection.
Something close to a smile, a protective gaze that comforted the
child’s soul.

“I have to leave you now, my friend
‘Feder’. But if you ever find yourself in *danger*, call my name.
And I will return to you.”

“Wait a minute,” the kid said,
eyeing his new buddy just as dominantly as he might pet a new
puppy. “Are you some kind of ultrahero? You sure talk like
one.”

“What is a *hero*, Feder? I am an
educated man. I am a big man. And I speak without fear. Does that
make me an *ultrahero*?”

“No…” The kid smiled wide. “But
rhee-torical questions mean you’re an ultrahero. My momma says only
ultraheroes ask rhee-torical questions.”

Randian finally cracked a smile. “Your mother
is a wise woman.”

Are you going to fight against Wendy? Is she
an ultravillain?”

“I hope not. My hope, Feder, is
that I will go to the capital and find that this *Wendy* person has
an explanation to give me. Maybe there is a misunderstanding. That
is my hope. But if she has nothing but unkind words for me, you
know what I must do. What *we* must do.”

“I know,” he said, looking down and
worrying at the thought. “Before you go, Randian? What’s your
superpower? All ultraheroes have a superpower. You’re big and tall
and all that. But you need a superpower if you’re going to be an
ultrahero.”

Randian grabbed Feder’s head and shook it in
teasing, which of course, felt like an earthquake thanks to his
massive hand.

“I don’t need *superpowers*. I have
a powerful mind. What can their weapons do to me?”

Many people pitied Randian, despite vowing
their allegiance. Many followed him, as he walked the long dirt
road path to the Sauder Gates, an entry point where he would later
enter legally as a tourist.

Tourists were only allowed entry after passing
a criminal background check and providing proof of a skill.
Needless to say, Randian’s nine-foot-tall frame was just the
skillset the Gate Patrol was looking for. Many of his followers
dispersed at the gates, since only thirty-percent of the crowd
could legally pass through because of their skillset
documentation.

Randian planned his next trek to the CBD of
the empire―where he would find the Diamond Star Headquarters, home
of Wendy. But only the bravest of women dared to walk side by side
with Randian, questioning him as if he were just a man and not a
monster on a mission.

“Poor child,” one older woman said,
shaking her head. “I will follow you anywhere you want to go.
Because I can tell you’re human. You really loved your
mother.”

Randian didn’t bother turning to his side to
face her but gritted his death and scowled, looking into the
darkening horizons.

“I remember my *mother* well. I
still remember the day she sexually *molested* me and my friend
Odio when we were but thirteen years old. I remember Odio crying as
he ran home, only to kill himself years later because of the shame
of what that *pedophile* did to him. Even with my juvenile mind the
way it was, I knew what was happening was *wrong*.

I found her the next day and beat
her with her own disgusting *toy* until my hands bled and until she
stopped her cowardly screaming. So, no. I have no concept of
*motherly* affection. All I know is that the women who are kind to
me are my mothers and my sisters.”

The woman walking beside him looked horrified
and slowed down her walk so that she could sneak back into the
crowd, having embarrassed herself and awakened the giant’s
inexplicable wrath.

Randian wasn’t much of a jokester or even a
raconteur for that matter. That became clear as day turned into
night and the crowd matched on―Randian’s contempt and an irate
frown never leaving his face.

But in him, the people found someone they
could believe in. Someone who saw through the lies of powerful men
and literate kingdoms and who saw their lives for what they really
were. Atrocities. Travesties of justice. Greedy taunts and heckling
savageries. The poor had become submissive, weak and sheeplike.
They let their masters scourge them. They enabled their abusers
with every dollar in tax they paid.

Randian was their new ultrahero. A man larger
than life. A man who would stand up for them, standing almost to
the clouds, his tar black skin shining like obsidian rock. Within
hours, his followers decided upon a moniker: The Diamond Cutter. He
would march to the capital and pull Wendy down from her throne to
answer for her sins. He would cut down the corporate hold they
wielded over the people.

He was strong. But
they would become his
power, his shield and his weapon. All he would bring would be the
spirit of revolution.

Whatever the Ghetto Revolution was, mostly a
disorganized lot of united whiners if you ask those in power, it
instantly changed when Randian showed up. The Revolution was made
up of poor people from all kingdoms but their mission remained
unclear. Should they incite violence? Should they plan a war? Or
should they peruse the existing system to help influence the Royals
in power?

The Revolution, barely in its infancy, was
already divided into factions. The group that eventually followed
Randian had split off from the group that Dark Wraith commanded,
that sneaky and Diamond-faced weirdo who once tried to kidnap Mary
Melancholy for purposes that even he wasn’t fully aware of,
according to eyewitnesses.

 


**

 


[Kali-El, Author,
“Interview with a Mercenary”, Ghetto Revolution Magazine #1, p. 8]

 


Revolutionary member, Salo III,
was interviewed for Ghetto Revolution Magazine #1, a short-lived
publication that was canceled after one issue due to lack of
paper.

 


“Well, we had Mary Melancholy
captured. Then Dark Wraith waited around, talking like one of those
ridiculous supervillains until a witch showed up and saved her. She
kicked the crap out of us. Then Dark Wraith just walked home with
us, pretending like nothing happened and making small talk about
cats. It was weird.”

 


**

 


There were also two other fringe groups, one
youthful and the other simply Diamond-headed people who seemed to
rub other protesters the wrong way with their unnerving 3D faces.
Reports of Randian’s power and strong voice traveled quickly among
the factions who finally found a reason to unite.

Dark Wraith sent word that he would be willing
to meet Randian to discuss a unification. Randian thought it an odd
prospect that didn’t necessarily do him and his group any favors
and he said so…after relating a harrowing tale of how his first
puppy was crushed by a white animal snuff film director on a drug
binge, and how he saw fit to beat the man to death with the puppy’s
carcass.

One man who certainly remembered the name of
“Dark Wraith” was Prince Aaron. Or shall we say, the ex-Prince who
was unceremoniously stripped of all wealth and titles because of a
“misunderstanding” with the Commonwealth of the Pink Sky. Tried for
rape and convicted in the eye of public opinion, he was exiled from
his own father’s Kingdom of Gold and deemed a war criminal by Queen
Blossom. He was certainly not welcomed in the Diamond Empire, nor
the Outskirts, who had practically sworn allegiance to Blossom,
their doyenne of perversity and champion investor.

Although to be fair, King Satyre did make it
clear that Aaron―the abuser of his daughter―would be welcomed back
to the Kingdom of Blood any time, where the king would personally
tend to Aaron’s wounds and see to it they were made more gaping.
Satyre read his rambling letter of hate to the public and
improvised quite poetically, how he would commit various acts unto
Aaron involving rape, cannibalism, necrophilia, followed by more
verbal assault, and then a repeat of the same rape, cannibalism and
necrophilia with added overtones of what can only be described
tastefully as impassioned messages of scatology.

Aaron, now just a man with no name and no face
to show the public, could only disappear into the caves and
untouched forests of the Old Island of Fen Mien I. No one knew much
about the island except that it housed the former Fen Mien I
Palace, where all their forefathers and great matriarchs met to
discuss wars and treaties. But gone were the shades of ghostly
sapphire blue that once lit the palace. In modern times, it was
nothing more than rubble. There were dark shadows all over the
ruins of the palace, accompanied by all the usual creaks and
shudders an old abandoned heap would be expected to
have.

Much to Aaron’s chagrin, however, there were
no ghostly hums or ethereal apparitions coming his way. He was
completely alone, despised by every last god and ghost that ever
once knew his name. Today he was nothing. His once glorious name
had spoiled. He turned all civilization against him. All of his
ambitions were matters of trivial laughter, a farce! His hopes and
dreams were now confined and all he could ever hope for was to go
insane and mumble nonsense to himself while writing down esoteric
prophecies in a language that no one else could
decipher.

His sole remaining optimistic thought was that
maybe someday, after living in a cave for twenty years, he could
reemerge with a huge battalion of mole people who didn’t know of
his sins. Otherwise, the most realistic expectation was that
perhaps he would be eaten slowly by lizards and his organs kept
aside for display in a museum devoted to the Evil of
humanity.

Pessimistically, he knew things could get even
worse than that. In fact, what he feared most would often come back
to him and in a manner twice as terrifying as the maunderings of a
lost ghost.

“Aaron?”

Aaron, an unshaven mess wearing rags of what
was his formerly opulent wool clothing, looked up and tilted his
head, as crazed as a rabid dog. He was unwashed, drooling and
looking more like a frightened animal than a man. He had lived in
the wild for months on end, eating small grubs and drinking old
creek water.

“Aaaaaron. I know you’re listening
to me.”

The lad’s eyes widened but he didn’t move a
muscle. Only twitching from his body could be heard throughout the
echoing cave.

“Come out and look at
me.”

Nightmares were not real. Ghosts were hardly a
threat, even God was a concept more comforting than it was bleak.
But technology was stubbornly real and out-of-control human emotion
was the scariest monster of all.

“This is a pre-recorded message. I
cannot see you. And even if I could see you, AARON, it would not
help me find you any quicker.”

Aaron started breathing strong and fast,
feeling the threat with every frantic nerve left in his
body.

“But I am going to find you. I know
you’re hiding out at Old Fen Mien Island. You were supposed to go
the Wilderness. What happened? Did you chicken out? Afraid of what
a woman might do
to you?”

Aaron’s rasping voice heaved. He hated the
noise echoing through his cave, but the fear of womankind still
poked at him. The inner voice inside taunted him―to go out and
look. To face her, “Her”, his enemy and his punishment to come. A
real man would have the courage to look death in the face. A real
man would not cower come his judgment day.

Aaron inched his way up to his feet slowly,
taking his time straightening up. Aaron peered over the wall
looking for the source of the voice. He crept over softly to the
nearby stone wall, looking out and making sure no physical presence
waited for him. No, just a visual one. And a striking image at
that.

There stood Queen Blossom, sitting on her
throne and clothed in bloody wool. An original dress designed by
her own hand, she wore colors of white and gold trademarked dress,
sprinkled with crimson shards that represented Aaron’s
redemption.

“That’s it…come on out, boy. Come
on. Come on. Good boy! I promise I can’t see you.”

Blossom’s head measured twenty feet
high and spread flat across the wall, in that booming surreal voice
that sounded like a happy demon mated with a sexy siren bunny
rabbit. Her body and the background of the throne room also towered
over him, reaching a hundred feet high into the shadows of the
cave, which were now lit up thanks to Blossom’s amazing technology.
Her entire throne room was projected onto the wall via the Diamond
Star Technology’s Visajector Phone, 2nd Generation. The Model #8001,
compatible with the old Diamond Star One-Way Video Messaging
System, allowed video-audio messaging to any coordinates in Cadabra
via Digital Memory with Laser Projection technology.

Queen Blossom wasn’t ready to invade the
Island and GPS the sombitch just yet, but figured sending a message
of imminent torture and death was the polite thing to do, at least
polite for an Evil Queen.

“There you are.”

Aaron’s eyes opened wide as he beheld the
charming and innocent face he once held in his arms, now
scientifically transformed into a monster with some rather macabre
pink irises and a death-to-you-stare that gave the surrounding air
shivers.

“It’s been a long time. You look
awful.”

Aaron backed away in surprise, wondering if
she was really there and if she could really see him.

“I assume. Really, I can’t see you.
Promise. But yeah, I do love screwing with your head.”

Aaron turned away from the giant hologram
speaking down to him, terrorized at her voice.

“And when I find you, Aaron, I’m
going to literally screw your head off. As in, turn and turn and
turn it until your neck twists and folds and your head pops off
from your body. But I’m going to preserve your face, darling.
Yeeees. Look, I even have a place all set up just for
you.”

Aaron looked on in star struck awe as Blossom
showcased her throne room. Newly installed mounts on the wall came
in crystal clear, as if they were just yards away. There were two
mounts on her easternmost throne room wall. Aaron looked all the
way up to the top until his eyes widened and his face erupted in
shock.

There waited the severed heads and necks of
Countess Huxley and Lady Bramwell Huxley, Blossom’s former cousins.
Their faces were unblemished and their necks were perfectly cut,
but thoroughly bled so that only pure skin could be seen touching
the mount. Their faces were dumb, as always, their pouty lips ever
fresh and their eyes glassy and lost. Their blond hair looked
perfectly preserved, and the recently applied mascara, blush and
foundation lent the heads a beautiful glow.

Blossom’s fixated stare, as if
looking into Aaron’s bleeding soul, was enough to convey the
message without explanation. If this is what she did to those
family members she loved, but felt threatened by, Science only knew
what she would do to him.
Someone she hated with more passion than she ever
felt for any other being, living or dead.

“Look closely at my face, Aaron.
Look into my eyes and tell me what you see. Do you see someone
afraid? Or still in love? Or a little of both? Or do you just see
the face of Evil?”

Just as Aaron began to stare into her eyes,
hoping to find some flash of compassion, Blossom’s eyeballs grew
tenfold in size and popped out of her sockets, falling and rising
and then going to follow Aaron around the cave. He jumped back in
fright, before closing his eyes and wandering back into the
darkness away from the all-too convincing hologram.

“Don’t resist my love, Aaron. You
and I understand each other in ways that other mortals can’t
possibly comprehend. You have a huge boner for punishment. And I
have a great desire to dispense it to you.”

Blossom finally allowed a flint of anger to
show in her tightened brow. But rage just wasn’t the emotion
anymore. There was something in her heart so much more powerful
than rage. “I am going to torture you, Aaron, cell by cell. Organ
by organ. Inch by inch. Until every part of you is deconstructed.
It’s not going to be called torture, not when I’m done. They’re
going to have to invent a new category of pain for what I do to
you. And there will be no safe word. No wishful thinking of ‘please
kill me now.’ It’s going to take probably years on end to finish. I
want to see you turn colors, Aaron. But…I don’t want to spoil the
surprise, do I?”

Aaron had no choice but to accept Blossom’s
death promise, but there was hardly a reason to give it any special
concentration. With a presumably gruesome death this far away, he
found it more relaxing to focus on other things and leave Blossom’s
trash talking hologram behind for now.

Other things, like conspiracies regarding
Wardiz and Wendy. Yes, it all came back to Wendy and it did seem at
times that all roads, however, broken and flooded, led back to the
Diamond Empire.

Sure, Blossom was coming to kill
him and all that jazz, but Wendy. Why was Wendy never seen in
public until roughly one year ago and why had Wardiz still never
been seen or had his picture ever spread around Cadabra? All that
seemed to exist in the Diamond Empire were logos, machines,
computers, robots and little goddamned devices that wouldn’t shut
up. But where the hell were the people supposedly running this
all-powerful empire?

Aaron always imagined, maybe some time,
Princess Mary would come back to see him. Maybe feeling a sliver of
attraction, or no, probably not―more like pity. Yes, pity that
would eventually bring her to visit his cave of despair, where she
could listen to him rant about Diamond Empire conspiracies. Maybe
at the most, he hoped for a “Eureka!” moment from Mary, or at least
a passive acknowledgment like, “Huh that is really weird”, in
response to all his extensive research.

The record books clearly showed that Wardiz
never actually took power. The Wizard, Fen Mien’s most trusted
general, received his portion of The Queen’s Kingdom upon her
death. He passed on and left his kingdom to a succession of kings
known as the Synyste Dynasty.

 


**

 


[Sock Popet, Author,
“A Brief History of Cadabra
Affairs”, pp. 66-78]

 


The Lineage of Four
Kingdoms

 


FEN MI`EN I

[image: tmp_0392cae5c247c86dc839a73e95cfbf90_gv0Zfp_html_m7b17da88.jpg]

*Believed by some scholars to be mythical
founders and gods, as was Fen Mien I, invented by primitive
peoples

 


**

 


As if the time discrepancies in the Diamond
Empire’s timeline didn’t seem suspicious enough, Wardiz suddenly
“appeared” and was named as the long-time owner and CEO of the
empire much later and only about the time Amram and Satyre were
starting to ask who the hell was running the freak show that was
the Diamond Empire and its grotesque robosexual-friendly
population.

Then, of course, there was the Curious Case of
Wendy, who was preceded by “Wandy”, half a century ago, a new
“daughter” of CEO Wardiz who existed only for a week before the
newspaper retracted her birth.

Just as inexplicably, Wendy pops up many years
later, and nobody in Cadabra seems to know where the hell she comes
from.

 


**

 


[Snapper Scatt, Reporter,
“Wendy, the Billionaire Princess”,
Cadabra Gossip #240, p.
10]

 


“Vice President Wendy, the only
daughter and heir to the company that Wardiz built, pulls no
punches as she sits down with Cadabra Monthly for an exclusive
interview on electric-powered vehicles, fracking contracts worth
their weight in gold, environmental marketing and, of course,
boys!”

 


**

 


None of it made any sense. Just how did
Blossom so effortlessly manipulate Wendy’s empire to supporting her
during the rape scandal? There was clearly a human mind behind all
the Diamond Empire’s decisions but whoever really pulled the
strings was hidden inside a labyrinth of red herrings and
fictitious hierarchies.

Maybe the biggest con of all, Aaron
determined, was that Wardiz was long dead. It wasn’t long after
Aaron’s exile that he started making connections in his mind and
reconciling the old record books he read. Wendy’s relationship with
her father could only be described as “forged”―especially
considering that she never knew the man. The name Wardiz was an
anagram for “Wizard”, the mythical founder of the Diamond Empire
whom we can only guess was a mechanically ambitious scientist whose
reputation of “magic” was an exaggeration of truth. It’s possible
that there was a Wardiz at some time, but the truth was the man
died years ago on record and no one ever bothered to tell Cadabra
the Diamond Empire was running on computer prompts ever
since.

All anyone knew about Orcim Synyste, the first
non-mythical king on record, was that he championed technology and
created a multigenerational ultracomputer that would undergo a
“patch update” with each new Synyste Emperor coming to power. Their
individual reigns would help to expand the Diamond Empire’s
technology and resources and thus required a new update to the
computer system.

When the Synyste Dynasty finally died out, the
ultracomputer had done a fine job of automating the Diamond Society
as a model empire. Justice was served, rations were controlled and
dispensed evenly and exploitation had practically gone
extinct.

However, the greed Aaron had observed in his
own kingdom surely existed in other kingdoms as well. Profit was at
an all-time low. And there was no leadership, no one the people
could believe in.

 


**

 


[Michael Darkkenus, Author,
“Cadabra Secrets Exposed Vol. 2: Creepy
Organizations, p. 25]

 


The Royal Diamond
Guardians

System of Grades

 


Class 1: The Nursery, mostly consisting of 9-5
working drones, sex slaves, assistant managers and
novices.

 


Class 2: The Silver Grade, consisting of
apprentices, companions, scientists and economists.

 


Class 3: The Mystery Men, consisting of
priests, wealthy overlords, magic practicers, mages, occultists and
devil-worshipers

 


Class 4: The Watchmaker, a theoretical fourth
class of god-like puppet masters who desired human sacrifice to
appease their lust.

 


**

 


Needless to say, Aaron had a lot of time on
his hands, starving in that cave, as surely did the author who
wrote the original book. Aaron determined when the “Royal
Guardians” (sworn to protect the Emperor and his family from five
hundred years ago, the creation of Sage Synyste V) discovered
Wardiz was long gone they determined to create a new character, a
new face Cadabra could look up to―and hopefully restore the free
market back and end this cloyingly perfect automated society with
no global influence, no wealth or upper class to call its
own.

Just as Aaron had discovered in his
whistleblowing quest, the Royal Guardians did name the first Puppet
Emperor Wandy 1.0 but couldn’t cast anyone right for the part. They
probably started casting couches and ran them for years, but no one
had the acting ability and certainly not the “royal
disposition”―the kind that could commit espionage while
entertaining dinner guests.

It took them an entire generation, but those
damned fools finally found the Class 1 “Wendy” actress they needed.
Of course, the Royal Guardians always managed to shape and polish
the “story” as the media would hear it. Every Corporate Empire
needs a sweet and down to earth About Us page, to endear customers
and wash away the unflattering stains.

All anyone was supposed to know about Wendy
and Wardiz would be that they created luxury products for “our
time” and that they championed the common people as free consuming
beings. They sold their luxury products at what they practically
created as “market price”, an affordable alternative to the
untouchable riches of The Kingdom of Gold.

There was a mystery just on the verge of
solving and Wendy, now suddenly very camera-friendly, was the
missing piece of the puzzle.

And that’s when a sparkling thought
hit Aaron who, for the first time in months found a reason to
smile. This can be my legacy. I can expose
Wardiz and Wendy as fakes and find out who really pulls the
strings. Whose hand is behind the curtain and what little person is
controlling the all-powerful corporate face. I can reclaim my honor
as an investigator, a searcher of truth and a courageous
journalist.

Well, journalist / rapist. To be
fair.

Aaron tilted away the self-doubt and tightened
his fist in resolution. He wasn’t done with life just yet. And yes,
all roads really did lead back to Diamonds.

 


***

 


 



Chapter 3: “The Watchmaker System”

 


 


“If we cannot make a difference,
in numbers, in droves of congregated peoples, then war, protest and
freedom are all meaningless. Our patriotism is useless and so is
our Faith, if not for our unity. Deliver us O God, and show us that
you are still here, listening to showers of prayers.”

 


-A Prayer to Fen Mien, spoken by General
Sotter before the Great Battle of Fire, in which thousands died
from rampant flooding

 


 


Wendy was certainly in high demand as of late,
and it did seem that Cadabra’s toiled and meek were putting most of
the blame on her and the Diamond Empire. Sure, Amram was a greedy
old pig, but the miserable little fool earned his money. Many of
the protesters only wanted a free market, certainly not a
government-controlled wealth system like Blossom demanded. But
Wardiz and Wendy were on everyone’s most hated list for their
ruthless corporate tactics and monopolizing of the economy. Wardiz
was the mastermind, but Wendy had the thankless job of making
excuses for him and lying to the public, assuring them everything
was all right as they spiraled into bankruptcy, desperation and
death.

It was about time for damage control and so
the Diamond Empire decided to stage a Cadabra-wide commercial,
aired simultaneously in 100 different spots all around the island,
on city walls, on cave walls and even in the darker shades of
forest. Their technology had reached a pinnacle, to the point where
physical displays were no longer necessary. With the Visajector
2000 Landscape Edition– 3rd Generation system, the Diamond Vice
President could project at an enhanced rate of 10,000 square feet
and allow video-audio messaging to any coordinates in Cadabra,
thanks to Digital Memory with Laser Projection technology—though
the most breathtaking feature had to be the Anti-Aging HD-retina
resistant lens.

Randian and his followers noticed the first
run of the commercial playing on a rather large canyon, just one
mile past the empire’s gates. The people booed and hissed upon
seeing Wendy’s face. Bright-eyed, silver-colored irises and with
the fakest smile possible this side of the moon. Like many of the
Diamond people’s own, she too had the 3D look―the deep colors, the
elongated head shape and the exaggerated physique beyond all normal
proportions. She wasn’t just skinny…she looked almost mythically
thin, more like clay than flesh and blood.

But Randian raised his hand, signaling to his
followers that he wanted silence. If this was Wendy’s explanation
then she deserved a chance to speak.

“Randian, don’t listen to that,”
assured one man to his left. “It’s propaganda.”

“Propaganda?”

“Yes,” said one woman to his right.
“Every villain wants you to feel sorry for her. She always wants to
smell like a rose. But what she has to offer stinks.”

Suddenly a grownup woman’s voice appeared in
voice over, her sharp and sensuous voice shattering the background
noise.

 


**

 


(DIAMOND STAR BROADCAST #933,
brought to you in streaming UHD)

 


“If you want people to love you,
dream. Do nothing else but dream. Your sadness, your failure, will
let you bond with other failures.

But if you want people to hate you, then
achieve something. Follow your passions and check off your goals
one by one. Because the world hates successful people like us.
People who don’t stop dreaming but who stubbornly hold onto to that
visualization until it comes to fruition.

They hate us because we dare to stop dreaming
and start creating. We don’t ask permission. We don’t make it a
“team effort” or a community ownership project. We succeed in spite
of their cynicism. We make them eat their words. We make all of our
own dreams come true.

You have to believe in yourself because no one
else will. No one else wants you to win. When you finally do rise a
notch above mediocrity, no one’s going to give you that extra
boost.

When you finally rise to the top of the
mountain, no one’s going to immortalize your efforts. It’s not only
up to you to dream, and not only up to you to create opportunity,
it’s also up to you to stay on top of that mountain and make them
remember your name.”

 


 


Wendy finally appeared in the living flesh,
dressed elegantly in a business suit and as always clothed in
diamonds and silver. She even wore a diamond-studded hat,
celebrating her wealth and dream fulfillment.

“Hello citizens of Cadabra. I’m
Wendy, the Vice President of the Diamond Empire, the founder of
Diamond Star Technologies and yes, the only daughter of that angry
old curmudgeon Mister Wardiz. Chances are, you are watching this
film and wondering one of a few things. Allow me to put your
curiosity to rest.”

 


Frequently Repeated Whines &
Complaints:

 


You are beautiful! Will you go out
with me?

“Sorry, no! But thanks for asking,
my good man (or Sapphic woman).”

 


I hate you and blame you for all
of Cadabra’s problems!

“I get that a lot. But I assure you
that any tragedy that has befallen your family was not my
intention. I sincerely hope we can let bygones be bygones and we
can work this relationship out. I care about you, I really do.
Please don’t give up on us. I know I can make you happy. Say, would
you like a coupon for a free Diamond Phone?”

 


I think I have discovered a
conspiracy about you!

“I have heard those too and some of
them are really funny! But I promise you, I am not a lizard-person.
And I did not cause the Mienien Genocide, but I’m so glad that you
think of me as that super-organized a person. Can I quote you on my
social network as an endorsement? (Picture me winking)”

 


**

 


Randian seemed more confused by the second
part of the presentation. By the time the third movement came
along, the protesters were laughing at Wendy’s
desperation.

But Randian was new to life and
couldn’t help but fall for the “False Flag Dress”, the sexy plunge
dress in pink, red, silver and yellow patriot colors that well
characterized the colors of Cadabra. Wendy’s twenty-year-old
and well-developed cleavage was quite generous and
certainly knew how to grab a man’s attention. The angry protesters
also included many disgruntled conservative women who were keen on
criticizing Wendy’s sluthood. But Randian seemed taken aback by all
of it.

“Don’t let her silicone fool ya,
Radian,” said one angry carrot top of a woman. “She pretties
herself up whenever it’s time to feed us the bullshit. Because when
you got to lie, always dress up and look your best.”

“I see her body. She told me to
look and so I looked. But I am only interested in her
*words*.”

 


**

 


“A long time ago, I was taught by a
little boy named Alister Appleton that dreaming about success means
nothing. Everybody dreams. But as he looked into my eyes, one
fateful morning, and asked me so callously but so
honestly…

‘What’s so special about
you?’

I have consistently tried to answer that
question every day of my life, not only for Wendy, the Owner and
Founder of Diamond Star, but also as the executive chairwoman of
The Diamond Empire.

When Alister Appleton broke the heart of a
young, foolish girl, so he awakened the beast inside of me. That’s
the competitive drive that my customers expect from the Diamond
Star brand. I envisioned Diamond Star as not only an electronics
company - technology being the last mysterious Wizard of our
changing times - but also as a way of life. We make life
convenient. We give people exactly what they want. We customize
technology to make it practical.

Diamond grew from one small corner store, to a
larger store, to a much larger store, to several stores all around
town, and then as the sole central financer of the Southern Region.
Now, the Diamond Empire has grown into a corporation, certainly the
largest in Cadabra and outgrossing all the royal families, putting
even the Gold Standard to shame.

I have learned to embrace disappointment and
the harsher learning lessons in life. Because if Alister had never
spoken those rude comments to me, I probably always would have been
the nice girl, the un-special girl with nothing but a poem to show
for myself.

Now I have everything I always wanted and
more. I have a three-dimensional empire. Diamond is a metaphor for
the three dimensions of achievement we give to our
people.

1. Transparency. 2. Empowerment. 3. Complete
Freedom.

I also have the perfect body now, god rest
that chubby girl’s soul. I have money. And I have a suitor who
adores me. So I ask you now, Who is special? What makes you
special?

I am Wendy the Diamond Star, the future leader
of the Diamond Empire. And I remind you all, that YOU are diamonds.
You are all special. Because we dare to dream AND we dare to DO.
Let Diamond help you achieve your dreams.

That’s what I’m thankful for.

Oh wait…there’s one more thing too. Robot
slaves. I’m thankful for robot slaves!”

 


**

 


“What?”
Randian looked around not getting the joke.

“Oh here we go,” grunted one
protester. It’s this annoying new thing rich people are doing. They
think if they sing it will endear them to the youth. It’s
pathetic!”

Randian was not impressed but not altogether
disgusted like everyone else. After all, it wasn’t often that a
corporation put together a musical number complete with song to
distract people from moral criticism. Scantily clad robots dancers
accompanied Wendy, creating diamond-shaped choreography with a
stunning new song.

 


SONG 1

“PLEASE TALK TO THE
MACHINE”

 


Thank you all for calling us at
Diamond Star Technologies

Your call will be answered shortly
in the order that you called to me

In the meantime speak your
technical issue loud and clear

Or press 1 or 2 or 3 and listen to
the prompt you hear

 


I am not available to talk in
person with you every day

But if you need a robot’s shoulder
to cry on go and sob away

You’ll see that in customer
service Diamond Star ranks the best

Because we have a robot slave in
every sector to help you rest

 


Robots are hard working and they
never ever unionize

Then they can read your mind and
heart when they laser-scan your eyes

They track searches, record your
urges and show you what you want to buy

They can talk to you all night, as
a doctor, hooker or a Nice Guy

 


Robots never age or puke and never
give birth to twins

They work all night and only break
to refill their leaky oil bins

There’s never any problem with
sexual harassment fees

Because girls know a vibrating
robot always works so hard to please

 


You will notice whether I’m at
dinner or on my cell phone

My voice is curt but friendly and
always at a monotone

Robot customer service is the best
way to avoid lawsuits

You see the robots mimic me in all
the things we say and do

 


Always so poliiite, always so
PC

A robot knows just what to
be

If you talk to one of my robots
you might as well be speaking to me

 


(ROBOT CHORUS)

 


Always so poliiite, always so
PC

A robot knows just what to be

If you talk to one of our robots
you might as well have seen Wendy

 


 


“Hey,” a bitter-looking woman said,
snapping her fingers from way down below, trying to get Randian’s
attention. “Don’t let all that hoopla fool you, my friend.
Distractions always seem to get her and Wardiz off the hook. But we
don’t fall for the distractions. A little song and dance isn’t
going to get rid of us or stop the revolution.”

“Yes. She seems like a friendly
person. But I understand that you are saying it is an act, a
*charade* she uses to fool people.”

“Hate is a strong word, Randian,”
an old timer said, joining the crowd of hollering protesters. “But
I have no reservations saying that I hate Wendy. She has certainly
earned the contempt of her own people. Most people only see the
beautiful Diamond Princess on the outside. The one on the ads, the
one that smiles for the public. They buy her products because they
need to stay alive. But no one trusts her. No one loves her. It’s
because we all know she’s hiding something.”

“Yes,” an angry female rabbit said,
no doubt an outcast from the Commonwealth-Animal Parish region.
“How about we discuss some of those other lovely things she has
said when not in front of a podium or camera. Like…”

 


**

 


[Compiled by the Editors at
Cadabra Smart Donkey,
“The 6 Most Evil Things Wendy Has Ever Said”, Broadcast
#5]

 


“We’re the only company in all of
Cadabra using steam and electronic technology. You’re screwed, you
bunch of homeless monkeys!”

-Attributed to Wendy, Vice President,
overheard at a Technology Convention

 


“How’s this for a motto? You can
buy our medicine…or die!”

-Attributed to Wendy, the sole authorized
dealer of Pilsbury Whole Earth Tablets, life-saving nourishments
provided to the starving children of the Ghetto, with a generous
25% off discount for humanitarianism.

 


“Your stock just crashed…and I bet
against you, you bunch of wormy peasants!”

-Attributed to Wendy, Owner of Diamond Star
Technologies and notorious inside trader

 


“If only I owned a dollar for
every damn I didn’t give about your suffering…oh wait I
do!”

-Attributed to Wendy, Actress,
Writer, Director of the vanity film, Wendy: Queen of Queens

 


“Go ahead and boycott me. Why
don’t you start protesting by starving to death? We are already
overpopulated…but I call dibs on your liver!”

-Attributed to Wendy, part-time
philanthropist

 


“No money? No problem. Our brand
of Diamond Star Suicide Kits only costs you your very last dollar.
Which you won’t need anyway where you’re going,
beeeeyotch!”

 


-Attributed to Wendy, Creator of the first
Suicide Café opened in Cadabra

 


**

 


Randian listened patiently as the people
besmirched Wendy’s reputation and couldn’t help but feel
ambivalent. Yes, he hated the statements that he heard. But the
fact that only people were telling him what another person said was
unsatisfying. If Wendy was truly this evil, he had to know for
himself―he had to hear the evil words coming out of her own evil
mouth.

True, hearing all the ghastly stories about
the Diamond Empire’s selfishness affected him and he couldn’t help
but look at Wendy’s giant face on a nearby billboard ad in a
different light. Suddenly, her fake looking smile appeared smug, as
if taunting those who would cry for vengeance.

Their hatred and negativity started to warp
his own judgment. He felt inclined to resist their energy, if only
so he could learn the truth on his own, independent of their
influence.

Never let it be said that Randian
would attack an innocent person.

For whatever murders he committed he would
proudly answer to them, believing that he rid the world of killers,
child molesters and other lowlifes who only caused suffering to
others. Some said that it was not his place to judge the lives of
others. But that’s where they were wrong. It was his place because
only he was strong enough of a man to do it, and only he was smart
enough to do it with proper justice.

When he thought about inevitably killing
Wendy, if and when she finally revealed her true nature, he already
knew what he would say to her. And so, he figured, as he looked off
at the Diamond Star headquarters, just five blocks of walking
distance away, he might as well say his piece out loud for the
benefit of all his following.

“Wendy, the Diamond Star you call
yourself? You are a *special* case, aren’t you? You have made it
clear that being *special* is so important to you. And yet you hide
behind a kingdom of *robots*, distancing yourself from the people
who have made you rich. Locked away in the highest floor of your
virtual throne room. A technology genius, an innovator. The one
princess smart enough to turn sorcery into a product. And what
secrets do you hold? A princess who builds such massive walls to
protect herself surely has a great secret sin for which to repent.
That is what *I* intend to reveal to the world.”

The crowd erupted into applause which Randian
took to mean it was time to go. He and the others marched forward
to Diamond Star Headquarters where presumably Wendy and Wardiz
controlled their empire.

It didn’t take long for Randian and
his followers, who barely needed a bathroom break (Fen Mien bless
them), to approach the foreboding high tower covered wall to wall
and window to window with the latest installation of high-tech
electronic security systems. The Diamond Security System
5th Generation, was connected to a networked wireless security
system, a 24-7 video surveillance unit with 500 sensors and 1000
cameras, window and door monitoring, smoke, heat, flood, and carbon
monoxide sensors, automatic poison detection scanning, biometric
voice recognition and a remote electric shock defense system,
delivering 200 milliamps of static shock from any of the 20 doors
or 100 windows with easy panic button, which killed an estimated 52
intruders a year. The quirkiest features were the robotic answering
butler and hideaway safe room vehicle, as well as the Ultrahero
Voice Mail System, with built-in programming to dissuade
self-righteous vigilantes from doing something stupid.

Obviously, the front door was locked, but it
didn’t stop Randian from speaking directly to the peephole, very
un-amused that he had to bend over just to speak to the voice mail
system.

“Wendy. I know all about your *back
story*. Alister, the little boy who got away. The cruel boy who
taught you to be cruel. I suppose you blame him for turning you
into the misanthropic monster you have become.”

Just as Randian spoke his last word a tiny
little robot rolled forward, having emerged from the surrounding
wall of the front door. He stood less than four feet tall and spoke
with a neutral humanoid voice, designed to carefully assuage both
the prejudices of both human and robot who hated each other’s
voices.

“Hello, human of great physical
stature. Diamond Star Technologies is closed. Can you please come
back tomorrow during regular business hours or leave a message for
one of our customer service representatives? We always value your
business.”

“Leave a *message*? Yes, I will
leave a *message*. I think you are *evil*, Wendy. I think you are
killing your own people, letting them starve and kill each other
all for your profit. I think you only care about your robots and
what people do for you to make more money. And if you don’t have an
explanation for me then I am here to bring you to
justice.”

The robot’s headpiece began to flash red.
“Please wait. This call has been escalated to the Vigilante
Department. Playing back Default Ultrahero response
message.”

Wendy’s hologram appeared in front of Randian,
a bit too low at first and so the robot adjusted the image to
levitate until they stood eye to eye―Wendy only standing about five
foot five inches to Randian’s monstrous nine feet.

 


**

 


“Hello, valued ultrahero of
Cadabra. I am sorry to hear that you think I am evil or dastardly
and want to either:

 


A.Destroy me.

 


B.Bring me to justice, depending on what type
of hero-vigilante you are.

 


C.Inform me that some hero or villain league
that you are launching is targeting me and asking for my
surrender.

 


D.Try to convince me to stop doing all these
“evil” things and reach my deeply buried humanity.

 


Just so you know here are the answers we have
for you at this time.

 


A.You can’t. I’m sorry. Your request to
destroy me has been denied. I control the largest military force in
all Cadabra and you would expire if you tried to force my hand. I
have always maintained that death is very costly and life is
cheaper. So please, go find a hobby. Violence isn’t the
answer.

 


B.I appreciate your enthusiasm but please be
aware that I own the police. No maniacal supervillain laughter is
required here because I mean you no harm, nor am I in any way
condoning police brutality. I also cooperate with the league of
L.E.E.C.H., the “League of Extraordinary, Earthling and Cadabra
Heroes”, of which I am a prominent member along with Amram, Jaquie,
Blossom and the Committee of Science, Satyre and Lilith, TC Mouse
and Mary. Our goal is to unite on important environmental and
social issues of the day, always mindful to respect each other’s
opinion even if disagreeing about bloody warfare. We can always
disagree peacefully and wag our collective fingers at someone until
they stop. As I always say, put a leech on it and you’ll feel
better. Heh.

 


C.Please be aware that we have five
ultraheroes in waiting, who have promised to rid the empire of me,
not to mention a bunch of revolutionaries, and of course, the
diamond trade commission, who is always fining me for some reason.
I know. Weird, right? They’re fining me my own money for
monopolizing the market I own, but I still sign their paychecks!
Dad always tells me that being a dictator is confusing sometimes.
But hey, that’s called organization. Auditing is always important
to maintain good company culture.

 


D.Now, onto your little quest of trying to
reach my heart and convince me to change my ways. Pausing so you
can react…holler and scream about justice.

 


All right now that got that patriotism out of
the way, right now, you’re probably shaking your fists and spouting
something about vengeance.”

 


**

 


“Yes, vengeance,” Randian replied.
For *justice*. For people who are suffering and *dying*.
For…”

 


**

 


“That’s great! Well, I just want to
reiterate that at Diamond Star Technologies, we do nothing illegal,
illicit or ill-advised. We simply sell the people what they want
because we believe in freedom. We believe in
transparency…

 


We refuse to sell anything that the public
doesn’t want to buy. Now I do understand that this upsets some
people who hate the rich, and who hate people like me because I
have ambition. Well, I would just like to remind you that you are
the reason I succeeded, because I exploited your selfishness. I
gave you the products you wanted. I didn’t give you art that bored
you. I didn’t give you the schooling you needed. I made a fortune
betting against your ‘good judgment’ and exploiting your own lack
of conscience.

 


Now you and your ilk see us
succeeding and winning against all odds, because of my hard work,
and what do you want? Of course, you want ownership. You want my
company to go public so you can own a piece of this successful
franchise. You want the people to control the empire that
I built. Society made it
happen for me? Give me a break. Society didn’t do crap for
me.”

 


**

 


“No,”
Randian said, looking into the hologram’s transparent eyes and
shaking his head in warning. “No, no, that’s *not* what I’m saying.
I think that you…you…why am I arguing with a *prerecorded
message*?”

“Please leave your rebuttal to
Wendy’s message now.”

Randian stared at the hologram in disbelief as
the system loaded its default rebuttal message.

 


**

 


“Whoooooah! That was quite a
response, Mister…RANDIAN. Why are you so angry? I
presume you’re screaming in anger right now, talking about ‘decent
people’, and that decent people wouldn’t let anyone suffer the way
we do. They would give you the very shirt off their backs and so on
and so forth!

 


Well, I am a woman first of all. So I can’t
give you the shirt off my back or else my breasts would be exposed!
(Pausing for laughter and or more violent rhetoric)

 


Let me just tell you, sir, being
a woman in a man’s
world is the ultimate disadvantage. But do I cry about it? Do I try
to force the world to change? No. I reinvent the market.

 


You talk about community? Where was
the community when
I was suffering? Where was society when I was dying slowly from the
inside and out, struggling to speak the incoherent language of the
mainstream? Society was silent. The kind of silence that screams,
‘I don’t care.’

 


Society made it happen for me? Wrong. I made
it happen. Myself. I used society. I manipulated the people’s own
sense of selfishness and animalistic desire and I made them pay me
for their own addictions.

 


Unique Selling Proposition, Positioning
Statement, Targeted Demographics. Or as I call it, the poison you
beg me to give you. I became rich by giving you exactly what you
asked of me. I satisfied you, didn’t I? You didn’t complain a peep
until you heard my name on the news.

 


And now you’re angry. Because you can’t hold
down a job because of your own weakness.

 


Because your poor investments didn’t
miraculously turn out. Because rather than save money like a smart
person you blew it all on recreational drugs.

 


And because all rights have reverted back to
me, I should be the one helping you.

 


You are nothing. You own nothing. Your desires
own you. And now I own your desires. You are the one toiling. Dying
slowly from the inside out.

 


How does it feel? How does it feel to hear the
pitiable, gurgling lament of ‘I don’t care?’”

 


AAAAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAH!

 


**

 


The robot returned with a
disclaimer.

“Please note that Wendy’s
psychotic laughter is not indicative of Diamond Star Technologies’
views or that of its subsidiaries. The evil laughter was purely for
entertainment value and not meant as a legitimate response from
customer service. Thank you.”

Randian and his followers heard enough and
walked away from the headquarters, ready to plan their next move.
Wendy never did have a knack for comedy and her “quirkiness” tended
to rub people the wrong way, often coming across as psychotic
villainy.

Randian and his followers left a moment too
soon, because just moments after their dispersing and moving to a
safe hideout, the answering Butler-Bot started to tip over and
shift its parts forwards and sideways, transforming into a small
smart car.

Wendy slowly emerged from the tiny vehicle,
taking her time and carefully gaining her footing after a tight
squeeze in the mini-car. She looked every bit as radiant as the
woman on TV, this time in full color and in physical
proximity.

She wore a metal dress, an armor-inspired
fashion number with a turtleneck backless design, made from
lightweight metal chains, and a flared A-skirt with
diamond-encrusted stainless steel. No doubt, a tribute to her
mechanical friends.

“Randian,” she whispered, not quite
sure of what to think of her new nemesis but having heard and saw
everything. As always. That was just the Diamond Empire, everything
was recorded and everything placed under surveillance. The Pinkians
may have had records of paper, but in Wardiz’s empire there was
absolute proof in the way of video footage.

Indeed, she was the hand behind the curtain
and made it her business to keep up with everything.

 


 


*Randian’s movements were tracked by way of a
Diamond Phone owned by his right hand and second-hand assistants.
Cameras 3301, 2012 and 984.

 


*Blossom couldn’t stop using her Diamond
VisaPhone projector and thus sent Wendy live footage of her face
and throne room every goddamn second, though she also accidentally
shared plenty of information regarding the Commonwealth’s
laboratories. Camera 10.

 


*Spying on Mary and Salem proved
difficult, since they seemed to be anti-technology for many months.
However, an electronic hovering mosquito camera successfully
penetrated Salem’s Cave in the Garden of Nehustan a few months ago and sent
back data on everything – from the honey eating to the…well, honey
eating that was so popular in that particular cave. Camera
66

 


*Aaron was fairly easy to keep track of, since
he still wore his Diamond cuff links even into the Old Island of
Fen Mien, still pathetically wearing memorabilia from his canceled
wedding in a gesture of self-loathing and delusional optimism.
Camera 2006

 


*Dark Wraith was a big dummy and his entire
headquarters was bugged with explosive devices / cameras, donated
by the not-so-subtly-named group Anonymous Dissenters who just
wanted to help break the Diamond Standard. Cameras 120, 115, 203,
219, 267, 281, 303 and 400

 


*Amram was a foodie and a
gift-sucker of a man, constantly taking bribes, soliciting trades
and giving puppy dog eyes to Wendy and Blossom whenever they
discovered something new in the way of technology or science. His
bedroom, his throne room, his secret nuclear bunk room, his House
of Opula, the Golden Showers Park, the Gold Statue Awards
Banquet Hall, and even his wife’s er,
private area, were all
bugged and constantly sending live streams of what Amram was saying
and doing. Cameras 25, 50, 100, 200, 500, 1000, 2000, 5000 and
10000

 


*Bugging Tom Callin and his new employee Jerry
proved a little more difficult than the norm, since Tom demanded
all of his gift cameras and surveillance systems be torn apart and
examined for spy devices and then reassembled. For him, a bit of a
stretch was required. Literally, as Diamond Star technologies
recently claimed a new patent on condom cameras, allowing visual
and audio streaming of whatever Tom’s member happened to be inside
of, at any given moment. While the streams were not ubiquitous,
Tom’s insatiable desire for sex behooved him to send messages to
Wendy at least several times a day, keeping her abreast of what
drug shipments were being cocked and loaded, and the informant
secrets sure kept cumming. Jerry on the other hand, was gullible
and unwittingly carried cameras wherever he went. Camera 57 and
69

 


*King Satyre shunned technology for the most
part, but his wife’s love of makeup mirrors allowed Wendy to keep
tabs on the two Red’s and overhear Lilith’s messages to her
husband, her maids and snarky soliloquies she delivered to her own
sad, aging face. Satyre also appreciated a bunch of generously
donated Black Diamond-tipped spears (with hidden cameras) as a
gesture of goodwill from his neighbors far west. Cameras 1914,
1939, 1950, 1990, 2001 2003

 


 


The Diamond Empire’s Ultracomputer System was
truly the grand “watchmaker” of them all―a multicast stream of
thousands of live streaming Cadabra channels accessible via
unlimited holographic displays, instantly reporting to her all the
gifts Cadabra had to offer in the way of information.

The Watchmaker Ultracomputer was 132 EFLOPS,
exascale technology capable of surpassing a billion-billion
calculations per second. Loosely based on multi-core processor
architecture, it was a new three-dimensional integrated circuit
design implemented by the last Sage Synyste VIII dynasty before
they vanished.

But Wendy, ever vigilante to her fellow
Diamond people investors who were earth-friendly by guilt, also
ensured the Watchmaker System was a zero-emissions creation. The
fact that her Womancave was kept at a chilly 45 degrees Fahrenheit
reduced the need for active cooling.

The Cadabra-wide Surveillance installation
could detect electromagnetic waves emitted by all Diamond Star
Technology wireless products. Scanning the waves’ behavior allowed
Wendy to visualize any environment in a 3D capacity, whenever the
device’s power was enabled. Naturally, the only way it could work
was to convince her audience that they were, in fact, turning “off”
a constantly running device that was reporting to her video, audio
and kinesthetic data in real time. Thanks to the Ultracomputer’s
superior processing power, almost every person in Cadabra could
“check in” and only the most unusual activity would instantly be
shown on her closed circuit holographic pyramid display of 1000
rotational screens, each camera feed equipped with zooming features
to get a closer, high-resolution view.

Wendy spent considerable time spying on Aaron
since he seemed to be the most active and outspoken, having no
social life to speak of. Aaron figured no one could know that
Wardiz was dead. Because once Cadabra discovered that Wendy now
held all the power, there would be a major power struggle to follow
and people would have to die. The next series of scenarios would
most likely be:

 


1.Amram would instantly end the Diamond
Standard, claiming that L.E.E.C.H. was disbanded and that Wendy was
a child incapable of understanding the complexities of the Cadabra
economy. Appearances mattered and Wendy hadn’t put in enough camera
time to compete with the Kingdom of Gold in brand awareness or
brand trust.

 


2.Amram’s arbitrary ruling would bankrupt
Satyre, who had been using Diamond Standard as an excuse to resist
cooperating with Amram. But with this news, he would have no choice
but to peacefully surrender again, which was unlikely considering
he could just pillage the Borderlands and claim them as his own
rather than cooperate with his enemies.

 


3.This would prompt The Commonwealth and the
Outskirts to attack the Reds, hoping to consolidate power and build
a stronger defense against the Kingdom of Gold, who would now be
perceived as the only threat.

 


4.And Aaron. Aaron was the wildcard,
determined to expose Wardiz’s secret, even though the lunkhead
still hadn’t figured out what it was or that he was dead. He was
miles behind Wendy but still ahead of everyone else who made the
mistake of believing that Wendy, as rich and influential as she
was, could afford not to know everything all the time.

 


5.All the while the people, now living in
wartime paranoia, would begin to turn against technology, steal
illegally and dismiss Diamond Star Technologies as a glorified
merchant, the vassal ruler of a scam artist, and not the Great and
Powerful Corporation that Wardiz worked hard to brand.

 


 


Of course, Wendy could command the Diamond
Empire to go to war and defend itself against these pirates. But
she also knew war wasn’t the way. Wendy knew that the people
weren’t ready for war. Nobody wanted to kill or die, not like in
the days of old savages and Magical Kingdoms. These people wanted
financial news, technological revolutions and battles in the way of
public scandals and apologies. Flame wars. Boycotts. Organized
anarchy.

Robots malfunctioned. Animals killed each
other. Not human beings. This was the way of the future. The road
was paved with diamonds and no matter what the future held, all
Cadabra depended on Wendy to set the example and make the first
move. The Great Watchmaker, as always, had to keep their world
ticking.

The Watchmaker System was a grand achievement
in artificial intelligence.

Within her private lair, she held the keys to
all Cadabra. The information and video footage necessary to run
every last program and protocol that kept the Kingdoms and
Provinces of Cadabra running smoothly. Sometimes she had to prevent
war. Sometimes she had to manipulate people, in order to keep the
watch ticking. Aaron was indeed one step ahead of everybody but two
or three steps behind Wendy.

Wendy gripped her soft hands on a remote
control, repositioning the camera as she looked upon the Cadabra’s
population and their most intimate moments captured on camera.
Naturally, not everyone’s live story was an engaging as the others,
and so Wendy often felt the need to channel flip back and forth
until something of greater interest was spoken…

 


 


Live Cadabra Cams

 


“The Blue Oracle”

 


“The Surrogate God”

 


“The Final Test”

 


“The Hand Behind the
Curtain”

 


 


***

 


 



The Blue Oracle


Chapter 4: “Job
Interview”

 


 


“I pray for the strength to spare
this villain, this creature, this foul demon that is the fruit of
my own loins! I beg thee, God, to give me the patience to not tear
his head from his body in a momentary lapse into nihilism. For he
is still my son, even if he does vex my soul, even if he is an
irritating, dishonest, and feeble-minded reprobate! Make me love
him, God, make me…”

 


-A Prayer to Fen Mien, said by Lord Rexus, the
Father of Baby Satyre, who felt it proper to pray to God before
disciplining his hyperactive child; ironically, Satyre grew up
fearing the prayers more than the spankings

 


 


Tom Callin had just returned to his
headquarters in the abandoned Churches of the Outskirts, no doubt
fatigued from a celebration with the Commonwealth of the Pink Sky,
who were still toasting the reemergence of Queen Blossom Darwin V
to the public eye.

He remembered scheduling a late interview that
afternoon with a new prospect looking for a job. Tom despised
interviews, since he found the process tedious and a waste of his
time. He usually chose people to do him favors, and yes,
occasionally using threats instead of paying money. He liked the
system the way it was, but apparently someone thought very highly
of this “Jerry Light” fellow.

Tom went into the waiting room and looked down
at Jerry who was sitting patiently on the couch. He was an
average-looking genteel sort of guy, slightly tan, and with short
but bushy on top hair. His expression seemed generally confused,
but not so much with the interview–more confused about life and its
absurd minutiae of human interaction. Jerry wasn’t wearing anything
fantastic but it was still appropriate for business. A white shirt,
a black set of slacks, admittedly very professional.

“Hello, I’m Tom Callin.”

“Hello, sir. I’m Jerry Light.” His
voice was proper volume, friendly, though a bit dry.

“Great. Thanks for coming. I almost
forgot about this appointment, but then remembered at the last
minute.”

“Ah. Yeah, that happens
sometimes.”

“Well, let’s begin the interview
shall we?”

“Right. Okay.”

Tom Callin sat down and reviewed Jerry’s
resume. “So Mister Light, let me just ask right off the bat. What
do you think you can bring to TC Mouse Corporation?”

“Well,” Jerry started slowly,
pausing for a moment and giving it some thought. “I think what I
can bring to TC Mouse is a strong sense of reworatacity. I can
ionate duties. I can vintrilicate assignments. I can oxineuronate
results and deliver an effective plan to follow up.”

“Uh huh…”

“As for the quixifications that are
inevitable, well, I think you’ll see from my resume that I can
address those quixifications. With prejudice.”

Tom stared, a bit uneasy.

“Well, I mean legally speaking,
with prejudice. Not like with bigotry.”

“Okay…did you just make up like
five new words?”

“Did I? Well, I have a degree in
language.”

“In what language?”

“Just General Applied
Languages.”

“I see…” Tom said, a bit concerned.
“Well can you please restate what you just said using actual words
that are found in a dictionary not written by aliens?”

“Okay, I can try that. Here’s what
I mean. I can bring a strong sense of…well, in laymen’s terms,
reworatacity means spunk. It means spunk-like
enthusiasm.”

“Are you talking about jizz?” Tom
said in confusion. “You’re comparing your mission statement to a
man’s ejaculation?”

“Hmmm…maybe I should start
over.”

“Yeah I think you’d
better.”

“I’m pretty sure that spunk used to
mean…well anyway. Okay, so the thing I want to convey most is that
I work hard. I take orders. When things get queer, I fix
them.”

Tom tilted his head in suspicion. “Are you
saying that when a man prefers making love to another man, you
advocate conversion therapy to forcibly alter his natural
desires?”

“Umm…well no. I thought queer used
to mean…”

“Okay, so thus far we’ve
established that you have no idea what words mean in the common
vernacular.”

“Right. Well think of it this way.
If I were a square peg and you were a round hole…”

“Whoah, are you saying that you
want to penetrate me? Or are you saying your geometrical shape
makes sexual intercourse impossible? I’m really
confused.”

“Well…okay. See, I’m just using an
analogy that we’re both familiar with to prove a point. My writing
class a long time ago taught me to use illustrations to deliver
emotional highlights in a speech.”

“Well, Jerry, uh, I’m not sure
where you’re going with the analogy but usually saying that you’re
a square peg and I’m the ‘hole’ you can’t fit into doesn’t prove
your qualifications for a job.”

“Well…I guess so. I understand that
there are different…you know, cultures...and some of these cultures
just have a certain way, a certain protocol, when it comes to
discussing sex. So anyway my point was that penetration…well you
used the word penetration. I refer to it as...actually, let me
start over again.”

“Is this your first job interview,
Mister Light? Like, ever?”

“No. I actually used to give
interview questions. I was the interviewer at my last
job.”

“Huh. That’s a scary
thought.”

“Oh yeah, I was intimidating. You
know what they used to call me?” Jerry said with a
smile.

“I…really don’t care.”

“They used to call me The
Rejectinator. Because I would reject applications like a boss. In
fact, I was the boss. I wasn’t ‘like’, I was the boss.“

“Wouldn’t the easier title just be
The Rejecter? Not Rejectinator, which sounds stupid?”

“Well…we were pedants.”

“You were all pederasts? Is that
what you just said to me? Your entire company molested
children?”

“No. Sorry, I thought I said
pedant.”

“Right. You’re a pedant. You’re
attracted to young boys?”

“No! I’m pretty sure pedant used to
mean…well, I’m sorry. I just seem to use a lot of noetic words. I
am gorgonizing that way. Wait…I mean polarizing. Gorgonizing is an
actual word but I think polarizing is the more modern
term.”

“This interview is a disaster,
Jerry.”

“I admit I am little uppity. Do you
have a fag on you?”

“You mean do I have a same-sex
preferring man hanging around here that you can suck on? No, I’m
afraid I don’t. And even if I did give you a job?”

“Uh huh?”

“That is not a perk that I could
provide you. I cannot find fags for you. You will have to go find
them yourself.”

“Oh…okay. I guess I thought fag
meant cigarette. That was my fault.”

Tom shook his head in annoyance. “You are
really gay, Mister Light, I give you that.”

“But I’m not gay. Isn’t that
considered offensive terminology?”

“You mean you’re not carefree and
light hearted? That’s too bad, because I like to employ happy and
laid back people.”

“Oh well…I misunderstood what you
meant.”

“But I will be sure to take note of
your pessimism, general bad attitude and non-gayness.”

“Okay, I’ll tell you what,” Jerry
said, leaning forward and meaning business. “In order to make this
comfortable on both of us…because you know, I can see that there is
some awkward tension here…how about I ask you the questions and you
answer them?”

“I don’t quite understand
how…”

“Right. Okay. So Tom…” Jerry stood
up from his seat and nodded. “What makes you think that I would be
a good fit for this company?”

Tom glared. “Sit the hell down.”

“Well, I’m not sure I like your
tone,” Jerry replied, sitting back down. “I mean, if you took an
escalated call from a customer your tone would be
standoffish…”

“Jerry, stop pretending to be the
interviewer.”

“Okay. I’m a team player, I can do
that.”

“I ask the questions
here.”

“You’re right. You’re a take-charge
kind of guy.”

“Excuse me?” Tom interrupted
politely and with an apologetic gesture. “Are you
retarded?”

“Umm…well…”

“Jerry, the fact that you didn’t
just answer NO to that question concerns me.”

“I can see why. I think my problem
is that I have so much energy…so much spunk…well, okay forget I
said spunk. I’m making it awkward, I know. I have so much
energy…”

“Jerry, I get that you’re special
and can’t answer a simple interview question. But I need to know
are you like the good retard that can do math in your head or like
the bad retard that can’t pull up his pants after taking a
crap?”

“Well, think of it this way, Tom.
May I call you Tom?”

Tom stared.

“I’m the kind of guy who can do
math while taking a crap. I am so productive that even when I am
sitting on the toilet, I can do multiplication tables. Like, in my
head.”

“Jerry, how old are
you?”

“I’m legal age, I assure you.
There’s no problem there at all.”

“Well, you look like you’re almost
my age. And yet you are dangerously unqualified for any position I
can think of. Worse yet, you’re like a manchild. I mean, do you
still breastfeed? Do you still force your poor ninety-year-old
mother to give you breast milk every morning because you’re too
stupid to feed yourself?”

“No, I’ve switched to decaf. Sorry,
I don’t even know what that means.”

“Are you trying to be funny? Or are
you just trying to be fecking stupid?”

“Wow, man!” Jerry said, looking
away from Tom and smiling at the audience. “I don’t think you can
say that word on network television but you are making the censors
earn their pay tonight!”

“Jerry, did you just talk to the
studio audience?”

“Well yeah, but mostly the people
on the balcony. Am I right folks?” Jerry waved to the people in the
balcony. “Let’s hear it for people in the balcony!”

“Okay. So obviously, you’re
delusional and you think we’re on live television.”

“Well, prerecorded to be accurate.
Now can I please answer the question on what I can bring to TC
Mouse Corporation?”

“YES. Yes, please. By all means.
Please show me that you have at least a basic comprehension of
human communication.”

“Okay. I think my greatest asset is
my ability to manage gorges. I can adapt to new working in vitro
fertilizations quickly. And to work productively as a manager or
under a cachinnation device. I also have negotiation
skills…”

“I’m sorry, I’m confused. Did you
not understand the question? I said, can you please say something
comprehensible to me in English. Do you speak English? Do you
understand what having a job means? Have you ever spoken to another
human being at length and engaged in a full
conversation?”

“Well…” Jerry said, trying to
understand Tom’s leading questions. “If I understand you correctly,
I think you’re asking me to explain my resume.”

“No,” Tom said, starting to tighten
his brow in mock confusion. “I’m basically asking you, are you an
adult capable of making conversation with other human
beings?”

“Aren’t we talking right
now?”

“NO. No, we’re not talking, Jerry.”
Tom stared at him, holding his hands on his hips and ready to
strangle someone. “You’re talking to yourself. And I’m really
getting pissed off.”

“I think my problem is that I do
tend to exacerbate people. I think I just have a certain profound
writing ability. The way I put words together, it inoculates
people’s values and strips away their protective veil. I masticate
truth. I’m a masticater. Yeah, a big masticator.”

“Jerry…those words can be found in
the dictionary, I give you credit for that. But the way you just
used them makes no sense whatsoever.”

“Well, that’s your opinion and I
will fight for your right to have it. We don’t have to agree so as
long as we respect each other.” Jerry nodded at the audience and
applauded along with them.

“Jerry, I don’t respect you.
Seriously, what the hell are you doing trying to be a normal person
in the normal world? I mean, have you even seen a grown woman
naked?”

“What?” Jerry opened his eyes wider
and shifted back in his seat. “I don’t think that can make it past
the censors.”

“Are you an adult virgin? Do you
know where babies come from?”

“Well yeah, the uh…you
know.”

“The WHAT?”

“Well you know. The penis…and
the…”

“…Are you telling me you think that
babies come out of a man’s penis?!”

“Wait. I think…no, definitely no.
No. Final answer.”

“Well now I’m really worried about
you. Has anyone ever explained to you about the penis and the
vagina and what goes on down there?”

Jerry tilted his head and thought about the
question, wondering if it was a test or perhaps an impromptu skills
assessment session. “Well…”

“Jerry!” Tom interrupted. “I’m
asking you, do you speak English? Do you communicate mostly
with puppies and kitties
or can you actually carry on a business
conversation with another man?”

Jerry smiled and deepened his voice. “Well,
yes. Yes, I can.”

“Well, please. Show me. Let’s talk
about something. Because I’m wondering whether to give you a job or
maybe take you back to the insane asylum you broke out of this
morning, do you understand that?”

“Well, I have to admit. I did
rehearse some of my interview answers. I just didn’t expect to be
asked some of these hypothetical questions.”

“Wait a minute. You…rehearsed these
answers? You actually put thought into these answers?” Tom sighed.
“Sorry to be blunt, but I’m getting really frustrated with your
complete ignorance as to modern business communication. I mean,
what do you do all day long? Just sit and masturbate repeatedly
chanting ‘I Would if I Were a Fairy’?”

“Only on the weekends. But I assure
you, sir, I have had many jobs in a variety of professions. As you
can see from my resume, I know a number of trades.”

Tom Callin scowled at him for a moment and
then looked at a copy of his resume.

“You can design bombs?”

“Yes, I worked with a man named
Bazzleraff. He doesn’t actually have an address. And I wouldn’t
recommend getting in touch with him. He doesn’t actually like me
very much. Tried to kill me a few times. But he will acknowledge my
name.”

“You design and build
houses?”

“Yes. Although I charge separately
for both. And I have a limit of four stories. I won’t go beyond
that. I do it all myself. No crew, just me, a hammer and a fistful
of nails.”

Tom stared at him in curiosity. “You were a
belly dancer?”

“Not by choice. But I did get rave
reviews.”

“You were a mathematician who
disciplined orphans? I mean…how dumb do you think I am, Jerry
Light?”

“Dumb enough to hire me?” Jerry
said with an awkward smile.

“Okay. I’m going to say this once.
I want you out of my office. Out of the Outskirts. Out of all
Cadabra forever. Or I will pay assassins to kill you. How DARE you
waste my time. Do you understand?”

Tom glared at him.

But Jerry seemed confused. “So…this isn’t a
test question, right? This is just…”

“Yeah. Just me threatening to kill
you for wasting my time. Get the feck out of here.”

Jerry nodded, slowly getting the message that
the interview was not going well. “Right. Okay. Well, I hope that
you’ll consider my application and get back to me with an
answer.”

Jerry extended his hand, which only made Tom
more irate.

“I can give you the answer right
now. I am charging you one thousand dollars for wasting my
time.”

“You mean you’re paying
me?”

“No, charging you. I am so utterly
disgusted at your lack of business training, your lack of life
experience, your total ignorance of professionalism, that I am
charging you a debt of one thousand dollars, payable to TC Mouse
immediately. I mean, I’m not even convinced you don’t still have an
umbilical cord on your stomach and are going to go home and plug
into mommy tonight, okay?”

“So you’re basically extorting
money from me, with the threat of murder?” Jerry nodded, finally
getting the point.

“Yes. If you do not pay me one
thousand dollars for annoying the sweet piss out of me this
evening, I will find you and kill you. Wipe out your family. Make
whores of your mother, wife, sister, daughter and even your
dog.”

“Really?” Jerry asked. “My dog? You
would turn my dog…”

“Yes. Turn your dog into a whore.
Your dog would become a prostitute because of me.”

“Huh.” Jerry nodded. “Well, just to
be clear, I don’t have a
dog.”

Jerry stared at him in disfavor, apparently
standing up for himself. Although Jerry making a serious face, with
his docile eyes and ever-present droll expression, seemed kind of
funny.

“Get the hell out of here!” Tom
said, smacking the man’s head with his own resume. “Your resume is
pathetic. A bunch of lies, a bunch of skills that are not
marketable at all. And you…you…”

Tom eyed the resume in concern, just as Jerry
Light was getting up and walking out the door.

“You put down Salem the Witch down
as a reference,” Tom said blankly.

“Yeah. Don’t you dare turn her dog
into a prostitute!”

Tom stared at him and dueled his eyes. “So
what’s your relationship to Salem?”

“Well…how do I put this
delicately?” Jerry said nervously “She’s uh, what we in the old
platoon called a buddy. A real stand up girl. A real tough
cookie.”

“What the hell are you saying to
me?”

“She’s uh, you know. She’s my…my,
well. This is a little embarrassing to admit.”

“What? Did you bone her? Did you
emerge from her womb? What?”

“She seems to be under the
impression that she’s my…” He whispered. “My sibling.”

“Your sister?”

Jerry shrugged, a bit uncomfortable with the
word. “That’s what she seems to think. And it’s possible, I
suppose.”

“What? You’re embarrassed to say
the word sister?
You can’t just be a normal person and say, ‘I have a sister?’ What
kind of psychopath nutjob serial killer are you?”

“The kind you want to hire?” Jerry
said with a smile.

Tom looked at the resume again and shook his
head. “On the application where it asks for gender you put ‘Well…’
and then tried to write an entire paragraph under the line which is
now illegible.”

“Yeah. I couldn’t really fit what I
was going to say in such a small section.”

“You’re either a man, a woman or a
hermie. So which are you?”

“Well…”

“Jerry, if you say WELL one more
time I’m going to stab you in the face.”

“Don’t you think sexuality is a
more complicated thing these days than just writing down a letter?
Or a number?”

Tom stared in annoyance. “Yes. By all means
explain the number of your sexuality.”

“I would probably put the number
11. When I was a boy I was always attracted to the number 11. I had
a job as a cashier and whenever I would see the number on a
receipt, it put me into a sort of…not really a trance but a sort of
coming of age moment where I realized, you know, that I felt
something amorous…”

“I’m not laughing,” Tom said back
in venom.

Jerry tilted his head trying to come up with a
good explanation. “Okay. It’s like this. A long time ago my father
once told me about this guy who lived in a village. And in this
village he harvested some grain. Now…”

“Jerry, I didn’t ask for a story
about your past!” Tom said in rage. “Now you listen here. I am
going to pull your pants down. I am going to pull your little baby
underwear down off your crotch just so I can see your private
parts. Okay? And then I’m going to tell YOU whether you’re a man or
a woman. Just so you’ll know for future reference. Do you
understand?”

“I think I do,” Jerry said
defensively. “But aren’t you going to buy me a drink first? Or at
least hire me for the job before sexual harassment
begins?”

Tom looked at Jerry a long moment until he
cracked a smile. “You’re the most annoying man I’ve ever met, Jerry
Light. Although according to your resume…” he said, re-reading the
top portion. “You have an alias of Quinn Shaman. What is your real
name, son?”

Jerry thought about the question and smiled.
“It depends.”

Tom shook his head in laughing disbelief. The
man seemed incapable of answering a simple question. He figured
this Jerry-Quinn fellow would be useful at least as a horrorist or
maybe a paid troll. Never before had he met such an agreeable
fellow with such terrible communications skills, and one with such
a natural talent for saying the wrong thing at the wrong
time.

But more importantly than that, he was quite
possibly, Salem’s brother, which meant a direct connection to Salem
and Mary Melancholy.

Tom smiled. “Jerry, welcome aboard. I think I
have a project you might be interested in. Requires a little bit of
character acting, playing a role. But I’m sure that’s well within
your range of talents.”

Jerry smiled back and shook Tom’s hand, quite
proud of himself. Somehow, through dumb luck or random mishap, he
always did ace the interview.

 


***

 


 


The Blue Oracle


Chapter 5: “When Ultraheroes Collide”

 


 


“Lord, I’m just your servant. My
intentions are noble. O Goddess, please don’t turn my own friends
against me. If we cannot rely on the honesty of our friends, our
own families, what do we have? Where is the Love of Goddess, if our
entire civilization is incapable of human decency?”

 


-A Prayer to Fen Mien, spoken by General
Maxie, in the War of Fashee’s Imminence, prayed publicly in plain
view of her soldiers, just in case they were thinking about
betraying her

 


 


Jerry’s manipulation of Tom Callin was a magic
trick all its own, as he knew he needed Tom’s influence and
connections to gain access to the Outskirts and the CMD (Central
Murder District) of the Wilderness, which Tom had colonized in his
latest drug war. The Blue Oracle had appeared to Jerry in dreams
and prepared him for his quest. He was to befriend an Evil Mouse in
his quest to find the Oracle and “save all Cadabra” as the prophecy
kept repeating, ad nauseam, until Jerry finally agreed to go on the
quest.

Not that Jerry was anything close to an
informant or a spy. His whole “shtick” of being an obnoxious troll
was not an act. He really did just lack people skills and did
really annoy people…and yes, he did occasionally make jokes to
people who were listening in the audience―and who were, of course,
not actually there. Blame it on bad parenting, not to mention the
fact that he lived alone in the Commonwealth for a few years, doing
massive amounts of psychedelic drugs and watching old stock footage
of late night comedians from a discarded VCR in a case that washed
up on shore. Jerry instantly knew what he wanted to do with his
life. He wanted to be on television, interviewing guests, mocking
the guests and making studio audiences laugh.

Of course, a hundred odd jobs would have to
suffice until then. His father once called him a “jackass of all
trades”, meaning he could con his way into any job, only to be
fired within a few days of revealing his egregious
ignorance.

But first, he would have to find Blue Oracle
and deliver the all-important message to it, or them, or whatever
phase two of this fellowship-quest-thing would prove to
be.

Although Jerry didn’t really focus on his
magic studies in wizard school, any half-assed warlock could hear
an oracle when it called to him.

Jerry-Quinn. You are Cadabra’s
last hope. You must set things right, where things have gone wrong.
You must find the Blue Oracle that calls to you.

“And then what?” he would always
ask in dreams.

You will know what to do when you
find it. You will
know what has happened, when you find it.

“What, am I going to ask the Oracle
to dinner? Help me out here.”

Don’t be afraid. All of Cadabra is
counting on you. You’re their-

“I know,” he repeated in unison
with the voice. “Their only
hope.” He made a crinkly face. “Seriously,
do I look like a guy with any hope?” He waited for the studio
audience to quiet down and smiled.

You must find the Oracle. Or else
many people will suffer.

“Yeah I know,” he said
tiredly.

Many people will die if you don’t
find the Oracle in time.

“I know!” he said. “I hear you. I’m
going!”

Find the Oracle. You’re
are…

“Our only hope,” he repeated in unison. “I know. Believe me, just to stop
you yapping about it is incentive enough.”

Jerry always found the voice of the Oracle
vexing―or was the voice not actually the Oracle and just a
secretary speaking on behalf of the Oracle? He was never quite sure
about that. But unlike the invisible studio audience who generally
laughed at his jokes and supported him, the Oracle was always
making demands of his time.

Thanks to Tom Callin’s provided weaponry and
armor, TC Mouse’s newest employee Jerry Quinn was able to ensure
safe passage from the Outskirts to the Ghetto Revolution, where Tom
had him deposit a shipment of Man-Eating Plant, and then through
the Borderlands, the Kingdom of Blood and the
Wilderness.

Along the way of this long and arduous
journey, Jerry had an interesting encounter.

He did a double take on a large nine-foot-tall
black man going by the name of Randian, or at least that’s what the
sea of people surrounding him chanted.

“Huh. Well that’s not something you
see every day.” Jerry cautiously approached the mob, protected with
his TC Mouse Armor and a hand laser, but still all too aware that
Randian looked like the kind of man who could flop him around like
a rag doll at any given point.

“Hello!” Jerry said with a wave,
approaching the mob at six a clock. “I mean you no
harm.”

Randian looked down at Jerry and snorted,
while the others continued chanting.

“Hi. I’m Jerry Light. Quinn. Or
Quinn or Jerry for short. Well, preferably Jerry…well, call you me
what you will. I am a man of many names.”

“I have no need of using any of
your *names* until I know who you are and *why* you are
here.”

Jerry stared at Randian, mirroring the black
man’s own stoic and angry voice.

“Indeed. And I you. So let us
*exchange* *names* and *missions*, *shall* *we*?”

“My name is Randian. I am here to
*destroy* the Diamond Empire.”

The crowd cheered.

“My *name* is *Jerry*
*Quinn*.”

“You already told me your name. I
do not need to hear it again.”

“I am *aware* of what I *need* to
*hear* and *what* I do *not* *need* *to* *hear*,” Jerry said,
trying hard to deepen his voice and raise his volume, the same
amazing way Randian overemphasized certain words in a spirit of
hostility. But…Jerry could never quite get the angry ultrahero
voice down. Eventually, his voice dissolved into a scratchy cough.
He decided to give up the ultrahero voice for now, if for no other
reason, than because it made him sound sickly.

“…Sorry. I meant yes, I am
aware.”

Randian tightened his brow, not quite sure
what kind of being he was looking at. “And what business do I have
with you, *little white man*? Why are you dressed like a
soldier?”

Before Jerry could answer, members of the mob
spoke up.

“Would you let a poor person starve
to death?”

“Of course not,” Jerry
said.

“Do you believe in
freedom?”

“Well…yeah.”

“Do you hate the rich like we
do?”

Jerry tilted his head. “No, not
really.”

Randian and the mob eyed him in distrust and
Jerry took a few steps back.

“I mean deep down…aren’t all rich
people poor in their own way?”

“No Jerome, the rich are *not
poor*. What a troll thing to say.”

“Randian, honey,” a woman said. “I
think this Jerry fellow is a bit touched in the head. Don’t kill
him. He doesn’t know what he’s saying.”

“I have no interest in killing
innocent people or mentally-challenged people. I have only come to
uproot *Wendy* and her Diamond Empire of *tyranny*.”

The crowd cheered again.

“And you, *Jerome*,” Randian said.
“I do believe you are a man with a functioning brain. Therefore, I
invite you to come with me and I will show you why the Diamond
Empire is *evil*. I will show you the damage they have done to poor
people.”

“Oh,” Jerry said, his eyes lighting
up and with a blushing face. “You mean…like a date?”

“What?”

“Are you asking me out on a
date?”

“What is this *date* you speak
of?”

“Well you know, when a fellow and a
lady get to know each other. Are you asking me to
dinner?”

“I have no plans of *eating
dinner*,” Randian said, a bit miffed at all this distraction. “I am
going to show you what this Empire has done to the oppressed and
the hungry. My only intention is to take this *dinner* you speak of
and deliver it to poor people.”

“This isn’t a date!” a woman next
to Randian yelled to Jerry. “We are on a mission of revolution. You
can join us or you can die.”

“Or stay out of the
way!”

“Yeah or stay out of our
way!”

Jerry thought it over a long minute, making
Randian and the mob impatient.

“All right. I’ll go. Can you at
least buy me some soda pop?”

“If you are thirsty then you should
*drink*. It is the right of all men, rich or poor.”

“Awesome! Let’s go!” Jerry said to
an applause from the mob, finally reveling in what seemed, for all
practical purposes, to be a living studio audience.



 


The Revolution Mob traveled to one of many
Diamond Suicide Cafes. They were a new café / bar / restaurant
chain that offered refreshments and the chance to humanely end
one’s own life. As the disparity between the poor and the rich
grew, many people decided that suicide was preferable to living
under Wardiz’ ruthless economic “food chain”. Debt was almost a
sentence worse than death as merchants would chase down poor people
and cast them out to certain death in the Borderlands or
Wilderness. In such a cutthroat “free market” as the Gold and
Diamond Standard, no one was allowed to “barely exist”. No one had
the right to live and prosper, if their debt and lack of
profitability brought other people’s finances down.

Your rights to life end where my rights to
enjoy life begin, or so was the common adage passed around among
the top earners in Wardiz’ empire. Some of Wendy’s recent
controversial comments regarding the plight of those in poverty
didn’t help matters.

 


**

 


[Compiled by the Editors at
Cadabra Smart Donkey,
“The 4 Most Heinous Things Wendy Has Ever Said at a Charity Event”,
Broadcast #22]

 


“Poverty and mental illness will
be forever linked. One simply does not want to be a janitor if he
is mentally sound. Women are not attracted to poor men. Poor people
don’t procreate superior children…they spawn criminals. Who in the
hell argues for the right to be a homeless person?”

-Attributed to Wendy, at the Diamond Empire’s
Charity Ball

 


“Turning the mentally insane and
the unemployed into some sort of usable product would be the next
macro evolution in modern economy…At the very least, put them in an
income-producing zoo and let other people throw things at
them…”

-Attributed to Wendy, at the Diamond Empire’s
“Against Mental Illness” Awareness Campaign (Of course, “against
mental illness” taking a whole new macabre meaning)

 


“I see no reason why a poor family
would not abort their ‘accident’ babies and save us all the stress
of raising children our society didn’t ask for.”

-Attributed to Wendy, at the Diamond Empire’s
“With Liberty and Abortions for All Charity Picnic”

 


“Poor people smell weird too. Is
it just me?”

-Attributed to Wendy, making a rare appearance
at the Gold Kingdom’s Golden Theatre Awards “Diversity” Charity
Benefit

 


 


The advocates of the low-income class,
actually championed the Suicide Cafes as a subversive retort to
Wardiz’ laws. But their sarcasm backfired, as the Diamond Empire
took their mock endorsement of the Suicide Café as post-ironic
agreement. Peaceful suicide soon became a trend and every time
someone decided that life was too expensive to keep living, their
deaths went live all over Diamond Star camera media. Wendy began
reading tributes to the dead on the Diamond Radio show, hosted by
entertaining personality Hephaestus and saluted them for making the
“right decision”.

Suicide suddenly became known as the
“courageous” and “considerate” thing to do among the rich and the
tactics worked, increasing the suicide rate while also increasing
morale among the Diamond Populace. By the time the peace advocates
took back their endorsements of Suicide Cafes (now dreadfully
glorified rather than sarcastically criticized) the idea of eating
a good last meal, conversing with friends about old memories and
then putting yourself to sleep was actually part of the Diamond
Empire’s culture.

Olimpia Sanmann, the creator of the mobile
suicidal gas room, received an honorary award for her creation at
the Golden Theatre Awards and a “Watch of Honor” from Wendy
herself. One thing is for certain: no one could accuse the Diamond
Empire of lacking sympathy for the chronically
depressed.

Randian took Jerry and his followers to the
Suicide Café on Talus Road so that they both could see the
devastation occurring among such civilized people. The crowd waited
outside and dispersed, as Randian and Jerry talked business. Many
of Randian’s people knew what the Café was and couldn’t stomach
being inside.

“This is where people come to
*die*, Jerome Quinn. You look at what is happening here and tell me
that this Diamond culture hasn’t resulted in unnecessary
*suffering* and *death*.”

The clerk at the café bar turned to all of the
new guests and smiled. “Hi there. Are you here to die or just
watch?”

“I am here to show my friend Jerome
just what *evil* is occurring at this establishment.”

“Great! Help yourself to a free cup
of hot chocolate and marshmallows, big buddy.”

Jerry nodded, signaling that he wanted a cup.
“I appreciate you calling me your friend. It’s hard to make friends
in this day and age. Well, you know, with the death and human
poaching and all that.”

Jerry and Randian watched as a mother and her
three daughters entered the Café after them.

“I am here to die, me and my
children,” the woman said to the clerk.

Jerry and Randian were disturbed. Randian
walked forward.

“I am sorry to hear you have made
your decision. Have you really thought this through?”

“What?” she said, quite alarmed at
Randian’s size. “Egads! You are quite a giant, aren’t
you?”

“I am a big man with a big heart. I
would like you to reconsider. If not for yourself, then for your
*children*.”

“Nooo, nooo. It is better this way.
You seem like a nice a young man. The world will be kind to you. To
an unwed mother with three daughters and no job, the world is not
so kind.”

“If you are *unhappy* then move to
another place. If you are in need then reach out to someone who can
*help* you.”

“Ohhh you are so kind. But no,
there is no one left to help a poor woman like me. There are no
shelters like there used to be in the old days. The Commonwealth is
overrun with hybrids. The Red Kingdom and Gold Kingdom are
unwilling to house refugees. That only leaves the Borderlands and
the Wilderness where we will die terrible deaths. I would prefer to
kill my own daughters humanely then let an animal or human being
rob them of their dignity.”

“This is *not* acceptable to
me.”

She smiled and touched his sternum, the only
part she could reach on the giant. “We have nothing left. Those of
us who were broke and living in poverty have only one way out.
Humane death. Otherwise, it is just a matter of waiting. We lied to
ourselves for so long, telling our children things would get
better. But, no. They never do. Stuff of fairy tales, that’s all it
is.”

“What if…what if *I* gave you a
place to stay?”

The woman pouted in frustration. “Why? So I
could give hope to my children for one more week? You want a
forty-eight-year-old woman as a wife? Three children for an instant
family? Of course not, nobody does! You want me to live with you
until things get better? This is wartime, my friend. We are all on
the clock. Get out of here while you can. Things are only going to
get worse.”

“Hey!” the clerk said, folding his
arms and raising his voice. “Stop trying to scare away my
customers. The fact is, Wendy is doing everyone a favor. Remember
years ago when suicide was illegal? We were jailing people for
trying to stop the pain of terminal disease. Wendy is giving the
people what they want.”

“*You*? You
want to tell *me* what to do?” Randian said, turning his fiery eyes
and heaving body over to the clerk. “Speak to me again and see
which of us *dies* in this Suicide Cafe.”

“No, no,” the woman said, putting
her hand on Randian’s hips. “This isn’t the way. More violence is
only going to play their game. Give them exactly what they
want.”

She met his face, looking upwards and sighing.
“The truth is I am finished with this life, young man. I am curious
to know what God has for me on the other side.

“What if he has *nothing*? And this
is it?”

“Well,” she shrugged. “It was a
good run.”

She turned to her daughters, the whole lot not
even ten years old, and clapped her hands in excitement. “Come on
children. Let’s go watch a movie.”

Randian and Jerry stared uneasily as the woman
and her children walked into a theater situated at the southeast
end of the Suicide Café. The song was particularly
disturbing…

 


“It’s a Cruel World, isn’t it?…It’s
a Cruel World, isn’t it?…It’s a Cruel, Cruel, Cruel, Cruel
World…”

 


After the song played, no doubt an infectious
soundtrack that always encouraged the Brave Ones to sing along, a
video played featuring Wendy’s soothing voice.

“So your journey has come to an
end. It’s brave of you to say that. It’s smart of you to see the
writing on the wall. Be glad that you have the intelligence and the
inner strength to admit what so many people are afraid to
say.

I just want you to know that Diamond 3D
supports your decision, although we don’t endorse suicide, we
endorse freedom. We are aware that sometimes living a poor, painful
and meaningless life is the most miserable option.

People deserve their dignity. They deserve to
have their wishes respected. Most importantly, people should not
have to endure pain. Children should not be forced to live in a
world they cannot survive in, to suffer and die in cruel, terrible
ways at the hands of barbarians from surrounding
kingdoms.

At Diamond 3D, we want the end of your journey
to be something beautiful. Something precious. So we have arranged
a hologram showing you some of your life’s highlights.”

“Miarna MacCoy, this was your
life!”

The woman and her daughters watched the screen
nostalgically as the video played some familiar moments in a life
thoroughly lived. There were video highlights of vacations enjoyed
at the Diamond and Gold Kingdoms as well as the happy moments her
children were born. There were also some funny episodes included in
a montage, all of which brought smiles to Miarna MacCoy’s
teary-eyed face. The grief of her parents dying was also featured
as Miarna learned how to come to peace with death and
change.

“For you, Miarna MacCoy, life was
all about finding the right family. After being abandoned by your
father and losing your mother prematurely, you were able to be a
good mother to your children, born out of wedlock, and probably
because you forgot to use Diamond Star Condoms. That is, until you
ran out of food and had no choice but to end your life journey. I
hope you have learned something from this wild escapade called
Life. Because we have certainly learned a lot from you.”

More footage was shown of Miarna buying
products from Diamond Shopping malls and some of her favorite brand
names were highlighted for the benefit of the viewing public
outside the theater, who was being shown the same tribute
film.

“We have enjoyed the time we spent
together. Thank you and we bid you a fond farewell, as you go
onward to your next journey.”

“I love you, mommy,” said one
child, obviously knowing the certain future.

“We’ll see each other again, baby.
I know we will.”

Suddenly, the café went dark with a red disco
light spinning around the room, letting the public know that
another person had bravely taken their last breath. Gas was
released inside the theater and the MacCoys were put to death with
grace, respect and dignity.

“Next!” the cashier
screamed.

“Now tell me what you see,
*Jerome*. These people have *hardened* their hearts. Do you not
feel *repulsed* when you see a mother of three children lose all
will to live?”

Jerry looked into Randian’s eyes and stood
silent, giving it some thought.

“Well,” Jerry finally said with a
firm head shake. For my entire life, I’ve seen people. And they’ve
seen me.”

“Yes?”

“And well…that’s where things get
complicated. Now, to tell you the truth, times are hard. And life
is well…I hesitate to use the word complicated, because I don’t
want to sound pretentious. But umm, well I might say life is
sometimes hinky.”

“*Hinky*? Life is *hinky*? This is
your reply to me?”

“Well,” Jerry said tilting his head back and forth nervously,
knowing Randian wanted a more emotive answer. “Let me put it this
way, Randian. All of my life, I’ve known people. People will be
people. But the most important thing I’ve observed…”

Jerry began pointing confidently, reaching a
crescendo, “…is that we are all human. Now, Mister Randian, I think
that you have the right idea. I think you have a lot of good ideas
and I think it’s obvious that you take your work very
bombastically.”

Jerry cleared his throat and continued
gesturing wildly, as if this was an intense talk show interview.
Randian listened in tight-face confusion.

“I’ll tell you what. I’m going to
explain once and for all my views on all this war, and poor versus
rich, all of it. Okay?”

“I am listening. But *not* for much
longer.”

 


 


“Okay…so…once upon a time, a mutant
rooster went up to the barn to crow. He went: ‘cock a woof meow
oink who!’

 


The ducks, cows and chickens looked at one
another, not sure of what they just heard. ‘What was that?’ a
little chick said.

 


‘It was my crow.’

 


‘That didn't sound like a crow.
Roosters are supposed to say cockadoodledoo.’

 


‘But if every rooster already says
cockadoodledoo, why would I want to keep repeating what they
already say?’

 


‘Because, they'll think you're
stupid if you keep saying it that way.’

 


‘Meh, I dunno.’

 


‘How about you try it? Just say
cock - a - doodle - doo. Go ahead and try it with me.’

 


‘Cockadaaaa...cockadaawoofmeowoinkwho!’

 


‘Tsk,’ the chick said, flapping his
fuzz and walking away.

 


‘That's a horrible noise,’ the pig
said.

 


‘Ugh’, the duck said, quacking away
in disdain.

 


‘Mooooooove out of the way,’ the
cow said.

 


All the farm animals grew weary of listening
to the mutant rooster make his call. Eventually the chickens chased
him away to a corner near the coup, since he obviously couldn't do
it right. Another rooster took over his crowing duties and went to
the top of the barn every day. And then the farm lived happily ever
after.

 


Until...

 


One day a dog came roaming around the farm. He
was a stray and looked rabid and hungry. The mutant rooster was
near the coup and saw the dog. He ran closer to the barn and cried
out:

 


‘Cock a woof meow oink
who!’

 


The animals ignored him. But the dog heard the
WOOF part of that crow and took it to mean that his kind had
already infiltrated the farm.
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