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“Some days you wake up and immediately start to worry.
Nothing in particular is wrong,

it’s just the suspicion that forces are aligning quietly,
and there will be trouble.”

Jenny Holzer





For Her

Your heart stole my soul
Your imagination stole my hand

Your beauty stole my dreams
O’ cruel passion

I love every bit of you
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Stage 1 — Germany Germany 

1  — Germany Germany

“Will you alter the world?”

The dream ended the same way it always did, pushing him back into 
reality, breaching the peace, slamming him into the now, taking him 
away from the question and any chance of answering it. 

He sat bolt upright, balling his fists in his eyes and wiping away 
the mist as he came back to life, entering into the morning of their 
part of the world. 

Panic kicked and his gut dropped as he noticed the time and 
realised how late he was. Jumping out of the small bed in the small 
room, he dragged on his old t–shirt and shorts and sprinted for the 
classroom.

Warm, moist air of their island filled his lungs and powered his 
pumping legs as he raced through the pain. Over brush, under 
branch, around stump, vines and tall reeds whipping against his 
bare legs. Hands pushed, palming off incoming debris, blindly 
running.

“Shit, shit, shit.” He thought as he broke through the light jungle 
at the edge of the beach and the morning sun hit his still blurry 
eyes. He looked down at his watch and willed it to stop, just for a 
minute, in a vain effort to pause time.
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Clear sailing now though; he looked up, soft white sand for about 
half a mile, obstacle free and flat. He kicked his flip–flops off and 
sucked down a few gallons of salty sea air before shooting away again. 
Pacing diagonally to the lip of the oceans waves, where the sand was 
just solid enough to allow him to sprint well, before straightening 
out; head down, hands flat, he clenched.  

Powering on, the old wooden hut came ever closer. One last push 
and striding jump before his wet feet slapped against the dry wood 
porch, toes gripping, skin grating, bringing him to a halt.  

“Just take a moment Germany, get your breath; get your breath…” 
He whispered, saliva glands in overdrive, gulping, slapping sand 
off his shorts, running moist palms and sticky fingers through his 
strong, black hair. Then; back straight, face wiped, shirt pulled, hands 
clasped and ready. 

“Well, Germany? Are we going to be granted with your presence 
any time soon? Enjoying the morning sun are we?” The voice called 
out from within, rounded with power and humility and followed by 
a selection of giggles from giddy teenagers.

“Da … Sorry, Mandrake, sorry, the, you know, the thing, it, well, 
I just, look, I’m sorry.” He walked through the doorless entrance and 
stood before his father and the class. Palming the back of his head 
and ruffling his hair, unsure what to say, late again. Sixth time this 
semester, four of which were on his father’s own month, he could 
only think it was because of what the others were doing when they 
shuffled off to the other side of the island at night, causing him to 
strain, making him weak the next morning. 

He quickly scanned around the faces, all sat grinning, chewing on 
pencils and slouched, but quiet, starting to glisten as the cool morn-
ing air began to heat with the suns climb.

“No excuses Germany, what’s that? Six days now, this semester 
alone? I’m afraid you’re going to have to come back after your du-
ties this evening.” His father walked close to him, meeting eyes. Tall, 
strong, they looked exactly alike except for age, seemingly the only 
thing between them being twenty–six years of time passed.

“Luckily for you however, it seems you have some powerful allies 
among your peers.” He pointed at the class and shot half a grin out 
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of the side of his mouth. “Given the choice, they decided not to start 
without you, a show of solidarity. Lucky now aren’t you? Take your 
seat.” He turned and walked slowly over to his desk. Picking up the 
chalk and scribbling on the board whilst Germany shuffled along. 

His father was right; he was popular among the youth of the is-
land, twenty of them more or less. Young, bright, coincidentally all 
between the ages of 12 and 18, the thirty or so kids took their three 
hours of schooling a day together.

Basic principles of numeracy and literacy mixed with a specialisa-
tion throughout their semesters, based on a typical school calendar. 
Taken in turns for a month at a time, the specialisations ranged from 
engineering through carpentry, agriculture to metallurgy, and finally 
to Mandrake Germany’s subject; Government and Philosophy, abso-
lutely necessary given the current plight of the human race. 

He moved away from the blackboard and turned to face them. As-
tute, his face was tanned and ridged, eyes keen, housed in furrowed 
sockets that radiated eminence. His hand twitched and he caught it 
mid flight, some bug that never stood a chance, and crushed in his 
palm. His reactions were almost of a superhuman nature, fast and 
cunning, sharp as cut diamond, trained but with the fluidity of im-
mense natural control.

The whole community respected him, once a high–ranking gov-
ernment official, before their escape, they had much to learn about 
him, but there was much more he would never tell. They all under-
stood he was pivotal to their community well–being and future, 
and he understood that future had to hold purpose. That was his 
job, to see to it that the island population never forgot what they 
were, and to continue to strive against not only the natural difficul-
ties that surrounded them, lack of food and power and time, but to 
understand they could push against the political and governmental 
structures they had chosen to flee. 

The class sat there in silence at a point when they would normally 
be doing everything in their power to torment their teacher. No paper 
aeroplanes flew, no notes were passed, no noises were made. Just quiet 
breathing, a silence more of respect than fear, they knew what he had 
done for them, and they knew the vitriol with which he spoke.
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He was halfway through his second rotation teaching and it was 
just as awe inspiring as the first. They had learnt so much about their 
past and he was just starting to touch on the real dark material; their 
present.

“Now, Germany,” he stepped away from the board, walking down 
the middle of the rows, the sound of breathing heavy in the air. “What 
is today’s subject? Please read out what I’ve written up on the board.” 
He pointed behind him as he walked to his son. 

Germany respected him but always held onto a silent fear of him. 
His dreams harboured memories on to which his waking conscious 
could never fully grip. Powerful visions and prophetic thoughts that 
eluded him, remained out of reach, just enough to stop him asking 
any questions. For the time being at least.

“America; the wrong ideals and its apathy.” He answered, sitting 
up straight in his desk, knowing he was about to be picked on for his 
knowledge of the subject, as well as for being late.

“Correct, so, we’ve got our title.” He turned again and walked to 
the front of the class, perching himself on the front of the old wooden 
desk. “Now, tell me what it was that Washington Irving said; what 
were his thoughts about Americans, all those centuries ago, that so 
adequately predicted the future?”

Germany was eager to answer and honed his thoughts, no room 
for mistake, not now. He grinned and looked around, the eyes of the 
class were on him, waiting for his answer, trying to scorn him with 
their silent thoughts, their teen competitiveness getting the better of 
them, all the eyes, all but hers.  

He smiled inside, fixed his jaw and felt the rush of adrenaline pump, 
his bare feet on the dry wooden floor searching for tactile feedback. 
He brought his hand up around his chiselled face and through his 
hair again.

He was masculine beyond his 16 years, handsome and rugged 
even with his young skin. Only a thin film of fluffy facial hair gave 
any true indication of his age; he could have played a fresh faced 
25 year old with ease. 

Teeth clenched, silence inside, the sound of waves crashing out-
side. Plain smells immediate, wafts of the sea trickling through. 
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The moment, set before him, and focus. Composing himself like 
his father had taught him. It was his nature, in their nature, the 
Germany’s, to raise to their challenge and face it perfectly, without 
tremor. 

“He said that Americans want something to rally round; some 
brilliant light to allure them from afar…They want something to 
attract and concentrate their affections…” 

“Outstanding, young man,” replied his father with a sharp clap 
of the hands.  “All of you, now someone tell me what that means? 
Someone let me know where’s it brought us? Anyone?” 

Germany saw her wriggle and knew she wanted to answer, he 
scanned quickly to see if anyone else was going to speak up. The 
waves continued to crash outside, but the silence remained inside, 
until her soft tones began.

“I have something to say…” 
“Ion, please, go ahead,” Mandrake Germany gestured toward her 

as he made himself comfortable again on the desk.
“You see, it’s all cultural evolution. That entity, that concept, that 

semi–conscious zeitgeist of not only America, but the West as a 
whole, it moved forward, and it wrapped itself over and over with 
ever more fervent and backward lust.” Germany admired her wide 
eyes as she looked around.

“A monster grew instead of a wonder. Instead of finding their 
allure from the right reasons, from the principles that we on the is-
land believe in, even, from principles that had negotiated the suc-
cessful elevation of the human species to its previous level, they 
went the wrong way. Searching and lusting after pride, infamy, no-
toriety, stardom…Celebrity, to be admired for and out of, well…
nothing?”

“An excellent contribution, Ion,” their teacher smiled, “Would 
anyone else care to take on the baton? What came next?” 

Germany had little choice, he would have Ion’s full attention, and 
he wanted after that more than most things. 

“Well,” he turned to face her, narrowing out the rest of the class 
and calming himself, “that concept caused the star to be borne, and 
from that star, Celebrity gradually pulled itself free, leeching from 
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its light, and steadily draining all those that got caught in its pull. 
It brought about the terrible pit of human waste that exists across 
the globe now.” His voice sharpened, rising in volume and hardening 
in tone. “These infectious ideals eroded a lust for all that is life, and 
all that is to achieve, to learn and to love. Step by step they turned 
our civilisation into a hunched half–breed, literally at capacity with 
perpetual morons who lust for something that does not exist. A con-
cept that grew so twisted, mushroomed so powerfully that it laid the 
foundations for men to step up and take what they did not deserve. 
That which no man deserves, that which was fought against with 
such spirit and will that we thought it could never exist again. But 
without the use of weapons or the authority of violence and force, or 
military might, it reared its terrible head, and swept the world. Abso-
lute power, in the hands of the few, and those few achieved it through 
that concept of Celebrity.” Germany took a breath, heightened emo-
tions and senses swept through him.

His father rebounded: “But Germany, hasn’t peace been achieved 
between East and West? In fact, on a global scale through this con-
cept? The unprecedented collapse of organised religion helped, 
though, they did bring a new one now, didn’t they? The Benefit? But 
still, global peace, the first time in the history of man?” He looked at 
his son with fake curiosity, as he knew the answer, but wanted to hear 
it from Germany’s lips.

“That peace is at too great an expense.” He looked his father dead in 
the eye. “As faith was swapped for selfish lust, for undeserved notori-
ety, our lives changed, the world changed, ultimately becoming some-
thing weaker, disembowelled, and that is what lead to the Madagascar 
Triple Exit Initiative and why we had to run. Why this last outpost of 
sanity in a world rampant with self–obsessed madness, unexpressed 
fear, hollow lust and passion, unaware captivity, bound with this idea 
of Celebrity, is now our home.” He looked around, trying to control 
his heart. The subject, that word, almost rhythmically ground into 
them since they moved, conditioned against it, to make sure they, 
their children, could live at their last outpost as free people. 

Germany clenched his fist, raised his arm and pointed toward the 
entrance, out to the sea, out to what lay beyond, out to that other world. 
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“Scholarly virtue, righteous honour, majestic duty, uncommented dig-
nity and nobility, all were sold into the gutter for greasy self worth, the 
admiration of fools, weak profit and sycophantic approval…” 

His father stood from his desk, sweeping in and taking the 
stream of thought and conversation from his son without an-
nouncement and with perfect ease. “…And that was just the begin-
ning, when people were turned to it naturally, before the serious 
levels of thought persuasion.” He walked toward the open door-
way. “It tares me inside to think of the great things our wonderful 
race could have achieved, if it were not for the rapid plague–like 
expansion of Celebrity.” 

Dressed in simple khaki shorts and a plain, purple t–shirt had 
no look of a fervent man, but they all knew what he was. 

With his back to them, he watched the wind pass slowly through 
the trees as he shifted his gaze across the beach and to the ocean. He 
turned to the class and smiled, putting his hands in his pockets and 
leaning forward. Continuing up on to his tiptoes, he raised his eye-
brows as if to provoke some sort of reaction, and Ruffin broke in. 

“Individual self determination and actualisation were keynote 
themes that, in a by–gone age, brought about the rapid expansion 
of humanity’s moral and technological advances.” 

“Excellent, Ruffin,” Mandrake applauded, leaning back on the 
heels of his feet and bowing his head slightly. “But what of the hu-
man race? Some have always had this drive, have they not? Their 
inner need to be recognised, to be the leader, to be the alpha male in 
a pack, to stand out and be loved, admired? And equally, there has al-
ways been the want of others, perhaps another intrinsic need, to have 
someone to admire and look up to. To find the brightest star amongst 
a group of individuals and bask in their glory, in a vain effort to se-
cure the knowledge that there is something greater to aspire to, there 
is something more, even something different, that is captivating and 
alluring that builds on the norm and stands out. Literature through-
out the ages has played with this concept this seemingly intrinsic 
tome of man, if any of you paid any attention to your reading list you 
should have read Brave New World by now?” He looked around the 
class to a sea of blank faces and closed his eyes slowly.
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“Even in their clinical world of hynopedic suggestion and associa-
tion raised reactions,” Ruffin Griffin spoke up, shuffling in his chair, 
now his turn to try and please the teacher and divert the attention 
of Ion. “As completely tuned to their role and existence as they were, 
they still lusted after Celebrity, their lives, perfect and whole, safe 
with unbridled technology, levels of criminality and economic secu-
rity, the natural flaw as it is seen pulls them toward the Savage and his 
differences. They are drawn to his outstanding nature, away from the 
paradise they exist in, to the dark pixel in their otherwise white ex-
istence.” He settled again, looking around the room for gratification 
from the rest of the class, and, spying Ion looking at him, shooting a 
quick smile. 

Germany huffed a column of air out of his nose and looked at his 
rival. Ruffin was arrogant and clever, questioning and cunning, he 
had a natural ability to convince the lesser teens in their group to 
follow him in pursuit of activities they shouldn’t be doing. Tall and 
skinny, his elongated limbs were housed in tight pale skin that exac-
erbated his sinews and bulging veins. Thin shoulders carried a de-
ceitful face, as if bred from generations of underground villainy. A 
tall forehead leant over deep and dark eyes, gaunt and grey, he always 
looked like he was hungry, and without cause, whether he was or 
wasn’t he seemed to be plotting constantly.

“Arh, well done Ruffin,” Mandrake announced the victory in his 
answer to the class as they giggled again with teenage spirit. “So, why 
didn’t the system work; why, in fact, if there are people who want to 
lead, and people who want to follow, are we now at this juncture in 
our history, where there is nobody that wants either, there is only 
the want to be recognised, by whatever means? How did The Benefit 
come about and take over so rapidly?” He resonated on the last of 
the sentence. 

“Well,” Germany and Fourth Aswellass spoke at the same time, 
the low jowly rumble from their fat friend reverberating around the 
room. Germany leant his head forward, giving him a chance.

He cleared his throat a few times, not one for speaking, preoccu-
pied with the feelings of others to care to interrupt, speak his indif-
ference or put anyone out. A listener, his young, caramel and taught 
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skin was at full elasticity, pert and springy, the fat would win sooner 
or later and his entire body would sag, but for the time being, he was 
round, pert and jovial. Only worrying himself with his issue of con-
fidence. “Well, the communications revolution?” He looked down at 
the desk, pushing a pencil around with stubby pig fingers. 

“Go on, Fourth,” Mandrake encouraged him.
“Yeah, go on,” Germany spoke up and smiled, followed by other 

calls from around the class for him to speak. 
He looked up again. “The cost of media reached zero, didn’t it? 

After the first 25 years of the internet, after global courts deciding 
its information, its knowledge were a right and not a privilege, af-
ter projects to supply data instead of water took over, globally, the 
planet had access. A nightmare, a utopia, either way, it just mush-
roomed a concept that was born with the first printed page. That one 
person, could be so easily doted upon, followed and praised, that to 
chase them, to replicate them, to preach them, became occupations 
in themselves.” He smiled and went back to pushing his pencil as Ion 
leant forward and ruffled his hair. 

Ion shuffled again, easily gaining the attention of the class. “These 
occupations, like Fourth said, just mushroomed, laying the ground 
work for our present. An incessant need for self worth came about, 
but for all the wrong reasons. Once an inventor, turned into wannabe 
personality in a minefield of gutless whores. Once a budding rock star 
prodigy musician, morphed into an image, a tattoo or t–shirt bearer 
who wants, with jaded passion, to be known, admired and praised, 
with no merit or worth, lazy and dull — freaks without a cause.” 

Germany leant back on to the two hind legs of his wooden chair, 
now openly smiling at the girl, she turned to him and looked straight 
back, confronting his gaze with her piercing green eyes. He threw a 
Bic biro into his mouth and looked around at the rest of the class.

The small building shook with a sudden gust of wind that flew in 
through the open door windows with a howl, whipped up the dust 
and pushed a few scattered papers off their tables. 

“All excellent points there boys and girls,” Mandrake broke out 
through the wind and walked back into the rows of chairs and pupils.
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He picked up the e–Ink tablets and shifted around the room hand-
ing them out. “Let us explore some ideas of self–actualisation…Also, 
I think cross referencing any thoughts you have on religious aspects 
would be fruitful.” He spoke in a slow and thoughtful voice. Steady 
and reserved, ready to really begin his teaching, to do what he could 
to help secure what little future their small community left, to try 
and make sure that they were never able to make the same mistakes 
he once had. 
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Stage 1 — Germany Germany

2 — pat ienCe

“…and, in conclusion, as Professor Frank Furedi so eloquently put it 
in his 2005 essay, Age of Unreason, these types, the concept, the un-
dulating malignance of celebrity ‘proved effective in marginalising 
critical thinking, rationality and moral literacy’.” Germany scribbled 
on his tablet his final thoughts.

“At a critical point in the turn, the ‘big–shift’ as it has become 
known, the moral and cultural literate were beginning to get battered 
at every corner. Self–actualisation shifted from being intrinsically 
bound to the selfless public virtue and the expedience of civilisation, 
to the need of the one. To a solitary being with a single, unprece-
dented aim; to be noted as a worthy recipient, by others, for praise 
and for doing nothing. Mental and physical preoccupation with this 
aim opened gaps in all society. Gaps so colossal in size that, the ones 
who had tried to resist saw it their duty to step in and reorganise the 
others. To grab what they could and altruistically create new govern-
mental paradigms that worked alongside this moral hole and void of 
labour. For the benefit of man, and so, ‘The Benefit’ was born.”

“That’s enough,” he thought, the sun having set, the cold sea breeze 
beginning to whip around the room, causing his shoulders to shud-
der. He clicked down on ‘save’ with the tablet’s stylus and shifted to 
his feet, walking to put it back in the file–like charging dock. 

Turning toward the open doorway he quickly glanced over his 
shoulder, spotted the thin hive of insects that had gathered around 
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the single light bulb, swinging gently from the centre of the ceiling. 
He flicked it off and stood outside, his eyes adjusting to the dark, the 
moon beaming a silver needle along the gentle ocean surface and he 
stretched, clicking his back into place and stepping off into the cool 
sand. 

“Germany?” Her soft voice crept over the light sound of the 
evening waves.

“Ion?” he replied, trying to hide the kick of adrenaline he had just 
received from the voice sneaking out of the night.

“Hey, I thought I’d come to see you finishing up, we can walk back 
to the houses together?” Their eyes met in the dark. He noticed the 
glint of silver over the green expanse of her pupils that mesmerised 
so many of the boys of the island.

“Sure, that’d be great. I’m starving though, mind if we don’t hang 
around?” he replied, as always trying to abate just how excited he was 
to see her. 

She murmured in an affirmative manner and they began walking at 
a decent pace along the beach. Soon hitting the slight jungle trails that 
would lead them back to their small settlement, he watched her from 
behind as they filed one behind the other, to fit on the small path. 

“What did your dad have you writing?” she asked with genuine 
curiosity.

“You know, just the normal, going over the past, looking at the 
present. I was thinking about moving on into the future but I hit his 
word–cap so I left it for tonight.” He tired to make out her pert rear in 
the dark. “I heard everyone is going down to the cove tonight?” 

“Yeah, just the usual I’m afraid. Ruffin and Fourth have made some 
more of their home brew so most of us are planning on getting pretty 
wasted, come down, Germany?” she asked, turning and tugging at his 
loose t–shirt.

“Yeah, yeah, sure, wouldn’t miss it for the world, you know me, but 
look, are they going to be getting the stream–tablet out again? You 
know how dangerous it is?” He replied with slight trepidation in his 
voice, turning her and pushing her gently to continue walking.

“Look, don’t worry about that Germany, it’s just a bit of fun, 
what’s the matter with you, big old boy like you scared of a bit of 
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TV?” She turned quickly and jabbed him this time as they walked 
through a particularly thick area of brush.

“Hey, I’m my father’s son, and it’s not just TV is it? It’s The Ben-
efit…who knows…look…I’m just worried something’s getting 
fed through to the others and they don’t realise it you know?” He 
pushed some branches out of their way and led her through.

“I know, Germany, I know, but look, we’ve got something those 
poor saps around the world don’t have, don’t we?”

“And what’s that, Ion?”
“Your dad of course, he’s made sure we’ve all got straight heads 

here.” She turned to him and her eyes glinted silver–green again, 
piercing the thick jungle night. 

He coughed. “Right, right, yeah, I know.”
“So anyway, just don’t go telling anyone, you know, it’s not as if 

we get chance to have any bloody fun on this island anyway, now 
is it?” 

“Not really, but that’s not the point, we’re not here to have 
fun…”

She interrupted him. “Of course not, but what are we here for? 
What are we, fifty families? It’s not as if we can create a resistance 
now is it? We’re here to preserve the old ways? To make sure civi-
lisation doesn’t fade away? We blinked and it was gone Germany, 
there’s no going back.” Her red hair began to glow as they exited 
out of the jungle and onto the floodlit entrance to their little vil-
lage. 

He grabbed her arm and turned her toward him with unexpect-
ed force. “Listen Ion, we’ve been here for a year now, we’ve set our 
foundations, and the pieces are laid out, we can survive here as a 
community for decades, if not centuries if we’re left alone, that’s 
plenty of time to think. There may even be other settlements some-
where that make contact…don’t give in…” He drifted off slightly, 
realising he’d overreacted and she had been twisting him for a re-
tort.

Looking up at him from below, lips pouted, red swirls waving in the 
wind. “Sure, Germany, you’ve got the right idea.” She grinned. “Look, 
go get some food, you need the sugar, I’ll see you down at the cove.” 
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He let her go and she darted off, turning an arm backwards to 
wave at him as he walked along the street, further into the tiny com-
munity.

“Germany! Food’s up!” He heard his mother shout from down 
the road. He shifted his attention quickly and ran toward the house, 
up the small set of stairs of the tiny four roomed wooden building. 
Exactly the same all the way along their single street. Their frame, 
design and stature were calculated so by some of the great engineers 
they had on the island. 

Easy on resource, maximising on space, efficient to construct but 
solid in a storm, they had put them up quickly and without any real 
hardship. 

He patted the thin wood of the wall as the smell of the kitchen hit 
him. 

“Sit down and get stuck in Germany, your father and I have already 
had ours, so just help yourself to the rest.” His mother said, hugging 
him as he walked to their small dining table. 

“How was your detention son?” His father asked as he rose his eyes 
from an e–Ink tablet.

“Thanks Mum.” He smiled. “Yeah, Interesting as always, Dad,” he 
finished, sitting down and tucking into the gigantic bowl of stewed 
lentils.

“How so, Germany?” his mother asked, as she came to sit at the ta-
ble, wiping her hands with a small bit of towel. Both before him now, 
smiles on their faces, interested in his thoughts, in his expressions. 
Wanting to know the fruits of their son’s intelligence and imagination 
combined. 

Always actively encouraged, they loved him in droves, never failing 
to encourage him at all corners whilst trying to distil an air of humility 
about his person. Encouraging debate, personal fitness and creativity, 
everything they needed on the island, and to secure a fruitful future.

“Well,” he said, gulping down the food and water before him. “I can 
see things coming together, you know?” He laughed slightly. “Dad’s 
doing a good job with us, I know he’s keeping everyone’s attention, 
even if he does pick on me a little bit.” He looked up over his spoon as 
he continued to throw back the stew, waiting for a reaction.
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“Hey, that’s not quite fair now is it?” His father looked over at his 
wife who was beginning to scorn him with furrowed brows on her 
pretty face. “Look, if he wasn’t late all the time I wouldn’t have to keep 
him behind, or ask him extra questions would I?” He finished with 
a smile.

“Your father’s right, Germany, he can’t be seen to be giving special 
treatment to you can he?” His mother also let a small grin go, as if to 
acknowledge their family banter.

“Well, there’s really no chance of that happening now is there?” 
Germany replied.

“Okay, okay, enough.” Mandrake stood, discharging the playful 
quarrel. Moving across the kitchen with his empty plate, placing it in 
the sink and running a touch of water over it, he turned and leant on 
the counter, “So, what can you see coming together?”

“Well,” Germany began, taking a gulp of water and wiping his 
mouth. “Society shifted, right? Over the course of hundreds of 
years, and through the advent of technologies like the Internet 
and the communications revolution, the concept of Celebrity was 
born, gathered pace and finally started to take over.” He looked at 
his mother who was wiping the table now and moving over to his 
father slowly. “You know the drill, we got to that point, where eve-
rything was in such a mess that the ones who had resisted the chase, 
the thrill of Celebrity came together to resolve and find a solution. 
As industry and government and creativity and the plain ability 
for the layman to think independently and coherently was falling 
apart, they gathered to solve the problem. World conference after 
world conference, like the ones you went to, Dad, and gradually, 
they started to think of ways that worked.” He looked at his father, 
who nodded and pulled his wife toward him for a hug whilst they 
listened to their son. 

“Society took a shift, there was a scramble, things rearranged 
and things settled again, just different from before, humanity was 
preoccupied and dull and lethargic but working at least. Then,” 
he looked down at the table and pushed a large crumb around, 
“as things started to get really bad, well, then there was the Triple 
Exit Initiative, and, you know, it all started to go wrong, didn’t it? 
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The intricacies of a reformed society were preyed upon by those 
who had pushed for them in the first place, and as the Initiative 
gathered in Madagascar for their final meeting, certain things were 
decided.” He looked up, his head remaining slightly bowed. “Dad, 
were you…”

“Don’t Germany.” His father coughed as he moved away from 
his mother. “I mean…Don’t you want to go and catch up with your 
friends?” He walked over to him, pinched his shoulder lightly and 
smiled. “They’ll be at the cove pushing back Ruffin and Fourth’s 
home brew by now won’t they. Don’t want to miss out on changing 
your state of mind do you? I guess Ion will be there?”

Germany rose from the table, squinting at his father who had sat 
back down at the kitchen table with his tablet. “Yeah, I said I’d head 
down after I’d eaten. I guess I’ll shoot off,” he said, moving his plate 
into the sink and kissing his mother on the cheek.

“Well, take care, don’t get too stupid, you know, you can’t be late 
for school again, and you’ve got a day full of chores, and it’s getting 
hotter all the time,” she said, giving him a peck back.

“I know, I know,” he turned and shot out of the door, shouting on 
his way. “I’ll see you in school, Dad!”

His mother turned back to his father. “What are we going to do 
with him, Mandrake?”

He palmed his face and breathed out slowly. “The time has to be 
right, Grace, he’s too full of ideas at the moment, he’s still young, 
his own ideals are forming. He couldn’t understand what we went 
through, what I had to do. I’ll figure out the right time though, we 
can’t keep it from him forever. Just promise me Grace, you’ll let me 
do it, it has to come from me?” He looked up at her, across the table 
as she sat down and pulled his hands towards hers.

“Of course, Mandrake, just be wary in finding your time, we can’t 
wait forever.” 

…

He jogged around the spiked rock wall, into the shallow water and 
back up onto the sand, where the rest of the island’s adolescents had 
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gathered. Walking up the slight incline, out of the water, he paused to 
wipe his hands dry before he heard the scream. 

Primordial, the silhouetted hulk charged toward him, arms out, 
giant hands pulsating, “GERMANY!” the entity roared, followed by 
a mighty crunch as a wall of flesh hit him and they both rolled back-
wards into the cold sea.

He leaped up, flicking his head back, eyes darting, deep breaths 
and flaying limbs, ocean floor and liquid springing into the night.

“Fourth! You son of a bitch!” Germany shouted, lightly punching 
the hulking teen raising out of the black night water and letting out 
a guttural laugh.

“You’d be late for your own funeral, Germany,” Fourth replied, 
jumping back out of the water and slapping him on the back. “Where 
the hell have you been?  We’re well into the brew, and by god.” He 
kissed the air. “It’s going down a treat.”

They both walked up to the small fire where the other eleven old-
est teens out of the group were sat about talking and watching their 
stream–tablet.

“Jesus, Germany, looks like he really took you out.” Ruffin laughed 
from the other side of the fire. 

“What the hell do you expect? The huge lump came out of no 
where.” He replied with another laugh as the huge container was 
passed to him. He took a large gulp and winced as he scanned for 
Ion. 

“Hey, Ruffin, where’s Ion?” he asked, passing the container back, a 
little spilling over the fire and igniting instantly.

“She’s over there.” He pointed further down the beach of the long 
cove. “Hey, leave her for a minute, come on, join us here.” He mo-
tioned his arm to come and sit down. “She’s just star gazing, but 
we’ve got all the really interesting stars right here.”  He pointed at the 
stream–tablet that he had in his hands, flooding his face with blue 
artificial light and laughing hysterically.

 The rest of the crowd bust into manic laughter as they recon-
vened from the temporary interruption. Ruffin set the tablet down 
in the sand, jabbed at it a few times before it began projecting onto 
the wall of the cove, a large viewing screen, poor in resolution, 
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but easily watchable. A disgusting looking human walked into the 
camera frame and smiled. Teeth black as tar heroin and skin that 
resembled polished brass, worked too hard for too long. It hobbled 
over and took a seat in the middle of the projection. 

“I’ll give it a miss tonight guys, I just fancy talking,” Germany re-
plied, trying to avert his eyes from the images on the rough stone of 
the cove. 

Fourth laughed from his large belly. “Yeah, that’s what you always 
say Germany.”  He turned his back to him as he zoned out, transfixed 
by the images. “You’ll come to your senses…you’ll…” He trailed off, 
his jaw becoming slack, neck back, head raised, and gone.

“Ion, can I come talk?” He posed the question whilst walking over 
to where she was lying. 

“Yeah sure, sure thing Germany,” she replied, shifting herself 
around, onto her front, digging her elbows into the sand, resting her 
head in her palms and staring out to the moonlit ocean.

“What are you thinking?” he asked, sitting down next to her, plac-
ing a hand on the small of her back.

“They were talking of getting out of here, before you came over, 
Germany,” she said, still staring out.

“Really? Shit. Bunch of fools. I didn’t think The Benefit could work 
that quickly.” 

“It’s just the booze talking, I think. That projection, it’s something 
else Germany, you should hear the stories. They’ve been at it all night, 
but,” she turned to him with a slight wobble in her head, “I think 
they’ve just got delusions of grandeur. You know, they, they think 
they have a good story to tell because they’ve been on this island, 
they think they’d have a shot at The Benefit, the fucking idiots, they’d 
never get on. They want to go back to it all, Germany, they want to 
leave and try and get on The Benefit.” She sighed turning back to the 
ocean.

“Well, Jesus, I thought they’d start to get sucked in but…I hoped 
they’d be stronger than that. I have to tell someone, I have to tell 
my dad.” Surprised with anger seeping through, he gripped two large 
handfuls of sand and lifted them, the grains pouring out from his 
fingers.
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“Look, don’t, I shouldn’t have said anything, I shouldn’t have said 
anything. I’m a bit tipsy myself, I’ve been at that bloody juice you 
know.” She sat up and crossed her legs, still transfixed by the sea. 

“Let’s get out of here, give you chance to walk off some of the brew. 
Those guys won’t be much action for the rest of the night now any-
way, especially if I’m around, they’re even less likely to bother trying 
to talk.” He rubbed her shoulders.

“Okay, Germany. Isn’t the beach and ocean and moon just perfect 
at this time of night?” She smiled at him, standing to her feet, strug-
gling slightly.

“It’s pretty special,” he replied, concentrating more on trying to 
get her to stand up straight. He grabbed her and pulled her along, 
around the group, all still motionless, watching the projection as 
their fire burnt out. Nothing but The Benefit in the minds now, the 
stories and the eyes of the Fasters, those great stories and the people 
telling them and whatever else they spliced into the stream. He shiv-
ered as they waded into the shallow water, his only half dry shorts 
quickly soaking the sea water back up. Around the cove wall, back 
to the main beach, dry sand, her hand slipped into his without him 
even noticing.

“What do you think, Ion, do you think they’re serious about going 
back?” he asked her, taking slight advantage of her inebriated state.

“Probably not, you know, they’re a bright bunch, but not a patch 
on you, and they don’t have your patience or control, they’re just not 
well equipped enough to plan their way out of this place. To keep it 
behind the back of everyone else, to plan ahead far enough, they’re 
too busy getting drunk and sneaking away to watch the thing to do 
anything about getting involved.” She swayed as she walked, but Ger-
many was encouraged by her fairly coherent and truthful answer. It 
was getting colder as the moon rose to its peak, the only light in the 
sky.

“Right, right, well, what do you think, would you go with them?” 
he asked her cautiously, putting slight pressure on their holding 
hands.

“Oh, I don’t know,” she sighed. “I mean, probably, there’s not much 
for me here now is there?” She turned around and pulled his hand 
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onto her flat belly whilst wrapping her free arm around his torso, 
pulling their bodies tight.

“Jesus, Ion, I love you, but I thought we’d talked about this? I 
thought we understood.” He growled slightly, pushing her away as 
she went onto the tips of her toes and bit his lip. 

“Fucking…!”
She stumbled back and laughed. “You know what, I would go! 

Of course I would. I’d get right on whatever they managed to string 
together with their fucking stupid ideas, and I’d get the fuck out of 
here.”

“Come on.” He struggled to embrace her. “You don’t mean that?” 
He held her head to his chest and felt her heart beating. He loved her, 
he wanted her, but there were questions, nothing was ever simple, 
even on this island, in the middle of the ocean, hidden away, left to 
their own devices, their microcosm of civilisation remained imper-
fect. They remained, with all the trials and tribulations that could 
occur anywhere else on the planet, or at least could have occurred, 
before The Benefit changed things so dramatically. 

“Probably, I don’t know.” She pushed him away. “We’re here aren’t 
we Germany? We’re on this fucking island for the duration, aren’t 
we?!” She shouted at him, raising her arms, cat like, drawing a beauti-
ful raging silhouette in the moonlit night.

“Well, yes, but, things, things might not be that simple, Ion,” he 
countered, trying to keep his side of the argument open, knowing 
what was coming next.

“Fuck you and your ‘things are never simple’ Germany. We’re here, 
you’ve said over and over, we’re here for decades as individuals and 
centuries as a community, there’s nothing stopping us from just work-
ing away, and existing, and the one thing we’ve got, the one thing that 
this island might give us hope, give me hope…!” she jabbed herself in 
the bosom before catching her breath, “…is love, the only thing we’ve 
got here is heart, and you’re denying me that?! What the fuck are you 
waiting for, Germany?” She turned and sprinted into the night.

“Ion!” 
“Don’t you fucking dare follow me!” she shouted with a slightly 

turned head before disappearing into the dark jungle.
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He sprinted a few leaps before quickly reducing himself to a walk 
and finally stopping.

“Fuck!” he shouted into the night, running his hands through his 
hair, placing himself down on the sand, sitting cross legged and look-
ing out at the ocean. 

He felt the large gulp of home brew he had swilled earlier kick–
start in his stomach, it was beginning to work his way into his blood-
stream and his mind began to wave. Thought processes following the 
mesmerising tidal motion before him and mixing with the adrenaline 
from their argument. A sick meditative state. Young and terrible, his 
conscious and questions and quarrels and ideas and beliefs rushed to 
the forefront of his thoughts and he lay back, staring up at the stars. 

His parents, their faces wondered passed his minds–eye, their vis-
age almost solid on the oils of his periphery. Ion stood naked in his 
imagination, her perfect shape, her delicate Celt complexion, long 
red curls of hair floating over pert breasts, smiling, huge green eyes 
drawing him in.

The fight to stop himself, to fight against her beauty, to bring him-
self to face the reality that surrounded him, that effected them all. 
The possibility of almost certain death, the ignorance of the others, 
the fact their current output was significantly below what they need-
ed, their choice of island, ill–advised and out of necessity. The simple 
things were bad enough, fear inducing in their own right without his 
father’s hints at something more.

 The piecemeal drips of hope that his Dad gave him. Germany and 
his own delusions of grandeur. The idea that he had something to do, 
something more, something to prove, something that would be all 
consuming and relentless, and his endless love for her that backed 
him away.

The layer of downy hair across his body pricked as a cold breeze 
swirled up and over him, before disappearing with a quiet whistle 
between the trees behind. 

Always the thought of something more, the accepted notion that 
he would never be satisfied, that he would never recognize what 
was before him at face value. The fact that as the adrenaline flowed 
ever more readily through his veins, pumping his heart hard and 
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fast, he knew there was something more to him, to his reason, to 
the point of his very existence. 

But she was right, there was love, there was the capacity to have 
heart and to give that heart to another, there was the notion that they 
would be on the island for the of their lives. He did love her, she did 
have his heart, but she wanted more, she was physically attached and 
wanted their bodies to meet. She is only human, and even though the 
pickings are few, she would not give him forever to find his answers. 
There would be a point where she would turn her back and it would 
all be gone, their love, lost and just out of reach, behind the bars of re-
gret and self loathing and from having the possibility of two avenues, 
he would be reduced to none. He knew that if she gave up on him, it 
would be too late to explore the other without regret. If by her own 
choice, she left his side, there would be nothing, but he had to chose, 
he had to make that decision. To stop waiting and embrace her and 
everything they had, or to continue to wait for something more. 

“Hey, mind if I join you?” Her calm voice crept out of the jungle 
behind him as he heard her feet push down in the light sand.

But not yet though, he thought to himself, that choice can wait just 
a bit longer.
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Stage 1 — Germany Germany 
3 — Death

She’s waited this long, he thought as he looked at her, not aged a day, 
three years and nothing, even in this heat and sun and sea salt air. 
Her face, alabaster white, a few freckles on the bridge of her nose 
maybe, hair in curls, red like fire, eyes green and deep, lush and entic-
ing, just as intimidating and inspiring as ever. 

They walked and held hands, as they did every evening along the 
beach, when it was quiet, after their work. Closing in on twenty years 
now, neither of them needed to school any more, although both of 
them still enjoyed private talks with Germany’s father. Loosing them-
selves in the politics, the debate about their future on the island and 
possibly futures for the rest of the human race. Thoughts on uprising 
and The Benefit, their broadcast, how it had begun to take hold of 
their fellow islanders and what they might have to do when those 
who still hung onto their freedom were outnumbered. 

The setting sun to their right, out, over the coast. The sky flaring 
auburn and red and orange and light blues, blending and shining 
with Ion’s curls. Tranquil, the water trickled and the fresh air pushed 
around them in short bursts, flicking their loose garments against 
their toned and matured bodies. 

And I’ve waited this long, he continued to think, their hands 
clasped, he glanced a look at her whilst she spoke on. 

“…I really love the smell of old books, you know that, we’re run-
ning out of them though, they keep getting lost and….”
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No answers though. Three years gone, in the blink of an eye, 
three years of labour and learning and nothing to satiate his in-
ternal monologue, just continual voices, just more questions. His 
mind was wondering from their conversation, as it did more and 
more each day. As every day passed and less was obvious and more 
was obstructed by ideals and beliefs and structures and politics. As 
the fog remained stagnant and his questions, his fears, his hopes 
and dreams and curiosities, as the culmination of his emotions to-
wards the politics of their day, combined with his love for Ion and 
his family and hatred of everyone else. Angrier, fury bubbled in the 
pit of his belly. 

The work, the mind numbing and futile maintenance of their 
meagre existence at the back end of nowhere as they discussed and 
talked about politics and planned. Planned to plan, a useless loop. 
Planned to sit down to talk about resistance, infiltration and to do 
something, to begin to act on what they had been talking about for 
so long. Resistance.

But just talks, no action, no forward motion, too much to do, they 
had become their own worst nightmare, banality in the face of great-
ness. The others had begun to quit, to fall apart, to fall inward and 
threatening to bring the rest of them toppling down alongside them. 
To question the reasons for their actions, the patience of all was be-
ginning to wear thin and matters could only get worse.

“Germany? What do you think?” She stopped and turned to face 
him.“Yeah,” he hesitated, “yeah, great idea, shit, sorry, I don’t know, 
I lost track, what were we talking about again?” He pulled his hands 
away from hers and rubbed his temples simultaneously. 

“I knew you’d drifted off!” she exclaimed with a smile. He bowed 
his head slightly, embarrassed, knowing that his inability to pay atten-
tion to anything was becoming more and more apparent. Swamped 
by his own thoughts, possessed with the need to know what the step 
ahead was going to bring, before his foot was even placed and with 
each step unanswered, his anger grew.

“Can you ever forgive me?” He brought his head up and grinned. 
“You know one way,” she said feverishly, slight trepidation in her 

tone and she bit her lip.
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“I thought we’d stop talking about that? No more arguments wasn’t 
it? That’s what we agreed on?” He walked around and ahead of her 
briskly.

“Oh, come on, I was only joking!” She jogged to catch him, some 
water flicking up around her as they moved from the last of the shore 
to the islands single road, now a year old and still aiding transport 
of goods and supplies from one side to the other by the ones who 
remained active and working.

“I know. I know, look, I’m sorry about the distractions, I’m sorry 
we’re stuck on this island, I’m sorry my father is who he is, and I’m 
sorry I’m the way I am. Time, it’s just all weird and fucked at the mo-
ment, it’s fucking with my head, it’s been treating me with contempt, 
I don’t know what to think or which direction to go in.” He turned to 
her as she stepped up onto the concrete.

She could see something in his eyes, she could feel a renewed sense 
of urgency in his voice that scared her. “Hey, look, I’m here for you, 
we’ve stuck together haven’t we? I’ve not walked away have I? We love 
each other, and I know there’ll be a time when we’re together. I know 
you’ll eventually come to your senses Germany.” She smiled as she 
stepped passed him, trying to help pacify his thoughts, his mentality. 

He pushed his hands into the air whilst stepping to follow her. 
“There’s something crushing in my mind Ion, there’s something grab-
bing me but I don’t know from which direction. There’s an ethereal 
force at work here, I can feel it in my bones, I can feel it brush past my 
finger tips. I just need to find it.” He leaped ahead of her and started 
walking backwards.

“Haven’t you found it, in me?” Her eyes twitched as a film of moisture 
ran over them. He forgot how she wasn’t always as strong as she lead 
him to believe. “Look, what has your father always taught you, what 
has he always said?” She wiped away the emotion and became strong 
again. “The bulk, the great masses of The Benefit, they just washed out, 
they gave up on their Gods, gave up on Jesus, gave up on Mohammed, 
they gave up on the binding faith they had for every single sky wizard 
that they had ever given time to in the past. They gave all that up to be 
part of the chase, they dissolved their beliefs and found something else 
to follow, and what happened? Tell me exactly what happened.”



36

“Well,” he said in a more humble tone. “Nothing?” 
“The skies didn’t fall, the dead didn’t rise, humanity wasn’t wiped 

out, was it? You know what really happened? Man became pacified 
and peaceful and embraced all the intrinsic qualities of Good.” She 
grabbed his arm and pulled it around her shoulder. “And you know 
what, if anyone ever needed any proof that there wasn’t any ethereal 
being up there doing anything for us or for anyone, the one thing that 
probably seals it, is exactly that, when no one mentions their name 
any more, they don’t enact any great revenge or apocalyptic crushing 
of the human race, well, at least not yet anyway.” Another smile.

“Alright, so what’s you’re point?”
“Just get away from saying things like you can feel the ether on your 

finger tips! That’s my point!” She turned to him. “You’ve got closer 
things to worry about, you’ve got the island, you’ve got your family, 
and you’ve got me, can you not think about me? You and all this spir-
itual stuff, you know, it makes me think something is actually wrong.”

“Look, there’s nothing wrong! Well, there’s plenty wrong, but as 
long as you don’t go anywhere, then at least I can keep half of my 
mind rested.”  He pulled her close as he heard the shouts and jeers in 
the background.

Blanking them out, just for a moment, for a second in time where 
they can embrace each other, where their love for each other is al-
most recognisable in a conventional sense. Where he always took 
himself to, the edge of the precipice, ready to jump and fall for her 
completely, giving into her, absorb her being, to clench, to be hers 
and never rest in selfless pursuit of her happiness. Then, back to the 
moment, his eyes widening, pulling himself into her ear. “We need to 
get going, they’re only going to get louder.”  He whispered.

She looked up from their embrace, pulling away slightly and eye-
ing his face for a second. Jaw tensing, strong lines quickly appeared 
in his growling features, rippling up his forehead, emanating anger 
and power. 

“Look, it’s just a hundred meters, then we’ll head back to my place 
and we can relax for the rest of the night together. Let’s just get past 
these fools.” He focused passed her and brought his back straight. 

“No fighting today, you promise? You know how the Doctor hates 
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trying to put them back together,” she said, pulling away complete-
ly and readying herself for the brisk walk passed the old boat hull, 
which had become the bar on the island. Where their peers and older 
members of their once free group gathered daily to consume lethal 
home brewed liquor and watch The Benefit on the only operational 
stream–tablet left on the island.

Absorbed, as Germany had predicted, claimed by a chain of noth-
ingness, a snow balling collective of brainwashed scum that had 
quickly floated to the surface of their community. Completely ad-
dicted, entirely immersed by story after story, by the Celebrities of 
The Benefit, who came on, one after another, continually, twenty–
four hours a day. Smiling inanely, sat next to The Presenter with their 
Faster by their side as always, to talk away, to regurgitate that which 
had been told so many times before, across the globe to the entire 
population of the planet. 

Their microcosm of society, with all its knowledge and lust to escape 
the grey nothingness that The Benefit encapsulated, to be removed 
from a two tone life of Labour and Celebrity had started to head ex-
actly the same way. About half the island remained static and in front 
of their tablet, guarding it from the others, drinking and relying on the 
other, still operational, half to be fed, given power and heat. 

Relying on their benevolence, relying on their hope that one day, 
the others would willingly realise just how wrong they were in relin-
quishing all thought and faith in a better, brighter day for human-
ity, to the grim reality of the chase. A completely ineffective reality, 
one that they could never act upon, because they could never get off 
the island, without the possibility to remain sober or string together 
the thought process needed to devise a method of transport, they 
had condemned themselves to a pitiful end, one that they had only 
dodged for so long, a wholly honourless death alongside had the rest 
of humanity. 

“No fighting, Ion, I’ll do my best, I can’t make any promises, if they 
come near you they’re getting injured,” Germany replied acutely, eyes 
fixed ahead, brow and jaw ridged as they began to walk.

“Ah! Here they are! The likely couple!” Ruffin shouted and slurred 
from the boat as he crawled around an old barrel in search of more 
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brew. A shadow of his former self, sagged and grey. A product of 
the potato booze and endless screen watching, his once defined and 
tanned body now covered in sores, old beyond its years, twisted and 
falling apart. “Look at you, it’s pathetic, really god damn pathetic, just 
a couple more delusionary fools, it’s only time before you realise, it’s 
only time before you realise how small you are without it. Before you 
understand how insignificant everything else is without it, how you 
have nothing, you’re dead meat, you think you have an existence? 
You think you know civilisation? The great efforts of our beautiful 
race? You know nothing! You have nothing!” He finished, pulling 
himself to his feet and shakily pointing.

“Don’t come near us, Ruffin, I’m warning you, we’re just going home.” 
Germany paced, avoiding eye contact, holding Ion close to him. 

Ruffin belched and laughed at the same time, “Look, Forth, these 
pair of useless shits, what story have they got to tell? What use are 
they to The Benefit anyway, they’re useless, abandoned leeches on our 
great collective! You hear that?! We’re a collective now! We’re going to 
be the first collective on The Benefit! You hear that? Germany?” He 
shouted, stumbling over and toward them, slow and uncoordinated, 
hobbling from when Germany had snapped his knee sideways in a 
previous fight. 

“Hey!” Fourth butted in, his bulk having gathered and slumped 
over the years, exacerbated by the same mixture of brew and count-
less hours sat in front of their stream–tablet. Almost toothless now, 
he ate most of the rations provided to them by the other islanders, 
beating any that questioned him. His huge torso with the power of 
sheer bulk able to fend the others off, but no match for a healthy indi-
vidual. “You listening to us or what?” He stood off his too small chair 
and with a much brisker and purposeful walk came hurriedly across 
the tarmac of the road, toward the couple.

“Wait here,” Germany turned to Ion before pulling away.
“You listen to him, we’re going to be on The Benefit!” Fourth 

shouted as he picked up pace, his mass shifting from side to side. 
“You’re nothing without it! You have nothing without it! He’s right, 
you’re pathetic, you have no reason to exist, you are nothing, abso-
lutely nothing!”
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He took one last large stride before Germany shot in, jumping and 
bringing his fist through the air, connecting with the top of his head. 
Smashing his cranium down, powerful vibrations of terror instantly 
sweeping their way through his spine, pulsing waves of kinetic en-
ergy rippling his fat torso. 

He shot to the floor, face first, bendy, fat housed limbs buckling 
through weight and absolute force, pushing him over forward and 
impaling his nose into the tarmac. Concertina like, against the hot 
black surface, blood and cartilage sweeping out and up from the 
impact. Teeth connecting and snapping, white, enamelled shrapnel 
bouncing to his side. A whimper before the agonising cry.

 “I have my freedom!” Germany raged, as his leap ended, hitting 
the road with solid feet, simultaneously bringing himself down to 
kneel at the side of the blubbering, fatty mess on the floor. He picked 
Forth’s head by his hair, blood pumped out of his nose and mouth as 
he wailed in terror and pain. “I have the franchise! My constraints 
are my own choice, my thoughts are my own process, my actions are 
pushed by my own will, and my fear is a product of my own mind, 
my own turmoil!” He let go of his head, watching it flop back down 
and thud against the surface, “I own myself!” he raged.

“Germany!” Ion came running over as Ruffin sped away, back 
to the shed where the rest of the sucked in followers of The Benefit 
were quickly tooling themselves up, having witnessed the confron-
tation. Grabbing at whatever they could get their hands on, pieces 
of metal, iron bars, sharp sticks laying around their old boat. “We 
need to get out of here, come on!” She crossed the last few paces 
and pulled him up and away from the bloodied mess on the floor 
in front of him.

“I only hit the fool once,” he replied with a deep breath, still trans-
fixed by the running blood and whimpers leaking quietly from the 
fat man in front of him. 

“Look, they’re coming!” she shouted again, as frightened as she 
was appalled by what had just happened. She dragged his arm as si-
lent tears began to run down her face. “Please, Germany, come on, 
please.” She grabbed at quick breaths, blubbering slightly in between 
and sucking back saliva.
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They began running in unison as the group from the bar began to 
pick up a drunken, stumbling pace, tripping and struggling to drag 
their various items of weaponry. 

“Please, please,” Ion mumbled as they sprinted away, overcome 
with adrenalin from the encounter and unable to articulate herself. 
She faltered and fell to her knees, scraping the skin off them and her 
palms as she braced herself for the fall. Screaming alongside a new 
sound as she hit the tarmac.

“What is that?” Germany roared as he knelt down to help her, 
keeping an eye on the rabble slowly drawing closer during their mo-
mentary break. 

“What was what? I fell, I just fell” she replied, trying to compose 
herself through the flood of her face, running nose, teary eyes, saliva 
glands in overdrive catalysed by fear and love. 

“No not that, the sound!” He composed himself to try to instil some 
calm on her. “Hey, look, can you walk, are you okay?” He looked into 
her eyes and saw her fear as the artificial wailing noise rang in their 
heads, louder and louder, beginning to drown out everything else. 

“I think, I think I’ll be okay,” she cried through the sonic wall, 
pulling herself to her feet slowly, wiping the blood and grit from her 
grazed palms on khaki shorts. She turned to Germany, now standing 
to face the drunken horde as they reached a critical distance. 

“What the hell is that sound!?” He turned and shouted at her, al-
most completely muted by the thunderous wailing, trying to cover an 
ear with one hand and grab her hand with the other. He could see the 
clumsy group a dozen or so meters away, beginning to slow as they 
too began to react to the enveloping sound. Stumbling madly, visibly 
incapacitated by its sheer volume, some falling to the ground and 
holding their ears, some trailing off sideways and collapsing into the 
brush and light jungle at the side of the road, shaking like mad men.   

Germany turned to face Ion before arching his head back and look-
ing up to the sky. His heart pounded, he tensed again, the light fading 
quickly. Red and blue sky turned a violet twilight, gust, throat dry, 
palms moist, hairs on end, heart pumping, toes curled, heat draining, 
eyes widening. The trees either side of them all pushed and sloped to 
their right in unison and silence. Total silence. 



41

“UNKNOWN AIRCRAFT INCOMING. IMPLEMENT DE-
FENCE ROUTINE ALPHA. ZERO. ONE. BEE.”

A powerful robotic voice said calmly and tone free, pulsing from 
all around them, before returning the air to silence. The Trees pulled 
back straight, the leaves pushed up off the floor by a powerful blast of 
air and the sky darkened. 

“What!” Germany’s head bolted down, straight, eye to eye with 
Ion, firing fear into the pit of her stomach, his deep set sockets wide 
and static. 

“What’s going on, Germany? What’s going on? What’s unknown 
aircraft incoming? What the hell does that mean, what’s going on?” 
She shouted, shaking his shoulders as he continued to stand, motion-
less and ridged.

“UNKNOWN AIRCRAFT INCOMING. IMPLEMENT DE-
FENCE ROUTINE ALPHA. ZERO. ONE. BEE.”

The voice bellowed again from all around them before returning 
them to vibrating and darkened silence. 

“It means we’re under attack, Ion!” Germany snapped quickly back 
into the moment, his mental focus dropping back into his mind, col-
liding, connecting, almost visibly shaking him back into action.

“What the hell, what does that mean though?” Ion replied, her 
skin almost transparent now, adrenaline grabbing blood and pulling 
it into places that were absolutely vital for her to survive.

Germany flicked his head to the side and saw that the drunken 
mob had given up on their chase and seemed to be dancing wildly 
on the road.

“It means the Initiative have found us, or they’ve grown sick of us, 
or whatever, it means they’ve coming here and they’re going to take 
us all away, back to whatever it is that’s left of people now, back to 
their version of life!” He span his head back to hers, focusing on her 
again, bringing his hand up to her face, cupping her chin in his palm 
and rubbing her cheek lightly with his thumb. “Come on Ion, you 
remember the training right? You remember what you have to do? 
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A01B the voice said, aerial attack, helicopters I think.” He looked up 
at the sky again and in a moment of serendipity heard the thunder of 
the Initiatives choppers. He looked down at her again, tightening his 
grip and shaking her head slightly. 

“Right…Germany, what, okay, I know what to do, I know where 
to go, my place is by the old turrets,” she replied eventually, reign-
ing in her quivering mind, taking grip on her emotions. “Feeding 
the machine gunners, right, but, didn’t we use the turret metal for 
the labs last year? What the hell, we pulled down our own defences 
Germany?” She removed his hand from her chin and pulled him in 
close. 

“Just go to where you’re meant to be, there’ll be someone there 
who’ll know what to do, there has to be someone there.” He embraced 
her and she wrapped her arms around him, still for a moment, to-
gether. “I have to go to the aircraft, that’s my job. Get to the plane, fly 
it low into the old cove, wait for up to five minutes then take off. With 
whoever’s there.” He pulled away and looked at her again, eyes on fire 
with rage and fear. “Just go to the cove Ion, just run straight there, 
forget the turret, just run straight to the cove and I’ll meet you there 
in fifteen minutes, we’ll take off with whoever’s there. Don’t argue, 
just do it.” He grabbed her arms and tensed his grip as if to reinforce 
his command with a tactile impression.

She nodded and closed her eyes as he grabbed her one more time. 
“I love you,” they said simultaneously before pushing off, pealing 
away and turning. He coiled his legs down, tensing before the release 
and the sprint. Feet pulsing over the black tarmac, quick feather–
light paces and breaths. Not turning, not looking at her again, just 
running now, with the hope that she was doing the same. He wanted 
to tell her he had chosen her over anything else, he no longer cared 
for the questions, he had found his answers. He wanted her to know, 
he wanted to make sure that, in what was possibly their final mo-
ments, he had made his choice.

“And just where the fuck do you think you’re going!?” Ruffin mo-
mentarily stopped dancing and flaying around as Germany sprint-
ed toward him. Picking up a metal bar from the ground he braced 
himself in a baseball batters position, ready to swing as Germany 
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paced closer. “Don’t you realise? They’re coming to rescue us!” He 
shouted as the thunder of helicopters came roaring even louder, 
now visible, incoming over the ocean, toward the island. 

He looked up for an instant as his heart began to rise, a split in time, 
a flicker of lapsed concentration, but that’s all Germany needed. He 
piled his fist into Ruffin’s throat as he sprinted past, the force lifting 
the shrivelled man off the ground and backwards. His screams muted 
by his collapsed windpipe, any squeaks that crawled out drowned 
instantly by the powerful rotor sound of the incoming helicopters.

Not stopping, he continued to pace, the previous well connected 
impact barely slowing him at all, his legs shot down like pistons as 
the Initiative choppers grew visibly bigger as they closed in. Lights 
flaring through low clouds as the sun took its last breaths and the 
night slapped its chest and roared darkness over sky. An airborne 
wall of marauding metal and technology, bobbing slightly, complete-
ly in formation, encroaching quickly on their small home. Germany 
sprinted, leaving two casualties and the still celebrating drunken rab-
ble behind as he ducked into the jungle. 

Fear and terror rushed though his body, pulsing through to his 
extremities. In an instant he was gone, out of sight, into the foliage 
and leaping forward, driven with the thought of saving those he held 
so dear. Ducking, grabbing, slicing, flapping, jumping and kicking all 
around the brush, scrambling through as machine gun fire raged be-
hind and he jumped to the floor. Behind him, back at the bar, back at 
the old boat, back where the fools were dancing and celebrating with 
the empty thought that they were about to be chosen for something 
they could hardly even understand. That they were to be rescued by 
their masters, by their protectors, by The Benefit to be presented to 
the earth and to tell their story. 

He pulled his head slowly out of the earth to grab at the moist air of 
the light jungle, just the rotating thunder now. That didn’t’ take long, 
he thought as his minds eye pictured the holey corpses, torn and rid-
dled with the gigantic chain fed bullets of the helicopters guns. He 
counted to three in his head, took a breath and pushed off again, 
raising at a pace, from horizontal to vertical as he moved forward, 
pushing through the foliage. 
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Escaping out the other side of the jungle and pacing through their 
farmland, moments of the past pulsing in between the ferocious line 
of concentration as he dodged and weaved. His synapses trying to 
keep up with what he needed now and trying to force introspective 
sights and sounds over him, blasting him with unwanted memories. 
His father, his torment, his anguish at the lack of pride humans had; 
how their mighty past they had fought so hard for over so many 
centuries had turned into a flaccid future, like a severed tongue, 
once pure muscle, powerful and always moving, now a heavy piece 
of flesh flopping around, rough to touch, no use to anyone. 

“We, as a race, are dying a slow, slow death, Germany; I’m doing my 
part to prevent that,” he would say, every time he came back from a new 
summit, every time apart from the last. When his mother ran into his 
room at night, grabbing and packing and panicking before turning to 
him and simply saying they had to go. 

He agreed with it all, and now they were here, on the island. A sly 
and taught branch wiped over his shins, bringing his train of thought 
crashing back to the present. To the thunder of the Initiative attack 
helicopters, to the sporadic heavy machine gun fire, to the death he 
knew was taking place and to the plane waiting for him up ahead. The 
islands Piper PA Twin Comanche light aircraft, decades old, they kept 
it in working order and ticking over, running on recycled vegetable 
oil, having brought it on their cargo ship when they first fled. 

Germany picked as the brightest and fastest out of his peers. In-
stilled with the discipline and skill that it takes to fly a plane by his 
father, when it came to theory, and the engineers on the island when 
it came to practice. 

He broke through the thickest of the undergrowth, having chosen 
to run as the crow flies, through whatever it took, to get there in the 
fastest possible time. Slowing for a second, his breath went away from 
him, his rhythm lost as he pictured Ion. Their times together, his ques-
tions, his stupid thoughts, his need to justify his existence, his useless 
and redundant need to think of himself as being something more. Of 
having some sort of plan to his life, why had he not concentrated more 
on their love? 

Now, surrounded by fear and terror and death and pain of all those 
that he cared for so much, he relented, too late, instantly killing his 
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delusions of grandeur, accepting that he was nothing more than just a 
normal human being. His rhythm came back and harder and stronger 
with rage and fury the likes of which he had never experienced before, 
he pushed on. The exposed skin on his forearms and shins, bloody and 
scuffed, he emerged out of the vegetation into an over grown but easily 
navigable alley of cut trees and tall grass. A mile and half in a little over 
six minutes he thought, Ion should be close to the cove by now, and 
anyone else that could make it. 

The smell of vegetable–oil rose from of the small runway up ahead 
and shot up his nose into his billowing lungs. He looked down at the 
soft ground charred and brown, the oil having cooked the vegetation 
through the heat of the mid–day sun. He pulled free of the under-
growth and out to the short runway, running parallel with the coarse 
beaches of that side of the island. Paused, deep breaths, scanning 
quickly for the large rock that housed the keys to the plane. 

Steady now, he thought to himself…in through the nose…out 
through the mouth…slow the heart…take control…composure is the 
key. Gulping air, sweat pouring from his ridged brow, crawling over 
and into his eyes, trying its best to blind him. He shook his head free 
of it, sprinting to the rock, kicking it over and pulling the key from 
the ground underneath. Pushing off it, an anchor for one last burst, a 
dozen meters before he was in the plane. 

The bright blue object, sitting there covered with a tarpaulin. He 
pulled in as much air as was humanely possible and stopped at its 
front. Quickly grabbing handfuls of the cover, turning his back to the 
plane and pulling it taught, screaming, powering, legs digging and 
arms grappling. Inching the huge sheet off the tiny plane.

Red face, grinding teeth, eyes jammed shut, he cried a gargled pri-
mordial growl with bulging veins in his neck, and finally it gave. He 
fell forward, onto his knees and down onto his face, burying it in the 
folded grass. 

Heavy breath, wheezing with self–pity, wishing he could pull out 
white–hot coals resting at the bottom of his lungs, he rolled over onto 
his front and saw the chrome body of the plane. Jumping up with 
adrenaline fuelled precision, his heart trying to escape from his chest. 
Fingers, swollen with blood, his mind began to race with the prepara-
tion instructions for the aircraft. Check this, pull this, engage this. 
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The thin air of the evening quickly cleared his sweat, his black hair 
bobbed over his head, mopping his brow as he jumped up, inside and 
clambered into the front. Sharp now, absolutely no room for error. 
In this moment the only enemy was himself, complete concentration 
necessary. The old cracked leather seat squeaked as he jumped into 
it and pushed his hair back. A list of preparatory instructions still 
running through his head, clattering through his train of thought, 
as each one passed almost collapsing his mind. Buckled, fuelled, 
switched and gauged; ready.

 Leaning forward he felt the shoulder straps of his belt squeeze 
against his collar bone, hurriedly jabbing at the ‘on’ switch. The en-
gines on either side of him kicked into action, spinning the blades on 
both sides in one complete rotation, before stalling for a split second 
and finally kicking into life. 

The small aircrafts vibrating hull scratched at his attention, no 
time to absorb the feeling of the machine coming alive around him. 
He gripped the controls, adjusted the rudder pedals and began to taxi 
on to their self made runway. His jaw tightened, mandible muscle 
pulsating, bringing slight dips to his temples. Bringing the throttle 
up slowly, flicking on the powerful lamps to see where he was going 
as darkness completely enveloped them. About to enter it, about to 
be absorbed by the firmament in front and above him, inside the 
thin metal of the plane, mind tight with thought, body pumping with 
adrenaline. 

Racing, raging, father, mother, Ion, capture, failure, future.
 Almost completely overcome with fear and terror, the powerful 

hum of the Initiatives’ helicopters continued to swamp the island and 
vibrate his insides. 

Focus, the objective, he knew everything that was needed of him. 
Squinting and intense; the skin on his knuckles white with tension, 
his determined grip, keen now, steady, in control, authoritative. The 
rumble of the aircraft reaching its optimum take–off speed sent shiv-
ering pulses up his spine, he pulled back on the rudder, sending him 
into the air, thrusting his body forward in the pilot seat, a mixture 
of fear and exhilaration electrifying his senses. He let out a mighty 
groan and shuddered, bringing his tongue out of his mouth and 
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curling it upwards almost touching his nose. Fierce emotion, raging 
inside the machine. 

The aircraft shot along the rough runway before peaking and zip-
ping up and over the small tree line at its end. Into the air, he knew 
he’d be instantly recognised on the radar of the Initiatives’ attack 
choppers. Remain low, shoot for the two miles over to the cove, land, 
grab and speed away, just like he’d run over countless times with his 
father. The plane levelled out as low as he could manage, and he ham-
mered the propeller, bringing it up to about 150kph, buzz cutting the 
tree tops of the jungle as he shot over what was left of their home. 

He grabbed the cockpits radio receiver, jabbing at it blindly as he 
tried to remain level and straight. “Is anyone there, is anyone there? 
This is Germany Germany, I am heading toward the cove in the 
plane. Repeat, destination the cove, ETA two, repeat two minutes, I 
will land and pull out anyone there.” The radio cracked into silence.

“Germany, this is your father, do you read?” Mandrake’s voice 
cried, jagged and full of panic, the sound of bullets and piercing met-
al fleshing out his tone.

“I read dad! Where are you?” Germany shouted back through the 
mic as he witnessed the molten white machine guns raining down 
their death hail on the main compound of the island. Where their 
street was, where everyone left would have been, sat eating supper 
when the helicopters came. Sporadic return fire shot into the night 
sky and the choppers tilted and manoeuvred around. He squinted to 
see one of them pull back out of formation and turn to his direction. 

“We’re on our way to the cove, almost there, me, your mother, Ion 
and a few others, we’ll be there in a few minutes, just hold on for 
us as long as you can Germany. We’re coming!” His voice crawled 
through the sound of the engines and bullets and wind and general 
all encompassing terror. 

“Affirmative,” Germany wailed, “I’ll be there in seconds, get ready!” 
He threw the mic and slapped the sweat off his face as the screaming 
white lead shot past his hull from the incoming chopper. He directed 
the plane away from the enemy and toward where he would need to 
land. Pulling up violently in a vain effort to dodge some of the incoming 
fire he shot over the tree line, onto the beach and up toward the cove. 
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Hope flickered in his mind as he squinted at the distance, bare-
ly making out the flashlights below and ahead of him in the water, 
crawling toward where he would try to land. His pursuer continued 
to ring its barrage of inaccurate bullets past his stern, desperately 
edging closer with every second. His teeth gritted as he pulled hard 
on the nose of the plane again, readying to bring it back down for a 
landing. Slamming up the planes flaps, slowing his speed to almost 
a glide, he started to stall and bring the aircraft forward as a series of 
shots rang through the thin metal of the plane. 

Blinking rapidly, sweat and fear and the grey mist mixing his vi-
sion into a terrible swathe of horror, gauges began to fling their nee-
dles wildly round and round their faces. A heart beat, a quick breath 
and the sound came back, screaming emergency alarms rang out and 
battered his mind as the plane began to nose dive forward. The re-
volting effect of absolute terror, kicking and screaming, the darting 
spines of light on the ocean top getting closer and closer as the plane 
continued to nosedive toward the party that was running to their 
rendezvous point.

Involuntarily convulsing, sickening muscle spasm brought about 
by the realisation that the control stick was jammed solid. More 
shrapnel ricocheted around the cabin as his enemy ploughed waves 
of bullets his way. Their sound ringing in his ears as he thought, split 
seconds for reaction, to plan and act. Smashing wildly with the butt 
of his fist, he cut himself deeply, and blood squirted across the wind-
screen. 

Motionless, the inside of the cabin vibrating lightly, his mind be-
gan to melt, complete sensory overload, absolute awareness, total 
full–body experience. Unconscious automatic takeover, he began to 
move with the precision and speed the likes of which he had never 
felt. Animal reaction, primordial in nature, that was untameable, 
unrepeatable; one time, one place, all or nothing; an absolute all–
absorbing rage that was pulled from the deepest, darkest recesses of 
his instinctual mind. 

Fists clenched like balls of wrought iron, muscles solidified into 
granite, eyes pulsating, all he could see was grey; the mist had over-
come him. All other systems had shut down: reason, logic, morals, 



49

gone; one goal, one focus, move the plane, do anything to save those 
below. Rage. Smashing and grabbing and pulling and kicking and 
pushing, biting and heaving with every last breath, every possible par-
ticle of energy within him, turning his body into a unit designed for 
tearing at metal and plastic and fabric.

 But it was entirely useless; nothing could be done. The plane felt 
like it was being kept rigid by a force beyond the realms of reality, 
beyond anything he could possibly think of, and as the split seconds 
of wrath and twisted fury took their toll on his smashing and battling 
limbs, the cabin grew clouded with flying blood, sweat, skin, nails, 
spit and smoke. 

He pulled at the pit of his essence and kicked at the windscreen, 
forcing it clear of the aircraft and down into the bay below. Roaring, 
he reached out of the opening, and slapped his bloodied hands down 
on the bonnet of the aircraft. The shards of glass in his palms provid-
ing some traction on the slippery metal surface. He rose out of the 
cabin, out onto the front of the plane in a quick, almost in–human, 
motion that almost snapped his collar bone under the pressure. He 
could see them in front of him, screaming and waving lights in the 
ocean night, desperately pushing out of his way, toward the beach, 
thick running through cold water. 

With a final burst of energy raising himself to his feet and jump-
ing, with all that he had left, any force he could muster. With every 
effort in his being trying to adjust, even by a fraction, the angle of the 
aircraft, to bring it down just shy of the screaming people below. 

A line of white machine gun fire pulsed past him, a stray round 
ripping through his shoulder and shooting him off the plane like a 
dart into the air and down toward the ocean below. 

Darkness enveloped him.
His chest felt heavy and his lungs were burning, the movement 

was difficult and he couldn’t find the floor, but he wasn’t falling. He 
brought the tips of each digit onto the surface of his thumb as a pre-
cautionary measure to check they were all there; one, two, three, 
four…all there, but there was something missing, they were fleshy 
and without nails.
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His body cracked with a gigantic spasm and he was awake again; 
underwater, dark and womb like, he hung motionless for a split sec-
ond, recognised up and began to push his legs, scrambling for the 
surface. Breaching like a rapid shark, his hunger for air bringing 
him almost clear of the water and back down, slapping and flaying, 
spraying blood and ocean around him. His body was physically rav-
aged, torn with glass and metal and the hole in his shoulder from the 
gigantic bullet. Loosing blood, seconds before complete darkness, 
he was shutting down, waves of terror rushed his mind, pushing at 
his skull, eyes bulging, the air tasted metallic, and he scanned the 
carnage all around him. The wreckage of the plane spat light orange 
flames from its floating wreckage a few metres away and sporadically 
lit the surface of the ocean.

Bobbing, black and red mixed all around him, the water a deep 
purple, the taste of salt and metal. A huge roar of a helicopter sweep-
ing above him and the down thrust of the rotors pushing him under 
water again, gulping, blind, slapping arms, brain closing, body fail-
ing. Huge white beams from the hovering death above penetrated the 
thick water, illuminating further the bloody mess that enveloped him 
and smashed his fading body, tones of red all around.

A gloved hand broke into the sea and grabbed his wounded his 
shoulder, its thumb filing the hole where the bullet had been, grip-
ping tight and pulling him up and out. Wind and mist and fear, he 
wanted the silence of the water, he wanted the peace of the purple 
womb that slowly sucked his life away. 

Buckles and belts attached around his body quickly, thrusting air 
blew the water and blood from his eyes, pinning his eyelids back, 
white light flooded his retinas and as they screwed closed he saw the 
masked man looking down at him, at the bottom of a line, winching 
them to the helicopter. 

“You killed them all, Germany!” it shouted, its voice barely audi-
ble over the helicopter engines. Leaning in closely as they swung, 
pendulum–like through the air it took a deep breath and roared 
into his water clogged ears. “Your plane killed everyone you held 
dear. Now, Germany, you are ours. Now Germany, you have a story 
to tell.”
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Stage 1 — Germany Germany

4 — UnDerstanDinG

“So, you loved her?” The venerable Dr Hadhadbad leant in, over the 
white table and into Germany’s face, inside his comfort zone, mil-
limetres separating them, the invasion making his frontal lobes buzz. 
Tingling nerves as his breath crept around his features, warm and 
moist, disturbing his thoughts and personal confines with its sickly 
smell, rich taste. 

“I did,” he responded lightly, pulling away and looking around the 
large white room before bringing his focus back onto the Doctor. 
The small man, readjusting himself backwards and into his chair, 
feet barely touching the floor as he shifted into a comfortable groove. 
Germany looked at him with his thousand yard stare, blank and hol-
low and as a tear gently pushed itself out of its housing duct, paus-
ing for a second, vibrating, before pushing off and rolling down his 
cheek. 

“I loved her and I think the scale of feeling I had for her was un-
like anything I’ll probably ever feel again. But I am yours now. You’ve 
torn me and ripped at me and probed and made me into something 
different. You crumbled me into a light powder and you’ve built me 
again, mixed me with things, reconstructed my body and mind, and 
Doctor, I am yours. I think I’m yours, I think I loved her, didn’t I? 
Did I love her?” He finished, without having moved his head, with-
out an expression or tone in his voice, nothing to show feeling for 
himself or her or anyone, just slow words. His articulation bare, his 
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pain unapparent, his torment translucent, his training almost com-
plete. Empty, unacknowledged tears continued to roll, the doctor 
saw nothing in him and smiled, he knew they were almost there, 
almost at the end of their years of training.

He shuffled off his seat and lit a small cigarette that fit neatly in his 
little hand before placing it in his mouth and running his awkward, 
stumpy fingers through the tuft of white hair that topped his scalp. 
Protruding up and backwards, from the vey middle of his skull and 
down like a ponytail. He had no eyebrows or eyelids, just holes that 
housed polished silver ball bearings of eyes. Impossible to tell which 
direction he was looking, just reflecting their environment, distort-
ing light and bending features. A baby’s nose, small and flat lead to an 
overly wide mouth that tended to spill great swathes of saliva if he be-
gan to talk after having it closed for too long, all housed in an almost 
completely clear skin.

A posthuman, one of many types and breeds that were decanted in 
factories for a range of specific tasks relating to The Benefit. This little 
man, this little posthuman pulled together a multitude of skills and 
disciplines. A doctor, a scientist, a psychological persuader, teacher 
and lecher, lacking the raw power of a Faster, physically, mentally and 
telepathically, but not weak and not without time on his side. Com-
plete in the knowledge that he had a task, and with sound mind that 
he had the facilities at his disposal to complete it; to trap and influ-
ence Germany Germany. To use his genetic engineering in every pos-
sible way, to mould and manipulate and twist and carve and kneed 
his subject into the Celebrity he needed to be. For The Benefit.

Over time, drip feeding their ideals and politics, beliefs, laws, 
structures, hierarchies and conventions into this vessel, making 
sure that when the time came, when he said he was ready to ap-
pear, there would be no mistakes. When he signed off the man as a 
Celebrity and handed him over to a Faster there would be no quar-
rel. That when he and the Faster took their first steps into one of 
the mighty Gigastudios, it would be perfect.  He would be entirely 
attuned to their story, and telling it in such a way that those watch-
ing it would have ever more fervent and powerful lust to appear 
on The Benefit. 
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Germany Germany to be so awe inspiring and colossal in ap-
pearance and personality, to be a truly majestic mechanism of a 
machine that was designed to reign all powerful over the populace 
of the planet. A machine that pumped and registered and clicked 
and powered away at feeding those who were quick enough to be 
part of the mighty Triple Exit Initiative, with whatever they could 
wish or desire. A machine with one purpose; keep power in the 
hands of the few and distract the masses into a perpetual cycle of 
Labour and Celebrity.

“You think so, Germany?” the Doctor broke the silence, staring 
back into his blank eyes and stubbing out his cigarette. “It seems 
like for all the passion you have in your feeling, your brain is still 
rejecting something?” He came in close again, eyes reflecting the 
broken man, upside down and distorted.

“I thought we were beginning to understand that your story calls 
for you to be absolutely certain on this matter, on this fact, that you 
did indeed love her? That you had nothing else? But, that’s not the 
case is it, Germany?” His voice trickled inaudible waves of sugges-
tion when he spoke in his high–pitched tone, grinning at his subject, 
saliva pouring slowly out of the side of his overly wide mouth. 

He had been given a privilege, he had been blessed with this 
man, this person in front of him, and he realised the extent of the 
opportunity. The blessing, to such a degree that even the miniscule 
capacity he had for free thought, for ambition and dreams, sup-
posed that one day he may even be asked to appear on The Benefit, 
to be a Celebrity. One day he may even be on the receiving end of 
this training.

Their training, the processing that usually took a year to com-
plete. To pull someone from obscurity, either by lottery or by ser-
endipity, a person having lived a story emotive enough to be thrust 
upon the population of the planet, and turn them into the perfect 
spokes person to that population. A regime of intense mental bar-
rage and meticulous planning that was now in its eighth year with 
Germany Germany. 

The first subject of his kind, one that did not want to be part of 
their Benefit, a vessel that rejected the purpose of their great show 
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with every bone in his body, a person with their own beliefs. A free 
man, with will and passion and anger. So perfect, such a lost speci-
men in their time, completely unique in a world of replication, a civi-
lisation where distinctiveness was so sought after, and yet so far from 
the reach of any human. A Celebrity that would have a faultless story, 
the greatest of tales to tell. One that would work for generations, one 
that would encapsulate and heighten the status of The Benefit in the 
minds of the masses beyond anything that it had ever been before 
and keep their machine working. Fuel to the fire, and he had the task 
of slowly forcing his will to break, to turn the free man into a control-
lable asset, into their Celebrity.

Germany looked up at him, his eyes trembling, face gaunt and 
white as the windowless room they were in. A fragment of his previ-
ous self, a toppled man, an almost endless barrage, almost ten years 
of mental bombardment. 

“I’m not sure what I think any more Doctor. You tell me that I 
loved her, you tell me all these things and I agree, somehow I agree. 
I did love her, I do still love her, you know, it was almost that I was 
meant to love her. That our paths were somehow intertwined, is that 
right Doctor?” He looked back down at the table, bringing a finger 
down, into the tiny pool of tears that had collected on its surface, 
breaking its tension and pulling it over the side. 

“That is right, Germany. As each day passed your love for each 
other grew and pulsated and swam in the alexia of reciprocal passion, 
there was never any doubt of your fate, it was the only thing that kept 
you going, wasn’t it? With them, all absorbing, the exploding colours 
of life itself mixing into a picture that saw you and her together al-
ways, you had hope and love Germany, the two greatest of things.”

“But, Doctor, there was something else wasn’t there? I remember 
having a question about something, I remember, not being able to 
understand some things?” 

“Now, what good is that talk, Germany? I can guarantee your 
Faster won’t want to hear that when we’re done with this training, 
and I know The Benefit won’t stand for it. You’re just making things 
more difficult for yourself, now aren’t you? You know there was no 
questions, your fate was set.” His tone full of sympathy, light and 
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uncoordinated, no pressure behind it. “Here, look at me.” He stood 
beside Germany and placed his arms down by his side, palms open 
towards him. “There’s only your life on the island now isn’t there? 
You understood everything when you were there, that was the one 
time you always did, what would you have questioned? You had a 
beautiful life there, you had your love for the ones you held most 
dear, and they loved you, Germany, you had a destiny with each oth-
er. Now is the time you might have questions, but as you know, we 
take care of everything for you, there’s no reason for questions, they 
only get in the way of the story. They only get in the way of your 
story, Germany, look at me?” Germany turned. “You loved her, didn’t 
you?” 

“More than you can have ever know, Doctor.” He turned back to 
the table, chin quivering with emotion and regret. “Then she was 
gone, then all of them were gone, there was an accident. You came 
for us, The Benefit came for us, to rescue us, and there was an acci-
dent, a crash, I crashed a plane and they were all gone, everyone, is 
that what happened?” 

“That’s right, Germany,” the little man sat back down, his wide 
mouth pulling itself into an inane grin. “The accident you had, when 
we came for you, that’s the end to your story, that’s your gift to The 
Benefit. Everything you ever had, gone, in such a terrible accident.” 
He lowered his head.

“Such a terrible accident,” Germany repeated in a mumble, also 
looking down at the table. “It really was a terrible accident, for me 
to have killed my parents and the one person I ever loved. One fatal 
and tragic accident.” He tried to speak through the pain, through the 
images springing into his minds eye. The horror that kept him awake 
at night and ate his being, ate everything he had. He tried to speak as 
his face filled with blood and his eyes bulged and throat balled into 
an unswallowable sphere of hatred. The pit of his very being, full with 
anguish and regret, the terrible, mind destroying, he swam in the 
void, searching tirelessly for redemption. 

“We’re your redemption, Germany, we’re you’re chance to make 
things right again, by sharing your gift, by being perfect for The Ben-
efit.” The Doctor moved round and placed a little hand on Germany’s 
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thin shoulder. “We’ll take care of you, you know we will, and you’ll 
be the greatest Celebrity there has ever been, you’ll be the pinnacle 
of what we’ve been working for, of what we’ve been providing the hu-
man race with. You will be our greatest Celebrity.”

His mind flickered, a synapse fired like a pneumatic drill through 
hardened concrete, into the soft and still earth. A raging fireball of 
molten rock and gas penetrated a vast ocean, into the muting water. 
An intercontinental ballistic missile swept through the atmosphere 
of Earth and into the absolute silence and emptiness of space.

A moment of clarity shot over him. Fear sucked and drained and 
terror shrivelled and horror melted, for a split second in his torn 
mind he remembered what he tried to remember every time they 
came into this room, and the drill slammed into the earth. He re-
membered there was no accident, and the rock boiled the sea. He 
remembered there were questions, and the missile roared back to 
the earth. He remembered he needed answers, and the earth disin-
tegrated. He remembered he could hold onto himself, and the rock 
penetrated. He remembered he was beginning to decide his path, 
and the missile evaporated the atmosphere and everything around it 
with a flaming ball as hot as the centre of the sun. He looked up and 
his brain shook silently.

“I see now, this is a good end. I will be Celebrity.” He sniffed and 
wiped his face, lifting his head to the Doctor, dribbling and grinning 
in front of him, and he grinned back.
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Stage 1 — Germany Germany

5 — pa in

The piercing alarm jerked him from his sleep, along with all the oth-
er Celebrities on their Hovertrain. He began rubbing and stretching 
slowly awake as they passed into a new territory. The soft surface 
against his taut and cosmetically enhanced skin, the body they gave 
him. Rolling his eyes without opening them, tiny bumps pulsating 
underneath wrinkleless lids, thinking of her, trying to picture her in 
his minds eye. Pushing to resist reality for every possible moment. 

The floating mass of alloyed steel bobbed slowly. Housing their 
flesh and gliding silently along its magnetic tracks, through the night, 
shooting through the crowds. His mind shot to their destination and 
he pictured the gigantic black bullet passing across the plains, ema-
nating a blue sheen from the moon’s soft glow. Its wild audience gy-
rating, copulating, thrashing wildly and at every possible interval. 
Lavishly dressed citizens, addicted to their image, to The Benefit, 
their lives and freedom and minds buried in the thought of one day 
being part of it. Reaching for that impossible goal.

He hated them, but he could not express it. He shuddered and re-
verberated against the wall placed in his mind, as if bouncing off an 
invisible force field. He began trying to stare at corners of his im-
agination’s eye, in the dark and warm cabin, calm and silent. It was 
humming gently, in synchronization with the soft, hardly noticeable 
up–and–down motion, he started slipping away from the reality 
that encapsulated him, away into a deep meditation. Pushing always 
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against their training, pushing toward her memory, striving for what 
he knew was right, and what he had found in himself in the years 
past. The years of being their slave. He spread out, star–fished in the 
compartment, relaxing his eyes and trying to focus through the in-
finite black, onto the spot an inch directly in front of the bridge of 
his nose. 

His body began to buzz as his concentration built. Deep sensations 
overcoming him, polar opposites that exaggerated all feeling. Heavy 
and light at the same time, surrounded by black and white, by large 
blocks and small blocks, unable to grip onto anything. In the back of 
his mind, trying to find his place, the sanctuary he would retreat to, 
evading their claws and manipulations, slipping their grip on him. 

A badly lit stone room that smelled of vinegar, circular like the 
bottom of a well, humidity and moss surrounding him, close and 
encased. The soft floor pushing moisture between his toes and the 
sound of rope being pulled through metal rungs rang in his ears. He 
was alone, he was where he needed to be. He was terrified, and for a 
millionth of a second, he thought that he was dead. 

A single flicker of a bee’s wing, that momentary instant that lies 
between serenity in the nirvana of meditation and insanity at the re-
alization of life, that flash of absolute confusion. He wanted to stay 
there, he always wanted to stay there, to collect his thoughts, to un-
derstand and remember. To hover infinitely in the instant. But he 
never could. Always quickly taken from the perplexed state of abso-
lute zero and reeled in by them, by their inescapable clutch on him. 
His body’s motor began to kick in, electricity began to fly at the speed 
of light between neurons in his brain, he clung to the nothingness. 
Trying to remain there, floating, empty and peaceful; but without a 
chance to start, it was already over. 

Cobwebs around his mind began to clear; the warm, dark com-
partment was illuminated and vented with fresh air as the computer 
detected an increase in heart rate usually associated with him wak-
ing. The nine by nine by nine feet room in the speeding train was 
empty, and glowed a calming blue. His eyes began to flutter and mus-
cles began to twitch, the smartputty walls continued to radiate light, 
slowly rising in intensity not to strain his eyes. 
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“Are you awake? Are you there?” the voice cried, child–like and 
bellowing into his room as it always did when he woke, some how 
knowing his movement. “Let me know when you’re up, Germany, we 
need to talk, we’ll be stopping soon, we need to talk. You listening? 
We need to talk, right?” It lashed with wild tone changes, up and 
down, quite and loud, erratic and unnerving. Engrossing but terrible, 
he hated its sound but loved its presence.

He rose a hand to his head, rubbing his eyebrows softly, pushing 
the hairs against the grain, enjoying the tension before straightening 
them back out. Into reality and the horror of it all, removed from his 
meditation, removed from his momentary escape, taken by gigantic 
hands and placed into the fire. 

Sitting up slowly, the lumps he’d shaped from the smartputty to 
aide his sleep were gradually pulled back into the wall and floor of 
the room. They became taught again, but ready to be drawn out at 
any time and mashed into another shape or tool. 

He didn’t want it. 
He wanted the dark. He hadn’t slept in what seemed like years, 

always in between, always thinking, always performing tasks or mak-
ing sure he remembered. Never any room for rest. Always telling his 
story on The Benefit, or on stages or in Gigastudios, always training, 
always being manipulated and twisted and contorted. Always push-
ing himself to remember her, what had happened and everything in 
between. Always pushing against their training. Always trying to un-
derstand his path. The path he had come to follow, the ever clearer 
understanding of what had happened, and why and what he needed 
to do now. The pursuit of meaning and justification, the why of him-
self and his current reality gradually becoming more comprehensi-
ble, he felt a realisation coming, an epiphany, he lusted for it.

He had the facility now though, the resource to hold on to memo-
ries. He had trained himself, nurturing the capacity to escape his sur-
roundings and float in his own horror and pain. To remain there and 
try to bring about understanding, to render the pain into the task 
that he knew was there.

He had the ability to clear his mind of stations and airports, seaports 
and travelling to who knows where, what and when. So many years of 
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self–inflicted torment, but it was his torment, not theirs. So many years 
of pushing forward, ebbing, mere morsels of movement, grabbing onto 
this thoughts and memories, to maintain some form of himself against 
their training and the Fasters ever tighter grip. It had all finally brought 
him to this juncture. Almost to the very point of reckoning, to this 
point of complete realisation, providing him with the answer, with his 
course, almost. All he had to do was maintain in the face of it all.  

“I’m awake.” Germany accidentally growled at the wall, sat lean-
ing against it, knees elevated, arms resting on them, head dipped in 
between his legs, looking at the glowing blue floor. 

“That tone’s not necessary, Germany, that’s not needed at all now, 
is it? How are you doing there, did you sleep well?” The voice pierced 
the room again, bouncing around in its usual manner but softer than 
before.

“I slept well.” His voice slow now, drowned and void of emotion or 
the fervour that it showed glimpses of whenever he woke, the power 
it once carried. Hypopedic thoughts pushed his words out now, op-
erating the mechanism of speech for him, almost impossible to resist, 
to say anything else. They had him trained and as his internal mono-
logue pierced and raged and fought against the consuming shadow of 
their presence in his mind, the words he spoke could only be theirs.

“Well, that is good, now, you realise we have a stop soon don’t you? 
There’s going to be a lot there I bet, a lot of people, all wanting to see 
us! Well, probably more too see you, more to cheer you on than me, 
there always is, but you know, us lesser Celebrities can always hope 
for some Fans now, can’t we? That’s why were here after all, now isn’t 
it? I’ll catch up with you yet.” The voice almost sighed.  

“For The Benefit,” he said with forced excitement, his face raising a 
false grin. “Are we close?”

“I don’t know, now do I Germany Germany? I really don’t know. 
Sometimes it’s an hour, sometimes more when we pass into a new 
territory, sometimes it’s less!” Its childlike chatter flirted with a gig-
gle. Trained to be what it needed to be, trained to be full of emotion, 
exuberant and rampant and wild. Portraying the child like innocence 
that made it a Celebrity amongst lesser beings.
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AUTO–RECALL AND SCREENING SEQUENCE INITIATED

The voice clattered throughout the train, heavy and dulcet tones 
of their on board computer, ready to take them through their stories 
again. Ready to push each of the Celebrities on the train into their 
alternate reality, for them to remember, to make sure they knew. To 
reinforce their training before their stop.

“Here we go!” it screamed with excitement.
The smartputty slung thin belts of itself over Germany’s torso and 

pulled him out flat. Onto the floor of his room, pencil like, station-
ary and plain, completely submissive, knowing what was coming. His 
heart rate slowing, lightly closing his eyes, he remained motionless; 
the blue glow of the putty subsiding again until it was pitch black. 

The ground grew soft, and moulded to his body, motionless, his 
brain relaxing, moving away from the real, into the dark as the room 
began to flicker. All around him coming alive, a completely engross-
ing environment, the walls turning into his imaginations eye, a suite 
to replay his memories. A suite to replay what The Benefit wanted 
him to remember, the story that they wanted him to tell, the manipu-
lated version of his life that worked for them and killed his inner be-
ing. He flinched, trying to maintain some semblance of himself, one 
modicum of what he truly believed in as the walls began to speak, 
and she was there again. They were together again. 

Her curls waved lightly from the soft breeze of the evening ocean 
and he slipped into what they wanted, their visage, and his fists 
clenched.  

The linchpin that held his mind to his body was hammered out by 
a gargantuan shadow figure in his subconscious, he began to fall into 
their world. His brain kicking and flaying through the air, thrashing 
in a silent fall. He fumbled with the pin, desperately trying to hold his 
mind and thoughts to his consciousness, trying to smash its rusted 
rod into the couplings, but it was too late. He was locked inside the 
cell of his ravaged past. His brain stuttered and screamed with hor-
ror, scraping at the rickety wooden door of his reality with broken 
nails, nothing could be done and the walls began to play. 
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The deep state, like heavy clothing wrapped around a weak body 
in freezing cold water, dragged him down; down into the dark and 
nothing could help. He lay motionless but he was in pain, his eyes 
moving with increasing intensity following the pictures. Following 
their rendition of his past, their distorted version of her. Ion, imper-
fect and misshapen into what they thought she might have looked 
like. 

“…I really love the smell of old books, you know that…” Spoke 
this version, too high pitched, too keen, without the modesty her 
persona always carried. Her vision picked from his brain, from the 
memory of his retina with their ill realised technology, bringing parts 
that were filled in by their weak and flat imaginations. She stood, eyes 
drooping, imperfect skin, discoloured, her demeanour nightmarish, 
missing the radiance and values and intricacies that brought him to 
love her so much. 

He tried to retain his own memories, to move away from what 
they always played back, into being on the beach with her, the count-
less times they met and sank into each other’s presence. Their perfect 
moments, leaning into her, embracing with warm arms and loving. 
Bringing his hand back up her spine and through her hair as his body 
quivered with pleasure.

Wrecked and twisted by their machine, by their terrible retrieval 
techniques and inability to listen. His focus came back onto his sur-
roundings and his head was forcefully turned to see his parents. Sat 
in their kitchen, their faces no longer soft. Just a smudged and lurid 
rendition of their appearance and personality stood before him. A 
terrible fake, so recognisable, so unconvincing, filling him with hor-
ror and dread as they marched around like weird puppets. 

The reality of now, the reality of his own sickening existence 
throbbed inside his mind. 

Encapsulating, the screens continued to move and vibrate, the 
smartputty forming shapes and contours in 3D, making the whole 
terrifying play ever more convincing and brilliant.  

“You know, Germany, this whole Celebrity thing, it’s not that bad 
now is it?” His father spoke in an anonymous tone, turning to his 
mother with a lecherous smirk as they embraced over–dramatically 
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in front of him. “I think we might have made a mistake?” His mother 
replied pulling away and turning to him with a tilted grin. One half of 
her face now sagged and vile, unrecognisable, gut wrenchingly pain-
ful for him to look at, to be forced to absorb and remember. 

The core of everything he ever believed in, everything he would 
ever fight for, that which he held most dear, wilted and pathetic, over-
ly affectionate, oozing with distaste, foul and weathered. 

Increasingly his only memory of it all increasingly what drove him 
to battle against it all. 

An overriding and unbreakable tide of interactions and move-
ments and pictures and experiences and encounters filled him again 
and again. Faster, the movements burned into his eyes, searing and 
scaring his mind ever further. Unrelenting, empowering, the wrong 
way round, not the argument that he needed, not the reality of what 
had happened, not the experiences that had kept him holding on, 
not what his fingers lost grip on every time, not what was right, only 
what was acceptable. 

Their show, what they wanted him to believe. 
He fell away, to what they wanted, as he always did. Their unreal-

ity,  their story, their pictures, manipulating what was once Germany 
Germany into their own device, for their own needs. 

A ferocious convulsion quaked through his body, tensing against 
the smartputty straps that held him tight as his encounter with his 
end engulfed his mind. The engine failure and his struggle. The para-
lysing fear followed quickly by enabling rage and functional terror. 
Blood and pain and adrenaline and power and rage and madness, 
rushing his mind. Something gave, something popped as it always 
did. Too much to replay over and over, too much for any man. His 
eyes rolled backwards into his mind and his body shut down. 

…

The lights came on rapidly this time, and he fell back almost as 
quickly as he has risen, landing on the soft smartputty with a light 
thud. All sweat and shiver, his face as if it had been bitten by the devil 
and he screamed inside. He clenched his fists in primordial reaction 
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and whitened his knuckles, his nails digging into his leathery palms. 
He thought to the future, before the training took hold again, he 
thought of what he needed to do in the split second he had before he 
flopped to the floor, he thought about being more, about what he had 
once through, and gave up on. He thought of love and what he once 
rendered as his meaning in life. The thought it was coming soon, his 
answers before it all disappeared. Theirs again.

Naked, he slowly pulled himself up against the wall, gulping in 
his dry throat, head rocking on a weak and floppy neck. He looked 
down at the bruises across his torso where the smartputty straps 
had held him down and he released an involuntary smile. A patch 
of smartputty in the wall, became translucent at eye level as he 
sat down and the computer displaced a set of muted video feeds, 
scrolling news stories and other sources of twisted entertainment 
from around the globe. Still shaken by the recesses of his mind, he 
grabbed at what strength he could as his body filled with adrena-
line, and he remembered his story, he remembered what his Faster 
would want him to say. 

There was a boy figure on the screen, hyperactive, skinny and pale 
looking. 

“Unmute, sound level three,” he said with a croak, directing the 
screen in the wall as he sat back down to watch the bouncing child. 
It’s voice a high–pitched shriek.

 He looked on and smiled further at inbred socialite, the pure prod-
uct of their system. Tilting his head with forced admiration at the 
boy on screen. Its eyes too close together, teeth bucked, hands small 
and skull pointed. The product of a bloodline that had developed 
over the numerous generations, pulled from what they had worked 
at and perfectly timed into this reality, generations ahead of most of 
the planet. A Celebrity in its purest form.

One to move into the spotlight and take from it everything it 
could. Jumping around the screen, paying more attention to the cam-
era than his interviewer, than one of the rare Presenters. 

“…and, what’s your story Lace House? Why have you been granted 
the privilege of appearing on The Benefit?” the Presenter asked in a 
deep North American accent, smooth and enticing.
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“My great, great, great grandfather!” the boy cried and bounced. 
“He formulated the drug that gave us coloured eye–sight, yes, that’s 
right!” It bobbed landed on the seat next to the Presenter, still for a 
moment, staring into the camera, small beady eyes squinting, push-
ing themselves on the planet. Its pale, shiny forehead ruffling, plucked 
and refined eyebrows pointing curiously inward, pursed lips quiver-
ing, head raised slightly, showing the smooth underneath of its neck, 
reading to speak. “That’s right,” it said slowly, in a small whisper. 

Mesmerising, encapsulating, pulling in the minds of his viewers 
perfectly, enticing them with its impossible gaze, casting a spell on 
their lives. A spell of infamy. One that the masses actively embraced 
and pursued with mindless passion, one that pushed them closer 
to a nonexistent deity, an evolving and pulsating theme. Deceit, 
slight of hand, the perfect trick, pulling their eyes in one direc-
tion, whilst in the other, the Benefit took their freedom. This was 
the purpose, and with Celebrities such as Lace, they had achieved 
unabated success. The subjugation of the human race on a level 
never conceived before.

The screen quickly flicked between channels, landing on one dedi-
cated to human history and endeavour, their idea of endeavour. A 
petite rock star banded around, the words ‘MARS’ written across his 
chest in red, throwing medical packs of blood into the crowd that 
read ‘POSITIVE’ across them in bold, black letters. Raining down 
torrents of red mist whilst as he moved in time with a heavy rhythm, 
strutting across an open air festival stage, aiming his voice and tone 
without mercy, endeavouring to instil fear in the crowd. 

The camera panned out and away, showing in millions of wild peo-
ple as he paced and growled and glowed with indignant disregard for 
anything other than his own admiration and God like praise.

The crowd raged with varying levels of madness, an unrelenting 
swarm of insanity, splashing and screaming through the blood. Fists 
and knees and elbows and stomping boots all utilised by the gargan-
tuan throngs in the fight to be seen, to be noticed by the cameras, 
for their chance to be recognised as part of something, in the only 
way they knew. Increasingly disinterested with the show, only their 
chance to be seen by someone or something that mattered.
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The insanity of the thundering human cloud was quickly surpassed 
by the sheer brutality of the police as the camera swung back around, 
wide and all encompassing, back to the stage and focusing on the wall 
of flesh. Their frightening calm in the face of such desperation, lined 
blue rows, anonymous hulking walls of Perspex shields, full protec-
tive chemical and biohazard suits and serrated iron blocks. Standing 
without fear or emotion, an inhuman phalanx of authority. The front 
row crouched revealing those behind operating a vast mortar, its bar-
rel six feet in diameter arched up, powered by pneumatic pistons, 
rising thirty feet into the air. Polished black metal tubes glinted like 
inspiring monoliths in front of the stage. 

The people endlessly scrambled and it spat gigantic rubber boulders 
into the mêlée. The huge pink orbs arching high and wide before drop-
ping back down, bouncing and exploding into smaller balls, and small-
er still, until they got so small that the air was thick with pink mist. 

The front fifty rows of people began falling about, thousands of 
them holding their necks as they suffocated, microscopic spheres 
perforating their lungs, killing them slowly. The blue phalanx reas-
sumed its original position before separating in the middle, allowing 
for a gigantic bulldozing vehicle to come sweeping through, clearing 
the path for more wild and marauding fans. 

Their idea of endeavour, what The Benefit, the evolved echelons of 
the Triple Exit Initiative put on a pedestal of human endurance and 
fortitude. The performance, the charade, the complete commitment 
to distraction and entertainment. So engrossing, so encapsulating, so 
powerfully rendered, it stopped the masses seeing literally, what was 
happening before their eyes. 

War–like, but not battling for the innumerable mistakes of old men 
in white houses, not fighting for land or religious supremacy, not dy-
ing for politics or misunderstandings, not buying the farm for sticky 
black gold or natural resources. But, laying down their lives in the 
name of Celebrity, their new cause, everything they believed in. Crazy 
and passionate and mad and free, lusting and wanting, but for all the 
wrong reasons, not realising how they were completely captured and 
enslaved and rendered impotent by their want for something that did 
not actually exist. This was the history Germany knew, and as he 
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realised it was just the beginning, his mind flashed to his sense of 
purpose and what he was continually striving to remember. 

Cultured, trained, educated and reinforced to believe in and re-
spect the concept of Celebrity, The Benefit and The Triple Exit Initia-
tive, but set and carved and moulded by his passed to hate everything 
it stood for. His memory of her, he never told her he found is solace 
in her embrace, and now he never could. Because of them, because of 
what they made him do, and now he was their tool in the permanent 
growth of it all. His mind cracked down the middle, and as he began 
rubbing his temples the screen changed again and he saw his face 
floating before him.

The one that had developed over the years, moulded and shaped 
by his emotion and surrounding and education and torment and 
questions and resistance. Sharp eyes with grey pupils, buried slightly 
beneath a strong brow that was fed by small waves of lined expres-
sion from his forehead. Upset in the middle with further ruffles, be-
tween the hair of his eyebrows, where his anger met his confusion 
and leading down a straight nose. Thin but ridged, small bumps of 
nostrils flaring either side. His strong jaw lightly dusted with stubble 
black as the night, leading up his concave cheeks before disappearing 
at his protruding cheekbones. 

Enigmatic, he looked back up at himself, at his portrait in the 
screen. He could emote a thousand feelings with that one look, this 
is all I have, he thought as his mind flashed at the promise of what he 
could do with it. 

A product of his time with them, but still exceptional, still brushed 
with stripes of his being, still able to tell his story from his heart, 
it was still him. He never had access to mirrors, but he knew from 
the pictures on the smartputty screens that came flooding in, he still 
owned part of his outward appearance, however minute, it still re-
mained. The face she had loved, he could still see it.

His mind quivered, the morsels he could operate independently 
flickered with excited electricity before being overrun by his training.  

“Germany Germany to appear tomorrow night! Live and in person 
with the Alpha Presenter in the largest of all our studios, Californian 
Gigastudio!” The typically volatile and deep North American voice 
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blurted, trailing off in a loud echo of the word “STUDIO, STUDIO–
O–O–O–OOOO” overly enthusiastic, unacceptable, his mind forced 
him to smile. His face contorted and pulled his cheeks back. 

“This one has been sold out for weeks, ladies and gentlemen!” it 
continued. “The Benefit has shown you him before, you’ve heard 
excerpts as he has travelled across the globe, you’ve seen the re–en-
actment, you’ve felt his pain, you’ve been brought into his wrecked 
and ravaged mind! We re–built him for you, and now, in his great-
est appearance yet, in front of one million live spectators and with 
the Alpha Presenter, Germany Germany will tell you his full story!” 
The screen shot through edited sections of his previous appearances, 
sat talking with the different Presenters across the globe, recount-
ing his story in various parts. Digitally rendered recreations running 
through forests, walking along beaches, sat in an ill perceived and 
badly seen buildings and settings. 

He bowed his head in a reluctant mark of respect before the screen 
turned off and was sucked back into the floor of his cabin. He tried to 
resist, he tried to control his muscles unsuccessfully. Beads of sweat 
pushed their way out of his forehead with frustration and anger and 
rage. Completely out of control, his neck shuddering, flesh reacting 
with tiny vibrations, battling against itself, as if he were stuck be-
tween two walls, unable to move, paralysed with their training. But 
holding on, he flayed and struggled with his being and with what was 
important until they pulled him back. Back to their training, all their 
shows and entertainment and diversions, that had turned him into 
what they wanted. Carving him into their tool, one that’s soul pur-
pose was to bring all of them together in praise, one that was used to 
distract, one that left them free to do as they pleased whilst everyone 
else chased their empty dreams.

 “Looks like we’re in for a treat with your show, hey, Germany!” the 
voice sprang out. “Did you see me on there? Just then? Did you see 
me. Germany? I’m asking if you saw me, if you heard that little snip-
pet of my story?” it shrieked through the walls.

“You are an excellent vessel for The Benefit, your story is a wonder-
ful tale,” he spoke, softly, his jaw muscles flexing, crunching invisible 
bites, his teeth snapping together silently. 
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“Why, thank you! You know, it’s all true, my ancestors, you know, 
I come from a great chain of people, of inventors and warriors and 
such. You know, my great, great, great grandfather really did invent 
coloured eyesight! His great, great, great grandfather was the person 
that put bends in rivers, how about that?!” The sounds of it bouncing 
off the walls and pounding against the drums of Germany’s ears. “And 
his great, great, great grandfather was a dragon hunter, you know, he 
hunted dragons for 50 years apparently, and he never had to kill a 
single one! Yes, that’s how good he was! All those dragons, they were 
so terrified of him, they chose to stop living before he found them! 
Just to think, what a great man! You see, a great line of people, that’s 
what makes my story worthy of The Benefit!”

“A great story indeed,” Germany replied, lacking in emotion, his 
eyes bulged, and in–between the instants his mind pulsed with his 
own thoughts. Trying to make sense of this line of pathological li-
ars, the self absorbed, attention seeking, unproductive, lecherous, 
useless, mongoloid ancestors of this entity. Birthed from Celebrity, 
from a line, into a story of their past, into nothing of his own, per-
fectly timed with The Benefit. Full with eagerness to ride off the past, 
ready to absorb what had barely been earned in the first place, ready 
to leach and slime his way into the minds and affections of those 
around him. 

A being with no inherent worth, no skill, crippled by its own ge-
netic past, by the interbreeding that produced it, useless in any sub-
ject requiring intelligence, powerless at physical play. No want or lust 
for the acquisition of knowledge or to prove his physical prowess. No 
driving need to turn that knowledge or power into an ability to pro-
duce something of worth or meaning. No basic understanding of the 
necessity to help advance civilisation, by whatever means possible, 
with whatever capable skill. No perception that every single person 
has the facility to do good, in order to generate better lives for all. 

No, just a voice, a vessel for manipulation, unwittingly submitting 
to The Benefit, tricked and made believe that just by existing, it was 
important, needed. Misguided and fooled, useless in times of old, 
when humanity was free and strived for good and if not good, then 
to survive. Perfect for the reality of now, creeping across the minds 
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of civilization and fooling them into joining him in the baron land 
of suppression. Believing in something that has no reality, no pur-
pose, no reason to function other than the defeat of freedom. It was 
their tool and it loved it whilst it made Germany physically sick. The 
teachings of his father continually wrapping his thoughts in the vi-
sion of a brighter, freer day for everyone, a vision that was almost but 
completely crushed by their training, a life that he should have lived, 
one that should have been there’s. Him and Ion. 

“Germany” it screeched. “We’re here!” 
“For The Benefit,” he replied with forced elation.
“We are here!” It cried again as the train began to slow. 
Germany stood up automatically, naked he looked down at his 

dangling genitals and began instinctively walking over to the side 
of the square room where the door always appeared. Unable to tell 
by any physical trait, the smartputty flush on all six sides, he felt his 
muscles quiver again and understood in some deep recess of his 
mind that he was back to complete autopilot. 

The train came to a stop with a slight jolt and he brought himself 
into his usual position, a flick of his shoulders, and his head leant from 
side to side, stretching his neck slightly. He prepared himself for his 
Faster’s entrance, to be so completely overwhelmed with the feeling of 
gratitude and passion for this being that was almost totally responsi-
ble for his thought processes and actions once in the same room. 

They had been bonded, they had been brought together in and 
almost embryonic and host like process that meant they could barely 
exist apart. Germany could feel his strength grow as the being neared, 
on the outside of the train. He could feel his mind become sharper, 
taught again as the Faster’s mind grew closer, a telepathic connec-
tion that brought about heightened cerebral activity. As if he were 
charging with physical power, mental capability and raw emotion, all 
of which combined with his training to bring him into that golden 
zone. The one they needed, the zone The Benefit fed on so well to 
bring him to the peak of his entertaining capabilities and quite liter-
ally mesmerise the audience.

His face twitched, muscles became tight with joy and happiness, his 
smile grew, ears rose each side of his head, picking up more sound, 
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heightening with the rest of his senses. Eyes pulling together and be-
coming sharper, the faint lines in the smartputty before him became 
more apparent as the contrast of his vision honed itself to the low light. 
Keener all round, his sense of smell picking up his own odour, the 
slightly sickly smell of his cleaned and polished and moisturised skin. 

His heart pounded with abandon as he opened himself to the im-
manent presence of his Faster, his thoughts came to entertaining and 
his mind was flushed with endorphins as he fell helplessly into the 
power of the one that was about to appear. He could picture his face 
and body and mind and their connection on all levels; physically, men-
tally and emotionally. Awash with wonderful expounding thoughts of 
them being together and his brilliant capabilities as a Celebrity. 

The static shot in.
His heart tensed and squeezed and flipped and questioned. Jaw stiff-

ening uncontrollably and neck vibrating, eyes widening, sucking in the 
ever–rising light, whitening everything he saw. His adrenal gland shot 
and hands down straight, by his thighs, dug fingernails and squeezed 
sweat. An instant, a singular moment in which he tried to retain that 
part of himself which he relied on so heavily, that he knew he needed if 
he were to do something about the state of everything, to finally under-
stand what he needed to do. Reverting in the last possible moment, then 
swinging violently back again.

“Germany,” the smartputty wall sucked itself away to the sides, 
evaporating from the inside out, revealing the Faster in front of him, 
his majestic prowess as powerful as ever. “You are mine,” he said as 
he came fully into view, glowing with the natural light behind him, 
the noises and smells pushing their way into the small compartment, 
almost ethereal and Germany yielded. Unable to hold on any longer, 
the sight completely overwhelming his senses on all levels, and pull-
ing him, toning him, bringing him together into what they wanted 
for their small stop, into their tool.

“Please, Germany, let us begin,” the Faster smiled and brought his 
hand out. Germany clasped the large, leathery palm and smiling back 
raised his eyes.

“For The Benefit.”
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Stage 1 — Germany Germany

6 — speCtaCle

The link was made between his tiny, fresh, undisturbed, hermetically 
sealed compartment and the real world. He stood a few inches from 
the opening that had peeled back and revealed his Faster, now stood 
slightly forward and to the right of the space. The back of his left 
shoulder edged into vision as light poured in, blocking his sight be-
yond the immediate breach.

“Clothe him please computer, contemporary.” He paused. “Early 
21st century London, counter culture wear, nothing too bright. Just 
enough, you know, make him a caricature of himself. Anyway, I’ll tell 
you if you’re right.” The Faster finished with a mild tone of arrogance 
that always swept in and out of his short sentences.

“Come, Germany, step out here.” He directed him, knowing Ger-
many had no choice, knowing that their man would have to follow 
his curling finger through the doorway, pulling him into the light.

“Of course, Faster.” Germany spoke, robotic, expressionless, fol-
lowing the order without thought. He stepped forward as a large 
transparent drop of smartputty gathered above and hung momentar-
ily from the ceiling before giving and dripping down and enveloping 
him.

His heart began to race, his exhausted, twisted, manipulated mind 
began to refresh with the sense his telepathic Faster’s presence. Ready 
to be adored, ready to be presented to the people for their complete, 
unfailing admiration. Ready to be part of their great dirty trick, 
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his soul smiled as his brain flickered with sense of purpose and past. 
“No distractions, Germany, what’s taking you so long?” The Faster 

questioned impatiently.
“Nothing, Faster, my eyes were simply adjusting to the light,” he 

replied, truthfully, as he always had to. No other choice but to speak 
the absolute truth when with his Faster. But his mind was cunning 
and quick and able to shift around the nebulous and chaotic thoughts 
that sprang violently into it, in front of his eyes, distracting and tear-
ing at the present. 

Constantly on the edge, his ability to be theirs whilst retaining 
himself was slowly tearing him apart. But it was bringing him closer 
with every step to finally understanding what he needed to do, the 
thoughts he could muster were more powerful than ever and he was 
formulating a plan in the instants that he had to think.

The light warmed him as he stepped forward, absorbing the rich 
heat of the mid–day sun of wherever they were in the world, the 
clear smartputty drop having dripped down and around his body, 
taking colour and form. Dressing him head to toe in what the Faster 
had asked for, the edge of counter culture from the early twentieth 
century. 

Long, polished winkle pickers grew black and tight around his feet, 
raising him up off the ground by an inch as the heel grew beneath 
him. Black, drainpipe tight trousers clinched their way around his 
legs, throttling his genitals inwards and tightening around his calves. 
A white shirt appeared, the collar buttoned and tight around his thin 
neck, a black tie grew from the top button and lead its way down his 
torso. His hair grew and fluffed itself, long and black and large and 
puffed. He stepped forward again, off the small step that protruded 
out from the side of the hovertrain and onto the tiled white floor with 
a click, clack of his heels.

“Well done, Computer,” the Faster said as he walked over, placing 
his large hands down, one on each of Germany’s shoulders and wip-
ing them off quickly, as if to move settled dust on the newly formed 
clothing. He pitched the tie and collar, shuffling it and ruffled his 
hair, adding the finishing touches to the outfit that he had chosen for 
this particular area of the world. 
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Germany stood in silence, eyes forward, transfixed on the misted 
wall of smartputty that separated him and the rest of the Celebri-
ties from the undulating masses that had gathered to greet them. 
The hoard that would try and impress them, to shine before them, 
to praise them and give their lives completely to the lie that they 
believed in. The wall throbbed as they began to rhythmically pulse 
against it, the shouts and screams filtered over, his eyes widened with 
the prospect and an overwhelming feeling of joy engrossed his body 
as his Faster took his hand. 

He looked into his eyes and smiled deeply, he saw the wide post-
human, genetically engineered face that always welcomed him. 

A human distortion, an impossible rendering, the product of a 
filtration process that had taken decades to achieve. Finding, includ-
ing, swapping, overwriting, pasting, layer after layer of every digital 
image ever collected in the history of their age, boiled down with 
algorithms and mathematical equations on symmetry, the golden 
ratio and chaos to bring about the perfect paradoxical face. Surging 
with horror and beauty at the same time. The Fasters were mixed and 
weird and wonderful, purpose bred genetic swamps. And as Ger-
many was their lead Celebrity, his was their lead Faster. 

Shimmering, almost metallic white skin left him cold and empty, 
light reflecting off it with such power it almost brought about a mir-
ror like effect. All wrapped around bone and muscle and flesh fight-
ing for space. 

His forehead almost twice the size of a normal person, gigantic plate 
of white, steely skin and bone leading down to an erupting brow. Con-
stantly furious and petrifying, but counteracted by the vast eyes that 
nestled their way underneath. Wide and enticing, baby like, dispro-
portionate to the already massive head, they soaked up emotion and 
could quiver with a tear like film on demand. Countered by his explod-
ing nose, protruding with bone and crooked with criminal like intent, 
it separated smooth bumps of cheeks. A hint of chubby appeal that 
weakened the mortifying presence of the elongated and ridged beak. 

“Are we ready then?” he said, his mouth opening wide, revealing 
twice the normal amount of teeth, pure white, perfectly straight, a 
wall of ivory monoliths. 
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“I think we are,” Germany replied, admiring the gratifyingly gro-
tesque composition that stood before him and gave him everything 
he needed, whilst taking all that he knew.

He budged his head left, looking down the line of other Ce-
lebrities exiting the hovertrain as his Faster stepped forward, and 
moved close to the clouded wall. He watched them all coming out 
slowly, with their Fasters, onto the long platform, all completely 
under their command, all smiling, fingers pulsing back and forth 
into excited fists and returning to flat sweaty palms. 

At least fifty of them, one every twenty feet. His eyes came back 
into focus and he noticed the immediate gap where the child should 
be, where it usually stood, fidgeting with uncontrollable excitement 
and enthusiasm. The unexpected feeling of curiosity tilted his head 
momentarily, until a line of vomit shot out of the side of the train 
onto the platform. A long perfect arch of yellow solution splattering 
down at the feet of his gigantic, black skinned and wholly terrifying 
Faster. 

“Oh God! I’m just so excited! Here I come!” A scream followed as 
the last drop of the arching vomit hit the floor. He jumped out, slip-
ping and struggling for footing, bumping into the belly of his Faster 
before it grabbed him by the scruff of his neck and placed him back 
down like a doll.

“You better watch yourself Germany,” he shouted down the row 
with fever pitch confidence resonating through his tiny voice. “I’m 
coming after your position!” He pointed as Germany looked around, 
to his right, realising he was still at the front of the train, the lead 
Celebrity, as he had been for so long now.

“Enough!” Germany’s Faster bellowed in from in font. His voice 
gigantic and tone perfect, resonating through the faultless swathes of 
teeth. “Your lives are just beginning, there may be time for you yet to 
reach this position Lace. Need I not remind you, we are here to per-
form, we are here for the show, we are here for The Benefit.” 

Germany shifted his stare forward immediately and detected 
stillness in the air, his heart pounded instinctively and his muscles 
clenched. 
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“Platform, rise.” His Faster bellowed again and the ground jolted 
beneath their feet, beginning to rise, absorbing the misted wall be-
neath it, escalating dozens of feet into the air.

Germany was awash with the every neuro–chemical his body 
could secrete, he was flooded with intoxicating, absorbing feeling 
and emotion. He melted. His whole body began to buzz as the roar 
of the crowd gathered, as the light heightened, as the screams and 
elation of all those before him washed upwards, smashing like great 
waves against their ever heightening platform. Clawing and grabbing 
for a sight, an exclusive glimpse at the Celebrities.

“I want it now!” the child screamed and hollered, held back by 
his mountainous Faster as the platform reached its pinnacle and re-
vealed them with epic grandeur to the heaving crowd. 

Tens of thousands of people, a gargantuan sea of colour and ex-
pression and creativity and want and desire and passion. 

All with the singular agenda, all completely succumbed to the awe 
inducing display that was the Celebrities of The Benefit, all ready to 
do whatever it took to find themselves on the greatest show human-
ity had ever achieved. To climb the mountain of absolute fame, to 
be praised and longed for and lusted after so unequivocally that the 
heart and mind of every human anywhere belonged to them. Ger-
many Germany was that person, he was at that peak.

He began to physically shake as the rapturous adulation for his 
being washed over him like a tidal wave of positive human emotion. 
His breathing quickened, he felt his Faster inside his mind, swim-
ming and controlling, like the captain of a ship. Steering with precise 
knowledge the movement of a gigantic and barely controllable hulk 
of euphoric emotion, through a sea of passion. 

“Don’t give too much of yourself, Germany, this is just a small 
town. This is their first visit in almost two years; this is why they 
are so excited. Hold yourself for our show,” the Faster said to him 
directly, turning from the edge of the platform and walking back to 
stand beside him.

They displayed him for as long as the Faster deemed appropriate 
as the bulge of ecstasy continued to flood all sense and emotion. 
Impossible to control or battle against, he had been there before, 
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been on display, on a platform, on a stage, on their stage, invin-
cible, encapsulating, unique in their universe. Awe inspiring and 
manipulating, together with his Faster, partners in the crime against 
humanity that continued, and he could not help but propagate. His 
mind struggled as the tide of colour and sound and smell continued 
to wash up against him, devastating and awesome. 

The vivacious swarm of humanity continued for hours, unrelent-
ing. Dancing, copulating, squeezing, rubbing, humping, romping 
and stomping, a circus show of epic proportions, fundamental and 
insane with their belief in The Benefit. 

“Why do we have The Benefit, Germany?” his Faster asked, very 
matter of factly, inside his head, telepathically communicating in order 
to preserve their statuesque pose in front of the pounding masses. 

“Because of the Triple Exit Initiative.” He thought back, instinc-
tively knowing the answer, all auditory input blocked out for the mo-
ment by his Faster. 

“Our masters, those who thought of the Triple Exit Initiative, those 
that gathered when humanity was at its worst, and best, to think of 
a way out, to produce the outcome that was The Benefit, Germany, 
why did they do this?”

“To free humanity, to reorganise the matter that existed into some-
thing productive again. To bring us into a new age. They discovered 
our perfect form, they understood that with The Benefit, they could 
unite man, unite our world in a way that had never been achieved 
before, utilising the obsession everyone had, utilising the new wave, 
the new form of thinking, what everyone so clearly wanted, working 
with the shining light of Celebrity. They showed us that freedom and 
lust and passion and liberty were beautiful and available for us in 
abundance, without any need for war or famine or poverty or dis-
ease.”

“Excellent, Germany, let us move from here, let us tour this place, 
let us show you to the people, let us give them what they want, let 
us give them your body.” The Faster half commanded, half asked, 
through their telepathic link, just as whimsically as his first state-
ment. He turned to him, and said out loud: “But not your mind, for 
the moment, that is ours.”
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“I understand, Faster. Do you feel we will find anyone worthy of 
The Benefit here?” Germany replied, barely audible over the masses, 
the tone of his question soft, instinctive, knowing his Faster would 
appreciate it, now gone from his mind, now concentrating on their 
transport.  

“There is always that possibility Germany, though, the likelihood 
of us finding anything of worth is very low in a place with such a 
small populace, but touring is always the best way to go about this. 
Rare is it we find a Celebrity like Lace, one born for the position, more 
regularly we find people like you, with stories that we can use for 
The Benefit. But never have we found someone with a story as great 
as yours.” He opened his eyes, wide and absorbing as he pushed his 
head back, his bulbous chin almost lining up with his thick neck. 

“Our transport is on its way,” he said, bringing his head forward 
again, letting out a long breath and looking down on the masses. 
Still below, still celebrating wildly, still doing their utmost to be seen 
and to have someone pay attention to them. 

Behind them on the platform, a bubble of translucent smartputty 
formed and popped out of the side of the hovertrain. Four smaller 
bubbles, tiny little spheres burst out like little round babies and, roll-
ing along the ground, growing slightly, they attached themselves to 
the single larger bubble on four sides. 

The crowd flagellated before them, flared smoke and dust and mois-
ture filled the air and muted, ever so slightly, the unfailing screaming. 

Two front, two rear and one sphere in the middle made a small 
translucent vehicle and it began rolling along the platform, bobbing 
slightly as it did, as if the tension on the bubbles was about to give at 
any moment and the whole thing would disappear in a grey mist of 
tiny droplets. It attached itself to the wall of the risen platform they 
stood on and started rolling up, defying gravity, up and over the lip 
to where Germany and his Faster stood. 

Restless in the fight to be the one that was plucked out of obscurity, 
for The Benefit, to fulfil their ultimate fantasy the crowd reached out 
and jumped skyward. 

The little vehicle righted itself onto the platform and rolled over 
to them.
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 “Take a bow, Germany.” The Faster turned to face him, then back 
around, sweeping his arm out as if to introduce him to the rapturous 
audience for the first time. “You are, after all, our greatest Celebrity.” 

He took a step and leant forward, uncontrollably, as if he were 
magnetically attracted to the floor, his muscles contracting and push-
ing him down at the same time. He winced inside as a flash of static 
jumped in and out of his mind, a skipped heartbeat and an instant of 
thought and self–presence swept through him.

“My plan, the epiphany, the reckoning, for them, for my father, for 
her. I can find it now.” He resonated to himself, deep inside his sub-
conscious, deep and away and in that place he had made for himself, 
the place he was so rarely able to retreat to. 

“What was that?” His Faster turned quickly around, as if react-
ing to some sort of unannounced noise, a prophetic instinct of 
something coming their way, shooting into the maddening arena, 
his gigantic ridged brow rising upwards. “Inside, Germany, please,” 
he directed. The feigned etiquette trying to indicated Germany 
had a choice as he rose from his bow. “Quickly.” His eyes looking 
skyward and shooting from side–to–side.

Germany turned and stepped forward and into the smartputty 
globe, squeaking as he squeezed through the clear material and 
hopped inside with a tiny pop. His Faster followed him, smiling 
greatly at the prospect of them wheeling through the crowd and they 
moved off. Forgetting quickly the momentary edge of weirdness in 
the air that had signalled his reaction. He stood in the middle, clos-
ing his eyes again to control their vehicle.

Forward, immediately over the edge of the platform, the bubble they 
were inside of rotating simultaneously so they remained upright as they 
travelled vertically down the wall into the first rungs of the crowd.

Faces getting closer, the rich tapestry of life that was laid out before 
them becoming more and more intricate, no longer an undulating 
mass of bright colours and weird sounds and terrible smells, indi-
viduals became clear, he began to make out faces and bodies and 
wielded objects and actions. 

They came to the floor, the sphere vehicle rolling upright again, 
shifting their bubble, and they stood, at the front of the concrete 
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floored square. Their purpose built area, at the edge of their tiny 
city, for the arrival of the train, to perform the way they had been 
performing and now, before them, as clear as day stood the world’s 
greatest Celebrity, Germany Germany, with his mighty Faster.

The crowd curved and backed away, forming a semicircle around 
them and Germany felt his heart and mind grow warm with pleasure, 
with appreciation for his people and their dedication. The Faster was 
back inside his mind, controlling his chemical secretions and filling 
him with an overpowering feeling of belonging within their sphere, 
within the crowd, within the town, all belonging to one cause. He was 
comfy and warm and fuzzy, he clasped his hands in front of him and 
rubbed his the back right side of his jaw against the soft cotton on his 
shoulder. He smiled and his eyelids fluttered. 

The concave wall of people in front of him, their beautiful clothes, 
the innumerable types of attire, extravagant beyond the point of be-
lief, complete decadence in their attempts to stand out. All complete-
ly individual in their own right, but by belonging to the throng of 
individuality, all exactly the same, all purposing their body and look 
for the same reason. 

They cowered and backed away from the two men stood in the 
bubble, confused and frightened and overwhelmed with the thought 
of being before these two beings. Being in the presence of them. 
Their micro cameras floating around them like small swarms of 
flies, capturing their every movement so they could show it off, so 
they could edit and render and manipulate and upload and try their 
hardest to gain any sort of audience on their own. Logging and stor-
ing everything in case they were ever called for The Benefit, so they 
could show just how amazing and unique and beautiful they really 
were. 

One stepped forward bravely, visibly shaking with excitement or 
fear or both, not knowing what to do next, dressed in Venetian mas-
querade clothing. Beautiful silk and velvet, intricately weaved with 
gold and embedded with rubies and diamonds, his face tattooed and 
misshapen and restructured into that of a mask, permanently at the 
ball. His mouth opened slowly and jaw hung, the immediate silence 
of their pocket of people overcoming the deafening sound of those 
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behind, for a split second, as those who could stand waited to see 
what he did next. 

“Perform!” The Faster raged, inside the bubble vehicle, his mighty 
voice resonating with his innumerable teeth and lashing the faces 
of their semi–circle of terror and curiosity. Germany gazed, out of 
control with powerful adjure for his fellow brethren and the Venetian 
mutant collapsed to the floor. 

At least a dozen others indirectly followed his lead, face first, 
crunching into the solid ground, noses smashing and blood spurting, 
uncontrollably fainting. More followed suit, but began jumping into 
the ground. Each one wanting to be the spectacle, each one wanting 
the attention. One by one the semi–circle began to attempt more and 
more lavish and extravagant ways to pile drive their faces into the 
concrete floor.

Huge dives with folded back arms, some jumped on the back of 
others and somersaulted off their shoulders, gaining as much height 
and velocity as they could. Crunching their skulls into the ground in 
mass hysteria, panic and fever, not to be saved, not to get away, but to 
do better, to be noticed. The air quickly filled with the mist of blood 
and sweat and bodies began to pile, unconscious masses in a rapidly 
growing lake of red beneath the small wheels of the sphere they both 
stood inside of. 

Their vehicle began moving forward, the Faster closing his huge 
orbs of eyes and concentrating on the movement. Pulling them for-
ward with his mind, the little spheres beneath them riding up and 
over the bodies that were pilling all around, large strokes of blood 
shot across its transparent film and Germany continued to absorb.

The love began to dissipate as they moved further into the crowd 
and the Faster, using his telekinetic abilities to move them along, re-
linquished his grip on his mind. Able to witness all that was around 
him first hand, the horror and beauty and fear and love and acts there 
were taking place. His training kept him stationary but outside of 
the hovertrain, the Faster removed from his mind, he soaked up the 
shifting magnificence and decadence and beauty and intolerable cru-
elty. A market for the mind, every possible act and beyond currently 
rendered. 
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He gulped as a grotesquely fat and huge woman appeared in front 
of them. Others parted to show her sat, on a large table like piece 
of glass, her rippling layers purple and green with disease and burst 
vessels. Her enormously round legs quivered as her tiny arms, barely 
able to reach, plucked the legs off a chair that was engrossed in her 
fat. Germany looked up to her face, huge and bulbous, four times the 
size of any normal human as they passed her slowly. 

She arched open her mammoth mouth, revealing vast toothless 
gums, topped with rows of puss filled translucent bags of vein lined 
flesh. Bringing up her arm she stabbed the chair leg into one of the 
riper pustules, it burst and flung thick yellow fluid out of her mouth 
and down her rolling, flat breasts, onto everyone around her. She 
gulped back what remained as the chair leg took on a new life as a 
wooden tooth for the gigantic horror. 

He looked on and around as they continued to move. Still, unable 
to show any sign of emotion without command, but as free as he had 
been in years, as ripe with anger and renewed thought for his past. 
For the beliefs he was always holding on to, for the memory and the 
philosophies and truths that they had died for and what he lived for 
now. He felt his jaw grit involuntarily for the life he could have had, 
and what was taken from him, taken from them all, as they rushed 
for one solitary and unforgiving goal.

 The Faster still navigated their way through and round and over 
the masses in their sealed bubble. His mind kicked as he saw two 
men, sat simply playing chess, those around them performing all 
manner of tricks, acrobatics, cheap circus acts, breathing fire and 
wrestling with lions. The two men, sat on boxes, the board in front 
of them, half way through their game, with their heads rested on a 
fist, he looked on and his brain flickered again, his heart missed a 
beat and in that instant, his mind sucked in and exploded in a wall of 
thought and realisation.

We once knew a time when being part of, or party to, a 
high ranking and renowned profession gave way to Ce-
lebrity, gave birth to a ‘Star’, and opened a metaphorical 
door that set you on the path to the admiration of thou-
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sands, millions, of entire races and religions. High rank-
ing individuals, couplets or groups in either the civilian, 
military or criminal world, as long as their skill was high 
enough in the given field, gained notoriety which could 
in turn lead to fame or infamy. Granted, others took 
advantage and would gain notoriety without skill, with 
thought manipulation like a supposed Guru, or inherit it 
through no fault of their own. However, the scale of this 
was dignified, allowed its users and believers their life, 
while leaving others to remain, to keep a grip on the cold 
reality of day. 

He breathed out a warm air, almost visibly dissipating in the cooled 
vehicle as it came to an abrupt halt. 

“What was that? Germany, do you feel anything is wrong?” The 
Faster turned to him, his vexing eyes wide as he had ever seen them, 
full of question, his awesome brow pulling into the middle, dunes of 
soft, reflective white skin gathering and pulsating. 

Germany was swept back into the present, as the Faster jumped back 
into his mind and the feeling that it brought engulfed his body again. 

“All I feel is appreciation for these people, for the ones trying so 
hard, for the absolute believers in The Benefit, the ones that make our 
wonderful way of life possible.”

“I feel there’s something wrong with this place,” the Faster replied, 
still unsure what to think of or do with the impulses he was receiving 
from something or somewhere around him. “We will continue, for 
now.” He closed his eyes again and the bubble vehicle moved for-
ward. The sea of humanity before them kept pushing and pulling 
with a tide of madness and beauty, all manner of act and play hap-
pening all around them. 

People and fluid and object bounding off the smartputty bubble, 
hermetically sealed, almost completely silent, only the vivid colours 
and displays penetrated its casing with the soft hum of the frothing 
crowd. Their micro–cameras floating all around them, lights flash-
ing, fire raging, Germany looked on with astonishment and amaze-
ment as they travelled forward and round and in and out of it all. 



84

The Faster, his huge face pulsing and twitching as he telekinetically 
charged and moved their vehicle and they both floated through it.

“Let us run through some of your training, Germany, tell me more 
about the Triple Exit initiative,” he asked out loud, unable to control 
Germany with telepathy, but able to occupy him with notes of his 
training. 

“It is about the Exit, Faster. Three exits were constructed, for the 
human race, as to bring a new order to our lives, the Earth as we 
knew it needed re–ordering. A dedicated set of men came together, 
to produce something that would bring about this new order, a new 
doctrine that would help humanity.” Germany spoke carefully, trying 
not to let the images and shapes all around disturb him too much.

“And what was the first exit?”
“Exit one; Show, in order to manipulate. The formulation, creation 

and initiation of the greatest show on earth, The Benefit, in order to 
bring the people together. To give them something true to aspire to 
but also to give us structure. Take an obsession and make it reality. 
Pull together all avenues of distraction into one, grand, global cause. 
All encompassing, awe inspiring, commanding and irrefutable,” Ger-
many replied, absorbed by all that around him, distracted now by the 
recital of the Exits, the principle foundations of his training and their 
civilisation.

A small man ran out of the crowd, a large pole pierced his face, in 
through one side of his cheeks and out the other. He grabbed onto 
it, pushing it forward and pulling it back, rolling his face, stretching 
it and then twisting it like the wheel of a ship. His skin turned and 
distended almost a full rotation, elastic like and pulling away from 
his skull. Blindly running, eyes sunk into the mask of his face, he 
slapped up against the outside of the bubble. The bounce caught him 
by surprise and he smashed back against the floor. They ran over 
him softly, Germany watched his skin pushing up against the out-
side of the clear bubble, almost able to read the intricate tattoos that 
adorned his floppy and loose body. 

He looked back up and saw the crowd part again, a clear moment 
that almost brought him to tears as he spotted the lone man. Solitary, 
in between the eight feet tall goddess women, the rippling boulder 
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like bronzed muscle men, all the denizens of the square in all their 
lunacy, stood a character. 

Alone in the crowd, completely at their mercy, he was blind, eyes 
closed tight, a stick held in one hand, pointing out toward the floor and 
sweeping from right to left by the second. His head and body twitched 
remorselessly, cramping forward and backward with uncontrollable 
spasms. A sorry sight in the midst of all the equally wondrous and 
vile acts and performances that were taking place all around, but an 
individual none the less. He whistled, as loud as his lungs could muster 
and the piercing, sharp, shrill tones shot between all those surrounding 
him into Germany’s ears. Making their own way through the bubble of 
the smartputty in a way none of the other sounds could.

His heart smiled, and bled simultaneously, pouring over  how The 
Benefit had provided this almost completely incapacitated man with 
desire and drive and purpose and ambition. 

Torn apart by the folly of it all, he could have been more, they all 
could be so much more. 

Their concentrated efforts producing this repulsive void of sober-
ing psychopathy with the abhorrent need to be noticed, when those 
who had created it all took with unquestioned power. His head rang 
out again with a huge buzz, a fizzy, spike coated piercing sound that 
shot his eyes back around, facing forward, looking at the back of the 
Faster’s elongated head. The picture of the whistling blind man burnt 
into mind, it trembled and jolted and he had his own moment of 
blindness, his mind buzzed and raced with words he did not know 
what to do with.

Moving forward, branding and franchising of the person 
rather than the product became an increasing phenom-
enon of the 21st century; corporate fat cats and business 
minds bought into a person, providing them with money, 
not to sponsor products, but to be a product which would 
provide vast wealth through their own self. 
 In 1905 the “American Magazine,” predicted the future 
of its own people, country, and indeed the glut of the planet 
with quite horrifying precision in stating that, “The old 
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standards are passing. The old Gods are dying in the world 
of greedy finance.” But who was to know how low the stand-
ards would go, how deeply things would change? 
 Selfless public virtue had become a foreign concept by 
2050, and by 2100 the world was a different place. Per-
sonality alone became a means to distinguish Individu-
als from the mass rather than being combined with skill 
and talent, and as talent fell, as skill slowly poured away 
into the abyss, personality died in place of the effortlessly 
manipulated, moronic, empty headed fools. Celebrity 
had won, finally and with ease, over almost all common 
ground. 
 This staggering machine of desire, to be known and 
loved… but not any more for brilliant and shining 
achievements, no longer Stars in their own right shining 
above any other through the normal space occupied by 
the common man. They are delusional freaks, more like 
dimmed torches and faded lights; they are black holes that 
absorb all light around them with a sense of self worth. 
As Celebrity trod on the war–torn hands of heroism, the 
bravest and most fervent of humans slowly sold their souls 
into movies and book deals. To be noticed and not to do, 
and as the collective mind of civilisation shifted, there was 
a need to correct the balance. To bring a new order to the 
shifting plate of human endeavour.

A sheet of white came down over his vision, the words and images 
disappeared for a split second before it lifted, like the shutter on a 
camera revealing the Faster holding his hands to his head. The bub-
ble vehicle had stopped and a circle of curious people and begun to 
surround them. 

“I fear there is something very wrong here, Germany, something 
is trying to attack me, I can feel it.” He spoke, quivering slightly, low-
ered his hands to his side, standing and turning to face Germany.

“But, there’s never been a recorded attack on a Faster, or Celebrity, 
in the history of the Benefit.” Germany questioned, more resonating 
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the thoughts of the Faster than consciously searching for answers 
around what he was talking about, as he felt him creep back in.

“You’re right, of course–” The Faster replied, steadying and compos-
ing himself. “–you, Germany, are the greatest Celebrity we have ever 
seen, ever acquired, ever brought to the people. Any crime commit-
ted against us has no purpose. It goes against everything all these 
people believe in.” He turned around in a full circle, his right hand 
out, open palmed, as if to show the ever closing circle of people the 
majesty of what The Benefit had created. 

 He raised his flat hand into a walled palm, and the circle stopped 
their approach, their bodies frozen, they gazed on in amazement and 
fright, almost close enough to touch that which they aspired to be 
but unable to move. Their eyes shifted in their skulls but they were 
ridged to the floor.

“What is the second Exit, Germany?”
“Exit two; Manipulate to function. The manipulation that The 

Benefit provides, it gives people a goal, all people with one goal, and 
that goal is to be known. To be known they have to function as a 
citizen, in order to search for their want, they need to obey the rules. 
Basic capitalist economics still function. Money is a necessity, people 
need to feed their habit, whatever their creative escape may be. So 
each person has their slot and does their duty so they can become 
as extravagant and outlandish and individual as they possibly can. 
The manipulation of The Benefit to love and aspire to it, ensures the 
constant, constructive progression of the human race, and that it is at 
liberty to choose any path to try and be noticed.”

“Correct, Germany, of course, but what about the rule of law?” the 
Faster replied, turned, facing forward again, lowering his palm and 
closing his eyes, moving them forward. As if the recounting of the 
Exists soothed him, the foundations of the Initiative that’s creation 
gave him life. 

“The Benefit displays the law between shows, it dictates that if 
anyone should break them, they loose the chance to be part of The 
Benefit. Our manipulation brings function and freedom to all, in the 
pursuit of The Benefit. Free from fear, the planet is united in one 
goal.”
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The Faster let out a calming sigh, long, like a faint breeze whistling 
between two doors, he closed his eyes and lowered his hand. The 
circling crowd surrounding them became animated again, released 
from his mental shackles.

Their vehicle moved forward, faster this time, and as those in front 
of them began to flow back into their acts and insanity, the air be-
came alive. They pushed through the walls of performance and fi-
nally reached the edge of the square. 

Germany turned to watch the crowd as they moved away at some 
speed, the swarm as unrelenting and awe inspiring and rabid as always. 
His brain throbbed with thought, with the belief system he grasped on 
to, with the training that he believed with such verve, with the madness 
and horror all around, with the beauty that encapsulated them. 

Split in so many ways, a torn man, but fuelled by the filing system 
of his mind disagreeing with itself. He saw himself winning through, 
and he pushed his mind again into the fire that he needed, in the 
instants that he found himself without the flooding telepathic waves 
of his Faster.

He turned to face forward and saw the monolithic building grow-
ing before them. Gigantic and fierce, imposing itself on the surround-
ing environment, it became increasingly visible through the thick air. 
Polluted the smoke of the industrial and residential area of the city 
combined with human perspiration the thousands of steaming bod-
ies heat, rising into the atmosphere behind them.

The bubble sped and the building grew, grey and black, concrete and 
marble lines shooting vertically, piercing the sky and disappearing into 
the dense cloud two hundred feet in the air. Capped by the airborne 
mixture, his jaw clenched at the raw inspiring might of its construction, 
dwarfing the small domiciles either side. The first rows of the living area 
of the town, the main settlement, just by their main square, peaked by 
this colossal structure in the middle. 

A family came into sight as they moved closer, tiny at the foot of 
the building. Stood outside, as people came out of their homes to 
view Germany and perform whatever show they might have. They 
remained still, the proud father figure in the middle, his arm around 
a sleek lady, the pair suited in grey and finished with a small, adoles-
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cent looking son on the side of the father, and a girl, barely ten on the 
side of the mother. A blip amongst the vivid colour all round.

“And the final exit Germany?” His Faster spoke as they rolled along 
to the wall of housing with it’s great centre piece, before stopping a hun-
dred feet or so short.

“Function to serve. Humanity works to serve each other and the 
original members of the Triple Exit Initiative. They provide each oth-
er with the means to become part of The Benefit, a continual circle 
of consumption and want and need and lust. Each working to serve 
themselves and those around them. Ripe with competition, fertile 
with the want to produce. But their function serves the every will 
and want of those that gave birth to the great Initative, who want, for 
literally, nothing. The people believe the greater their story the more 
likely they are to succeed in their want, their need, to be part of our 
Benefit. We show to manipulate, they are manipulated to function, 
they function to serve. Everyone is free in the pursuit of The Benefit.” 
He looked up and lowered his jaw, his mouth open at the sight, as a 
huge neon sign lit up in florescent red across the tower’s front. 

THE FAMILY CHARGEEAN
 

It read in immense flowing letters, and the whole family took a 
bow, as if to say; you are right, we made this, with our bear hands. 
This mighty construction you see before you, this beautifully ren-
dered reformation of natural resource, is where we reside, and it is 
our story. 

His heart stopped again, another instant broke into his mind as he 
witnessed the families pounding fight for recognition by him and his 
Faster. Their story, to show off, not for the progression of man, not to 
house those in need, not to advance the field of architecture to benefit 
civilisation. Not to bring about a heightened standard of life, but to gain 
attention, to serve The Benefit. He looked down, dripping with sweat 
and huffing air again like he was suffocating. The Faster remained calm 
in front of him, out of Germany’s mind as a lighting storm exploded 
with electricity and thunder and the words came back.

The media’s soul developed and evolved from a beautiful and 
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steadfast colossus of freedom into a dirty slime, covered with the filth 
of greed, getting fat on the milk of Celebrity, and forgetting about the 
virtues by which it once stood. Powerful and dirty minds of men col-
laborated, and as more money fed this filth, keeping the publics lust 
for more Celebrity constantly unabated, political struggles dwindled 
and civilised order collapsed. 

Men took hold of more power without anyone even noticing, the 
people too preoccupied with their own self–worth, in trying to gain 
attention from the undignified masses, the national press and global 
super portals constantly covering and showing, 24 hours a day. 

Instead of the political masterminds of the century using commu-
nication mediums previously unseen in the history of man for gainful 
purposes, to acquire followers and believers, to push forward politics 
for the general development of man, they grew greedy with the power 
and infamy. As a sewer rat grows massive and powerful on the filth of 
man, politicians did the same. A new order was necessary.

Simulacra, the disgusting truth of it all realised by French sociolo-
gist Jean Baudrillard. This came to a pure reality. Cultural icons were 
made not through substance but through visuals; they were fakes; no 
one and no thing was real. 

The culture of Celebrity numbing the minds of the masses and 
grounding itself in the terra firma of time, brought about the need for 
something new. Greatest minds of our time gathered to restructure it 
all. They convened on Madagascar, a fortified compound against any 
press or people to try and render a new way to work civilisation. They 
created the Triple Exit Initiative.

The day of philosophers becoming Kings happened. Or so it 
seemed, the brightest, intellectually sound minds on earth had cre-
ated a purpose for which people could strive, in whichever way they 
wanted. Pushing for the goal of being noticed and absorbed by their 
great show, The Benefit. The masses had what they wanted and were 
free. Free if it were not for the smoke screen. For the fact it is an un-
reality, a fallacy, a non–existence. 

People no longer strive for the betterment of mankind, 
they strive for their own selfish want for something 
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that does not exist. Ultimately they do not question the 
purpose and need for what they are doing, why they 
are doing it and who gains from what they do. Those 
great minds, those philosophers who became kings, the 
natural greed of man overwhelmed them and now they 
are supreme. Hidden from 99% of the human billions 
across the planet, to do as they please, almighty and all 
powerful. They choose the stories, they make the deci-
sions, they control the planet and they would argue to 
their dogmatic end that they are doing good for human-
ity. They lay the ground for the next step of civilisation, 
they bridge the leap that mankind needed to take with 
their Perfect system. But as with any perfect system, all 
hope is lost.

The air was sucked out of him and visions of red burst into his eyes. 
The bubble had gone completely opaque, red enveloped their sphere 
and it throbbed in time with a piercing alarm sound. He looked down 
and the Faster was on his knees, grasping his head and screaming 
wildly. His thick neck with throbbing veins, his huge hands pushing 
deep into his moon like cranium, blood rising up and through his 
hair, roaring in pain exacerbated by the sound and colour of their 
immediate surroundings.

“Faster!” Germany sprang forward, his instinctual care and adula-
tion for his master kicking in. “What can I do? What can I do?” he 
cried, panting and beginning to loose his footing inside the ball. He 
fell and called up into the foetal position beside the raging postshuman 
being. His mind inexplicably free, too much at once, too far to go from 
what he had known for too long, short–circuiting his mind and body. 
He curled up, as if in the womb once more.

The colour went from the ball and the alarm stopped in a second. 
The gathering crowd from before had reached the climax of their 
bravery and were at now physically feeling and jostling for space 
against the smartputty bubble.

They jumped back when it went clear, revealing an incapacitated 
Germany and slowly reviving Faster. His huge double–jawed mouth, 



92

recoiled from being almost completely open, snapping shut like a 
spring mounted bear trap. 

He stood, bolt upright and his huge face pulsed, orb like eyes full 
of fear and terror, swollen forehead crumpled with deep crevasses of 
anger and rage, jaw grinding rows and rows of pure white teeth. The 
corners of his mouth foamed and he clasped his hands in front of 
him, looking down at the quivering Germany below. 

His lungs sucked and cheeks flapped, nearly creating a vacuum in-
side the bubble, eyelids came down like curtains and tensed inwards. 
The immediate crowd exploded, twenty feet outside their bubble 
detonated in a violent sea of blood and bone, raising dozens of feet 
in the air. Surrounding them in a wet wall of human flesh that fell 
back down violently and splashed up from the floor. Those beyond 
the immediate burst of human matter flagellated in the swamp of 
flesh, knowing no bounds of horror or terror, only knowing that the 
greater their show was, the closer they came to The Benefit. 

The Faster continued to strain and as his head throbbed and grew 
with concentration, his telekinetic abilities compounding in the need 
to escape, to flee whatever was causing him so much pain and inca-
pacitating his Celebrity. 

Their ball shot into the air at incredible velocity it arched over the 
madness and Germany looked below, terrified and alone. The fear of 
freedom began to quickly subside. The inexplicable feeling of ever 
present and inexorable mind of his Faster having gone made his heart 
and head thump with weird, forgotten sensation of raw feeling. The 
chains were dropped as they flew over all that was below, the festival 
of all that humanity had to offer, speeding away from them as they 
rose and rose, up and threw the cloud. Panic rebounded and swept 
through his mind, before the powering thrust of instinct and nature 
and character of Germany Germany went rigid. 

The ball peaked and the Faster remained in complete concentra-
tion. Momentary stillness, the nightmare gave way as they floated 
for an instant, a click of time, a singular point where the energy 
that had carried them ran out and gravity took hold its endless grip 
and Germany’s mind caught fire. A firestorm unlike he had ever felt 
before in all his battles and all his pursuit of maintaining himself 
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and pushing with all his physical and emotional and mental being 
could ever accumulate. His love for her and the life he had lost, now 
rich and potent and furious with once unpermitted and continually 
trampled on rage.  

They came crashing down, his Faster collapsed beside him and he 
stood. He cried inside their rapidly declining bubble and opened his 
arms wide with clenched fists and roared with all his might. Purging 
years of emotion and fright and terror and love and memory, he was 
overcome by the thought and began out loud.

“Humanity, now at a maintained level of preoccupied, apathetic, 
motionless, lifeless, gutless, false and ultimately disillusioned want 
for something that doesn’t even exist. A dial to be turned for the 
true entertainment of those who stood up to protect and serve us all, 
those who now remain God like indefinitely. A people who believe 
they are free, but are all one, all are fed the same subjugation, all are 
captured and bound in a worthless dedication.” The ball fell and Ger-
many raged, and spoke with power and conviction.

“Germany Germany rules them. The public face, the lead Celeb-
rity. I am their pawn. My life; collected and distorted and controlled 
and turned inside out and now here, for you, ‘my dear audience.” He 
looked down at his Faster, the wreck on the cupped floor of their bub-
ble as the ground beneath grew in size and clarity. They shot through 
the thick mist they had moments before bounded through, revealing 
their hovertrain, the buzzing crowd like a quarry of red ants, a super 
organism all moving as one below and he could see their shackles. 

“I will kill you, and through your death their eyes will open. I 
will destroy The Benefit. I will free us all. I will kill you, for what 
you have done.”
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Stage 1 — Germany Germany

7 — ChanGe

His eyes fluttered open slowly, he strained, realising he was cocooned 
in one of the walls of his little room, on the hovertrain. Imprisoned, 
unable to move, the box glowed light neon blue, gently adjusting 
to the dilation of his pupils. He felt a prick of what must have been 
smartputty under his armpit and his heart rate rose suddenly, bring-
ing his pounding brain to the forefront of sensation. 

He wriggled and shifted his head as much as he could, as if looking 
around would bring any new information about what was happen-
ing. It felt more like a coffin than ever, a trap, a prison, inescapable. 
No answers, his last memory, distorted and with holes. He was with 
his Faster, falling dramatically toward the hovertrain in their smart-
putty bubble.

The Faster incapacitated on the floor, whilst he raged, with the dis-
covery of something new, or, rather the rediscovery of something he 
thought was lost. 

“Not lost, just buried,” he whispered to himself, instantly recoiling 
in shock. He spoke without command. He spoke freely and of his 
own accord. So much time had passed since he had last spoke free.

“Good God,” his voice croaked and memory shot back, exploding 
in his mind with thunderous force. He licked his lips, his body trem-
bling and shivering and quivering at the thought, at his conclusion, 
at his realisation, his reckoning, the very moment it all came together 
and he called for her. “Ion.”
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“What was that?” The child screeched with quizzical excitement. 
“You’re awake? Germany? You’re awake? I’ve been so lonely Germa-
ny, these past few hours, so lonely.” His voice dropped away into a 
whimper.

“I am awake,” he replied, unsure whether he could speak freely 
again, unsure whether if he could, he even wanted to, whether he 
should let his neighbour know about his new found freedom. “For 
first time in a long time.”

“What was that? I couldn’t quite hear you? What were you say-
ing? Where were we? Are you okay? That seemed like quite a crash 
you had in that ball of yours. Wow, I couldn’t believe it, Germany 
Germany, so softly spoken, you know, you like, flying through the 
air, I couldn’t have done it better myself!” He could hear the child 
bouncing off the walls directly behind him, obviously free in his 
room. “You came in, WHOOOOOOOSHHHHH, everyone, and I 
mean everyone was looking at you, on the ground, all us Celebrities, 
our Fasters, the crowd was losing it, I’ve never seen anything like 
it. HEEEEEOOOOWWWWWWW. We all looked up with big wide 
eyes, that’s right, everyone went quiet, wondering ‘Wow, I wonder 
what that Germany Germany is going to do next’ well, I knew, well, 
I didn’t but I think I could have, which is the next best thing, it’s the 
same really isn’t it? You came in, YAAAAAAAAAWWWWWW, and 
PING! That was it. You disappeared. Germany, I have to clap you, 
just, oh, wow, Germany Germany, what a showman after all.”

He was confused and enraged and aquiver with fear and power 
and excitement and alarm at it all, at what he had done, at what he 
had reckoned, at what he had to do, and what was happening now. 
“What do you mean, I disappeared?” Trying to control his voice, 
plane and emotionless.

“Well, you shot in, WWWOOWOWOWOWOOOOOOHHH, in 
that bubble of yours into the hovertrain. It just swallowed you up. 
POP. Just like that, here one minute, gone the next, oh Germany, you 
should have seen the crowd. Germany Germany, the showman. I’ve 
never seen anything like it, they literally started tearing each other 
limb from limb. We all had to be evacuated. I tell you something, 
Germany, the show at the Gigastudio we’re heading to now, it’s sure 
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going to be something. I bet the whole world knows about what hap-
pened by now, I bet reports have been pushed through The Benefit 
feeds, I bet they’ve all been saying: ‘Germany Germany, the greatest 
Celebrity on Earth…’” He feigned a deep American voice, like that 
of The Benefit’s Presenters. “…At a routine stop, his sheer presence 
alone was so electrifying the town had to be tac–tick–alley–nuked.’ 
Germany, what does tac–tick–alley–nuked mean? What is that? I’d 
imagine it’s amazing, what a surprise for those people, I’m sure if was 
some great gift from The Benefit.”

A sledgehammer of pain struck his mind as he was swept from 
the elation of freedom and into their terrible reality. The realisation 
grasped his frontal lobes and pierced the soft pink flesh with razor 
sharp, burning talons. The cocoon of smartputty was sucked back 
into the wall and he dropped to the soft floor of his compartment. 

“Where did you hear that?” He asked, still calm and tone free.
“My Faster of course, speaking with the others, I hear everything 

around here, you know it was my great, great, great, great uncle, on 
my mothers side, that invented surround sound hearing, you know, 
the ability to hear all around, rather than just one direction?” He let 
out a short laugh. “Of course you do, you know my story, but I just 
can’t help myself sometimes. Anyway, that’s what they said, I heard my 
Faster, as we were being rushed back into the hovertrain, ‘this place 
needs to be tac–tick–alley–nuked, call in the birds’, is what he said.”

He stood upright in the room, the blue having grown warm and 
bright. The colour made him feel tender, his training seeping back as 
he woke further and came into the reality of now. 

He looked at his feet. “Ion.” In a whisper. “I will bring them from this, 
I will bring about change, I will carry them away from this black reality.” 
He shifted his head back and looked at ceiling. “Just need to hold on to 
this, just a bit longer. Just long enough kill him, kill him when they are 
all watching. In front of them all, they’ll see that they can rebel. They’ll 
see a new story. I know they will understand. I know they will free 
themselves. They’ll be free and you death. It won’t have been in vain.”

“Vain, rebel, what? I still can’t hear you Germany, you’re talking a 
lot more than normal? Hey, are you planning for your show in the 
studio? You’ve got a new follower in me now Germany, as if you 
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needed someone else. You’ve got me convinced now, that’s right, the 
kid, Lace House, a genuine, bona fide believer in Germany Germany, 
who would have thought, hey?”

He felt the train slow. “We’re here already?” 
“What do you mean already, you’ve been cold for about twenty 

hours, not saying a word, I thought you were ignoring me, oh, now I 
would never want for that. We’re here alright.”

A smartputty screen shot out from the floor, sprouting up, as if it were 
alive and placing itself in front of his eyes it began playing a commercial. 

“Germany Germany, the greatest showman The Benefit has ever 
seen. The worlds greatest Celebrity, here live, for you this evening, 
we’re at ten hours exactly before our lead Presenter will interview 
him in front of a one million capacity crowd, here in the California 
Gigastudio, for you, our faithful viewers!” 

The screen was sucked back into the ground. “This ends here.” 
Germany spoke calmly to himself, stood in the middle of his com-
partment. He looked up again and saw a transparent droplet gather-
ing as the hovertrain came to a standstill.

“He must be close,” he said as his back straightened, his body tak-
ing on new form, stretching and clicking, his hands slapped dramati-
cally against his thighs. “No!” 

“What, Germany? Oh, here come our Fasters, I will see you after 
the show!” The child cried, full of excitement and lust. 

His face shifted shape, the familiar ungainly smile took hold of his 
cheeks and jaw and teeth. His lips tensed and separated, his eyebrows 
loosened, his eyes widened, his nostrils flared and he began to take 
on the form he was familiar with for so long. Changing into the pic-
ture the Fasters had drawn for him, shifting him into the doll that 
they had moulded and carved and shaped. 

He strained, against the shift, pushing against the closing shell, his 
new form. The old form that was coming back, he’d tasted freedom 
and his mind smashed and flayed and bit and stabbed at everything 
that was closing in around him, but it was no use. 

The years of training and hypopedic treatment and 3D encapsula-
tion, replaying endlessly what they wanted him to be and remember. 
He was theirs. 



98

The wall slid open, revealing a portal as it always did, this time his 
Faster stood directly in the middle. With the night behind him he 
was exposed with complete clarity. His Cheshire Cat grin as wide as 
he’d ever seen it, huge and terrifying columns of teeth. His ice–sheet, 
white face was lined with purple veins, his eyes growled with a fire 
and passion he’d never witnessed before. Protruding nose and jaw 
throbbing with presence, his furious ridged brow collecting in a for-
tified block of flesh that looked mountainous in presence.

“Adore me,” he said, deep and hollow as he stepped inside, watch-
ing the droplet that had gathered above Germany finally fall and 
dress him in an impeccable suit. 

The Faster embraced him. “I adore you,” he replied, opened him-
self as the posthuman being slithered his way into his mind and re-
leased a flood of endorphins. He sank into the soft fabric of his chest 
and felt his leathery hands clasp around his skull, his mind pulsed 
and raced with images.

“I’m afraid we didn’t have time to run through are usual train-
ing, Germany, you took quite the beating as the hovertrain caught 
us. That’s why we needed to fix you, in that cocoon.” He pointed at 
the wall. “Now, I’m just going to let you look at some things, is that 
alright Germany?” He stepped back, looking down at his Celebrity 
and placed his hand over the front of his head, his little finger and 
thumb touching his temples.

He could smell her and he looked down the arm of his Faster at his 
chest. The white shirt popped and boiled with colour, distorting and 
whirling, his eyes closed and he was back on the island.

He lay on his small single bed, she was beside him, her back facing 
him. It was warm and muggy, her smell mixed with the moisture in 
the air and fell on everything. They were both naked but they hadn’t 
made love, he stopped himself and controlled himself. His heart was 
rapid with passion and feeling for her, but they trusted each other. 

He lifted his hand and lightly ran it down her shoulder, fingertips 
brushing along her soft skin and reaching the small bumps of her 
ribs. Up and down, tiny ridges of flesh and bone, before placing his 
palm on her hip and rubbing his fingers on the delicate flesh just 
below her flat stomach. She twitched and hummed gently and rolled 
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onto her back, her body moved under his light touch and his hand 
lay on her tummy. He brushed it back up, curving round her naval 
and in between her breasts, up her neck, watching the light twitches 
as he went, bring it up the line of her chin and to her face.

His heart froze and hand clenched on her jaw, he instantly realised 
where he was and what was happening. Her face an amalgamation 
of angles and shapes, distorted, unevenly rendered, a fluxing mix of 
different times, patched with tan and freckles and dirt. Wrong, ab-
horrent, not what he loved, not what he fought for, but what they had 
brought him to. Not his memory, their rendering, everything he was 
fighting against. 

“You love me, don’t you, Germany?” she started with a whisper 
and ended in an uneven shout.

Keep your head, he’s watching you, he stood in his room, watching 
and released her jaw. “Of course,” he smiled down at the undulating 
face. “With every ounce of my being.”

“I love you so much, Germany,” she smiled back, crooked and wrong.  
“That’s enough,” the Faster pulled his hand back and Germany 

sprang into the warm blue room and watched the long arm and open 
palm retract from his head slowly. “You’re ready, you always were.” 

“I’ve missed you, Faster.” Germany smiled back at him.
“That is nice to know, Germany, let us go now, we have a lot of 

preparations now, don’t we?”
Germany smiled again and followed the Faster out on to the dark 

platform. They paused for a moment in quiet awe at the epic size and 
beautiful magnificence of the Gigastudio and the Faster started off 
at speed.

He lead and Germany followed, his shoes beating out a sharp 
rhythm on the black marble. His posture impeccable: back straight 
and chest puffed with pride and presence, suited in a fashion typi-
cal to the time; pronounced and eccentric, exaggerated and pierc-
ing. The bright florescent lights producing infinite orbs of glowing 
white light on the polished black floor. 

 He followed about three steps behind, turning his head and look-
ing on the hovertrain to his right, it’s gun–metal shell, rounded like 
a bullet, shining and steaming, it’s huge engines underneath calm 
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now, after its last leg. Its only purpose was transporting Celebrities 
and their Fasters, almost invulnerable to attack, its magnetic tracks 
creating the friction free, super fast travel that led across the globe. 
Over mountains and under oceans; the worldwide network was vast, 
not only allowing for global, protected and comfortable travel, but 
permitting the Fasters travel by themselves. Visiting cities and towns, 
searching for new stories, pouring their manipulative will on the 
population of the planet in massive ceremonies, each city at a time, 
ensuring the continual dedication to The Benefit.

 The fine fuzz on Germany’s neck sprang to attention as he heard 
the first whispers of footsteps, the steady march of the people into the 
gigantic globe they paced toward. The unmistakeable hum of their 
show and spectacle as they packed themselves in. Emotion contin-
ued to thrust through his senses, more engrossing with every mag-
netic step forward. He looked at the Faster, striding with a confidence 
and exaggerated charm. Tall and slender, his metallic suit shone and 
beamed in the floodlit path and his focused switched back to the 
studio. 

Gargantuan in the night, helicopters floating around it like small 
bees, beaming light onto its surface from above as mammoth beams, 
their source out of sight, rose from the ground. He stopped and 
looked up, carefully balancing himself and let out a quiet sigh. 

“Come, Germany, we don’t have time tonight.” His Faster turned 
and motioned at the dumbstruck Germany entranced by the Gigas-
tudio’s spell. Almost beyond the breadth of his imagination, he failed 
to understand its construction, awe and fear both took their grip and 
he thought how those being brought in front of the Great Pyramids 
of Giza for the first time, must have felt the same. 

A world in their own atmosphere, a globe rising almost ten thou-
sand feet into the air, on foot its circumference took a day to navi-
gate from one side to the other. Cupped in the ground it rotated on 
vast ball bearings that supported its unimaginable weight. It’s pres-
ence alone, its sheer magnitude sealing the rift between the Pacific 
and North American tectonic plates that had shifted and smashed 
for millions of year’s prior. Forging a new continent and ending the 
earthquakes.



101

He started walking again as his mind darted. The expression of 
such architectural splendour and radiance, the Gigastudio’s unreal-
ised potential, a testament to the ability of man to manipulate his 
surroundings. Vast, unconquerable, unrivalled splendour and mass, 
their greatest studio and one of mans greatest ever achievements. The 
coming together of nations and people, of time and resource unpar-
alleled in history for any war or project or cause. Free men working 
for one goal; to complete their structure, to house the show that they 
all aspired to be part of, to find themselves in front of one million 
people and to be worshiped like Gods in that house.

He hated it, he began to sweat profusely as his body was dragged 
toward the entrance and his Faster continued to permit small secre-
tions of endorphins. Twisted and split, his mind admired after his 
Faster and The Benefit and all that it stood for and all that it gave 
to his people. He writhed in pain and anguish at the magnificence 
of it all and at its waste, the complete waste, the dogmatic collection 
of purpose, a free people, a better standard of living, a purpose for 
everyone, a lie. A charade, they were wrong. 

“You and I, we must fight for our lives, Germany, we must struggle 
for our beliefs. We must face fear and pain and the wall of beliefs and 
hate and anger that has presented itself to humanity and we must 
overcome.” His father looked him in the eye and with almost fright-
ening intent, placed a hand on his shoulder as the wind and picked 
up a gust around them, flustering the trees, pushing the dark rain 
clouds of a cyclone over their heads and darkening everything. “We’ll 
make good here, Germany, we’ll figure out a way, and we can pull 
humanity back, back from the edge of the abyss it currently rests on, 
before it’s all too late.”

Closer and closer, “What was that?” His Faster spoke without turning.
“I didn’t say anything, Faster,” he replied, back in the moment as 

they began to move away from the platform but remained on the same 
black marble path. They began walking down a sloped corridor cut out 
of the ground that lead its way to the Studio’s outer shell, stopping a few 
hundred feet short and about twenty feet into the ground. 

A pane, about five feet directly in front of them, shifted open verti-
cally, creating a portal that was pitch black; a never–ending horizontal 
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abyss. The door represented the final steps on this journey of horror 
and manipulation. His jaw pulsed with fear and trepidation and love, 
and his continual mixing whirl pool of emotion that threatened to 
cause his mind to implode in upon itself, the pull of the studio and 
grasp of his Faster becoming ever more powerful.

 The Faster took one of his elongated and well tailored legs high 
off the ground, bending his knee, pointing his toe slightly and pen-
etrating the dark. He began to step through until he was half in, half 
out, entirely invisible on one side, shrouded by the pitch black of the 
portal and barely visible on the other, protruding from the structure. 
Reaching out his hand and leaning to his side he smiled a wide smile, 
his teeth seeming to radiate light, still shining through the darkness. 

“Come, Germany, there’s some people that want to meet you.” 
Each pronunciation over–done, as hypnotizing as ever, and Germa-
ny naturally followed. Stepping through the portal–like doorway, he 
could feel the base of his spine beginning to twitch. They were in the 
labyrinth of tunnels and rooms and halls and arenas and stadiums 
and microstudios that where housed underneath the epic ball above 
them. 

They walked along a narrow corridor for some time before it 
opened out into a stadium–sized room, deep underground. Germa-
ny’s body and mind still throbbing and the Faster still leading. They 
moved through an archway into a field of computers and scientists.

“Time for your security checks, Germany.” The Faster turned to 
him and smiled his enormous smile again. “We have to make sure 
you’re Germany now don’t we?” He turned back around and began to 
lead him again, through the vast array of tests taking place, through 
the myriad of other Celebrities all being analysed. He looked on in 
wondrous amazement again. Upgraded people, far beyond normali-
ty, those with the most redeemable of features and embellished traits. 
Those who performed and had been performed on, chopped up, sta-
pled back together and re–worked by surgeons across the globe. 

And there she was, he spotted her through the escaped dwarf men, 
through the colossal bronzed brutes, through the madmen and witch 
women. The child bounced passed screaming as his bulging Faster 
ran after him, its huge thighs emitting a high–pitched squeaking 
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sound as they rubbed together. Scientists and official looking people, 
grey and purpose bread paced with precise intent and handed each 
other clipboards and other pieces of equipment.

She was on a podium, in front of the bank of seats, rowed upwards 
typical to that of a stadium, rising forty rows high and sixty columns 
wide, there seated the original cast of the Triple Exit Initiative. Thou-
sands of them, grown fat and languid in their power, in their seats 
of supreme dictatorship. Able to do whatever to whomever, they 
laughed and talked and smoked cigars and were served with meats 
and wines. Uniformed for the occasion, removed and traditional in 
their attire, some militaryesque, some suited typical to the time of 
their upbringing. Boring, intellectuals once, philosophers that fought 
for peace and tried so hard to make something better for humanity. 
To bring everything together in what they thought the people want-
ed, but failing miserably. They shouted and goaded and commanded 
the glowing girl to strip for them.

Her Faster, tall, elongated as if he had been stretched out on a 
board, stepped up and removed her clothes slowly as she stood there, 
radiating an ethereal white glow. They cheered and jeered as the teen 
girl stood, her silver hair floating around her as if she were under-
water. She turned slowly in a circle, revealing her face, perfection, 
unobtainable natural symmetry. Her skin as her hair, silver, her eyes 
wide and bursting with energy and life, she rose her arms into the air 
above her, clasping her hands together gently in a point, raising one 
leg off the ground, slowly and precisely. Her toes pointed to the roof 
of their underground room, perfectly balanced, her shape mystified 
her crowd and for a moment they were silenced.

He throbbed with love and lust and fever and orgasm. He pulsated 
with the passion for life and all that it was to be with another person, 
to be absorbed by them and dance in the fire of their happiness. He 
focused on her resplendent face and snarled at what she had become. 
A tool, no more human than the machines that were all around, test-
ing him and the others, just a vessel for the manipulation of billions 
and the pleasure of the minutia, the tiny pocket that controlled all.  

“We’ll keep on at this, Germany, you know, the world’s changing, 
but that’s just the way of things, I love you, and I hope you love me.” 
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He looked down at his toes, wriggling in the sand, as the sun shone 
and her hand came down gently on his knee. She kissed his cheek 
and he turned to see her smile. 

He looked at the girl on the stage and wept inside, just a tool, just 
a silent figure of miss–direction. 

He winced as a high–pitched sound pierced his ears and he im-
mediately focused back on the tests: ‘look here,’ ‘spit into this,’ ‘grip 
on this as hard as you can.’ They delved and took samples and asked 
questions and probed and swabbed. 

“Not much longer now, Germany.” His Faster patted his back as 
they continued.

“I always quite enjoy this part.” His body forced a reply and smile 
as a new sound reverberated in his ears. Unearthly and grandiose, 
taunting him, he looked up to the giant florescent lights of the sta-
dium ceiling as tiny puffs of crunching concrete shot out and floated 
down to the ground. 

He felt his Faster inside his head, “They love you, Germany, they’re 
all here for you.” He felt the rush of that very singular sound, and that 
sound alone. Scraping at the air around him for just the right wave 
travelling through it, he pictured the masses and found their distant 
hum. He breathed out slowly, lowering his larynx and tightening its 
muscles, pursing his lips and bringing his own hum almost in line 
with the faint sound that he had missed so much.

 The sounds of a million people filling the Studio, all marching, 
screaming, performing, producing their own acts in the pre-show 
scramble of madness. All coming to fill the Studio for the greatest 
show on earth: Germany Germany. 

He felt the sound in his chest and his breath quickened; a spark 
of adrenaline induced by his Faster. He opened his eyes and looked 
around at the inside of the stadium prelude he was standing in, slow-
ly spinning on the spot, his arms raised to the sky to balance him and 
welcome the vastness. 

He looked up further, almost tilting his line of sight upside down, 
and saw the brushed metal walls in the distance giving off gigantic 
dulled reflections. 
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He stilled himself and bit at the air, snapping his teeth together 
with sharp clicks and, rubbing his tongue on the roof of his mouth, 
he could taste metal particles. His mastoid–process at the back of his 
jaw and the bottom of his ear tingled with excitement and flavour, 
his face raised a grin and the tips of his fingers tingled. 

“Let us continue, Germany.” His Faster directed him, the illu-
minated and glowing man that vibrated with eager desire for his 
crowd. 

Marching onward and inward, continuing for hours his senses 
and mind and body all growing with the absorption of what was all 
around him of what was coming. They reached the end of under-
ground stadium and turning to take a bow in front of the Initiative 
members, his mind smiled. They jeered and lusted after him, statu-
esque in front of them, his mind gritted and strained against it. 

They both raised and turned and began walking, through another 
archway and into a large steel dome. Faint, round lights in the floor 
pushing up orange glow, they paced toward the centre. A bump in 
the ground, far off, rose up and down slowly like the belly of a sleep-
ing Buddha. 

“Are you ready for our preparation? Germany?” His Faster spoke, 
facing away from him, leading the way to the breathing ground. 

“Of course,” he replied and followed, smiling inanely as his mind 
writhed and twisted. 

Soon they reached the growing bump in the ground and the 
Faster started his monologue, his fatiguing speech that was the final 
grounding for Germany Germany, before they went Live. Achieved 
through a mixture of lighting, oxygen levels, sound and hypnopedic 
manipulation, to ensure the perfect show. To make entirely certain, 
Germany did their bidding.

They stopped and the Faster concentrated on the bump in the 
ground. It rose slowly, pulsating higher and high and Germany tried 
to maintain some semblance of self. He tried to crawl into his stone 
room, he tried to see through his own eyes the reality of what he was 
going to do, what he had to achieve in the coming moments. 

He knew he had his battle now, his own predatory defences and 
skills would be attacked with an unrelenting bombardment by the 
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Faster, and he had to do everything in his power to remain, himself, 
Germany Germany. 

His story began swimming through his mind, forcing him to relive 
everything that had happened, all the pain they had caused, every-
thing that had brought him to this point in him. The very circum-
stance that made him Germany Germany, that encompassed and 
explained his being; his crust, his essence, it gave him purpose and 
explained what he needed to do, and brought about his decision. 

The foundation of his being, now fortified within its own diminu-
tive size still existed in spite of all of their training. All they had tried 
to do, to change him into their tool, he still remained, the refined 
purity that was left, complete objectivity, absolute concentration, re-
solved into one goal that he knew would bring about change and 
bring understanding to all that had happened. Make whole his love 
for her. To kill this thing in front of him. 

His eyes shot opened to twice their natural size and gallons of 
the metallic tasting air shot down his throat into his lungs, his spine 
straightened, lowering his head into his chest and, trying not to raise 
more than a whisper, he spoke. 

“I don’t want you to adore me, I don’t want your admiration or wor-
ship, I don’t want your awe. I don’t need your veneration or adulation, 
I don’t need any of you. I am Germany Germany, I am Germany Ger-
many.” The last words crept out with a tremble that made him wince, 
brain pulsating, an inexplicable pain that made his forearms feel like 
there were small metal ball bearings being pushed down from his el-
bow joint, along the bone and out from underneath his fingernails. 

A induced reaction to talking naturally, but he could bare the pain; 
he knew it was all in his mind, he knew it wouldn’t do any physical 
damage and most importantly of all he knew who he was, why he was 
here; he had what he needed and he was sure of himself. He picked 
his head up to see his Faster bringing his arms down to his side and 
turning to face him.

“Did you…did you say something, Germany?” he asked, his eyes 
giving away a slight twitch of fear.

“No, Faster? Can you hear their screams though?” he replied, rais-
ing his shoulders and fluttering his eyelids, his turn to perform the 
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manipulation, he’d had his moment; he still had his own voice that 
the Faster could not take away.

The Faster turned slowly and started again, concentrating on the 
bump, forming it mentally, into large, brushed–metal box. Twenty 
feet tall and twenty feet wide, it was dwarfed in the gigantic space 
that echoed and resonated the hum of the crowd. The Gigastudio 
was reaching capacity and there would soon be one million people 
occupying the vast sphere above. He didn’t want to muster the energy 
to look up and see it, but he knew it was there. 

He knew that, as the box took on more shape, it became ever hard-
er to dictate his own actions, to resist. He needed to save every bit of 
his being from here on in for his end goal, and it grew increasingly 
difficult with every breath. The box solidified, steady and ridged and 
turned translucent and they stepped inside. 

Moving forward his clothes began to change again as the trans-
lucent smartputty washed over him. Mixing into a particularly ex-
aggerated suit, with large lapels and shoulder–pads. It didn’t have a 
specific colour; the black that made up the whole was continually 
shifting and almost holographic, colours fluctuating and bouncing 
off it as light hit it from all angles. Like a trap, the smartputty wall 
behind them instantly turned solid again, snow–white in colour.

Entirely secure in the smartputty Box, they had ten minutes or so 
now, the final moment before they would be live in front of one mil-
lion people in the stadium alone, and billions planet–wide. 

He stood in the middle of the room, beside his Faster and felt 
electricity pulse through his body. The walls of the room turned into 
screens, people clapping and applauding him, praying and kneeling, 
bringing him gifts and crying with happiness. Smartputty reached out 
in 3D from the walls and hugged and stroked him with pretty, smiling 
faces as the room glowed with brilliant light. The fight had started.

Under their control for too long, forcing himself just to remember, 
just to exist, just to maintain the faint memories of reality, of the suf-
fering that he had endured at their hands. Pleasing them for too long, 
their greed, the pathetic masses, forgetting what and who they were. 
They had made him one of them, they had made him embrace them, 
they had made him the leader of everything he hated. Everything they 
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had believed in, everything she had believed in, the very reason they 
had loved, the reason she had died, he now represented absolute op-
posite.

 “Good, this is good. Oxygen setting forty,” his Faster spoke, calm 
and reassuring, he stepped round to face Germany dead on. Placing 
his hands flat against his side, feet shoulder width apart, quickening 
his breath, his face was swept over with a crimson tint. He closed his 
vast eyes and his lids began to swirl with colour, forming into plate 
like screens.  

They began flashing a rapid bombardment of their past, the re-
cent history of the world, through to the relationship between the 
two. The rigid and beautiful looks house the displays and radiated an 
awe–inducing wave of power that was precisely aimed, the sole in-
tention to overpower Germany. His mouth dropped open, separating 
his lips with a faint pop, preparing himself to talk, quick breaths in 
and out. Germany could almost picture the air shifting up and down, 
building up the oxygen in his bloodstream, readying himself for the 
auditory bombardment that was about to take place. 

“The Great Theories on Post Modernism… Germany,” he began, 
his voice higher and faster than usual. The smartputty glowed di-
rectly behind him, producing an otherworldly, ethereal look, casting 
a silhouette figure with posthuman prowess and dynamism. 

“You and I know that our science is moving more rapidly now than 
ever in the history of man. The Benefit allows for the peace that was 
always necessary to reap the true advantages of pure science. With 
unlimited resource, we’re achieving a beautiful future, and… and… ” 
The Faster intentionally stumbled, bringing his right arm up to his 
chin and lightly brushing its underside, breathing quicker than ever. 

“… And what they want to believe and what we provide so well 
for them to follow: to admire as they choose — is a future, as a race, 
as the masters of everything we lay our eyes on, and this longevity is 
the key. Like an Escher, we are full of infinity; it can’t possibly end be-
cause there was no beginning — we never found it. Found what? Well 
you know as well as I do, Germany.” He leant forward, feet remaining 
firmly fixed in position; his torso moved closer in an almost uncon-
trolled movement. He fired a smile at him and continued.
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“Universal theories of everything determined that our existence 
has always been and will always remain. Few know — even less want 
to know — but you do, and more importantly you need to, so you can 
do what you do, willingly. You are willing are you not, Germany? Be-
cause if it were not for people like you, such believers with such sto-
ries, well we would be set on a direction, terrible and hellish. Forcing 
humanity into an existence that is a continual spiral of pain, spin-
ning out of control until the peace that we know now is such a lost 
concept that it doesn’t even exist in imagination — the darkest side of 
man, of us, forever. We need to control what is happening, what takes 
place, but only to a degree, so we, as a violent and untameable fleshy 
collection of matter, don’t take our existence into a living hell. We 
cannot let that happen; no, no, no.” He shifted his head from side–to–
side, moving his right hand, placing it out straight, balled into a fist. 
His thumb was facing forward and a single, slender finger protruded 
from the fist, before slowly curling back, his arm moving back to his 
side, palm opening and sliding against his upper thigh again. 

“We cannot let the continual spiral into an unimaginable pit of horror 
take place and remain until it reaches the back of time, having reduced 
ourselves to primordial soup, and letting it start over again. Our way 
keeps everything at peace, the peace we need to enjoy our existence, so 
that every sentient being that cares to exist on any level can live out its 
life without fear — of harm or persecution, hatred, imprisonment, pain 
or suffering — until at our pinnacle we go back into ourselves, into the 
soup, like beautiful volunteers, taking ourselves on a quest to eternity, 
starting all over again to make sure that this reality that we occupy shall 
exist for ever.” He took his right foot and twisted it round until it faced 
the complete opposite direction so it was a backward mirror image of 
his left. Placing it on the floor, a swift untwisting motion brought the 
rest of his body round until he had his back turned to Germany. 

“Germany, an exceptional circumstance over the last number of 
decades has given us this gift. It allows the people to do as they please, 
to challenge each other and strive for something, to better themselves 
and heighten their pleasure while providing security for the greater 
good. Germany, Celebrity is the first step in our continual and peaceful 
existence on the circular plane of time in which we exist. And the only 
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way we can continue… with… the… peace… you…… knooooooow-
www…… sooooooooo…… weeeeeeeeellll… ” 

The Faster couldn’t quite understand why his speech was slowing 
down until it was too late, and he heard this one coming. A wind–
rush of compacted air was being pushed forward by a flat and ac-
celerating surface: a fist. Then a came a second mighty crash into the 
temple opposite, colliding with his head before the kinetic wave of 
energy from the previous blow had fully escaped. The terminal force 
shot a rebound shock–wave of strength back in the conflicting direc-
tion through his skull. Not quite knowing what to do and ravaged 
by instantaneous brute force, his cranium seemed to collapse, spine 
compressing; his feet and legs shot clean out in front of him, sending 
him to the ground at speed, and squeezing his brain, compressing his 
eye socket and making one of them shoot out of his skull. 

An avalanche of new sensation overcame him and made his body 
spasm at lightning speed, almost buckling his back in the process. 
He saw his own eye pop a couple of feet across the room as gravity 
seemed to pull him towards the floor with an ugly passion for his 
body. 

The fleshy crunch of bone splintering and piercing was a new 
sound, like nothing he had ever heard before. In the milliseconds 
that had passed from the powerful knuckles embedding themselves 
deeply in the side of his skull, to the fast slapping of the side of his 
face against the smartputty floor, he’d had a whole range of impossi-
ble thoughts about what was actually taking place. Another few dots 
of time, another split second, and he heard a squelching sound fol-
lowed almost instantly by what seemed to be hundreds of further 
tiny crunches. 

His head failed to move off its side, and as he stared at his right eye 
lying in front of him, he knew a great amount of weight had come 
down with pin–point precision on his legs the second they had lique-
fied into fleshy jelly at the end of his body. 

A single second had passed and his modified body began to in-
duce its survival based fight responses; adrenaline was beginning to 
quickly flow, but the barrage and intensity of attacks that was tak-
ing place outshone even his finely tuned posthuman body, reactions 
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and skill. His training and natural ability were lost in a mist of blood 
that was pitter–pattering down on his head and the smartputty floor 
stretching out from the side of his head. 

“Germany?” the Faster garbled, spitting blood and teeth, trying to 
call out “What’s happening, have we been attacked? Get inside the 
wall Germany!” He tried to shout.

How had they been attacked? The face of the world, time, time was 
circular, what. Who was doing this? His thoughts remained quick 
but began to falter, his brain misfiring, shooting words and thoughts 
in where they weren’t meant to be. Before any more confusion could 
spring from his consciousness, he heard a voice. 

“Some part of me, some part of me feels sorry that I had to do this, 
but it is right.” It spat in a sound that was familiar but had a different 
forcefulness about it, the likes of which he had never heard before; 
thoroughly terrifying. 

“And no, we’ve not been attacked; I’m fine,” it said, still out of 
view. 

His hair was grabbed with a single hand, pulling it up off the 
ground, backwards, arching him and crunching his spine in the 
process, and revealing his attacker. 

One knee on the ground, the other leg up at a right angle, he lent 
forward onto his thigh with his forearm, a steady position that al-
lowed him to come in close without losing any balance and to main-
tain the strong grip on his hair. 

“I AM GERMANY GERMANY!” He raged with the full force of 
his gut and lungs and body and being, lent over screaming into the 
Faster’s battered face, spit, slime and bile flinging its way out of his 
mouth, landing and mixing quickly with the thin blood that was 
gushing out of his eye socket. 

“…And all this, it is wrong! Man must be free! Too long has this 
tyranny remained, too long have I been your puppet, too long has 
her death lacked revenged, too long has our love been subjugated 
and twisted and trampled on by you!” He cried, breathing in, trem-
bling with power and fear. He slowly released his hand from his 
hair, and taking two fingers, he smudged the bloody, bodily fluid 
mix on the Faster’s face with disgust and contempt. 
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He stood slowly, straightening out his back, keeping his eyes 
fixed on the Faster’s face, and raised his foot off the ground before 
bringing it down slowly on his throat. He could feel the windpipe 
beginning to collapse instantly; the Faster opened his mouth as if 
to speak but only involuntary and echoey popping sounds escaped 
as the rings of muscle in his throat caved–in under the pressure of 
the foot. 

Open mouthed, wide eyed, losing colour all the time as his blood 
poured relentlessly out of his empty eye socket and mashed legs, he 
was almost fluid with spasms as his inner brain sent his diaphragm 
crazy with a lust for air. Germany watched the peculiar neck under 
foot, the elongated body, refined by its sharp corners, shifting across 
the floor involuntarily, the jellied legs flapping around in a bloodied 
and bony mess. Stillness. He was dead. Germany’s inane smile had 
gone.  

He slowly brought his foot off the Faster’s throat and placed it 
back onto the smartputty with a soft pat, which rippled the puddle of 
blood that had collected underneath him. He told the floor to remain 
solid, making sure both body and blood would remain on show, and 
not be absorbed. His breathing was heavy, as heavy as it had ever 
been, but he was unhurt, at least he seemed to be. 

He quickly scanned his body; it was red and dripping but it wasn’t 
his blood; his knuckles seemed to be swelling already but that mat-
tered little. Standing at the side of the motionless Faster, legs shoulder 
width apart, he shifted his gaze from his knuckles and up around the 
room. White and glowing, one wall had a small splatter of blood no 
bigger than a fist and a trickle that lead to the floor, but the rest were 
unstained and looked out of shape, empty and purposeless without 
the Faster standing in the middle, where he was meant to be, chant-
ing his mantra–like speech about their cause, why it was necessary 
and why it was for the greater good. 

Tilting his head back he closed his eyes; his throat felt like it was 
full of shifting grit as he realized he was still growling with intensity 
and speed. He slowed himself, clearing his mind of the anger that 
had just overwhelmed him, that had taken control of every part of 
his being and allowed him to, within a matter of seconds, grind an 



113

upright six foot seven inch modified hulk of flesh and bone into a 
cold, lumpy soup at his feet. He began to regain himself; an orgasmic 
endorphin–fuelled wave of ecstasy moving over his face and down 
his body. He fell to his knees and brought his hands up, raised to the 
sky. He began to laugh. 

The mist finally began to clear from his mind, the rage was subsid-
ing, the beast within began to step back, away from his extremities 
and into the cage he otherwise kept it so successfully inside. He stood 
to his feet again and took the very deepest of breaths he could muster, 
holding it in for a second and letting it escape gradually under the 
force of his rib cage retracting to normal size. 

The hum hit his ears, goose bumps swept up his covered arms and 
brought his hairs to attention, cascading up his back and over his 
neck. He didn’t even have to concentrate for it now — it was there; the 
Box had been shifting all this time and he was about to step out in 
front of their world, to complete what had begun so many years ago. 
He would fulfil what his father had taught him, what his mother had 
believed in and what had brought him together with Ion, the catalyst 
of their love. The end of the Triple Exit Initiative, of The Benefit, of 
Celebrity.

He turned and walked to the position he would have taken up if 
his Faster was still alive, if everything was moving the way it was sup-
posed to be. He stood, fists clenched, ready in body and mind. He 
had done what was necessary; just one last task. His eyes remained 
closed as he let the growing intensity of sound crash over his body; 
he could feel it in his chest, his rib cage vibrating with the dispersed 
energy of a million people, all within the sphere. 

He was free inside his mind, he was free inside his body, he was a 
free man once again. Germany found his soul. 

The entire box turned translucent, a hovering cube in the middle 
of the gigantic rotating sphere. Each of its million occupants, view-
ers, and patrons all inside their own translucent bubbles, attached to 
the inner wall. It rotated and so did they. Ensuring the gaze of the 
occupant was permanently fixed on Germany. The intensity of the 
cheering roar almost brought him to tears; fearful for what was to 
come but strong with the knowledge of the future, he was immersed 
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in sound and admiration, enveloped in the frenzied elated emotion 
of a million people all on the verge of hysteria. 

At that moment they realized. 
The spinning, restrained orgy of mass euphoria was almost in-

stantly silenced when the light of reality forced its way through their 
optical nerve and into their brains. There was the translucent glow-
ing cube, floating in the middle of the sphere, broadcast live in front 
of the population of the world, holding a single occupant, standing 
tall and fulsome in red, a Faster companion laying at his feet, in a 
pool of blood. 

It was an unreality, an impossibility, a non–act, a thing that should 
not be, an instance that could not exist, a trick of the mind, of light. 
It slammed their faces with an untold and unknown image and 
breached their minds with a hideous challenge to everything that 
they knew. Germany took another deep breath; his head bowed, a 
tear dropped from his right cheek, making a shallow splash in the 
blood at his feet. 

He raised himself to face those who were slowly and silently rotat-
ing, passing in front of him. He could barely see them, the only light 
source in the epic arena softly glowing from his surroundings; but he 
knew they were there, he knew they were all there, every last single 
one of them, reaching out to the back corners of the world; and he 
knew what he had done. 

“I, ladies and gentlemen, am Germany Germany, and now this is 
my story,” he said in a calm voice, the like of which he had lost for 
years, through manipulation and rage; all he had had was his love 
and anger and hope that one day he could break free. 

It echoed through the vast chamber and he let an arm swing gen-
tly in front of him, motioning to the dead Faster on the ground. He 
smiled as the cube began to shake. 

He noticed a faint trail of smoke in the distance before the impact 
that sent the cube into a fiery, burning, hell. Incinerating, his flesh be-
gan to bubble and melt, he could smell himself cook as the last flicker of 
electricity, the nanosecond of receptor action that his mind had before 
he collapsed. He believed he had changed everything, he would never 
know, but he had done all he could have done. He had remained true, 
he loved her with everything he had and the rest was up to them.
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