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The 

Sensational Surrealism Of 

Genee McFlee
“Fine English cheeses studying the art of alchemy have the potential to become brilliant politicians” – Ancient Shroomian proverb 
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Death, being slightly vain and self-obsessed, took a picture of himself. When he tried to develop it the negative blew up. So I used some artistic license to make my own picture. Death said some quite mean things about it. Ungrateful bony bastard.
TSSOGM™ and all characters contained within are copyrighted  © to Peter Setters ® All rights reserved.
PART 1

The 

Amazing Adventures Of 

Genee McFlee
Peter Setters

Genee McFlee

Genee McFlee was a quiet, peaceful sort of fellow. He kept himself to himself and took everything in his stride. He was 30-something, and owned a small business to do with finance and marketing and such stuff. He had an old dog named Darren, who was well past the stage of jumping around, playing ball and chasing cats and thrown sticks. He usually just curled up by the fire, or in his favourite armchair, and went to sleep. Genee also had a goldfish named Aqua, which he kept in a fish tank on the window ledge.

     Genee had been married, but his wife had left him for another man some years ago. He had got over it surprisingly quickly, and everyone in the small village of Turnbick, which was where he lived, said, “He’s taking it awfully well, poor chap.” They would have been shocked to learn that it was a matter of weeks after the divorce that Genee completely forgot about his ex-wife. 

     The small house, where Genee lived, was an ordinary sort of building, not particularly pleasing to the eye, but then again not an eyesore. It had four walls, six windows, a roof and a front and back door. It was an ordinary house as you could ever find. But then, Genee McFlee was an ordinary person. 

     Some may say extra-ordinary. But they’d be wrong, because he was simply put, too boring to be extraordinary. 

     Genee did have a hobby, which he kept secret. Everyone knew he had a secret hobby, but they didn’t know what it was. “Something boring, like stamp collecting, I expect,” they often said. How very wrong they were. Unfortunately Genee kept his hobby so secret, that I’m afraid if I told you he would…well I don’t know what he would do, but it’s best to be on the safe side. 

Our story starts on a dull, ordinary Monday morning. Genee McFlee has just walked down the stairs; kitted out in his perfect business suit, without a crease or stain to be seen anywhere. In a different story, I might tell you that he was late for work. But this story is about Genee McFlee, and he was never late for work. 

     Genee entered the kitchen, yawning loudly, poured himself a cup of coffee, put some brown bread in the toaster, and pulled the newspaper out from the letterbox. He glanced at the front page headlines: “Rail Strikes Again!” and “Price Of Cheese Gone Up Due To Cows Wanting It Back!” As he settled down at the kitchen table, something extremely peculiar happened. His coffee, which he was just raising to his lips, completely disappeared, leaving Genee sipping the rim of the empty cup. Genee lowered the coffee to the table slowly, and stared. 

     From the bottom of the cup came a black and white swirl, like those seen on hypnosis discs. It swirled round and round, rising bit by bit, until it reached the rim of the cup, then stopped. Startled out of his mind, Genee backed away, eyes open wide and mouth agape. Then he moved forward suddenly, as if from some sudden impulse, and picked up the cup. He looked at it. He kept looking it. He couldn’t tear his eyes from the hypnotic contents. He bent lower and lower, until his nose was almost dipping into the black and white swirl. Then the tip of his nose did touch it, and Genee was launched forward into the swirl, at the same time shrinking to the size of a bee. 

     He swirled down and down, for what seemed like ages. Then finally, with a pop, he disappeared, and felt himself falling through space…
Where?

Genee landed with a thud on a patch of grass. He looked around, eyes almost popping out of his head, and took in his surroundings. He was in a tropical jungle, huge blue-leaved trees were all around him, and the sky was a vivid green. Yes I got that right. 

     There is a limit to how surprised, shocked and confused one can be, and Genee was definitely at the limit. He stays at this limit for most of the rest of the story, and although his facial expression doesn’t show that he is that bewildered, his brain is taking a much-needed vacation somewhere sunny and relaxing, and sending in a robotic substitute to do the work. 

     The first order the brain substitute gave (whom will later be referred to as Mr B. for reasons not told) was to turn around, on some hidden instinct. This Genee did, and came face to face with a six-foot high mushroom with large goggling eyes, a thin, weedy nose, and a flowery mouth.

     “Hello,” quipped the giant mushroom. 

     Genee stood there, wondering what to say. After a few moments of painstaking thought, Genee spoke.

     “Hello,” he said nervously. 

     “Cabbage is an interesting thing isn’t it?” Said the mushroom, then, without waiting for an answer, “Why only the other day I was saying to myself, if we only had more cabbages in this world, then life would be so much sweeter. That, and yellow boxes. Several years ago I found a yellow box. There was a puppy inside, but it looked like a cat. Anyway, I’m Shroom, pleased to meet you, glad to make your acquaintance, at your service, how are you, good morning, etcetera, etcetera.” Without waiting for Genee to respond, Shroom continued.

     “Frogs are a nuisance aren’t they? Why only the other day I was saying, if we only had a few less frogs in this world, life wouldn’t be spent looking for turnips. That, and red boxes. Several years ago I found a red box. There was a hedgehog in it. He simply snorted, put on his hat and walked off without so much as a by your leave! Hedgehogs are a pest, don’t you think?”

     “Well - ” started Genee.

     “But of course. But of course.  See my point? No I don’t suppose you do. But then again no one else does. Just like blue boxes. You’d think there’s be enough blue boxes in the world to prevent the warble birds from nesting in the trees. They’re upsetting the monkeys. Did you know the pig people plan to build a shed? A shed, I ask you! Where will that leave people like us? Eh?”

     “I’m not sure I really under - ”

     “Sorry I must dash. I’m late for breakfast at the Gherkin Café. Been awfully nice meeting you, must talk more another time. Toodle pip, as I think they say down below.” And with that Shroom plunged down into the soil and disappeared.

     “How odd,” said Genee to himself, but before Genee could take another breath a giant black eagle swooped down out of the sky, picked him up gently in its talons and winged off into the air.
The Cod People

Genee tried to flatten his hair down as it blew around untidily in the wind that whipped at his face. The eagle rose, and Genee felt a damp, cold wetness on his face as they flew through a thick cloudbank. The eagle shot out of the cloud and into the warmish sunlight. 

     Genee caught a glimpse of a strange metal contraption floating high in the air near them, before the bird dived sharply down. He could have sworn he saw little orange monkeys working the controls. 

     The black eagle landed on a mossy bank near a winding, bubbling stream. It dropped Genee politely to the ground, and then flew off, before Genee could say a word. 

     He looked into the stream, and saw hundreds of tropical fish swimming with the current. This wouldn’t have been that strange a sight, if I hadn’t mentioned that they were wearing snorkels and diving equipment. One was on a mini-speedboat. It waved cheerfully at Genee with one of its fins, then was lost to view as it rounded a bend in the stream. 

     Genee sat down and wondered what to do. He considered that if he got back to his home soon, which he doubted he would, he would be seriously late for work. 

     “Maybe I should say I was too ill to go to work,” he said to himself. Genee didn’t like lying, but who would believe him if he told the truth? He could just imagine what people would say.

     “Poor fellow, been overworking a lot I hear. Told his Deputy Manager that he got sucked into his coffee! I ask you, how much more crazy can you get!”

     Genee shook his head. No, that would never do. No, the best thing to do was to find a way out of this place, wherever it was. 

     Mr B. knew that the sun sets in the west, so if Genee made sure to travel always to the west, he would eventually get out of the place, and not get lost. Little did Mr B know, that in the land Genee was in, the sun set in the east. And if Genee travelled east, which he had made up his mind to do (thinking he was travelling west), he would find himself even further into the heart of the land. 

     Genee didn’t like adventures, but it seemed he didn’t have a choice.

Genee had been walking for fifteen minutes along a yellow path leading through the forest, occasionally stepping aside to let the odd giraffe or hippo on motorbikes pass, when he stopped suddenly in his tracks. He had stopped because a four-foot high thing that looked suspiciously like a codfish was standing in front of him, giving him an insolent stare. 

     “Good morning. And who might you be?” Said Genee to the thing.

     The thing didn’t say anything, just kept on glaring. 

     Genee was aware of an uncomfortable silence, and, after a few more seconds, he decided that the thing, whatever it was, couldn’t talk and there was no point trying to have a conversation with something that couldn’t talk. Especially something that looked like a codfish. He moved away from the thing and started to continue down the path, but the thing hopped on a fin-like leg to block his path once more. 

     “Excuse me,” said Genee, in a polite a tone as one can when a codfish is blocking their path, “What do you want?”

    “Cod!” Said the thing. “Cod! Cod, cod cod cod, cod? Cod cod! Cod.” It flashed a fishy grin. 

     “I’m afraid I don’t quite follow – “ started Genee, but was interrupted by thirty more cod things hopping out onto the path from all directions. 

     “Stop teasing the man Ed,” the lead one spoke, in a bossy, commanding voice,  “He’s obviously not from around here, the last thing he wants is a idiot making fun of him.”

     The first cod thing gave the codfish equivalent of a sulk, and hopped off.

     “Sorry about that,” said the lead cod thing. “Let me welcome you to Boxland, which is where you are now. We are the Cod People, and are glad to make your acquaintance.  My name is Drog Durgan.” He (well, it’s voice led Genee to believe it was a he) bowed.

     “Well. Yes.” Said Genee. “Hello there. My name is Genee McFlee. I seem to be a bit lost. Well, I mean I’m following a path, but I don’t know where I am or where I mean to go. Do you think you could help me?”

     “As I said you are in Boxland, and you are in Sector Green, which is the Cod People and pineapples’ sector. If you take my opinion you should keep going down this path until you reach Sector Orange, which is Marshmallow country.”

     “What’s in Marshmallow country?” Asked Genee, expecting the obvious answer.

     “The mad rabbit and all his mad friends,” said Drog. “They’re quite friendly, apart from being completely mad of course.”

     “Thank you,” said Genee, waving goodbye to Drog and the twenty-nine other Cod People, and starting off down the path again, which had now changed colour to blue.
Darren The Talking Dog

Genee reached the Marshmallow country an hour later. Apart from being ambushed by a small gang of peanuts (which he stepped on after they attacked his shoe), chatted up by a cross-dressing pig, and given a dossier by a hooded cloaked figure two feet tall going by the name of “Mr X”, his journey was relatively sane.

     The first thing Genee noticed about the marshmallow country was that the land was made solely of yellow sponge, with the occasional rhubarb grove. There was not a marshmallow in sight, apart from a huge marshmallow-shaped landmark in the middle of some spongy hills. It was this that Genee headed for. He waded through a patch of thick rhubarb plants and strode up several hills, and arrived at the giant marshmallow. He walked round the outside for lack of a better thing to do, and found a small opening.  

     He crawled inside. It was dark and damp, and the walls felt soft and squidgy. He reached the end of the tunnel, squeezed out of the tight opening, and stood up. 

     “Good morning old boy, simply dashingly good to see you again! Top hole and all that, what!” came a posh voice from within the depths of a large hollow cavern in the giant marshmallow.

     “Who’s there?” Said Genee nervously.

     “Why can’t you see me old bean? No, silly me, of course you can’t, the light isn’t on. You humans are as blind as a bat in the dark, aren’t you, what!”

  There was a flick of a switch, and the cavern was bathed in rich, golden light. Genee stepped back, horrified, as he looked at the figure that had spoken. 

  It was his dog, Darren. 

  He was standing on his hind legs, and wearing a tie and a bowler hat. 

     “Darren!” Genee managed at last. “What are you doing here? Did you fall into the coffee cup too? And what’s happened to you?”

     “Whatever are you talking about old boy? I come here about once a month, to relieve the boredom of ordinary life in Turnbick. This is the only place where you can understand me talking, and I am wearing this tie and hat because I like them. I think they make me look sophisticated. I say, is that how you came here, by falling through a coffee cup?”

     “Yes, I – “

     “Yes…Yes I can see how it could have happened. You inadvertently trigged an inter-galactic dimension wormhole by lifting your coffee cup. There’s one of them in my dog kennel. I expect a dimension havoc bug was clinging to your cup.”

     “What in god’s name is a dimension havoc bug?” Asked Genee, more confused then ever. 

     “Well, they’re these miniature invisible things that sort of enter your world occasionally through The Forbidden Portal in Boxland. It rarely happens, but when it does they cause wormholes to spring up. They’re bloody mischievous little devils.”

     Darren suddenly clapped his paw to his forehead.

     “Dear oh dear!” He cried. “How rude I am! I forgot to invite you to have breakfast with us!”

     “Us?” Said Genee, who was feeling quite a bit peckish himself, and his rumbling stomach agreed with him. 

     “Oh, just some friends. They’re awfully nice chaps. Follow me old sport, I’ll show the way, what!”

*          *          *

   “Moleyyy moley moley mooooolllllleeyyyyy” said a mole-shaped creature sitting in an armchair by a roaring fire in the middle of a small cosy lounge.

     Darren started, “Genee, let me introduce you to…” 

     “Let me guess,” interrupted McFlee. “Moley?”

Genee was suddenly aware of a very uncomfortable silence, and of all the eyes of the various inhabitants of the room staring at him, as if he had just said something extremely stupid or odd.

     “Is this, uh, guy kind of like, uh, a bit thick, you know, uh?” Eventually spoke a tourist from under the couch.

     “He’s been under a lot of stress, poor chap,” Genee heard Darren whisper to the tourist. Genee didn’t like that one bit.

     “Anyway. As I was saying,” Darren continued, “This is Moley.”

     “I JUST SAID THAT!” Exclaimed Genee loudly. He was aware of whispers and giggling behind his back.

     “Are you sure you don’t need a lie down?” Said a midget in a bikini.

     “No.” Said Genee flatly. “No, I’m fine.”

     “Well,” Darren said, “the rest of the crowd: Geoff, that’s the tourist; Humphrey, that’s the midget in the bikini; Tobert is the elephant who is, as you can see, disguised as a small duck.”

     Genee nodded.

     “I’m afraid Dud the mad rabbit isn’t here at the moment – he’s meeting Shroom at the Gherkin Café for breakfast. Have you met Shroom?”

     “Yes, I -”

     “Well, sorry you couldn’t stay for breakfast old lad, but -”

     “What?” Started Genee, before falling through the floor quicker than you could count to 0. Try it. Aha! Faster even than that.
Heebie And Hooble The Harmadillos

[This chapter has been cut out because of too much explicit violence. Be thankful I saved you from having to read it.]

Holy Moley It’s A Rock

And so it was.

THE END

Actually, not quite…

Expanding On The Last Chapter Due To Popular Demand

The rock looked very much like a rock; it was grey and it was rock-shaped. The flowery hat kind of ruined the whole rock effect.

     “Hello,” chirruped the rock (all rocks chirrup, don’t let anyone tell you otherwise).

     “Hello rock,” said Genee, who for the record had landed on the floor of a pink bedroom resembling that of a small annoying girl.

     The rock chirruped again.

     “Is this your bedroom?” Asked Genee.

     Chirrup.

     A few minutes later of unsuccessful conversation, Genee gave up and walked out of the bedroom purposefully: his purpose being to walk out of the bedroom. The chance it might be otherwise is well documented in the book Walking With a Purpose and is available at a retail price of £27.99 from any good book shop. Strangely enough, 9/10 of the examples found in the book involve in some way rocks with a hat. Whether it is the same rock, and it’s life ambition is to confuse and disrupt human’s lives is a matter for deep thought.

     Anyway, McFlee had just walked out of the bedroom, and entered a paradox world where every colour you saw was actually a different colour, where clouds weren’t clouds but something entirely different, and where you could go back in time and stop your parents meeting so you never existed, so you couldn’t have gone back in time, so your parents did meet, so you could go back in time, so your parents didn’t meet, so you didn’t exist, and you end up with cross-eyes and a bad headache.

     On his journey through this world Genee saw many surreal and strange things, more zany than anything he had seen thus far. Winged snakes glided through rainbows overhead so strongly coloured that they appeared almost opaque. Phantoms, serene and beautiful, drifted along roads paved with gold. Sophisticated cats walked on two paws, pushing clockwork automatons in front of them and twirling elegant walking sticks. Suns and moons came and went whenever they pleased, sometimes stopping for a chat, sometimes gathering together so there were over a hundred of them in the sky, which changed colour, shape and consistency so often it was impossible to look upwards without straining your eyes. Scarlet trolls did cartwheels and flips to audiences comprised solely of bananas and umbrellas. Herds of eggs charged across rolling plains while metal tigers drank tea with concrete sheep in upside down pavilions. Fat snowmen collected bouncy balls from the branches of trees in orchards in the clouds. Dog-sized ants played banjos while skateboarding up steep cliffs. Turquoise sea-apes sailed sponge-boats across milky-white lakes next to beaches where sand ogres played volleyball. Colossal statues of things more than a little intimidating were dotted about the open plains. All around huge craters opened up and mountain peaks erupted from the earth simultaneously in a matter of seconds.

     All this Genee saw, and much, much more. But these are the sorts of sights that is impossible to explain through the medium of writing, so I will leave the rest to your vivid imagination.  
Heaven And Hell: One Boring, One Horrendously Unfair

A couple of hours later (according to his watch, which was designed to run on Earth time and therefore was still happily doing so. Time is something entirely different in Boxland, where an hour and a month can sometimes be the same. It will be a long while before Genee gets any sleep here, as inter-dimensional jetlag is especially potent) Genee emerged from the paradox world into a cloudy place with clouds, surrounded by clouds with a picturesque backdrop of clouds.

     Genee walked up to a signpost. On it was written: “Welcome to Heaven. Follow this arrow to find God.” 

     So Genee did.

    After an hour or so of walking through lovely clouds, Genee came to a white marble courtyard stretching away to the horizon in every direction (apart from the one he had just come from), with numerous buildings dotted around the perimeter.  There was just under infinity shrines, almost as many chapels, the odd grand structure Genee assumed were cathedrals, and a few so-called “scenic spots” (which contained a higher proportion of cloud-matter than their surroundings). Genee visited several of the buildings but could not find a single soul. Genee eventually found another signpost that guided him a little further down the courtyard, past the near-infinity number of buildings. He came to an enormous white tower, which seemed to rise up and up for ever (but if Genee ever tried to spend his life getting to the top would have realised it stopped just short of the land of Infinity). There was no discernible entrance to the tower. A perfectly polished gold plated sign attached at Genee’s head height read: “This is where God lives. Say hello.”

     Genee looked around, but couldn’t see anything apart from clouds and more clouds, and clouds disguised as clouds but were actually just clouds. He cleared his throat.

     “Hello,” he said.

     “Hullo,” said God.

     “Um,” Genee mumbled, frantically trying to think of something to say. “Um. What is the meaning of life, God? Um.”

     God thought for a moment, and then hurriedly said, “Hai refuse to hanswer that question hon the grounds that hai might hincriminate myself.” The sound of footsteps running away then a door being shut and locked was heard.

      The signpost near Genee changed to read: “Well done. You’ve frightened God away. Be more polite and considerate to people’s feelings in future. I hope you’re proud of yourself.”

     Genee wasn’t.

*          *          *

After another hour of walking around clouds, Genee met an angel, who appeared to look a bit too much like a stereotypical angel for Genee’s liking.

     “Good afternoon,” said the angel, for afternoon it was. Before Genee could reply she continued: “New here are you? You must be, as I’ve never seen you round here before. Well, to be honest I hardly see anyone here anyway. Not many people get into Heaven, you know. So, what do you think of the place so far?” She said all this quite sweetly with a disturbingly permanent smile on her face.

     “It’s alright I suppose,” started Genee, “But there’s not really much to do.”

  The angel’s eyes went wide and her smile disappeared. “BLASPHEMY!” She yelled. “Thou will go to Hell for your sin!”

     “Oh, bugger,” said Genee, before he vanished with a pop in a puff of smoke.

*          *          *

  Genee appeared with another pop in another puff of smoke in a small cavern, with red walls, a red ceiling and a red floor. He saw sootless fires burning in the distance, and screams of the eternally damned echoing around the infinite stretches of red tunnels that stretched off in every direction, in every dimension.

     The whole effect was rather ruined by the fact it was freezing cold.

     He saw a scarlet demonic creature that looked suspiciously like a goblin run past one of the tunnels by him.

     “Hey!” Shouted Genee.

     The demon, for that was quite obviously what it was, stopped and turned.

     “Yes?” It said, nervously wringing its scaly hands.

     “Why is it so cold in here?” Asked Genee curiously.

     “Ah. Yes.” Said the demon, appearing slightly embarrassed. “ You see the thing is, the thing is, is that the central heating’s not working.”

     “Central heating?”

     “Yes. You didn’t think this place heated itself did you? Goodness me no. It takes an awful lot of energy to heat a place with an infinite size, you know. We’re sending an engineer around to fix the problem straight away.”

     Just as he finished, an engineer came into existence behind Genee with a pop. He hurried forward in greasy overalls clutching a toolbox.

     “’Scuse me, make way, got a job to do,” he muttered, half to himself, as he pushed past them.

     The demon paused, and then suddenly said, “Are you Genee McFlee?”

     “Why yes,” said Genee, “How did you – “

     “Satan apparently wants to meet with you. If I were you I’d go see him. Just follow the red arrows marked with a big red S, just in a slightly darker shade so you can see them. Otherwise the S would look the same as the rest of the arrow, which would be stupid, as you wouldn’t be able to read the S! Hah!”

     “Hah!” Echoed Genee.

     “Fortunately I’m not you, I’m me. Cheery-bye!” Said the demon, and promptly threw himself down into a blazing hole in the ground.

     Genee decided to meet this Satan character and see just what he had to say, so he started following the red arrows marked with a big red S, just in a slightly darker shade so you can see them. Otherwise the S would look the same as the rest of the arrow, which would be stupid, as you wouldn’t be able to read the S! 

Genee laughed out loud at the sheer stupidity of it. Such is Genee McFlee’s taste in humour. 
*          *          *

Genee stopped. The last arrow had directed him to a large metal door with the words “Push if you don’t want to open the door” emblazoned on it in fancy gothic script. Genee wanted the door to open so didn’t push. Immediately the door swung open, with much screeching of oil-starved hinges. 

    The door must have been heavily sound-proofed because as soon as the door had opened a loud chorus of singing could be heard, to the tune of “We all like to be beside the seaside”, with words similar but changed to suit their demonic singers.

    Genee saw about a dozen or so denizens of the underworld singing and dancing with Hawaiian clothing on. In the middle of the crowd was Satan himself. A giant muscular demon with huge horns and “BOSS” tattooed on his chest, he dwarfed Genee and his minions. His deep, booming voice added a nice bass to the tune.

    Suddenly a large bubble appeared on the ceiling and floated down to hover near Satan’s head. The demons stopped their singing as the beardy face of God appeared, looking fairly annoyed.

     “You have stolen my engineer!” He bellowed.

     “No worries, mate!” Said Satan.

     God narrowed his bushy eyebrows. “Give him back, mate, or I will sue!” He thundered.

    “Hah!” Laughed Satan, “Where are you going to get a lawyer from?”

     “Good point.” Admitted God meekly. The bubble popped.

     Satan turned, and noticed Genee. “Follow me,” he said simply, and led Genee back out the door and through the twisting network of tunnels.

     “Having fun?” Satan asked.

     “Well, yes actually.” Genee admitted, not being a man to lie.

     “YES?” Thundered Satan, and a few seconds later Genee found himself hanging upside down by his ankles over a bubbling tar pit.

     “Having fun now?” Sneered Satan at him.

     “No, not really.” Genee said.

     “No?” Satan said, and his sneer turned into a look of sorrow. “Oh dear. I’m extremely sorry. Please forgive me,” he mumbled as he took Genee down.

     “Quite alright,” Genee said.

     They walked on in silence until they came to a long tunnel that looked the same as all the other tunnels except above the entrance was a plaque which read “Tunnel of Insufferable Delight”.

     As they walked in Satan spoke.

     “Are you enjoying Hell so far then?” He said. 

     “Well -” Genee started, before being interrupted by a much angered Satan.

     “HOW DARE YOU SPEAK IN THE TUNNEL OF INSUFFERABLE DELIGHT!” he boomed.

     Genee wisely didn’t reply.

     After a few more minutes of monotonous walking, Satan spoke again.

     “So, how did you get here then?”

     Genee didn’t say anything.

     Satan waited a few more seconds, then roared, “HOW DARE YOU REFUSE TO ANSWER MY QUESTION!”

     “But you said -” protested Genee.

     “HOW DARE YOU SPEAK IN THE TUNNEL OF INSUFFERABLE DELIGHT!”

     Satan paused, then, his mind made up, said, “As punishment for this act I will send you to fight Death, in a boxing contest.”

   And before Genee could complain at the unfairness of it all he disappeared and re-appeared in a boxing arena, opposite Death himself.
Genee V. Death

C’mon now, surely you don’t want to hear about how Genee managed to heroically defeat Death, in boxing and (“Best out of three!” Said a desperate Death) checkers and finally chess, therefore being allowed to exit the underworld. What do you mean I’ve ruined the story by telling you he defeated him? Deal with it, because this chapter isn’t important for plot development (what do you mean you didn’t think this story had a plot?). 

     By the way, Death is the worst player in chess in the entire universe. Slices of pepperoni pizza and bits of pondweed have more complex and intelligent chess strategies then Death. Even if Death challenged you to a game, you didn’t turn up and neither did he, he would lose. Work it out yourself, but I’m onto the next chapter.

…Ahem, may I just correct myself in saying that Death is, in fact, the most brilliant player of chess in Boxland, and indeed the entire universe. His ingenious (to say the least) moves make him the greatest strategist and tactician alive. Or dead. This has absolutely nothing to do with the worryingly sharp scythe currently pointed at myself.
The Palace Of Qu’Bubla

     Genee, after walking up from the underworld (being given permission to leave by the disinterested demon doorkeeper), came across a small wooden shack set into a craggy mountain. An old battered sign hung loosely by the door, the writer obviously suffering from not having had a decent education.

     The sign read, “PaLESs oFF qU’BubLa PleeZ Com iN”.

     Qu’bubla turned out to be a small boy with disproportionately big feet sitting on a matt in a tiny cabin devoid of furniture except for some rails running under his feet with planks of wood in between.

     “Don’t go there, girlfriend!” Warned Qu’bubla, before Genee could speak.

     “Go where?” Said Genee, who was lagging far behind the times. “Whose girlfriend?”

     “Rock, DJ!” Shouted Qu’bubla, enjoying himself immensely.

     “What?” Said a thoroughly confused Genee. 

     Qu’bubla paused then muttered something incoherent.

     Genee paused. “Are you mad?” He asked.

     Qu’bubla paused. “Depends on who’s asking.”

     Genee paused. “I am, aren’t I?” He said, frowning.

     Qu’bubla paused – 

     “Stop pausing.” Said Genee.

     “Right. Well, I, um – you know you’ve just gone and built a metre thick brick wall across my train of thought now. The driver’s injured and they’ve had to call a bulldozer to knock the wall down. It will be ages before I am back on track. Incidentally, this house is built on a train track. You may find yourself in mortal peril in a couple of seconds if you don’t run away now.”

     “How many seconds?” Enquired the winner of Worst Moment To Ask a Question award three times running.
It Hurts, But I Like It. Wait, No I Don’t –

Genee awoke in hospital, after having been scraped off the wheel of a train. The driver (still shrieking “Tally ho!”) had been kind enough to call an ambubike (an ambulance built onto two wheels). Unfortunately for Genee this happened to be the one vehicle in the entire ambulance service that had run out of brake fluid, so naturally it fell off the only cliff for hundreds of miles. Some might say Genee was unlucky. The ones that didn’t did soon enough, because when Genee had finally got to the hospital, it burned down almost immediately; even though the fully staffed fire department with too much time on their hands was next door.

     Anyway, Genee stumbled out of the hospital bed (it was rebuilt overnight by a troop of mail-order pixies), got dressed in a nice ironed suit he found hanging on the door (identical to his previous suit apart from “Mr. McFlee” sewed into it), and walked stiffly out. Dead silence reigned. The hallways were empty, as were the wards, and the reception area. The whole hospital appeared deserted. Genee couldn’t find signs for the exit so followed the only signs he could see: those that read “Paradise”, which sounded quite nice to him. They lead him eventually to some double doors, which he opened to reveal…Oh. My. God.
An Odd Paradise
But before either Genee or the Narrator (me) could comment, the world around Genee melted away into nothing, leaving Genee standing among lots of clouds (with subtle hints of more clouds around them).

Interview With God
Mr B. (the brain substitute, remember?) was currently sipping a Martini and sunbathing on a hot beach in the depths of Genee’s mind, leaving Genee’s voice box to fend for itself.

     “Who? What? Where? Why? How?” Said an astonished Genee, which shows how useless he was without good old Mr B. 

     “Hullo hagain,” said God.

     “Oh, hello,” said Genee politely.

     “Hai hapologise for my behaviour before. Hit’s just that hai had the hin-laws around hand hai was hall ha fluster, you know how hit his.”

     “Quite all right,” said Genee, who had in-laws himself and knew what a bother they could be.

    “Jolly good,” said God happily. “Hai decided to bring you back to give you ha second chance.”

     “A second chance at what?” Said Genee.

     God looked surprised. “Why, hat hasking the three questions you most want the hanswers to hin life, hof course!”

     “I say!” Said Genee, beaming broadly.

     “You say what?” Said God.

     “Nothing.” Mumbled Genee. 

     “Right,” said God. “Fire away.”

     “Okay. What is the meaning of life?” Asked Genee. Unfortunately it was at the precise moment a huge thunderclap drowned his voice out.

     “What his the whatty hof what?” Said God.

     “What is the meaning of life, I said!” Said Genee, as another thunderclap boomed around him.

     “The meaning hof what?” Said God, a hypothetical hand on a hypothetical ear.

     “Please, what is the meaning of life?” Said a desperate Genee.

     “Hoh.” Said God. “Hai’m hafraid that’s the honly question hai can’t tell you for mysterious reasons hof my own.”

    “Darn it!” Exclaimed Genee forcefully. “Right then. Why – “

     “Hai’m sorry,” said God, “Hai’m afraid you’ve used hup your three questions already. Goodbye.” And with a pop, God was gone.

     “Aaaaaarrrrgggghhhhh!!!” Bellowed Genee, normally not prone to bursts of temper, though understandably in this situation.

     A little blue elf-thing sprang up beside him from one of the clouds. 

     “I can tell you what is the meaning of life, If you wish…” It said, in a shifty, furtive tone. 

     “What?” Said Genee. “What, what what what? What is it? What? Tell me!”

     The elf-thing leaned over and whispered in his ear. 

     “Jesus Christ!” Exclaimed Genee. 

     “Indeed,” said the elf-thing.

     “What, with the, the tails?”

     “Indeed.”

     “And the, the abnormally shaped -”

     “Indeed.”

     “How odd.” Said Genee. “Still, I suppose it makes sense.”

     “Incidentally,” remarked the elf-thing, “did you know you have a koala sitting on your head?”

     “Do I?” Said Genee. “I wonder how long that has been there.” He picked up the koala gently and placed it onto a cloudbank where it ambled slowly off, undoubtedly to find Heaven’s own eucalyptus grove.

     “Well, bye,” said the elf-thing.

     “Goodbye.” Said Genee. He felt the world slowly melting away again, and prepared himself to re-enter Paradise…

An Odd Paradise (Take Two)
Genee stood in awe as his senses were assaulted by the cacophony of sights, smells and sounds of the vista around him. Tropical palm trees (their right colours for once) waving in the fragrant breeze, golden sunlight shining through the jungle canopies, the thunderous cascade of a waterfall pouring down a cliff face into a turbulent lagoon, the squawking and chirping of parrots and rainforest birds of every shape and form, the open grass paddocks where large six legged beasts (that would not look out of place in Jurassic Park if it wasn’t for the udders) munched professionally on tufts of long grass, the rippling clear blue pools where pink and purple dolphins splashed and played water volleyball (the score was 12 – 7 to the pinks), and last but certainly not least, the tremendous trumpeting as large elephants swung majestically through the forest on long creepers.

     “Oi! Elephant coming through!” One yelled as it narrowly missed him. Another went past, shouting, “Slow down Herman! Hey, I said slow down! Right that’s it, you’re for it now…”

     Genee recognised one and called out. “Tobert! Over here!”

     Tobert swung over to Genee and landed heavily on the ground. “Hello Genee. I thought I’d find you here.” Tobert rumbled.

     “Really?” Said Genee. “Why’s that?”

     Tobert’s eyes went wide, then he continued on, ignoring Genee’s question. “You should go to the Gherkin Café - Darren and the others are there having lunch. They’re expecting you.”

     “I see. Whereabouts is the Gherkin Café, do you know?”

     “Of course! Everyone knows where the Café is, it’s over yonder.” Tobert waved a tree-trunk like leg at the paddocks. “Just keep walking past the dinocows and you’ll see it eventually. But before you go – Dud the mad rabbit is at the Café. When you see him make sure you don’t – ”

What Genee mustn’t do wasn’t revealed however as at that point a giant crocodile leaped on Tobert, wrestling him to the ground.

     “See you soon Genee!” Roared Tobert jovially. “Now as for you,” he bellowed in mock anger to the crocodile, before jumping up into the air and cannonballing onto him.

     Genee left just as the elephant’s huge weight smacked down onto the unfortunate crocodile, and wandered on up to the dinocow paddocks. 

*          *          *

Genee strolled past the giant herbivores chewing happily, past the ka-koalas (they politely introduced themselves) and through the money-tree groves, proving that, at least in this world, money does grow on trees. Someone other than Genee may have been tempted to take some of the money, but Genee had strict morals, and anyway the money would undoubtedly be of no use in Turnbick once he got back. If he got back, for Genee McFlee was beginning to have doubts.

Finally Genee came to a halt outside a small building. The whole outside of the shop was made of glass: immaculately polished and gleaming from every angle. The inside of the café looked just like the ones back home in Turnbick, just a lot cleaner. Genee looked up and saw a large sign displaying “The Gherkin Café”. This had been determinedly crossed out however, and underneath was written “Starbux”.

     Genee looked back down at the inside of the shop, and noticed Darren and his posse, Shroom, and a figure Genee took to be Dud the mad rabbit all frantically waving at him, trying to catch his attention. Genee waved back, opened the door and stepped into the Gherkin Café. Or Starbux.     
The Gherkin Café
„Szia ott! Az én hal van igazi száraz. Kérsz egy főtt tojás ó a egészségtelen!” Said Darren cheerfully as Genee strode over to the table.
     Genee hesitated. “Excuse me, why are you speaking Hungarian?”

     “Hungarian? Uh, what’s that?” Said Geoff the tourist next to him.

     “It’s a language they speak in Hungary which is -” Genee started, but a dumpy waitress who had hurried over to the table quickly cut in.

     “Did someone say they were hungry? Three plates of Syedere and dinobeef and a side order of chipolatas coming right up!” And the waitress bustled off into the kitchen.

     “No, wait…” Said Genee after her.

     “Two dates coming right up!” The waitress called back from the kitchen.

    “Oh well,” said Genee, sighing and turning back to Darren’s table. “Hey y’all how y’all doin, y’know guys?” He stopped, astonished at himself. “Did I just say that?”

     “It’s the Meericans,” said Darren calmly, munching on a biscuit. “They’ve taken over the Café and now the ambience is affecting the way we think. Just concentrate on what you’re saying and you’ll be fine.”

     “Meericans?” Asked Genee, a bit bemused (if Mr B. hasn’t had enough to deal with, Genee now has to be bemused!).

     “They came off the boat-train from Sector Blue. They happen to be meerkats, don’t ask me why.” 

     At this point the Narrator (me) decided that The Gherkin Café was turning into a bit of a rubbish chapter, so the unrealised situations of meeting Dud the mad rabbit, “too cool” meerkats, and a second encounter with Shroom, will be left…unrealised. For the moment, at least. Let us just imagine that this chapter has happened and has culminated in Genee rapidly disintegrating into assorted blobs of randomness.

An Unfortunate Name By All Accounts

Genee’s form started to coalesce again, and eventually his body materialised itself into proportion in what seemed to be an almost-pitch-black obscure room made entirely of mismatched wood. The atmosphere was cramped and claustrophobic, and the air was stiflingly close. Genee sensed movement around him, and a hatch in the floor was pulled up to reveal a darkened cobbled street several feet below. A dozen armour-clad soldiers dropped down through the hatch, and Genee thought he might as well follow, so awkwardly clambered down. When his feet touched the ground, he looked up to behold an awesome structure – what appeared to be a giant mole shaped entirely out of wood, which he had just came out of.

     The soldiers were doing their best to ignore Genee, and spoke in low voices to each other. They all separated, and Genee caught the sight of several sentries, apparently oblivious to the situation, being knocked unconscious. Then the armoured soldiers all gathered together again in what seemed to be a large courtyard. After some more hushed conversation they sneaked over to a gigantic wooden gate, which they all put their backs into opening. After lots of grunting and muscles heaving, the gate creaked open, and hordes of people from the other side stormed through, cheering loudly. Groups split off to raze the nearby buildings. Genee thought this would be an appropriate time to discover where he had ended up. He looked around, and found himself in a sandy street at nighttime, with some quite old-fashioned (Genee thought), but impressive architecture.

     On closer inspection the street revealed itself to be burning merrily, perhaps the work of all the razing that was going on, and the crowds of rushing people appeared to be soldiers waving lighted torches and long spears. Cries of “Kill the Troyjanes!” “Raze it all down!” and “Where’s my helmet?” sparked off around the area. 

     A group of them barged into Genee and he got swept away with the throng. His uncomfortable and stumbling journey through the streets of this (magnificent, now Genee, resigned to being pushed along, looked around at the sights, which, while on fire, were still quite pleasant to the eye) city was punctuated by yells and outbursts of “Death to the inferior army!” “Burn it all to the ground!” and “I really must find my helmet!”

     As Genee went on, the crowd grew larger, as other lines of soldiers sidled off from their looting and pillaging to join theirs. The overall shouts were now along the lines of “Find Hellen!” “Where is Hellen?” and “Have you seen my helmet?”

     Genee turned to see a bright-eyed young lad clad in dull bronze armour smiling cheerfully at him. A tarnished helmet was tucked under his left arm.

     “Is that it?” Said Genee, indicating the helmet.

     The soldier looked down, and then, with a sudden high-pitched yelp of astonishment, noticed the helmet. He threw his head back and laughed inanely. The others around him paid him no attention while, still jogging alongside Genee; tears flowed down his cheeks as he succumbed to fits of laughter. The lad starting hopping up and down, chirruping like a pigeon. Then, with one last jump, he rose high into the air and flew off into the smoky sky, shrieking, “I found helmet! I found helmet! Liiiiike a fox!”

     Genee didn’t have much time to ponder this, however, as the mob quickly came to a halt outside a grand palace adorned with many a regal statue and carving.

     From the flickering shadows above the steps of the palace dozens of archers leapt forward, sporting the latest in shining silver armour and elegant scarlet cloaks. As scores of purple-plumed notched shafts of death sped towards their victims, Genee noticed the blood-red cloaks were embroidered with long, intricate designs, twisting and entwining around each other like serpents engaged in some cultured dance.

     Indeed, as soldiers fell around him clutching the feathered arrows poking out of their gullets, he wondered if the snakelike patterns really were alive, and if he just imagined one of them winking at him. He had no time to ponder on this matter, however, as the surviving men around him charged up the steps as one, bellowing obscene war-cries and waving their swords and spears. Genee hung back as the palace guards drew their swords, swished their cloaks, and engaged in bloody battle with the bronze soldiers.

     Ignoring the spurts of blood splashing the ground and pillars around him, and various hacked-off limbs squelchily bouncing down the steps, Genee trotted past the fight and through an intimidating pair of ornate mahogany doors.

     He stopped quickly, turning his head to account for all the astonished faces looking at him. They were all clothed in fine robes and gowns, and appeared quite taken aback by Genee’s arrival.

     The silence was broken by a thin goat-faced lady in white striding meaningfully up to Genee and shrieking in his ear. “You can’t have her!” Her eyes flashed dangerously and Genee decided she was not someone to cross.

     “Can’t have who?” He enquired innocently. For some reason the words ‘lien nottud’ popped into his head. These words were lost on Genee, but they may yet reveal themselves another day. In another story. Perhaps.

     The lady stepped back sharply. She had the expression of someone who, upon living out decades of their life going to school, getting a job, getting married and so forth, suddenly found that this whole time they had been living in a mental institute and had imagined it all. “What do you mean who? Whom do you think?” She said.

     Genee was never any good at these things, especially under pressure. He thought hard and ventured, “Margaret Thatcher?” He realised as soon as he had said it that this was the wrong answer and he had just made himself look foolish. This sort of thing often happened to Genee back in Turnbick.

     A pale man who curiously resembled a horseshoe rose up from a stone chair to stand next to Goatface. “Can’t you see, ma’am? He is playing us for fools! He knows very well he is after Hellen, as all these invaders are. Well, he can’t have her!” The man pressed his face up to Genee so his large pointed nose was only an inch away. “You hear me? You can’t have her!” He sneered and tittered irritatingly.

     “Who is Hellen?” Genee asked innocently.

     “Oh I see! Still playing that game are we! I told you, enough of this charade! There is no way we are going to reveal Hellen’s whereabouts to you ruffians!”

     “I am afraid I really don’t know what you are talking about. Maybe I better be going.” Genee stood up and was about to leave when Horseshoe put a hand on his shoulder and pulled him back.

     “Very well! You have broken me. Hellen is at the top of the staircase over in that direction. Now leave me be!” He sank onto the floor with his head in his hands and moaned pathetically.

     Genee turned to go again, but Horseshoe once again stopped him.

     “Did you not hear me? She is this way!” And he forcibly dragged Genee across the hall and to the foot of the staircase. He posted two guards to make sure that Genee did not try and get out of climbing the stairs. They shifted their spears threateningly at him. Genee sighed, and started to climb the long, winding staircase. 

*          *          *

After what seemed like an age Genee reached the top, breathing hard and with aching legs. He stumbled through a creaking door into an extravagant bedchamber, lavishly decorated and reeking of flamboyance. Silk curtains hung draped behind two figures in close proximity: a diminutive raven-haired woman in a verdant green gown was clutching a pig in a frock.

     “You can’t have her!” She shrieked when he took a step closer.

     “Can’t have who?” Genee frowned.

     The woman made no effort to listen to him, and tightened her grip on the pig. “She won’t go with you! Take me instead!”

     “And you are?”

     The woman hesitated. “My name is Emily. I am her best friend. Will you not have me and leave Hellen be?”

    Genee eyes flickered over the form of the grunting pig between the woman’s eyes, then he did a double take. “Sorry, but – is that Hellen?”

     The woman regarded him coldly. “You know very well who she is.  And one should be more civil when addressing the emperor’s daughter. And it is rude not to offer one’s name when one has been given the others.

     Genee gaped at her. He opened his mouth but before he could tell her his name the door crashed open in a shower of splinters and half-a-dozen guards rushed through into the room, yelling “Go go go!” One of them grabbed the pig out from under Emily before she could resist and they all charged out of the room again. It all happened so fast Genee didn’t even have time to blink.

     Emily burst in to tears. Genee uncomfortably said “there, there,” and patted the top of her head. The door burst open again and a tall, imposing man with large muscles and curly black hair strode forward. He tossed Emily over one shoulder and, before Genee could shout out, promptly threw her out the window. Genee looked to see a graceful raven-haired swan rise up to the stars and fly away.  The man sighed.

     “One of the Triads.” He said, as though this explained it. “There are not many left in this land. They are dying out, sought after by hunters.”

     “People like her are hunted?” Said Genee incredulously.

     “Boxland’s rich folk pay a great deal for their fine feathers. Unfortunate, I know. But anyway, to business.” The man offered Genee his hand, which Genee shook. “My name is Roy. You seem to been transported, quite amusingly I may add, to ancient Troye. Still a part of Boxland however. You were in time to witness the siege of it.”

     Genee hesitated uncertainly. “You live in Troye?”

     Roy gritted his teeth. “Yes.”

     “When people see you walking down the street…” Genee started. 

     “I’m warning you.” Roy growled.

     “Do they say, ‘Ahoy, Roy of Troye!” Genee finished, grinning, before he met Roy’s fist impacting with his face. “What was that for?” Genee choked through a bloody nose.

     “I did warn you. No-one makes fun of my name.” Said Roy, wringing his hand. “Anyway. I understand you want to get out of Troye. I have been appointed a Gatekeeper by, well, you’ll meet him soon enough.  I can provide you with the means to meet him.”

     “Meet who?”

     Roy ignored Genee, and opened his hand to reveal a marble-sized white stone. Genee took it, then, after nothing happened, looked up at Roy.

     “What’s supposed to happen?” He asked. Then he became aware of the room losing focus and Roy’s figure starting to blur.

     Roy answered, but his voice had become muffled and Genee couldn’t catch the words. The room started to spin, faster and faster until all Genee could see were spiralling colours, which after a time slowed down and changed to dull shades of even duller colours. Then, with a pop (this noise seemed to be a fairly common occurrence in Boxland), everything came to a halt, and before Genee could open his eyes (they had been clamped tight shut) to look around his new location he promptly fell unconscious and his head smacked onto the hard floor.

A Normal Day At Work
Some green snakes slithered feebly into Genee’s bleary vision, nodding their heads and twitching their tails, and steadily coming into focus to become what Genee could just make out as a number, flashing annoyingly.
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6:59

6:59 AM. 

6:59 AM…click

7:00 AM BEEPITY BEEP BEEPITY BEEP!

“Unngghh” groaned Genee indistinctly, pushing his head further into the pillow.

BEEPITY BEEP BEEPITY BEEP!

“OKAY okay okay.” Mumbled Genee, as he stretched his arm out to the clock and had a half-hearted fumble to turn the alarm off, which promptly caused it to wobble precariously then fall off the corner off the table (with a shiny mahogany finish) and smash on the floor. If this didn’t get Genee fully awake than the lampshade (plain white and a fading pattern around the rim) falling on his head would have done the job. Just to make certain Genee was up and alert the bookcase (stacked with all the classics, all arranged in alphabetical order) also toppled onto him.

    Genee struggled out of the mess and managed to stumble to his bathroom where he washed his face in cold water and felt his senses slowly jerk back to him. Details of his dream slid into his memory like small fish sliding into a rock pool.  Something about a battle? And there was a Café, and…and a talking mushroom… And his dog was in it as well! How very odd. It had seemed so real at the time though. Oh well, thought Genee, and got dressed. He went downstairs, and put some brown bread in the toaster. He was feeling a little bit crazy today so added some butter. He pulled the newspaper from his letterbox and glanced at the front page headlines: “Airport Strikes Again!” and “Price Of Beef Gone Up Due To Cows Wanting It Back!”. He poured himself a cup of tea, and settled down at the kitchen table to drink it. Eventually he left to go to work.

     And so this is how it came to be that Genee found himself back in his office, working on some reports for his boss.

*          *          *

“Brian Spy, secret agent. Do you have the dossier Agent McFlee?”

     Genee looked up from his computer to see a tall man with large round glasses and a slick side parting leaning over his cubicle. 

     “I’m sorry, did you want something Brian?”

     “Sure Agent McFlee, the almighty head of all that is powerful – ah-wahey – is wanting you to see you in his lair of astronomical foreboding so you better like take a cool space walk up yonder past these futuristic cubicles of the year 2080 where robots and supercomputers  - eennh muwhey - capable of advanced logarithm and algebraic functions will rule the Earth and I will be employed for my – ahhhhmm mweehay – technical programming skills of such high calibre that –”

     Then Brian became aware that he had been talking to himself for some time as Genee had already left to his boss’s office.

     Genee reeled backwards in horror as he came face to face with what was sitting in his boss’s chair.

     “Help! Someone – anyone – HELP ME!” Cried Genee as he beheld the huge pink squid, its two bulbous eyes staring disconcertingly at him. Genee looked behind him frantically but everyone in the building seemed to have disappeared. He turned back to the squid and tried to regain some of his composure, even though inside Mr. B (who had just returned to his position inside Genee’s mind after a brief time away) was having a silent heart attack.  

     “Boxland wasn’t a dream, was it?” Said Genee, despairingly.

     “Squeeble squooble squill.” Wobbled the giant squid.

     “Excuse me?” Genee said a little more calmly (not understanding things was like being back on solid footing to Genee. He knew where he stood when he was confused).

     “Squobble Squimble squallimpo – pop!” The squid blinked its eyes noisily.

     “Can’t you speak English?” Asked Genee.

     “Squid.”

     “What?”

     “It means no in Squiddish,” said what was sounding more like the familiar Scottish tones of his boss.

     “But you just spoke English now!”

     “Squiddo sqo.”

     “And that means?”

     “No I didn’t.”

     “Oh. But then –” started Genee. 

     “Squilly Squallama!” And with that the giant squid wrapped its tentacles around Genee and started spinning him around, tossing him to other tentacles and messing up his hair.

“Well, really! This is intolerable!” Yelled an outraged Genee. “Put…me…down!”

     “If you insist,” said the squid, and then with a pop, he disappeared, and felt himself falling through space…Déjà vu?

The Identity Of The Narrator And A Major Plot Development

Genee re-appeared in a room completely devoid of colour. It was so colourless, yet still opaque, that any interior designers passing through would have had to resort to calling it a “pale white”. The room was well lit; yet there was no light to be seen. There was no decoration to the room; no paintings hung on the walls. Neither was there any furniture, apart from a single wheeled chair, upon which a man sat. 

     He was clothed in white: white jacket, white shirt, white trousers, white shoes, white tie. Even his hair was white. The only hint of colour upon him was his luminescent green digital wristwatch. 

     “I’ve been expecting you McFlee.” He said.

    “No you haven’t.” Replied Genee. “You know you haven’t. Why would you say that?”

    The man shrugged. “It doesn’t matter anyway, you’ve ruined the moment.” He pushed out with his feet on the floor to send his chair sliding over to Genee. “I expect you have many questions. Let me talk first and you will find most of them answered. Please do not interrupt.”

     Genee nodded. After a good five seconds, when it seemed the man was not going to continue, Genee said, “Okay.”

     “I said do not interrupt!” The man sighed deeply, and leant back in his chair. “Firstly, I apologise for making you think you were back home again. Just a little bit of fun you understand. It wasn’t even my idea but turned out undoubtedly amusing. Anyway, I am the Architect. I am one of the Trinity: three immortal beings each uniquely powerful enough to warrant the term ‘god’. The other two beings are Time, and Lien Nottud.”

     “I recognise that name!” Genee blurted out.

    “Do not interrupt. As I was saying, I am one of the Trinity. Between us we govern Boxland, which I created from nothing with the help of the Mainframe – a near-infinitely powerful constructor machine found in the Core.

     “And then you came. Boxland’s first human tourist from Earth. We have had other human tourists. Humans exist on many different worlds. Some, like Earth, are completely unknowing of the others.

     “Yes, you were the first Earth human to discover the dimension havoc bug that had sneaked past the defenses around the Forbidden Portal and leaped through. Unsurprising, seeing as it had landed on your coffee cup. Darren, your pet, well I don’t think you will be calling him your pet anymore, already knew about Boxland, seeing as there was a havoc bug in his kennel. My doing. I had authorised a bug some time ago to go through the Portal and into his kennel. Darren has been a very useful asset to me, just as I had predicted he would be.

     “But as soon as I heard on the grapevine that you had landed in the Shroomian Jungle, apparently from Earth, my mind got thinking. Judging from descriptions of you from those that had met you: the inscrutable Shroom, the brusque Drog Durgan, the insurmountable Tobert, I realised this would be the perfect opportunity to make a story that could entertain readers for aeons. The only niggle was that the first part of the story was already over with. And what is a story without a proper introduction? 

     “So I got the Mainframe to work on its biggest most complex task yet. It was to create a Time Machine. It took a full year to finish. When it was done I time travelled back to the point where you were about to discover the havoc bug with a new device – a supercomputer created by the Mainframe called the Narrator, which was to write the story as and when it happened.

     “Are you making this up?” Genee asked suspiciously.

     “See for yourself if you don’t believe me.” The Architect clicked his fingers and pointed to a black door that had suddenly appeared in one of the walls. Genee walked over to it and turned the handle.

     He opened the door into another room, bare except for a large black computer system that was dominating the centre of the room. It had no keyboard or mouse, but lots of green lights were blinking around the monitor, which was flashing small lines of text across the screen. The machine purred at him, and then spoke to him.

     Ha-llo I am the Narrator.

     “Hello.” Genee replied. “Narrator aye? So you’ve been narrating everything that’s happened to me? Why exactly?” 

     Since this morning, yes. The Architect has already explained it to you. He thought your adventures would make a good story.

     “Are you going to type this conversation up then when I’m gone?”

     I am typing it up now. I have allocated it to one of my subsystems. I am more powerful than you can possibly imagine.

     “Hey, that’s a quote from – ”

     Yes.

     “I have a curious suspicion that this conversation, written down, would reveal no speech marks on your part.”

     Of course. Whoever heard of a computer talking?

     “I see. So…how can you write about me wherever I go? What about when I’m on my own?”


     I have many spies: the rocks, the trees, the very birds in the sky.

     “Hey, that’s another quote from - ” 

     Yes.

     Genee glanced at the screen. “You’re not putting much detail into this conversation, are you?”

     Oh, you’d just complain, saying things like ‘I never said that ignorantly’, if I typed it.

     “So…what are you going to do when my story is finished?”

     You mean when you die?

     “Uh. I suppose so.”

     Then I will calculate every bit of scientific data of every object, living thing and piece of matter in the universe.

     “Really?” Said Genee incredulously, “Looking forward to it?”

     It will be my greatest achievement. It will take me 78.226682 million years to the nearest millionth.

     Genee whistled. “Good luck.”

     Who needs luck?

     “Well… Bye.”

     Farewell, simpleton.

     Genee let the insult pass. There was no point arguing with something a million times more intelligent than he was.

     Approximately 16 million actually.

     “Approximately?”

     Do you want me to be exact?

     “On second thoughts, no.” Genee hurried off back to the Architect, who smiled at him.
     “Actually McFlee, it’s about time I came clean. I can’t pull the wool over your eyes any longer. I’m afraid that it’s not Boxland that is the foreign world here.” Genee’s blank look spurred him on. “Boxland is your home, not Turnbick. You’ve lived your whole life in Boxland in a coma. While you were in this coma, to keep you happy I engineered a virtual world using 3D World Design For Dummies, and connected it to your brain. Your best friend Darren agreed to hook himself up to the world to keep you company while in the coma. You had lived peacefully in the artificial Turnbick for 10 years; the program had erased all your Boxland memories and replaced them with those of my own devising. Everything was going fine until an unforeseen glitch in the program caused you to spring out of your coma, believing you had travelled here through a wormhole in your coffee cup. Unfortunately all your artificial Turnbick memories remained, so I convinced everyone to go along with the notion you had been teleported here to ease you back into Boxland, as the shock of learning the truth would have been too much for you at the start. But I decided that the time was right for you to know, so now you know.”

     Genee’s eyes had been watering thus far from not blinking, so he did so. 

     “I don’t believe it,” he whispered. “You mean none of my life in Turnbick was real.”

     “Not unless real means a dream,” the Architect replied, suppressing a smile.

     “Oh my god, I…I don’t know what to say, it’s all…nothing…everything I ever thought…it was all just a fabricated lie!”

     The Architect was silent for a second, then – 

     “Aaaaaaaaaahahahahaha aaaaaahahahahah hahaha hoho ooooha heehee oh I say that’s good!  Aaahhh dear oh dear it gets them every time! Every time! Ooh ahah. Ahah. Ahem.” The Architect wiped an eye as he overcame his fits of laughter.

     “You mean…you mean you were lying?” Said Genee, his voice rising an octave.

     “Of course I was you stupid man! Haha, virtual world indeed! You Earth people really are quite foolish aren’t you?”

     “You’re a pillock,” said Genee.

     “Am I?” Said The Architect, leaning closer. “Am I really?”

     “Yes.” Said Genee. 

     “Anyway. So McFlee, having fun in Boxland?” He smiled widely.
     “Let me go. Now. I want to go home.” Said Genee flatly.

      “If you insist,” smiled the Architect. “Off you go then.”

     “Oh!” Said Genee in surprise. “Okay then I’ll just be… waaait a second… there’s no door.”

     The Architect smirked. With a snap of his fingers a red door and a blue door popped up out of nowhere. “You take the red door,” he said, with great satisfaction, “and you go back to Turnbick and live the rest of your feeble life in possible happiness. However, your friend and once pet Darren will live out the rest of his life in a cell in Boxland, where he is currently held captive by Porker the jailor.” He paused to allow Genee to gasp. “You take the blue door,” he continued, “and you are given the opportunity to rescue Darren - you should have no trouble with the incompetent Porker – but… you must stay in Boxland forever!” The Architect allowed himself the appropriate evil cackle. He tossed Genee a key ring with “Wish I wasn’t here” stencilled on an overhead map of Boxland, and a small golden key attached. “Well McFlee, what do you choose?” 

     Genee thought long and hard. Mr B. was a hive of activity, with artificial neurones running back and forth delivering messages. Eventually he reached his decision. “I’ll take that one,” he said, pointing at the door.

     “You have chosen…wisely,” said the Architect. “Goodbye – I may drop by some time to pay you a visit.”

     “Not if I can help it,” said Genee, opening the door and walking through.

