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AN ORDINARY DAY

A Fable for the Third Millennium

Benny looked into his own eyes as he shaved, and
counted his troubles. They buzzed around insisd&éad
like a swarm of angry bees. His youngest son, Ekth
needed expensive orthodontistry, and the dentdt ha
warned that ‘right away’ would not be too soon.nBg
didn’t even want to think about next year, whendidest
boy headed for college, or the fact that the |lastedt
winter coat his wife Diane had bought was appraaghi
its ninth birthday. And he still could not see hbe/was
ever going to find the money. A raise was outef t
guestion, and so was an advance on his salaryn@mnee
rumours which were circulating at work lately héel
lucky to keep his job. He could sell his old Chgvas



Diane constantly urged him to do, and take thetbus
work, but then how would they cope with all theeaft
school activities for the kids? With hockey ganfesccer
practice, Riding lessons, Judo classes, the oldjamt
little time parked on the driveway. And then evieme
sold the car he would be lucky to get half of witnat
Orthodontist had estimated. A sharp pain in higelo
abdomen reminded him that he should have seen the
doctor about these recurrent attacks long ago!dtédc
no longer pretend that the pains were getting etsie
bear, or that the attacks were coming less fretyueBlut
what if he needed surgery, how was he going totfied
money for that? What if it was something whichldou
keep him off work for a long time, or even? ... wédl’s
not everthink aboutthat possibility. He'd opted out of
his company’s health insurance plan, needing evenny
of his take-home pay just to cover the day-to-day

household expenses. In hindsight, that lookeddike



exceptionally bad choice on his part, as Dianeueady

pointed out to him.

He dressed quickly and walked through the kitcloetiné
driveway, skipping breakfast once again and tryong
ignore the hard glare which his wife directed atlback.
The Chevvy turned over sluggishly but fired beftire
battery gave up trying (his neighbour had told Huat the
last boost he’'d supplied was definitely the enthef

road) and limped along the freeway into the city.

Arriving late for work he found the office emptync
followed the sounds of activity into the boardroofihis
at least was not unexpected. The threat of laytth
been hanging over his small company for months now,
but the faces of his colleagues told him, even riectfie
read the message on the flip chart, that the neagsewen
worse than expected. The company was on the wérge

bankruptcy, holding out only until the employeeshe=d



their final paycheques before filing the papereniiy
picked up the small envelope from the desk by iihe af
the chart and left the room. There was nothingtdy for,
nothing left to discuss. And nowhere to go but Bpto
try to explain to Diane that even the small paycigeq
which she so despised was no longer availablesiaisu

them.

Crossing the bridge out of the city his engine gesaeeral
long groans and quit. Benny prayed that the cdr ha
enough momentum to carry it over the top of theamt
then let gravity take over. He knew that the beiaas
constantly monitored, and that a tow-truck would be
dispatched as soon as his stalled car was spbtiete
knew also that the bill would need to be paid ategior
his car would be impounded. His prayers were sasil
unanswered. The Impala rolled to a stop twenti/ffeen
the summit. He considered trying to push the gar the

last few feet, but knew that as soon as he relethsed



brake, well before he could jump out of the drigeor,
his heavy automobile would have rolled backwards in
the car behind. Horns were honking, drivers were
climbing out of their cars, smoke was now pouriragf
the Impala’s ruined motor, and Benny gave up. He
crossed in front of the dying car and leaned oet the
metal railings. He looked down to the fast flowimnggr,
hundreds of feet below, and saw his only availaiplgon.

He climbed the fence.

When Benny opened his eyes he hovered for a few
seconds in the fuzzy space between dream and waking
unsure of anything, waiting for the world to coméoi
focus. He shook his head to clear the dream and th
world came into focus with a bang. Literally. Thest
one had been far too close to home. Dust driftednd

from the concrete ceiling of the bunker, and hedithis



hand to shield his eyes. Other, more distant bazob&l
be heard and felt as the morning barrage of tlye cit
continued. Next to him on the makeshift mattreenP
stirred and came awake. On the upturned cratehwhic
functioned as a bedside table he saw the small@ree
which had arrived yesterday by military mail, infung
him that young Mikey had now been taken from them.
All of his boys were dead now, died fighting a sdass
war which would never end. Benny got up from the
blankets and limped to the far corner of the bunker
relieved to see that there was enough water fapaot
coffee, at least. Later he or Diane would haveéde the
terrifying trip above ground in search of provisson
Diane would probably insist on going again, as B&n
range of movement was very limited since the shebpn
had taken off half of his left foot.

Diane stirred and got up from the bed. She lodkadly
at her husband. They had gone though so muchheiget



In the years since the war had started. “You'reary,
Benny,” she said, coming up behind him to slip dx@ns
around his waist. “Did you have bad dreams again,
darling?” “Bad dreams?” Benny replied, “Not thiwe;
quite the opposite, in fact. | dreamed of theddsls,
before the war, when the only things we had to worr
about were dental bills and that old Chevvy clurikesed
to run. | dreamed of that time | got stuck attibye of the
MacDonald Bridge, and the cops thought | was gtang

jump, and brought me home in their cruiser.”

“I'm still not convinced that you weren’t going jomp,

you know,” Diane said. “l remember how upset yaerav
about Mikey’s dental bills, and then losing youn.joAnd
wasn't that about the time you had the emergency
appendectomy? Well, I'm just glad that you camméo
safe that day, Benny. Think of what you'd have lbs
you'd jumped! You would never have opened your own

company and made all that money!”



“Yes, you're right,” Benny said, thoughtfully. “@u
troubles seem so trivial when we look back on them.
Still, it was wonderful to be able to spend somaetback

there, back then, even in my dreams.”

Another explosion close to the shelter shook maist d
and debris from the ceiling. “Yes, | wish | colndve
been with you, darling, if only in a dream.” Diasad.
“Those were good days, with the family all arouisd u

Good days.”

'Good’ and ‘Bad’ are never absolutes. ‘Good Dagsd
‘Bad Days’ are meaningless terms unless there is a

yardstick against which they can be measured. rBefo



determining which kind of days you are living ie,3ure

to set a point of reference.



CHIT-CHAT

A Fable for the Third Millennium

Mrs. Noble didn’t notice Mrs. Thomas until the two
bumped into each other on their way out of thentrai
station. As they walked the last quarter milehtairt
homes in Hawthorne Avenue the two women fell into

step.

“It's been ages since we had a little chat,” said.M
Noble. “l don’t know if I've seen you since our ¢hael
got the Nobel prize. Did I tell you about that2 gbt it

for his work on the new AIDS vaccine.”

“Well that’s nice,” Mrs. Thomas replied with a smil
“You won’t have heard, then, that my Sam is out on

parole. He’s glad to be back on the street, bistVery



bitter about the way the coppers framed him witt th

cocaine they slipped into his pocket.”

“Michael is back home now,” Mrs. Noble continue#iée’
quit his job with the Research group when they eléni
him patent rights, but the day after he left hetote
new job offers. One of them is in New York, atfitrmes
the pay, but the others are for very good monegy, an
nearer to home, so he’s taking a few days to tabdut
it.”

“Of course our home life is a little more hectichvbam
back at home and his Dad still on night shiftupgose
you’ve heard the fighting that goes on. Stills itlice for
me that the old man has another target at home ihow,
you see what | mean. Sam does like his music loud,
though, and when his Dad is trying to get somepslee
Well, that's why the police car was round at thed®

yesterday, | expect you noticed.”



“The local lab, it's quite small but they pay thp&ople
very well, and the perks are very good. They told
Michael that he could have use of the companyngt a
time he wanted. That would be nice for the thrieeso
swanning off for a holiday in our own jet. Well, y&now

what | mean.”

“The old man is recovering from the knife wounds,
though he did need a lot of stitches. Sam is tobifast
to pull out that big knife of his, | think. Mindoy, our
Sam is probably the way he is as a result of tladifngs
he got from his Dad growing up. | mean, you caer&p
clubbing a kid on the side of his head without gasome

damage, can you?”

“Oh, here we are on Hawthorne Avenue. My, yoaclil

hedge looks lovely this year, have you been feetling



something special?”

“What? Oh, the lilac. We cut it way back lastwaun,
and it seems to have benefitted from that. Wegusthe
usual fertilizer on it, but it does seem to havaala lot

better than usual this spring.”

“Well, bye now, Mrs. Thomas. Nice chatting to you.

“You too, Mrs. Noble. | enjoyed our little convat®n.”

Mr. Thomas put down the newspaper as his wife came
Into the room. “Was that Mrs. Noble you were tatkto

in the street. What's she been up to then.”



“What? Oh, nothing much. Her son’s out of a job,
apparently. He’s back living with his parentghihg she
said he’s got AIDS.”

“Always knew he’d never amount to anything, thaéGn

Mr. Noble turned off the television as his wife @amto
the room. “Was that Mrs. Thomas you were talkmgnt
the street? Did you find out what that busineds e

police cars the other day?”

“What? Oh, no, she never mentioned that. Sheughs

telling me about her lilac bushes, that's all.”

“Yes, they do look good this year.”



Taking turns talking is not necessarily a convamat
For a true information exchange it is necessaryt tixa
pairs of ears are also brought into the equatiomg #hat
‘input’ and ‘output’ systems on both sides are cected

to functioning brains, which are attuned and reosmt



MOMMA SAID.....

A Fable for the Third Millennium

Management Training? Who needs it! Just remember

what your Momma told you, all those years ago.

The Company’s Employee Handbook sagsir
objectives can only be achieved by the applicadion
effective intercommunication and teamwork; by setti
aside individual priorities in favour of workinggether
towards corporate goals;

Momma Said: “Now, you children play nicely together

d’'you hear me!”

The Handbook say&emuneration is determined using a

graduated scale which takes into consideration such



factors as education, length of service, annual
performance reviews, and objectives achievement.
Consistently high performance ratings will in moases
result in positive salary reviews.

Momma said: “ Do your chores, and then we’ll talxoat

Increasing your allowance.”

The Handbook saysThe office copying machine is to be
used for no more than ten copies per original dasum
Longer runs are uneconomical and can result in
employees waiting in line for significant periodsime.

Be considerate of the needs of your fellow workers.
Momma said: “Share your toys, and take turns an th

Playstation.”

The Handbook saysDo not expect that you will always
be given the ‘plum’ assignments. Your Division €fhi
will assign projects to staff who are best quatifie

handle them. By the nature of the company’s omerat



you will occasionally be asked to handle a difftcud
onerous task; performing such tasks with enthoseasd
dedication will bring you the approbation of compan
management.

Momma said: “ I'm not asking you to like it, jusdteyour

broccoli.”

The Handbook say$n most cases retirement age Is Sixty
five years. Occasionally (e.g. due to health or
compassionate grounds) an employee may become
eligible for retirement at an earlier age, withagprop-
riately reduced pension.

Momma said:“l know it's not your bedtime, but you're
falling asleep where you sit. Come on, let’s get yp to

bed, young man.”

The Handbook say#t is to be expected that you will
occasionally feel that the instructions you recdroen

your superior are in some way flawed. For example



may think that you know a more efficient method of
achieving the company’s objective. You are encgeua
to share your view with your Division Chief. Magur
discussion of the alternative with your superian ca
benefit both parties, and your point of view wdceive
all due consideration. However, always remembar th
your superior has the last word in such situatians|,
his/her decision is final.

Momma said “Because | said so, that's why!”

When searching for new methods, new procedures, new
ways of doing old tasks, don’t immediately discard

conventional wisdom.

(Momma said“Momma knows best.”)



NATURAL INSTINCTS

A Fable for the Third Millennium

By the start of the twenty second century the Agdfar
Worldwide Political Correctness had reached andqxhs
all of its major milestones. Children were dressedead
to toe bubble wrap at birth and remained so clad tne
morning of their eighteenth birthday, which wadlse
date at which they were first allowed to go outside
Movies of children using ancient playground equipme
were shown to first graders as a reminder of thekbbld
days when scraped knees, bruised elbows and even
broken bones were commonplace. Counselors were
always on hand at these showings to ensure tiglefra
childhood natures did not become traumatized by the
frightening depictions of young children wearing

bandaids. Screaming classes were held for young



children to ensure that they could reach a levaiagf
decibels in the event that an adult not known émth
should try to engage them in conversation. Theigewe

also trained in the correct use of Mace and Pegpary.

No dictionary in any language anywhere in the world
contained any word in which the letters M, A, and N
occurred in sequence. Any institution in which the
male/female ratio varied more than 0.5% from the
standard 50:50 was subject to severe penaltidsding
Imprisonment of the governing board for up to twent

years.

The Directors of the A.F.W.P.C. declared themselves
moderately well pleased and began to seek oth&tsut
for their creative energies. Their eyes fell onuMat
which even at a casual glance seemed to be imded of
their attention. Field Agents were dispatchedcto t
fields.



The situation at the Beehive was atrocious. The
Male/Female/Neuter ratio was so far removed from
standard that the Agent first thought someone Wasny
a joke on her/him. The utterly male dominated iande
was reminiscent of the bad old days of the twemtiet
century. Unfortunately, the Queen Bee stood ad#ynan
In favour of the status quo, and even sent a svodrm
soldier bees in pursuit of the Field Agent wherihas
persuasive efforts became excessive. Althoughrgkeve
worker bees expressed an interest in the AFWPC'’s
efforts, none of them could be induced to lay eggs,

the Agent was eventually forced to withdraw.

At the stables the mares overwhelmingly refused the
Agency’s overtures, explaining as patiently as iibss
that stallions were interested in only two thingaazing
and mating. Furthermore, the mares’ dominancebead

established as a result of extensive efforts omp#neof



their ancestors, and was not something they wood n
give up lightly. When the stallions were askedtfair
viewpoint they refused to comment until they’d lzad

opportunity to discuss the issue with their wives.

Zebras gave much the same response to the PC aglsjoca
pointing out that their close cousin, the Unicawould

not now be extinct if it had not been for the imeartion

of an early PC advocate who insisted that Noahnaad
right to refuse entry to the Ark of Horace and Aithwho
constituted a legal pairing and had even been ethat a

ceremony in Canada.

The Praying M**tis advised the Field Agent that she
would get back to him/her as soon as she had édish
devouring her mate. When the M**tis added “Stick
around, dearie; you look quite tasty,” the Agenhdrew
with as much grace as he/she could m**age whil@ainm

as fast as possible backwards.



The Cats were insulted by the very idea that those
howling, brawling, night crawling, one-track-minded
Toms could in any way be considered equal to the
females. They suggested that the Agent shouldupke
the issue with the lionesses, or any other of theats,
and advised the wearing of all-encompassing statdg

body armour for the interview.

The Vixen barked out loud at the suggestion thsteisd
of staying in her warm, comfortable den with heoradble
chubby children, she should join her mate, out ingnth
the cold, dark, rain-drenched forest where pregator
and/or traps waited behind every second tree hdit t
point in the interview the mate arrived, drippingtw
shivering with cold, dropped his catch into the dhedof
the hungry pack of cubs, turned and went backdo hi
search for food. The vixen merely raised an eywband

the Agent, seeing the futility of further argumdetft.



In the end the AFWPC abandoned these efforts and
decided instead to focus on the development ofraeTi
Machine, which would allow them to mount a vigorous
Campaign For Political Correctness in the Dark Ages
Early results were promising, and a dozen PC Field
Agents were dispatched to feudal England. At ithe Df
writing none have yet returned.

* * *

Nature Is Not Politically Correct.

* * *

Join the Campaign Against Political Correctnessayd

before it's too late: http://www.capc.co.uk/



THE PERFECTIONIST

A Fable for the Third Millennium

Six young students, accompanied by their Sciencagdvla
were touring a building site. They watched hugeks
unload stone, brick, wood and other building materi
and listened in awe to the site engineer and ttiatact,
who patiently explained the basic purpose and fanaif
their jobs. Now left to their own devices the yostagys
adjusted their hard hats and followed their teaafterthe

working area of the site.

The first workman they met was an electrician, who
explained why it was important to have all of thieing

in place before the interior walls were installad there
would be no access for the wiring when the drywalé

in place. The second man was a bricklayer, butwhe



politely asked what he was doing he said only “laying
bricks; what does it look like I'm doing?” Despitee
surly reply, the students watched in awe as the man
speedily spread mortar, tapped the brick into place
removed excess mortar and moved without pausesto th
next brick. Where a partial brick was needed tla@ m
chopped off a suitably sized portion and set filace
without breaking stride. The students and theistara

were impressed with the fluid grace of the craftisma

Moving on, the group spoke with a carpenter and a
plasterer, a plumber and a general labourer, desony
how each of these men blended their particulalsskito

the creation of a new building.

Just before leaving the site the group came uE®stand
bricklayer, but the contrast between this man aeditst
was substantial. The man selected each brick fhem

pile beside him as though he were choosing theatrijpeit



from a greengrocer’s stall. After he had seleetddick
he carefully applied a layer of mortar and setithek in
place like a jeweler placing a diamond in its golde
setting. Then the man stepped back, examined dmis, w
made a small adjustment and reached for the nekt. br
While the students looked on the bricklayer removed
several bricks from the top level of the wall oniethhe
was working. He turned to the group and said: “Bimtd
enough,” and set about rebuilding the defectivéi@ec
“What are you doing?” one of the students askednf
building a great palace,” the bricklayer repliéé\
building that will last a thousand years; a platere
people will come to marvel at the quality and
craftsmanship; a standard which lesser buildersagiial
only in their dreams.Thatis what | am doing young

man.

“You see,” the science master addressed his stsident

enthusiastically, “That is the difference betwaen



common craftsman and a master of the tra&i@itude
That is what determines quality. One man is ‘lgyin
bricks’ while another is ‘building a palace’. Remmger

this lesson well.”

The following week the science master brought arsgc
group of students on the same tour. They interstew
various craftsmen, including the surly bricklayand
made their way out of the site. Looking for thailder
of palaces’ the group found a different man workimg
the area, laying bricks in the same fashion asirtste
man, with practiced efficiency. The site foremaasw
passing by, so the master called to him and asked w
had happened to the palace builder. “That mordré” t
foreman growled. “l gave the fool his cards laseWw:.
We have standards on the site and your palacedounkt
completed less than ten percent of the daily regugnt

for his trade.”



“But surely, with his attitude to work, his wallseve of
the highest quality! After all, the man workedtlasugh

he were building the walls of a palace.”

“A palace, yes,” the foreman laughed. “I have se for
a builder of palaces. We’re putting up an apartmen
block. | need a man who thinks he’s building garag

walls.”

* * *

What a terrible waste of time and effort it is wlith
great attention to detail something that does reschto

be done at all.



PROJECTILES

A Fable for the Third Millennium

“So you see, Henderson, you’ve nothing to worryltaljo
Despite the assurance, Myles Henderson still ldoke
worried. He had spent the previous four monthe in
fruitless attempt to track down the few survivingmbers
of the lost tribe of the Oobijumbi, thought by manybe
extinct. Henderson and his small band had followed
rumour and myth, tales of possible sightings and ol
wives tales deep into the Amazon jungle — all witho
success. In pursuit of yet another slim possybihe
party had built a makeshift raft and braved thedspf
this section of the river, only to lose the raft,ch their
provisions and each other in the process. Lossand-
delirious, Henderson had stumbled along a barasipia
trail into a Oobunti village — and found Sir Johardfuar.

The famed explorer, long since given up for deadl, $et



up house in the village and gone native. After faod
sleep, feeling more or less human again, Mylesupet
with the Village Chief only to find that Sir Johndthe
Chief were one and the same. When Myles explaimed
nature of his quest Sir John had amazing newse “Th
Oobijumbi? Of course | know where they are, olg.bo
They’re neighbours of ours. You'll find an Oobijbm
village about five kilometers upriver, if you'ralbt
interested. | should warn you, though, they'reegyv
warlike tribe, and are as likely to greet you wthisoned
arrows as open arms. One word of advice, go dtmme
better chance of survival. Go in force and yoailllbe

dead before you see an Oobi.”

“My God, Fargquar! Are you telling me that I've spall
of this time and effort to locate the Oobijumbi dimd

likely to end up as a poison arrow pincushion?”



“Now, now!” Sir John said. “Calm down old chapfsl
not nearly as bad as it sounds. You see, the @ubi
are an extremely logical tribe. They prize reasbove
all else, and since | convinced them some yeats tihat
it is impossible to shoot an arrow into a man wo |
running away, all you need do is turn and run, r@tdrn
later when the tribe is in a better mood. Aftérigfeast,

say.” Henderson frowned. “Sorry, old chap, but'ye
lost me there. You say that if | turn and runtilgesmen
will not fire at me because,,, | didn’t quite datour

drift in that last part.”

Sir John spoke slowly, as though to someone ofeini
hearing or mental competence. “It's simple, Header
| merely explained to the Oobijumbi warriors thaihi
off an arrow after a running man is a waste of tamee
the arrow can never catch him. Let’s suppose there
two chaps facing the hunters, and the Oobijumbitieir

arrows. Say for the sake of argument that onbef t



chaps stands firm and the other turns and runsidfuw
follow carefully what happens. When the arrowshea
the spot where the chaps were standing, the onaswvho
still there gets skewered. but the one who turmetran,
well he’s not there any more so the arrow can’thou

him.

“Yes, but...... "

“Stay with me here, Henderson. The arrow, of ceurs
continues to fly towards the running man, who ig/no
let’s say twenty feet further away and still rurmin
Right? So the arrow must travel those extra twézay to
catch him. But, lo and behold, when the arrow seas
that twenty feet, the chappie’s moved on agairnt’slsay
he’s now covered an additional five feet. So, oagjthe
arrow, five more feet, but the chap has moved gaima

let’s say two feet this time. Then, same old stdAg’s



never there when the arrow arrives, you see, s® he’

perfectly safe.”

“But this time he’s only moved a few inches, andtne

“A few inches is still a few inches, and don’t ysee,
Hendersonit never comes down to zerdBven when
you’re measuring in nanometers it never gets to.ze
There Is always a tiny, tiny fraction of an inchiveeen
the arrow and the running chappie’s hide. Now, the
Oobijumbi,knowingthis, won’t waste their arrows on a

futile shot, so the running fellow is safe as hauise

Myles frowned. “But I've seen antelope brought ddoy

a skilled bowman. How can......

“So you refute my logic, do you Myles?”



“Well, not exactly, Sir John. But are you certdis

safe?”

“Absolutely, old boy. I've done it many times mifse

Never fails.”

“Very well, if you can lend me a canoe I'll set out

tomorrow morning.”

By the time Henderson had paddled the few kilonseter
upriver the sun was high in a cloudless sky. The
Oobijumbi village appeared exactly where Sir Joad h
said it would, and Myles beached the canoe witlghts
of the huts. Before the explorer was half way talsahe
village, twenty armed tribesmen appeared fromhtits,
bows drawn and arrows notched. Obviously he had

arrived at a bad time. Remembering his colleague’s



advice, he turned quickly and began to run baclatdw
the beach, waiting with trepidation for the arraewgind
his back. The arrows never came. Risking a |laakb
over his shoulder Myles found to his amazement and

relief that the Oobijumbi had lowered their bows.

All except Jerome. The Oobijumbi considered Jertame
be a strange boy, always questioning, never sadisfith
a pat answer, always pushing his boundaries. R#thn
sit down and analyse a problem Jerome tended tp jum
right in with a process he called ‘Trial and Errofhe
boy was a disappointment to his parents and a aduse
frustration to the village elders, who had comé®
conclusion that it was simply a waste of time tgyto
educate Jerome in the ways of reason and logromée

took aim at the retreating white man and loosecsw.



When the arguments against you seem compellingy whe
you’re pretty much convinced that what you're tgyto
do is flatly impossible — remember Jerome. Danati,it

give it a shot anyway, just to see what happens!



RIGHTS OF PASSAGE

A Fable for the Third Millennium

By the time Archie cut the motor the breeze hdtesied
nicely and now blew at a steady ten knots, withigus
perhaps to twelve. His brand new twenty five felobp-
rigged sailboat gleamed in the bright spring sumshi
sparkling chrome, polished mahogany and the bright
white of new canvas creating poetry in light. Aectvas
well pleased. He had lived this moment in his mand
thousand times over the long winter. If his lottesin
had been just a few thousand more dollars he wuoaNe
trailered ‘Blue Bonnet’ south to warmer water, lwtras
not to be. He had waited impatiently for the suetsirn
to these northern lands, and finally his patiersme fun
out. The water temperature was barely out of dinees
on this fine May morning, and the old pros at treeit
Club had warned Archie against sailing, but he m@go



be denied. Right or wrong, this was the day helavou

realise his dream.

At least he had used the winter months well, regqdin
everything he could find on the ancient art of leasing
the wind, and, academically speaking, Archie was as
knowledgeable a sailor as could be found along Nova
Scotia’s southern shore. He had rigged the sloop f
single handed sailing, with automatic furling ardfmg
salls, and all of the necessary controls withiryeaach

of the helm.

As the motor cut out Archie breathed in the trahiyui
Out towards the centre of the bay the sounds ofatin
could not reach, so only the lap of the waves and a
occasional seabird’s cry disturbed the silence.séte¢he
jib and pushed the button to raise the mainsailnpthe
snap-snap of the canvas as it rose up the masgt.sdih

caught the breeze and the sloop turned, dancingtioee



white-tops. Archie’s firm hand on the tiller broudter
round onto a close reach and held her — exacthe dmad

learned to do in his study during the long Februagits.

Archie settled into his course, the boat heelinth\the
wind, knowing that the heavy leaded keel would ke®p

safely upright even if the wind should pick up osg

A shrill siren broke the silence and the mood. ebiiy in
the path of the sailboat the local Island Ferry was
approaching on a collision course. But Archie kribay
rules of the sea. Power gives way to sail. Alwakie

held his course.

On board the ferry the captain used all of hisngjtie to
turn the ship’s wheel but to no avail. The ruddaas

jammed hard. This was certainly a result of thedent
earlier that day, when an inattentive Cape Isldmgp&r

had forced the ferry into an emergency maneuve i



ended in impact with the dock. More importantha t
moment was the matter of warning the oncoming satlb
that he was heading towards disaster unless hgetan
course very soon. Rights of way notwithstandihg, t
captain had run out of options. He had cut baek th
power as soon as he had realised that the helm was
unresponsive, but could not stop the ship’s engines
completely as that would turn his vessel into a fieat-
ing hazard. He sounded the horn again. On deck#te
was trying to hail the sailboat with a megaphoniehau

was shouting against the wind.

Archie listened to the horn blast with annoyanEe.
heard odd sounds coming from an electronic megagphon

In the hands of a dancing fool on the boat’s foc&de

“To hell with you!” Archie thought. “I will not be
intimidated. | have the right of way. Power givesy to



sail. Always!!! So just move over. | HAVE THE RHT
OF WAY, DAMMIT!!”

The collision didn’t last long. The beautiful malaogy
woodwork splintered and cracked; chrome fittings
buckled and broke; lines snapped and canvas fdre.
sailboat sank in seconds. The ferry, now havingther
option, stopped. The captain and two of the papsgsn
dove into the frigid waters but could not stay unfoe
long, and could find no sign of the hapless skipdehe
small, broken sailboat. Archie and his dreams nested

on the seabed.

When an urgent decision must be made the quedtion o
who is right and who is wrong can be far less int@or
than consideration of the consequences of theechos

option.



VITAL STATISTICS

A Fable for the Third Millennium

“Troopers, Halt!”

The well trained cavalry troop stopped as a mae. Th
unit’s three lieutenants trotted forward to meahwheir

captain.

“It's pointless going on,” the captain told therfl.he
enemy have obviously crossed the river, and wesken
going to catch up with them while we stay on thike ©f
it. Trouble is, the river is getting wider withexy mile
we travel along it, and it’s turning south whiletanemy
are obviously heading north towards their home béfse
they reach the mountains we’re beaten. We’d enasup
target practice for their archers firing from thgh

cliffs.”



“Then we cross, sir!” volunteered the youngesthef t
lieutenants. The captain, an old grey-bearded
campaigner, had lately learned to deal with hisgau
officers with a deal of patience. “Well reasoned,
Jameson!” he said. Missing the sarcasm, the heunie
took this as a compliment and smiled broadly. “Ndw
you think we should just start across, or do yookilthat
armed men sitting on armoured mounts might be taise
first consider what wound happen if the water fusted

out to be deeper than four or five feet.”

“We would sink to the bottom, sir” the young office

replied, his smile fading.

“We would indeed, lad. And do you think that them
would have time to throw off their swords and armou
before they drowned? Or, if one or two of us maukip

struggle back to shore, have you considered what a



splendid tramp we would have to get back home,
unarmed, unhorsed and through a hundred milesstildo
territory?”

“... er.. ah.. No, sir.”

“Then perhaps it would be wise to pause for a wdrld

give some thought to how deep the river might be?”
“I.. er, Yes, sir.”

“Then have the men dismount and find me a strong
swimmer, someone who might be prepared to wade

across for us and find out how deep the damn tisifig

While the junior departed to follow orders onelud t

more seasoned officers approached the captain.

“If | may suggest, sir, we have the Royal Geograaimel



his staff travelling with the supply train, makingaps of
this region. If the man has half-decent mapsisfarea
we may be able to save the time it would take &xkh

out the river.”

“Good thinking, Lewis. Go get the man.”

The Royal Geographer arrived with his own wagonand
retinue of assistants. When the Captain told himathe
wanted to know the Geographer and two of his asHst
hunted around inside the wagon and emerged ho#éling

large, multicolored map.

“This river is called the Abenamus, and it flowstfr the
northern mountains to Port Haber, where it joirss@reat
Western Ocean. At this point it is just under éemide,

and the average depth is three feet.”

“Three feet?” the Captain said, in pleased surprifas



only three feet deep?”

“On average, yes,” the Geographer replied, lookntpe

notes on his map. “Three feet.”

“Mount up!” cried the captain, “To horse, and guyck
We may yet catch up to the Barbarian Hordes. 0o no
fear the river, it will barely reach the horses erllies.

With me, then; Cavalry, forward.”

The troop rode into the river, and with a mightiasping
urged their horses onward towards the distant shéhgh
joyful shouts they charged to the centre of therniat
which point they promptly disappeared, leaving carty
Impressive froth of bubbles to show the point atolvh
they were last seen. A half dozen troopers gatoadrol
of their horses in time to turn and head back twesh The
Royal Geographer, having witnessed this event, had

turned his wagon and was throwing up the dust as he



retraced his steps. His retinue was running hakeép

up.

At the point where the Abenamus river reaches tiastc
at Port Haber, it is just under a mile wide. Ot years
the river has grown to this width from an origisileam,
which, in its early days — perhaps a thousand yesgws--
could have been crossed by a good horse in a dewdye
The passing years have caused the river to broadeaf
the centre the original flow has carved out its tmed
depth of between twelve and fifteen feet. Thisadee
trough is less than two hundred feet wide. Theattte

river is much shallower.

Statistically, with a depth of two and a half feger 5000
feet of its width, and a fifteen foot depth for tieeaining
200, the average depth of the river could righdy b
claimed to be less than three feet. Two point eigéat

feet, to be specific. This piece of informationynieave



been of some interest to the departing Royal Gebgra
but was no longer of any concern whatever to thetdia

of Cavalry and most of his men.

Beware of any statement which follows or contanes t
words “On average.....” Itis possible to drown imaer

which is, on average, only a few inches deep.



TRICKSTER

A Fable for the Third Millennium

On his eighteenth birthday Prince Patrick received
from his father, the King of Paradoxia, a smak gilirse,
a parchment scroll and a new pair of shoes. Th&spu
contained ten silver florins, the average annuaenat a
typical Paradoxian tradesman, and the scroll tumedo
be a detailed map of the country. The footwear wdact
a pair of stout leather hiking shoes, hand madkdo
exact dimensions of the prince’s feet, which haehbe
measured by a palace servant while the young negn sl

The King also gave the prince a short lecture.

“You have had an excellent education, young Patrtble
finest tutors in the land have taught you well.t Biough

you are a well educated young man | have obsehadd t



you have not yet learned wisdom. You have had a
sheltered upbringing, and you are unfamiliar wité tay
to day lives of the subjects who you will one daler |
have come to the conclusion that in order for yogdin
the ‘street-smarts’ you will need in order to gavegrou
must spend time in the streets. That is where | am
sending you. You have been given enough monegdo s
you comfortably through the first few months, bfiea
that you must earn your own way. You may returth&
castle on the morning of your nineteenth birthdHy.ou
choose to return before that date, | will know ty@i do
not have the necessary strength of character ecPana-
doxia, and | will begin to groom your younger brettor
the position. Do you feel up to the challenge,ngu

prince?”

“I welcome the challenge, father!” the prince regdlwith
spirit. “If you had not prepared this test for meould

have embarked on something similar in any casauld



not truly hope to govern this country without a mor
thorough knowledge of its people, and the best tvalo
SO is to become one of them. At least for a yéavill

leave at first light.”

“Well spoken,” replied the king. “Your attitude esgiks
strongly of your chances for success. Though ydunet
see them, my men will follow your progress and grin
back to me the tales of your successes and faillEagpy
your successes, and learn from your failures, bawill
give you only this small piece of advice. Paradasiare
by their nature tricksters, and will delight in yalag their
jokes on you, and lightening your purse in the pssg if
they can. Trust your instincts and guard yourirfi&r

Fare thee well, prince Patrick.



The next morning at daybreak the prince left thstlea
and passed unremarked through the city gates.aHe h
traded his tailored court clothes for the workiraglgof a
palace gardener, and had by design neglected e .sha
At the city gate he gave a cheery ‘good morningh®
guard, who returned a “Good morning, lad. Wheee ar
you off to so early on this fine morning?” “I'm ay to
seek my fortune,” he told the soldier, grinning.hén |

wish you well of it,” the guard called after him.

Though he looked more like a gardener than a primee
still looked like a young man who might have aificor
two in his purse, or at least a few copper penmieg,it
was not long before an elderly man coming towaneés t

city called out to Patrick.

“Ho, boy. Take the weight off your feet for a wdind

let us sit in the shade of that tree, and | wibwh/ou how



you may learn to live well by way of a short lesson

mathematics which | will give you.”

Intrigued, the prince sat with the man at the sithe
dry roadbed beneath the shade of an old bay t&®ow
me this trick, | am eager to learn how to live weilh the

minimum amount of work.”

“Well, let me ask, do you know the practice of dligge?”
“I know a little of the art,” said the prince, winad
studied under the finest mathematicians in the gutit

Is a way of dealing with numbers, is it not?”

“Indeed it is,” the man replied, “And your knowlezlgf it
will make the teaching easier. Now, if you willygime
two florins, | will give you back ten, which is aé and
easy profit, is it not?” Despite his reservatitims prince
was intrigued, and drew two coins from his purse. H

passed them to the man, who slipped one into lukgto



and returned the other to the prince. “And hereois

ten,” he said.

The prince took the coin and caught hold of the’man
arm before he could rise. “And the other nine?” he

growled.

“But young master, you told me that you were faanili
with algebra, which proves, as you know, that ane i
equal to two, and so two is equal to four and fsuhe
equal to ten and thus one is also equal to teryandre

therefore paid in full.”

“Your ability to prove what you say will determine
whether you leave this spot with or without a halgour

palm the width of my dagger blade.”

“But certainly, | will refresh the memory of thatveh

you have surely been taught. Regard.”



Taking a stick from under the tree the man smoothed
space on the dusty roadbed and wrote:
(X2-X2 ) = (X2- X2)

“You see,” he told the prince, “I have written df se
evident truth. X squared minus X squared equsddfit
This must be so, as when the same thing appearaatn
side of the equals sign, there can be no gainsafitite
truth of it.”

“So far so good” said Patrick. “Continue, please.”
“Very well. Now | shall factorise the left hand sidf the
equation as the difference of two squares, whic{Xis

X)(X+X). Do you follow me?”

“ do. Go on.”



“And from the right hand side | will remove a commo
factor, ‘X', yielding X(X-X). Yes?”

“That is permitted. And?”

“And thus we are left with:

(X-X)(X+X) = X(X-X)
“I will now cancel the common factor (X-X) and | deft
with:

(X+X)=X or 2X=1X, or 2=1

“And so, if 1 = 2, then 2 =4 and indeed, fronstiie
must conclude that any number equals any other aumb
and | have therefore returned to you the ten which
promised. In fact | could say with equal convintibat |
have returned to you a hundred florins, and im&ss

you should return ninety of them to me.”



Smiling, the man got to his feet, bowed to the gajrand
walked slowly away, leaving the younger man laughin
out loud as he retraced the scratchings in theldaking
for the mathematical fallacy which he knew must be

there.

To conserve his dwindling supply of florins thenue

slept that night in the stable adjoining a smatl, land
earned his breakfast by cleaning out that saméestiad
following morning. As he finished the meal of fnes
baked bread and delicious home made cheese hedhatt
with other guests of the Inn, who ate communallghat
same large table. He explained to one of the no@nlte
had been cheated out of a silver coin by way of a
mathematical puzzle which he still did not fully

understand, and the man sympathised.



“Do not put your trust in numbers, young wanderérg
man warned sternly. “Look rather to reason ancclomy

your proofs, for they cannot lie to you.”

“What do you mean by that?” Patrick asked, introjbet

wary.

“Well, | will ask you one question. A wise man, they
say, can tell by reading another man’s eyes whdtbes

lying or not. Can you do this, do you think?”

“I believe that | can,” said the prince.

“And | say that you cannot. Would you wager aifido

put your belief to the test?”

Despite serious misgivings, the prince could nsiste
He took a coin from his purse and put it onto timd.

The stranger did not move to take the coin, however



“Let’s leave it there until you are convinced enbug
give it to me,” he said, and turned to call oveo tyoung
men who had been eating at the far end of the.talie
two came over and stood next to the prince, each ma

drawing a small purse from his pocket.

“These are my sons,” the stranger said. “In ondei
purses there are five florins. The other is emygbu

may choose one purse and take the contents foroyauir
Now to aid you in making your choice | will tell yahat
one of my sons is totally honest. He has neverddie
and he never will. Sadly | must confess that tiineioson
IS the exact opposite. A scurrilous youngster, wbes
not know the meaning of honesty. He will tell yalie.
In fact he tells nothing but lies. If you are aodqudge of
a man’s honesty, as you claim, you may ask onetignes
of either son, before making your choice — butll mot
reveal to you which is which. Are you still ganee t

wager your coin, my young friend?”



The prince laughed. “Not wager, for there is nardde
involved. | know this game! | have played it witty
father. | will take your florins.” Turning to thest
youngster the prince asked: “If | ask your brotivlrch

purse | should choose, which would he advise?”

“He would advise you to take my purse, sir,” thg bo

answered.

“You see,” the prince laughed, “Whether the bog e
tells the truth, his answer will be the same. Hietell
me the lie,” and the prince reached to the othgramul

took the purse, Which was empty.

“How can this be?” the prince asked. “My logic was
flawless. But you may take my coin, sir, for itysurs

now by right.”



“I hate to see you so upset,” the man said, retgrthe
empty purse to his son. “Let me make it up to ywuill

you wager another florin for a second choice okp@r

‘The man is clearly a simpleton,’ the prince thougtf
the one purse does not hold the coins, then thex athst;

but | cannot take advantage of a man in such aitcomd

“I will not,” said the prince.

“Wisely said, youngster. For the second pursdsis a

empty.”

“But you said......

“| asked you if you would wager a florin that yooutd
tell when a man was lying, and you said you coudt
you could not.I was the liar. My story of one full purse

and one empty was the lie. And if you had knowat,th



you would have reclaimed your coin. Thank you,ngu

sir. And now we must be leaving.”

Once more the prince fell about with laughter that
ease with which he had been tricked out of thersgco
coin. Shouldering his pack the young prince ledt inn,
silently vowing to keep a better hold on his dwingl

funds.

In the next village the prince was accosted by kh we
dressed elderly man who offered to prove, for theepof
a glass of wine at a nearby tavern, that a fireovacould
never harm a running man. The prince, a littleewthan
he had been a few days previously, agreed to tigeman
the condition that the theory would be consideneen
or not by the practical expediency of Patrick batirag a

crossbow and giving the old man a ten-count stdrder



these conditions the man withdrew his wager, bait th
prince offered him a glass of wine anyway. Intdnesrn
the two were disturbed in their drinking by a shabb
young boy who offered, for a few copper coins, rave
that it was possible to drown in a river which veady, on
average, a few inches deep. Patrick refused teveaein
anything so ridiculous, and knew therefore thaelveas
another ruse, or mathematical deception, to prove
something that could not possibly be true. “Ayeg"told
the boy, “Indeed a man could drown in such a nvbe
were no more than a few inches tall! You have some
foolish babble of that sort, so | will keep my cepjand
you will take your leave rapidly before | lose th@od

temper in which you fortunately find me.”

Claiming that it was no trick but provable by the
application of statistics, the youngster saw theelffie of
discretion here, and left the two to begin workamgtheir

second draught,



As spring turned to summer and summer cooled to
autumn the prince found work in manual labour anfa
which he passed, and in Inns and Taverns alongalting
For a while he served as tutor to the daughterlot¢a
merchant, and came to autumn with his purse full of
copper and the odd remaining silver florin. Witk hew
wealth he was able to sleep through the colder,
lengthening, nights inside an Inn, or at leashm t
comparative comfort of an attached stable. Atsuh
stop, sharing a loft with a young man of an agé e
prince, he was sternly warned by the strangend& i
the footpaths of Paradoxia, and shun the high speed
coaches which carried more time-conscious citizdusit
the land.



“And why do you so advise me,” the prince asked, hi
senses sounding an alarm. “For a few copper pgmhnie
will explain,” the man answered, not in any way
surprising Patrick. “Tell me anyway,” the prin@plied,
“And if | like your logic | will give you the coins

“Agreed,” the young man said eagerly, “But tell fimst,
do you have any grounding at all in the science of
Physics, for if you do it will make for an easier
explanation.” “You may assume that | am familiattw
the basic tenets of the science of Physics,” $sdtince.
“Proceed with your explanation of why | should tratvel

by stage.”

“Imagine, if you will,” the man began, “That a séag
coach is heading east at full gallop, while headvwegt on

a direct collision course, is a small fly.”



“A fly,” said Patrick, “A fly is about to crash ia the

coach, | have it.”

“The collision is inevitable,” the stranger contatl “Let
us now consider the collision from the point ofwief
this poor insect. Immediately prior to impact, flyewas
heading due west, while after the impact the s@ash

remains of the fly are heading due east.”

“Granted,” agreed the prince.

“Now,” the man continued, “Knowing a little of the
science of physics, you must grant me that, however
quickly this happened, the progress of the fly slasved,

stopped and reversed.”

“All in the blink of an eye,” said the prince, “Butwill
concede that any physical object cannot instantasigo

change direction.”



“Therefore, at some point during the collision, tlye or
the remains thereof, were stationary with respethe

ground.”

“For an infinitesimal amount of time this must have

happened,” said Patrick.

“You must surely also concede that from the moneént
Impact the unfortunate fly was at rest relativén front

of the coach with which it came into contact.”

“Stationary on the front of the coach and bouncktoain

so until scraped off,” said Patrick.

“Then follow me closely here,” said the man, wargnto
his topic. “For the most infinitesimal amount ohe, the
fly, or remains thereof, was stationary with resgedoth

the stage coach and the ground, and thereforeatat t



point in time, the coach must also have been siatjo
with respect to the ground. Which is to say, thaah had
stopped. And given the great amount of flying insec
during the spring and summer months, the stage must
reach this condition a hundred, a thousand timesdoh
mile of road travel. And the effect of so many el
stops and starts on the passengers of the saitl caac

only be described as horrendous.”

The prince, who had studiously followed each stejhe
argument, felt himself lucky that he had offeredlyon
pennies for this ardent piece of trickery. He thok
copper coins from his purse and handed them over.

“Here,” he said. “Now go to sleep.”

As the year progressed the prince came to lovquirky

people of Paradoxia, although he learned to gugahat



their proclivity for removing florins from his pugs His
original silver coins were now long gone, but hptke
body and soul together most effectively by takipg u
occasional work as he travelled through the counfgr

a while he took service as a security guard atyali@n.
The prince was an expert swordsman, having received
professional instruction from an early age, butered

to keep the peace by soft words and persuasive. lddjs
reputation as a wise young man spread throughitiyne c

and he was one day sought out by a young girl.

“Please sir, would you help my father? He is a wfan
science, and he was conducting an experiment which
went wrong, and now all he does is sit in his chrathe

laboratory flickering at me.”

“Flickering, is he?” asked the prince, his intuitivarning
him that there was something odd about this sndl$ g

request. “You wouldn’t be about to wager floringhw



me, would you?” Misunderstanding, the girl whisgmef|
could not afford silver coin, sir, but | could pggyu some
copper if your services require it.” The princdteoed.

“Lead and | will follow you,” he said.

The man was flickering. He sat in a wooden chrathe
middle of his small laboratory, surrounded by eqept
such as the prince had never seen. The poor noke §p
a soft, jittery voice, and his speech was mostaimsiy

causing him great discomfort.

“I always hated my father,” the man hissed, “So |
Invented a time machine, and went back to a pgusid
after my birth. There | confronted my father anitek
him with a club. Unfortunately, the calibrationrafy
machine was faulty, and | actually killed my fatlaeyear
before | was born. As soon as | did this, | cededuk,
since | had never been born, and because | haukeot

born, | could not have gone back to kill my father,



therefore my father survived, therefore | was born,

therefore | did go back and kill my father and toes

“And that is why you are flickering,” said PatrickWell
let us end this.” The prince drew his sword anckkd
away at the humming equipment until one particalar
severed the power line to the time machine anddbtwh
the machine. The flickering scientist became sofide

more.

“Thank you, young man,” he said, shaking Patri¢idsd.
“But tell me, how did you know exactly where andemh
to strike the machine so that | would solidify harael not

back before my birth?”

“If you had died in that previous time your daughte

would not have been born and thus would not haea be



able to seek my help. Since she did so, she hadusdy

been born and therefore | had obviously been safidée's

“Would you run that past me once more slowly,” aske

the scientist.

“Sorry, | have to get back to work,” said the panc
thinking: ‘My God, | am becoming more the Paradoxia

every day’

A few days before his nineteenth birthday, as tiecp
was making his way home, he passed through a &illag
square where an elderly woman sat, quietly sobbing.

“What's wrong?” asked the prince.

“How kind of you to ask,” the woman replied. “It'sy

son, you see. He’s about to marry a woman he doesn



love, and not the girl he really loves, and whaelehim
back.”

“Easily solved,” said the prince. “Tell him to marhe
girl he loves. But since that answer is obviousl get he
elects not to act on it, there is plainly more ineal

here.”

“You are correct,” the woman said. “My son and |
believe strongly in a God who cares deeply foreaighly
children, and guides our actions by way of sighly. son
was torn between the two women, one who is pemiles
but loves him truly, and one from a rich family, sl
would be a profitable match. Asking a sign fromd(zo
my son decided that he would go to the stage capot
random times and catch the first stage to comeaugiro
You see, one goes north and one south, and bothesa
pass through the village once each hour. So hthahd

for a month, and out of twelve trips, one was ®brth



and the other eleven to the south. He has therefor
determined to marry the woman who lives to thelsout
even though his heart lies north. It is the signasked

from God, and we cannot go against it.”

The prince thought over the woman’s problem antdeds
the stage depot. He studied the timetable pinmdioet
wall, and realised at once that what was takingelaas
not the will of God nor was it random chance thed h

sent the young man southwards.

“You see,” he told the mother, “Although the coaxhe
pass through the village once per hour in eaclcilne,
the chances of heading north or south are not eguad
southbound coach passes through the village ostitbke
of the hour, the northbound at five minutes afber hour.
Therefore if your son enters the coach stop ataand
intervals, he will only catch the northbound if énaters

between the hour and five minutes past. At angroth



time he must wait for the stroke of the followinguln,
and then take the southbound coach. So therdyion
chance in twelve of his heading north, and eleveances
of heading south. Tell your son that this mes$hgs

not come from God, but is due to the laws of dias

“May the good Lord bless your travels,” said thenem,

as the prince, smiling, walked away.

As the prince entered the palace grounds a great ch
went up, as his father has arranged for a grarsd fiea
honour of Patrick’'s homecoming. “I have followgalr
progress with great joy,” the king said, hugging $on.
“You have come to be known as a man of good semsk,
one who both gives and lives by sound advice. Wiiu
make a great king in your time, and | am very protid

you.



“Thank you, father,” Patrick replied. “l have lead
many things in my year of travel, buy the principal

amongst them is this:

When all things point towards one answer, and waien
the rules of logic and reason give that same intbcea
and when men of good reputation and great wiscmyn s
it Is so, and yet your heart cries out that it t,rthen
listen well to your heart, and look for the flawtire logic,
because your heart will not cry out in this wayhwift
good reason. A man would be a fool not to listea take
heed.



TURNABOUT

A Fable for the Third Millennium

Roland Harrison the fourth was on the upper landing
staring at the large oil painting of his great-giather,
Roland Harrison the first, when the hamster rarmr oie
foot. He leaned over the railing and screamedellg!”.
Sheila Harrison (who often referred to herselShsila
Harrison the first and last), came out of the letthwhere
she had been discussing the week’s dinner menbaghat

cook, and looked up towards the top of the sta@cas

“What is it, Henry? And please stop that sillyisking;

It’s so undignified.”

“One of those damned vermin is loose.”



“Not Leo’s hamsters again,” his wife interruptedhéy
arenot vermin Henry. And if you've harmed it, and
upset Leo......
“I never touched it!” Henry answered, somewhatveee
“l just don’t see why the boy has to have so mahe
blasted things. And not just here! At the cottageghe
townhouse, for God’s sake Sheila we have four
residences, and they’re all overrun with our grants

pet vermin.”

His wife was no longer listening. She walked tlglothe
large, impressive foyer of the Harrison mansiompsg a
spacious living room into the sunroom, where shimdb
Leo Harrison sprawled on the floor playing with his
baseball card collection.

Leo was twenty six years old. He had been fifiwben
his father’s light aircraft had crashed on landaghe
Harrison summer house outside Miami, killing thegpés

on impact and putting Leo into a six month comae T



boy had awakened from the coma unable to heareaksp
Competent surgeons had restored his hearing anel som
speech, but were unable to do anything about theaga
to Leo’s brain, and had told the grandparents mekpect
any intellectual development much above that of an
average ten year old. Nevertheless, Leo appeateel &0
happy, well adjusted ten year old, and the joyisf h
grandmother’s life — but the bane of his grandfashe

“Never mind the vermin, Sheila, we're late as it s the

boy ready?”

Roland had never been able to accept the fachihat
grandson was now developmentally challenged, and he
seemed to take the boy’s mental limitations as ssone

of personal insult. The limit of his involvementtkvthe
‘boy’ was to take Leo to his weekly ‘soccer praetjat

which a dozen similarly afflicted adult ten-yead®l



kicked a brightly painted ball around a field foc@uple

of hours.

Roland floored the accelerator of his sports car an
headed down the driveway at speed. The sudder surg
jolted the ‘boy’, who had not properly fastened $eait
belt. Leo’s baseball cards flew into the air olvBay
Roland’s vision, and Leo, hot in pursuit, landedhis
grandfather’s lap — all two hundred and twelve fmsuof

him.

Roland opened his eyes to find himself walking dawvn
long, white corridor which apparently had no end.
Looking back over his shoulder he noted that thedar
also lacked a beginning. To the right and leftevaiain,
white painted doors. There were no signs, no tices

of any kind.

“I think we're dead, Roland.”



Roland turned to his right and noticed for thetfinme
that a plump young man was walking alongside him.

“Leo?” he questioned, “Is that you?”

“Yes, it is,” the man replied. “I think you bare&l out of
the driveway straight into the path of a sixteerealbr.
The poor guy didn’t even have a chance to touch his

brakes.”

“Poor guy?He’s not dead!Weare the poor guys .....

Leo? You're talking like.... | mean you'’re not.....”

“Not gaga any more? That's right, Grandpa. Thatsit
you used to tell your friends isn’t it? ‘The pdmoy’s
gaga. Totally gaga. A compete waste of spacenrDa
shame he didn’t die with his parents and savelubal

cost of his keep.” That's pretty close, | think.”



“How did you... | mean, that’s not.... | didn’t regll

But how come you can now....?”

“I guess the defect was in my physical brain, whech
now lying next to yours on the road outside your
driveway. We’'re road kill, Grandpa. | think we mo

here.”

“How do you know that?” Roland asked, but gettirog n
answer he followed his grandson towards a plairtevhi

door which had opened at their approach.

“Ah, good,” The voice came from inside the room.
“Roland and Leopold. | can take you both together,

you'd like to take a seat.”

“If you're Saint Peter and these are the pearlggat

you’re a bit less regal than | expected,” Roland tbe



elderly, grey haired civil servant, who gesturedo

plain wooden chairs in front of his desk.

“Oh, My! I've never heard that one before!” ther&le
replied sarcastically. “Would you walk into thengouter
store looking for a new laptop and expect Bill Gate

come out and show you the merchandise?”

“Sorry,” Roland began. “No offence intended. Btake

it that we’re both....... "

“Dead. Oh yes.” The elderly gentleman replied.efy/

dead, At least your physical bodies are.”

Roland lifted his hands to his eyes, then lookedrdat
his bulging stomach. “No, no,” the clerk shook Inesad.
“Your earthly bodies are still on the ground ouésyabur
mansion. ‘Road-kill’ as young Leo puts it. Vemod.

What you are wearing now are the etheric doubles,



spiritual copies of your physical bodies which viadgin
to fade shortly. Anyway, you'll be on your way bed
then. This is the high speed checkout line fomppeavith
little or no emotional baggage. Now, let’s staittwyou,
Leo. What would you like to tell me about yourtbr

life, and what you accomplished there?”

“I was very good to my hamsters,” Leo said, straigh
faced. “Indeed you were,” the clerk replied andienan
entry into a large ledger which was spread outisn h
desktop. “Now you, Roland, what fine achievemeiats
you tell me about your long stay on earth. Lethaar

what you have to brag about.”

“Well,” said Roland, puffing out his etheric cheft,
expanded the family business tenfold, and made my
grandfather’s fortune seem like a child’s piggy lban
comparison. | opened factories in five cities, evgpt a

workforce of three thousand souls...”



“No, Roland, you misunderstand me. And you did not
employ the souls of your employees, even if yookhi
you did. Your wealth, your business empire, yous f
palatial residences, they were all given to yoheylwere
all part of your life plan. We were expecting youo
great things with the wealth and power you weregin
your last incarnation. Now let’s talk about whaty
actually accomplished. How effectively did you @dleof

this for the good of your fellow man.”

Roland sat, stunned. “Was | supposed to do tha?”
asked after a long pause. “Well, | put a healthinasce

plan into effect for my employees....”

“No, no, that won’t do,” the clerk told him, shakihis
head for added emphasis. “You only started thagnam
as a result of legislation which forced you to dpand

even then you made money by buying the insurance



company and bribing government officials to serel th
contract there. For every penny you paid out you
collected two in premiums. Very clever, but notavhm

looking for.”

“Well, | gave a million to the local hospital for...”

“I should explain, Roland, that lying is a wastdiofe
here, since every time you lie, the astral enemgyour
etheric body flashes red. It was your wife Sheite

paid for the new scanners and the money came fesm h
own family funds. Let me see if | can help youh @ear.
There’s very little positive in your record. I's&en some
poor report cards in my time but this one! GoodllGo
(Sorry, Lord) it says here that three young petpiee to
death outside one of your factories because the&igec
officers would not let them in even when the owdsid

temperature fell to.....



“I can’t be responsible for the actions of my

subordinates.”

“Oh, the security officers will certainly pay fdne bad
karma they earned that day, Roland, but thieye
following your orders to.... let me see, ah yesclear
away the debris and not bother you with trivialo$t
sort.” You did contribute to charity | see, buetha few
hundred thousand to you would be like pocket chdange
most people, and even then you got tax relieftfoQh,
my, Henry, | can find no redemption in your lifeadit
None. Well, as | said, you'’re in the high speedokiout
lane, and your record makes my decision very cadr
simple; so let's cut through the red tape andgewith

reassignments.

“Leo, you did a wonderful job with your hamstergou
were kind to your grandmother, too, and to yourm@pa,

though he did nothing to deserve your kindnessu Yo



were given little but you used it well. You cadisome
bad karma into your life, but you balanced thaelyi@and
added good karma to it. You can go down this tifme,
you so choose, into a position much like the on&yo
grandfather just vacated. Lots of power, moneydip
wealth, and an opportunity to use it all for thedifg of
humanity. | am sure that you will do a splendid.jo

Please leave by the right hand door.”

“Thank you, sir. | will do my best.” His ethemuitline
blurring rapidly the young spirit left to take us mext

Incarnation.

“And now you, Roland. I'm afraid you have an apipal
great load of bad karma to deal with before weeaamn

think about spiritual progress.”

‘Well, turnabout is fair play, so | guess that mefm

going back for a life like Leo just completed.



‘Developmentally Challenged’. Kicking an orange
coloured football around and squealing like a frear

old?”

“Oh, we may work up to such a life after a coudie o
incarnations, but I'm afraid you’re not ready tarsthere.
You're going back as a hamster, Roland. Let'sveleat
you can make of that. Please leave by the lefd loor.

Hop to it, now! ”

Any spiritual progress you may have made as a resul
your current physical incarnation will not be a teisof
any wealth or power you have amassed during your
lifetime, but by the use to which you have put tiath
was given to you. From those to whom much is given

much will be expected.



What's that you say? You find the moral a littleef A
bit overworked? You've heard it, read about iteof
‘Rich Men, Camels, Needle’s eyes’? That kind ioigth
You're right, of course. Everyone knows that théyt
Important things in life can’t be bought, or evexlued in

monetary terms.

Now here is a strange thing, though: if this isnssll
known, and accepted as truth by so many peopla, tha
why are so many of us still pouring so much oftoue,
energy and effort into acquiring earthly possessitirat

we don’t really need and rarely get the chancegse™u

Take this challenge: Go to the nearest mirror, |oeeply
iInto your own eyes, remember that your spirit badly

flash with a red light if you lie, even to yoursalfd then



answer this question: If you were to be judgecdyooy
such a yardstick, would your next life be livedaaman or

as a hamster?



YESTERDAY'S MAGIC

A Fable for the Third Millennium

If you’d gone down to the Tudbury marketplace on a
Saturday morning in the year 1671 or thereabout$, a
asked a randomly selected sample of people “Whteis
most powerful man in the kingdom?” the great m#yjori
of your respondents would have said “The King, of
course.” They would have been wrong. True, thegKi
could raise an army and send it into battle, butand
Taggart could send a fire spell or two at that samay
and turn the entire host into one colossal outdoor
barbecue. Or, if the wizard were too busy to sash a
complex spell, he could simply turn the King interaall
rodent and call for the Royal Rat catcher. The Kingw
this very well, and realised that the only reasen h

continued to occupy the throne himself was thatgasig



had no interest in it. The wizard had said oneentlban
occasion that he found the whole reigning busite$se a
great crashing bore, and that he would far ratheng his
time in the Wizard’s Turret, which occupied the app

floor of the tallest tower of Tudbury Castle.

So it was that on one particularly dark and nasgneng
the wizard was to be found in his workshop trying @
spell which he had discovered in a dusty old toramf
the castle library. As luck would have it, Tagg&a#s not
assisted in these efforts by his apprentice, wh® wa
suffering from second degree burns after a fumbled
attempt to light the shop’s candles by means cidiyb
memorised and poorly executed flame spell. A goun
groom, sent up from the stables at Taggart’s rdques
doing his best to fill the gap. The poor fellowsva
absolutely terrified, which was probably the maason
why, when Taggart called for his wand, the youngima
handed over the lighted taper which he had beeatirl



hot end in. The wizard cursed, howled, jumped and
cursed some more. Grabbing his wand from the gearb
bench he pointed it at the hapless youngster astchca
Go-away spell. And at that exact moment, lightrirtg
the tower, setting fire to anything even remotely
flammable within it. Fortunately, that did not lnde the
furious wizard nor his hapless assistant, for theye no

longer there.

To be more precise, they were still ‘there’, buteveo
longer ‘then’. The lightning strike had reactedhimery
Interesting way with the spell Taggart had beenimngst
the moment of impact, and instead of sending thmgo
groom back to the stables as intended, the musgteid
hurled Wizard and Assistant far into the futurene®wo
men found themselves in the middle of a meadow
surrounded by a crumbling pile of rock in the pladere

the castle had once stood.



Leaving the field by a convenient gate the two metoff
along a well used track in the direction of a chsta
steeple. A sturdy young man in worn overalls apphed

from the opposite direction.

“Ho, Peasant,” Taggart cried “What time is this?”

The man glanced at his wrist for reasons whichwiizard
could not fathom, and replied: “It's half pastdhr
Granddad. And you just watch who you’re calling
names!” The man walked on. “Wait,” Taggart called
after him. “l have not dismissed you. What yeathis?”
Without breaking his stride the farm worker calbetk:

“It's Two thousand nine you silly old goat!”

Without knowing how, exactly, he had been insulted,
wizard was becoming very annoyed with the attitofle
this local vassal, and drew his wand from his belt.

Waving an intricate pattern in the air he mumbled a



powerful incantation and hurled a lighting boltlz
man’s back. Or at least that was his intentiorhew
nothing at all happened the wizard picked up a fomk
the side of the road and hurled it after the marsimg
the target, but causing the man to turn and scothea
pair. Taggart drew himself up to his full five aadhalf
feet and prepared to defend himself, but the fammenely
pulled a small metallic object from the pocket &f h
overalls ..... and started talking to And the object
talked back.

In a flash the wizard’s attitude changed. “Forgwe, |
beg you, Master. | did not realise that | was & th
presence of a fellow Mage. Let me explain my

predicament.”

“Tell you what, Granddad. You just turn around avalk
towards that church back there, and you’ll meet itnawe

great Mages coming towards you in a magic charitit w



a blue light on top. You go and explain your pcadnent

to them.”

Taggart looked around his cell with pleasure. e
uniformed guards had escorted him gently but firmtg
this place, and had obviously recognised his ingume:,
for they had placed him in the royal suite. Thd a@as
the softest the wizard had ever known, despite the
thinness of the mattress. Music appeared to coone f
the walls though there was no sign of an orchestand
of the finest quality appeared regularly, and, loéstll, at
the touch of a magical talisman water ran frompee pnto
a bowl below. Water without limit, fine tasting tea,
and by a twist of the talismatie water could be made to
run hot or cold! Taggart tried a few simple spells, but
their failure only confirmed what he had suspectier

the lightning spell had misfired. His magic woulok



work here. This fact caused him little concerncsiit
was quite obvious that he now moved in an enaogesy
of top-grade warlocks, one of whom would surelyphel
Taggart to reclaim his lost powers once the wizard’

credentials had been established.

The duty officer approached his sergeant. “The old
fellow seems happy as a clam, but the young lad is
complaining about his accommodation,” the officer
grinned. “What's the matter with the accommoda®ion
the sergeant asked, “And why are you grinning?héT
young lad says the cell is far too fine for theegkof him,
and we must have mistaken him for royalty just beea
he was in the company of the Royal Wizard. He waist

to move him to somewhere less luxurious.”

“Best put a call in to the city,” the sergeant aed.
“Let’s get the police psychologist out here to havdtle

chat with these birds.”



The police psychologist arrived to interview thwt
‘vagrants’. She spoke first with the boy. “He sde’s
from this area,” she later told the sergeant, ‘“Gfahe
worked in the King'’s stables.” “Well, William Kingnd
his family farm down by old castle ruins, and sl
always on the lookout for strong and willing youads.

I'll give him a call, see if he has any use foistbne.”

Her next interview was with Wizard Taggart, who
started out on the wrong foot by reprimanding tfieer
for sitting down in his presence without first abtag
permission. He then proceeded to list his
accomplishments and (temporarily suspended) magical
powers. “l speak with my peers from all regionshef
country,” he boasted, “without the necessity ovéthng

to meet them. | observe distant events in fataoftls. |



have much experience in healing the sick, anden th
treatment of grievous wounds. | can read the skiels
forecast the coming storm. | can foretell the ckea
pregnant woman'’s child while it is still in the woml fly
through the air, and am able to journey many milgke
course of a single day. | can manufacture explosive
powders, and treat steel so that it will hold aesiq
edge.” Taggart paused, surprised. Visiting dajres
were usually open mouthed by this stage, while this
female merely continued to make scratches on therpa
In front of her. Taggart played his trump cardl.cén

read and write!” he boasted “In four languages!”

Still unimpressed, the woman stood. “That will be
enough to be going on with,” she smiled at hinill tity

to find time to come and see you again later irvibek.”

“YOU, will find time for ME!” the wizard spluttered
Enraged he strode around the table and grabbetbtiter



by the throat. As casually as though she weretswead
pesky insect, the lady caught hold of the wizapilfgky
finger and bent it backwards close to the breakimigt.
Even before Taggart could cry out the police cdrista
who had been watching through the one way mirrdr ha

him pinned and cuffed.

Back at her office the psychologist reported to her
Director. “The young man poses no problem. He'srb
taken on at the King farm outside Tudbury, by thie o
castle ruins. Mr. King seems well pleased withlibg.
The old man is a different story. He seems to higtle
or no formal education, but claims some minor |
skills and a little medical background. Not enowdh
either to be useful. From what | can gather hensde
spend most of his time on the phone with his freead
watching Television. But the crux of the mattethat he
IS mentally unstable, and with a superiority comple

bigger than any I've ever seen; and he can benti@een



when unprovoked. I've remanded him to the psyciciat
wing of Leadville Penitentiary for observation, but
believe that it will be a long time before anyoné w

consider him fit to be released.”

Magic and Miracles are sometimes no more than the
early manifestation of a new technology. When the
technology overtakes the magic, what is the wizard’
trade worth then? Competent craftsmanship and a
willingness to work, on the other hand, will probab

continue to be in demand in any age.



WINNERS AND LOSERS

A Table for the Third Millennium

* A Loser says: “l just want to do my best”

A Winner says: “l am going to win.”

* Aloser says: “I'd like to improve on my fastest
time.”

A Winner says: “I am going to win,”

* A Loser says:. “I'm shooting for a top ten finish

A Winner says: “I am going to win.”

* A Loser sees Gold, Silver and Bronze medals.

A Winner sees a Gold Medal and two losers.

* A Loser says: “If | can’t win | want to be a Goo

Loser.”



A Winner says: “Show me a Good Loser and I'll

show you a loser.”

A Loser says: “| want a well rounded life in whic
my sport plays an important part.”

A Winner says: “I live for my sport.”

A Loser says: “l will not sacrifice my family k& for
my sport.”

A Winner says: “I live for my sport.”

A Loser says: “It's not important whether younnor
lose, it’s how you play the game.”

A Winner says: “Try telling that to the crowd at a
World Cup Soccer match.”

A Winner says: “If winning isn’t important, whyod
we bother to keep score?”

A Winner says: “If you really believe that wingims

not important, you're setting yourself up to lose.”



A Winner says. “See my trophies; see my medals;
see my cups; see my press clippings; see my glory.
See my life.”

A Loser says: “See my family, my wife and my
children. This is my life.”

A winner says: “l gave up much for my sport, s
sacrifice was worth while.”

A Loser says: “l gave up much to spend time with m
family, but what | gained made the sacrifice
worthwhile.

Who won, and what did they win? Who lost, and
what did they lose? Perhaps one should think twice
and then think again before setting one’s sights on

the top level of the podium.



WHAT YOU WISH FOR

A Fable for the Third Millennium

The baby thinks: “l wish | was just a little oldao

that | could stand up and explore my world.”

The toddler says: “l wish | was just a little alg®
that | could go to school and start to learn almowt

world.”

The first grader says: “l wish | was older, sottha

the big boys would stop picking on me.”

The tenth grader says: “l wish | was just a little
older and could go off to college; what fun thall wi
be.”



The college student says: “l wish | was just elitt
older so that | could graduate, get a full time job

and finally have some money in my pocket.”

The young man says: “l wish | was just a little
older so that | would have some seniority and a

more important job.”

The adult says: “l wish | was just a little oldser
that the kids would be off on their own and the
mortgage would be paid and I'd finally have some

decent disposable income.”

The middle aged man says: “l wish | was just a
little older and could retire on a nice pension and
have all the free time | want to travel and see th

world.



« The retiree says: “How did | get so old so quiékly

Where did my life go?”

Life is all about the journey, never the destioati Life
IS In the view passing by outside the train windd&®ause
often. Get to know your fellow passengers. Thotk n
about where you’re going but about where you are.
Never wish away your time. Look out of the window.

Enjoy the scenery.



