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‘There is a drowsy state, between sleeping and waking, when you dream more in five minutes with your eyes half open, and yourself half conscious of everything that is passing around you, than you would in five nights with your eyes fast closed, and your senses wrapt in perfect unconsciousness.  At such time, a mortal knows just enough of what his mind is doing, to form some glimmering conception of its mighty powers, its bounding from earth and spurning time and space, when freed from the restraint of its corporeal associate.’

Oliver Twist

Charles Dickens
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I reflected what a mortification it must prove to me, to appear as inconsiderable in this nation, as one single Lilliputian would be among us.

Gulliver’s Travels

Jonathan Swift

Prologue

––––––––
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Thinking this could work - that was my first mistake.  Committing my men - that was the second.  I should have seen it all coming.  It all happened way too quickly.

The landing pods were taking off.  The excavation pad we had yet to assemble was being abandoned.  I led a few circuit boards to the ridge of the crater on the far side of the river, more a stream, and climbed knowing that our only hope was to get high enough off the rock for a pod to hover over and dangle a Pa'as rope for our aid.

Looking back I could see some of my men fallen and being consumed by the very ground we had walked upon only moments before.  It was alive, shape shifting and hungry, tearing and ripping apart flesh with ease to blend into the natural colour of the organic rocks that still didn't register on our scanners.  Our weapons were hopeless.  Even the circuit boards failed to make a dent in this strange new life-form we'd stumbled upon.  The rocks would break well enough under a continued pounding of the androids but the broken pieces fell to a collective which simply merged to become a new beast as it fell to the ground.

I was glad to see some of my men reach safety and clear the ground.  A few others were with me following my lead, mistakenly expecting the safest place to be with their leader, their undefeatable hero.

It was my duty to keep them safe.  I didn't mind sacrificing the circuit boards, but my men were my family.  I needn’t have worried, the circuit boards were as loyal to my men as I was: they formed a perimeter as we ran uphill and took the fall in defence as they battled off the enemy.

The pods that had managed to take off saw our thinking and hovered near the ridge high enough from the surface not to be mounted by the living rocks.  I wondered briefly what they would call those granite-like creatures and how they would categorise them on board the ship, but then dismissed the thought as nonsensical - I knew the odds of making it back, and anyone on board the ship monitoring my helmet display would be able to see my mind making the calculations.

"Apolly'on!  Fire into the crater!" I bellowed.

Moments later the centre of the crater behind us erupted into chaos as it rained down a tumult of torpedoes from the ship.  It was a welcome distraction; not only did the rocks falter in hesitation but it boosted my men as their courage energised their legs believing they had a chance to reach the pods.

The readout of our survival still held in the negative on my visor, but I remained composed, unyielding.

"Continue the bombardment Apolly'on, we need more time!"

I didn't need to turn now to know that the base camp we had descended with was now obliterated and that debris was rising from the surface to fall to the gaseous giant that harboured the moon we rode upon.

I felt rather than sensed the circuit boards fall from around us, our blanket of protection gone.

We were but steps away but the ground behind us was rising up steadily, drawing strength from the river we had crossed.

I read the readout on my visor, it was wrong.  I knew the odds without relying on the calculations of a machine.  This was what I did.  I was the commander.  I was the warrior.  Battles were my domain!

I stopped dead in my tracks and turned to face my enemy, drawing both my swords from behind my back and screaming a deep roar of defiance that had terrified so many others in so many other battles.  I swung wildly at any shape that dared to try to pass me, glimpsing momentarily as I span the climbing boots as they grappled for the ropes lowered to them.  They called back to me but still I battled on, back stepping towards the lip of the ridge as I did so, but all was too late for me.  As big a man as I was I couldn't hold the weight of barbaric rock determined to feed off the nutrient rich fluid they desperately craved.  With sword in hand I fell.  It was a good death.
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The End, Back to the Beginning

e pluribus unum (out of many, one)
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Unblinded by the bright lights of a mainland populace far up in the volcanic hills of Hawaii, where the 4x4's are forced to park up on a levelled concrete field before their passengers can make the final ascent to the staging area of the main dish array pointing through the clouds to the heavens, sits the Mauna Kea observatories.  The white eyeballs with their dark pupils staring on the forehead of the pacific at the stars above.

Marcus undid his seatbelt and stepped out after his wife Julie.

"Hey, where you going?"

"I'm just heading up to the dish quickly," she called back at him, climbing the metal frame steps that led above the facility to the newly installed satellite dish that sat filling the stomach of a deceased volcanic lake.  Beneath the brilliant white dish lay puddles of crystalline greeny/blue water hidden from the fading light of day under the shadow of the white arc that balanced on its pedestal at a tilted angle skywards.  "I just want to make sure it's calibrated properly before we bring it online."

Marcus nodded and headed for the doorway that burrowed into the side of the mountain below the facility that housed the telescopes.

"Don't be long, it will be dark soon and I want another go at charting that new cluster in Cygnus while we can still see it."

She raced off without acknowledging him but that was nothing unusual.  To stop to reply would slow her down and she was excited about bringing the relay station online.

They had waited a long time to have the facility of both observing and listening in one place.  Signals had been sent out from SETI for years with their own listening stations controlled by NASA, but private funding had finally allowed them to expand the Hawaii base, and they hoped their credentials would keep them in post here for the next five years at least.

They were both curious and determined astrophysicists eager to reach out to the stars in search of life and find that definitive evidence that intelligence wasn't limited to our own solar system.

As a couple they weren't deterred by the fact that they were just the latest in a long line of scientific theorists that had gone before them, but ever since they had graduated college together they had been convinced that now was their time, that the truth was out there and that the big wide expanse of night sky was about to be made smaller under their watch.  They had proved their worth at the Harvard-Smithsonian Centre for Astrophysics, gaining respect and turning heads as a united and much adored young couple, often being asked to present work at IAU (International Astronomical Union) meetings around the world as well as domestically at state universities where many of their peers carried out their research.  There were many who wanted to see them, the golden couple, fail, but in the field of searching for extraterrestrial life only the mad, the political, and the religious would begrudge a genuine find.

Marcus aligned the twins, the two primary telescopes that sat on the ridge platform closest to the newly installed dish relay. There were eight telescopes in total spread over a small area of the mountain summit which at times felt as though it touched the heavens themselves as cosmic lights danced a spectral aura as the gods showed off their beauty.  The twins, officially named Keck I & II, were now, for the time being at least, under the control of Marcus and Julie Banstead and their British sponsors, Sentinel.  Marcus flicked the switches on the new equipment.  He could see Julie on the gangway of the dish.  He pressed the intercom: "All good?"

She looked up to the camera and gave a thumbs up, and then reached over and pressed a button.

"Yep, looks good.  Be back in five.  Put the kettle on."

She blew him a kiss as he relaxed back in his chair ready for what was likely to be the first of many a long night.
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The morning was cold and frosty, but no snow had fallen, something for which he was thankful; the bottles always got too slippery with a dusting of sleet.  It wasn't so cold that the milk had frozen yet in the bottles but it was enough to burn the fingers for the first half hour, after that he got used to it and they warmed up beneath his fingerless gloves.

The whine of the electric motor of the cart echoed through the quiet street as all lay dormant waiting for the sun to rise, not that many would be getting up this morning as the holiday period slumbered on beyond the festive bank holiday into a luxurious weekend of family gatherings and slouching over excessive TV reruns, allowing that over indulgent lethargy to set in.

The crates on the open back cart rattled as he turned the corner into the familiar cul-de-sac.  He hit the brake to allow for the black cat sat licking itself in the middle of the road to vacate his path and then pressed down gently on the other pedal to push himself forward again to his only drop at this end of the street.

The rounds were getting shorter these days.  It wasn’t like what it used to be back in the day when he'd started the job.  Back then half the street got their milk delivered but now the big superstores were beginning to grow in popularity and convenience to accommodate the changing lifestyle of what was fast becoming a 24 hour society.  It was the elderly that kept him in a job these days: those who couldn't get out regularly to the shops or those stuck in their ways.  He wondered whether his fate was to join them when he retired - he hoped not.

He parked up in the middle of the street, the whining down and heavy clunk of the brake rattling his load once more.  He stepped down onto the tarmac and back towards the crates.  He didn't need to check the sheet, Mrs Dawldry had one bottle every other day, regular as clockwork.  One day he knew he'd find it still sitting there and he'd have to make that call to the police; it happened now and again with the elderly, especially those on their own with no family around them.  It was part of the job he wouldn't miss.

Being able to lay in in the morning was a luxury he was looking forward to, but he worried his body clock was too set in its ways to allow him a longer sleep.  Still, to lay in a warm bed in the mornings and enjoy a late evening was something he could strive towards.

He reached into one of the crates and pulled out a bottle, mindlessly holding it between his two fingers as he ambled up the path.  A cobweb caught his face as he walked through the unkempt bush bordering the gate.  That was a new one; the spiders didn't normally spin across there.  She hasn't been out for a few days, he thought to himself and quickly glanced down to the bottle holder on the floor.  It was empty and he sighed relief.  Christmas was a bad time to die.

He placed the bottle down and turned to walk back to the cart.  As he did so something caught his eye beyond the hedge masking the next door neighbour's porch.  He back stepped and peered through the hedge at the slumped figure lying still on the doorstep.

"Shit!" he muttered to himself and then quick stepped back down the garden path and back up the parallel pathway.

Half sat, slumped like an out all night drunkard on the doorstep was a white male in his late twenties.  He was dressed in pyjamas and looked a deathly pale blue as though he'd been sat there most of the night.  His eyes were fixed forward, unblinking.

"You alright mate?" he asked already knowing the answer.  He recognised him as being the usually cheerful father of two that often greeted him in the evenings when he came to collect his weekly money from Mrs Dawldry.

There was no response.  He looked him up and down and could see no blood or bruising.  No grey wisp of breath wafted out from his mouth.

He banged on the door as hard as he could for attention from the family then stopped and wondered whether that was such a good idea in case it was the kids that came to the door to find their father dead on the step.

"Bollocks!" he said to himself stepping back and looking up to the bedroom windows for signs of movement.  The curtains twitched and he wondered whether the wife had any idea that her husband was outside.  He saw her face appear from under the curtain, hair a mess and bleary eyed having woken from a deep sleep.  She looked at him confused as if to say 'who are you, the milkman?  You've got the wrong house!'

Her head disappeared back into the room and he bent to the letterbox to shout a warning before she walked down the stairs.  As he did so he felt a hand grip his ankle causing him to jump out of his skin.  His own hand slapped the door in fright as he tried to balance himself.  He looked down to the figure on the step who sat still, vacantly looking forward with breath held, the grip tightening on his leg the only sign that the figure slumped there wasn't dead.
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In an echo of a dream I relived those last moments over and over again, expecting a different outcome, willing a different outcome.  It was the dream of a thousand battles I'd had before.  The flashback of thousands of scavenging trips and landing parties on virgin soil.  It was the reluctant nightmares that recurred threatening to kill you and test you to keep you on edge, exercising the reflexes of the subconscious mind in those few dormant hours of travel between star systems.

Only somewhere in that sleeping mind I knew I was without a body and travelling far from where I'd left it.

Yet still I replayed the scene.

To get to the heart of a place you need to walk the ground, despite what the instruments tell you.  It looked deserted.  The gravitational pull was dense enough to hold us but not so much to crush us.  The atmosphere was thin but toxic around the oceans but a terraforming helix dome could clean it up by the time a settlement could be established and a population of mine workers conveyed from another rock elsewhere in the quadrant.  The rock itself was mineral rich, swimming in dusty heavy compounds ready for condensing and molding into fleet metals.  The water was sparse, the oceans small and rivers almost non-existent.  They ran thick and bloody, like the crust of hardened soil that layered the cold rock which lay in shadow, hidden from the sun by its parent gaseous giant that almost swallowed its tiny moons in its bubbling atmosphere.

As for life signs: the oceans were teaming with smooth faceless creatures which were typical of such a moon deprived of sunlight, they fed off the rock itself and emitted more of the same in excrement as they recycled, adding their own mineral rich deposits as they polluted the water and the air above it.  The rivers strangely were less populated despite there being richer sediment for the fish-type creatures to feed on.  The rivers should have been heavy with life, and the thickness of its composition denoted a greater defecation deposit than the amount of life present could produce.  This was where I decided not to trust the instruments.

The readings on the machines weren't always right, weren’t always trustworthy; they couldn't tell the variables and the instincts that you could read by stepping foot on the soil and reading the lay of the ground.  So far as the instruments told all was safe for a scouting party.  No other inherent life was present and there was a landmass suitable for us to drop down with a land-based excavator and leave it running with the preliminaries of a base foundation which we would leave behind whilst we searched out the rest of the quadrant.  I requested the fleet move away from the giant which had the potential to disrupt our transmissions if the gasses spiked, and then assembled enough men to set the excavator running with a platoon of excess to help me explore the rocky surface near the river.

We dropped down on the open side of the moon, the fleet holding orbit on that side as we stared up to our home flying in the darkness above.  We landed, secured our equipment, divided our workforce, and got to work.  I hadn't even made it to the river with my men when the truth of our situation dawned and I realised that that last fleeting glimpse of my home reflecting red and yellow light from the planet's atmosphere was likely to be my last.

Of course I'd had thoughts of this sort before going into battle with a hostile alien brood, or falling injured and abandoned on an unfamiliar planet, not that my men would be privy to the inner concerns of my mind - a commander such as myself, renowned for his bravery and unflinching resolve never showed fear or emotion other than the willingness and enthusiastic desire to face a challenge head on.

All that being said, I knew immediately this was different.  This time we were in trouble.

––––––––
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In what happened next I could understand the complexities of it through a combination of my own knowledge, experience, and that unnatural sense of premonition that I'd felt on one or two missions prior.  Death was on us, I just couldn't see its form just yet.

But time has a way of freezing as we reach the event horizon of our mortal black hole.  Gravity, the mass and energy of our souls curving space and time around us, tilting, curving the cones of our lives so that we lean back towards our past with our future frozen in the penultimate event of our lives - we observe the time slowing down and then freezing, but time continues, albeit at a different rate or curve for the person tipping beyond the black hole. The collapsing star frozen in time, in harmony, awaiting the cataclysmic end.

So let me pause there in this state of timeless emotion staring at the events of my life that are thrown together in a mosaic against the stars to give an instantaneous image of what is happening around me.

I have spent all my life in space.  I was born on a ship, the same ship I now command.  I'm not its captain, I'm its military leader.  I leave the flying of the thing and the technical knowhow to those who have the specific qualifications in that department, I give them the respect they deserve, and in return I demand what is owed to me.

I am tall and bulky, almost a giant amongst men, and with a commanding demeanour.  I'm extremely fit and fast.  I'm experienced and highly trained: weapons, assault tactics, hand to hand combat, intelligence gathering, covert surveillance, recon, information extrapolation (officially we're not allowed to call it torture) - you name it I'm trained in it and so are my men to varying lesser degrees.  Some might call me arrogant but the results I produce speak for themselves and no one within our government would dare contradict me or my tactics - that's why they leave me alone to do my own thing, with my own fleet, all for the glory and honour and survival of our people.

Mining is a core component of our work.  We seek out the planets that can be mined and colonized.  If they can't be colonised we rape them of their natural resources for the benefit of all.  Many years ago in our history our people discovered a plentiful ore that we could manipulate into a metal that we would end up using in almost every facet of our society.  Unfortunately mining this ore on our own planet led to its instability and we, through our foolishness, weakened its orbit and pushed our own world too far from our sun so that our home began to slowly die.  Equipped with the facility to travel the stars we fled seeking a new home, and have been travelling ever since.

All that was way before I was born, and our people have scattered themselves across the galaxy as a fragmented race consumed with the desire of finding a new home big enough.  A false economy of hope, as those of us who travel the stars who haven't settled on one of the many colonies know full well, that we are too widely dispersed and too diverse in thought and beliefs to be accepted any more as solely one race.

The ore we mine is so versatile we use it in everything.  It has a really long scientific name which nobody bothers with, but is generally referred to as Pa'as.  When heated it can be molded into any shape, the thinner the more flexible it becomes without losing its integrity.  We use it for the lining of our ships to the casing of our weapons.  It conducts our power cables and encases our water supplies.  Every container you can conceive of is made from it, and essentially it's the base material of our exosuits, providing skin hugging yet flexible and repairable polymorphic material that suctions and molds to the wearer so that we can wear it under our more bulkier main atmospheric suit (also lined with Pa'as) providing us soldier explorers with a comfortable armour that can survive all terrains so long as our air holds out.

We have these tiny triple needle inserts that plug into our temple; it's actually a surgically implanted interface, a bit like a USB port but it can also be accessed remotely like Bluetooth or Wi-Fi.  The inner suit's circuitry reads our biometrics and stores enough data in each individual suit's temple implant for any communication relay and uplink to the ship’s computer, storing all information needed for mission parameters.  If the outer suit gets damaged in any way the inner suit can still communicate our location and vital signs to anyone tuned into our systems.

Of course with greater defensive suits also came greater projectile weaponry to pierce them, so within the expansion of the arms race that all battle hardened generals gravitate to, our fighting comrades were created.  Robots built in our image designed to fight for us and with us.  They were initially programmed to protect us, but in their long term development, or maybe evolution would be a better way to describe it, they became self-aware and for a while, in a climate of fear, they became the enemy, until we formed a truce and an alliance so that now we live together, fighting together, surviving together.
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No, it’s ok, no more hypnotism, I can recall the rest on my own.

Stick with me for this, I’ll try and tell it as it happened, as I remember it, but forgive me if I get lost in the story.  A lot of water has passed under the bridge and time in my mixed memories gets confused, and the events leading up to today are confusing enough as they are!  At least in my head anyhow!

Let me recap from the beginning.  It was Christmas Day 2003 at 2.15 in the afternoon, that's when the switch happened.  I remember the time clearly because we'd been talking around the dining table about when the Queen's Speech was due on TV, half the camp wanting to watch it, the other half not wanting to see it at all.  It was as though I'd awakened from a dream.  Of all days it had to be when everyone was gathered together, the whole family around me: Gemma, the kids, my damn in-laws; it couldn’t have been worse timing.

It’s hard to explain how it felt, it was like flicking a light on in a darkened room, only everyone else was used to the blinding glare except me.  I tried to focus on the festivities and the conversation around the dinner table: the smiles and laughter as the kids pulled the crackers and Grandpa read out the jokes whilst Gemma and Grandma served the food, but the tumult of strange images and voices blurred my senses, spinning my head until I was forced to excuse myself, bile rising from my stomach as my head splintered painfully into a bright glare across my vision.

I missed lunch.  Gemma kept checking on me but I was too giddy to join the others as I hurled into the toilet bowl.  I laid down for a while confused at what was happening inside my head, voices and echoes, thoughts and memories merging painfully, but they weren’t mine.

An hour went by and I collected my strength enough to re-join the others downstairs and casually stood to the edge of the room amidst the concerned and sympathetic looks of my family gathered for the post lunch joviality in the living room, laden with after dinner drinks.  Grandpa had given in to the soporific effects of a heavy turkey lunch, having collapsed on the sofa with drooping eyes, barely conscious of the two young children crawling on the floor at his feet eager to rip at more paper covered boxes under the Christmas tree, he barely able to recall the Queen's message he had so fervently fought to watch.  Gemma urged the kids to be patient as we waited for Grandma to bring in a tray of nibbles, as if they hadn’t eaten enough.

I can’t say whether it was the sight of the food or the strange audible voice in my head that drained the blood from my face but all I remember was that tipping loss of balance just as Grandma walked into the room and my body falling heavily as I collapsed, falling blank to the floor and hitting my head on the coffee table on the way down.

––––––––
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To some that blank day was the beginning of mental illness.  To others an unfortunate accident resulting in a mild form of brain damage.  Either way a lifetime of anti-depressants and anti-psychotics would follow as I was later diagnosed as paranoid schizophrenic.  But never believe all that the doctors say!

This will mean nothing to you I’m sure at this point of my tale, so let me paint the picture of who I was pre-Christmas Day 2003, an issue in itself which is debatable and open to conjecture as you’ll come to understand.

My name was then and is, as you have on file, John Cade, and known also as Abadd’on to some.  John Cade had earned an ample living as a graphic designer for a London based magazine and had been married to Gemma for six years, having hooked up at a works Christmas party – yeah I seem to have all my life changing events around Christmas!  Mia was born in early December 98, six weeks premature, which made for an eventful Christmas that year, and Toby arrived in May 01.  We were a happy unit, I even got on with my in-laws!  My parents had moved out to Somerset in their retirement to be closer to my older sister and her husband, who having lost her first child at the age of four to leukaemia had since struggled with depression and mental illness.  We had always been a close family and it affected us all.  I kept close regular contact with them and travelled down as often as I could, but it was hard taking the kids and often I would leave them behind with Gemma; Samantha just couldn’t cope with seeing our two when she was left with just one.  It was sad, but it was a reality we lived with and my folks were great with her.

I’m a tall guy, just tipping 6’4”, but I’m lean and lanky, having never really been into sports I’ve always struggled to put on any muscle and my fast metabolism burns off any excess, so I can consume as much as I like without having to worry about ever getting fat.

I like movies and music; sadly I have to admit that I do actually like sitting down with Gemma and watching a chick-flick.  I play the piano and guitar and love listening to jazz and classical music.

In general I’m a pretty easy going, laid back, hard to stress out kinda guy – or was.  All this I can watch in the distant eye of a desert mirage, all that I, John Cade, was.

When I came round on Christmas day, even Dyson, our Labrador, sensed the difference.

Dyson was a guide dog puppy but having failed the training we had acquired him through a friend.  Despite his failing to meet the standards of being a guide dog he made the perfect pet: he never barked, he never made a mess where he wasn’t supposed to, he never jumped up on the furniture, and he was great with the kids.

Boxing Day was the first time we experienced him having a ‘mad moment’.  He ran wild through the house leaping off the sofas and growling and barking furiously, and all it appeared whenever I walked into the room.

By this time I understood it, or at least I knew all was not right in my head, despite what the doctors at the hospital said – yes the latter half of Christmas Day had been spent in A&E: no major problems, slight concussion from where I’d collided with the coffee table and a couple of stitches, but other than that they could find nothing wrong with me.  Of course I hadn’t told them of my main complaint, my main symptom – I may be crazy but I’m not stupid!

No one knew the turmoil I was going through that day.  No one saw me breaking down in tears as I lent over Toby’s bed singing ‘You are my sunshine’ to get him to sleep, not understanding my emotions as I stared at him with a heart full of love, and yet with a head full of repulsion and disgust – I cared for him and yet couldn’t care less for him at the same time.

That night I couldn’t cope.  That night I snuck out, desperate to see the stars.  I sat out on the doorstep in the cold as though I’d been used to being in the cold all my life.

––––––––
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I grabbed the milkman, that alien being intruding upon my space.  I meant him no harm but acted on instinct, like a lizard tonguing a passing fly thinking it his last meal.  My body had shut down and was refusing to move.  It was malfunctioning.  I was used to the cold, but this body was not.

How many times had I spent in the vacuum of space with nothing by a Pa’as suit for warmth?  Pa’as is a metal so generates little comfort when you are waiting on a barren rock for a transport detail and the suit’s bio-reader has been damaged, or you are piloting a damaged Arra-tet fighter back to the ship having lost temperature controls and life support and are relying on the swiftness of time that short burst thrusters can give you to close the distance.

Those memories seem such an age away now.

When the body froze beyond normal parameters a short duration in the recoup ward would regenerate the cells to normal capacity.  Being sick on board the ship was not an option, there was always too much work to do and all but the most severe of injuries could be reconciled in the recoup pods.

The recoup wards here, from what I saw when they poorly attempted to mend the cut on my head - seriously I have seen field repairs more adequate than that - are primitive, archaic even.

I couldn’t make sense of it all at first, but slowly and silently I began putting it together.

It is a strange mixture of memories and emotions and thoughts merging.  We are not two but one.  Not two separate entities joined, but one blended.  Shared thoughts but differing perspectives, memories and attitudes.  It is hard to compromise with yourself when you are so opposed to the different ends of the spectrum of your own personality.

I know I must try to suppress the... how do I describe it, the alien part within me? for that is what I feel I am.  I feel that part of me is new here, so for now, at least while I find my feet, I must silence that side of me so that I can adjust.  With a galaxy of knowledge in my head I know that this is not normal.  This, as far as I know, is a first.  I have never encountered a species anywhere before that can transfer its consciousness upon death.  Not that I’m saying that is what has happened, for I don’t feel I’ve been invaded by someone else, or that I’ve invaded someone else.  I just feel... me, whole and complete, maybe for the first time.  Only part of me has lived a different life.

Sorry, tenses, yes I drifted back again.  You told me not to do that.  Keep it in the past to see it as an observer.

I guess everyone dreams of living a double life, wondering what person they would be if they had made a different decision in life, or maybe going as far as to imagine they were someone completely new, someone famous maybe, or a spy, or someone filthy rich, maybe some have even dreamt of being aliens.  But I actually am one!

I’ve never been one for dreaming of another life.  I’ve always been quite content with who I am and the cards I’ve been dealt.  I’ve never wanted to be famous or rich.

Although famous and powerful I have been.

It has just occurred to me that this is going to get very confusing trying to communicate my story.  I am going to need a device to separate the past thoughts and personality of John Cade from that of Abadd’on Apolly’on V'hihyon.  We are one now, but as hard as it is for me to comprehend, for anyone else the confusion would be too much.

Of course my next step in comprehending what was happening to me would naturally be to talk to someone about it.  Gemma was the obvious person.  She knew me.  She understood me.  She trusted me.

You know I said about dreaming about making a different decision in life and ending up somewhere else – I wonder where I would have ended up if I hadn’t told Gemma.
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As commander of my ship I’ve had the best of the crop so far as the women go, but never have I had the inkling to be yoked to one.  Nor have I ever had the paternal instinct.  I am a warrior with an ego and the stout bravado that towers with the status of my rank amongst the fleet.  I am not some wimpy homemaker ready to settle down on a habitable planet to build a peace loving farming community.  I keep myself to myself.  My thoughts are my own.  My ambitions and my fears are kept in check and locked away in the privacy of my steely eyes.

Maybe if I’d listened to that side of me I wouldn’t have ended up in this mess.

I could bore you with masses of in-depth information and detail about the mistakes I made with my family: how Gemma begged me to take it all back and say I was making it all up, how her parents tried to have me committed, how my kids grew scared of me, how my parents cried at having another child with mental health issues.  I could give you all the fine details I’m sure, but you’re not really interested in that and you’ll glean enough of the back story from what else happened.

To make a long story short, ten months after the great Christmas Day incident (as I like to call it) and I had lost everything: my job, my home, my family, and my marbles.  The doctors had diagnosed me with paranoid schizophrenia and had me dosed up with enough medication that I didn’t know whether I was coming or going.  Hell, even I thought I was crazy!  Tried all I could to get the thoughts out of my head.  I couldn’t distinguish who I was.  I just kept banging my head against the wall – literally – hurt like hell!

So a couple of stints inside the mental health unit of the local hospital later and I’m sitting in my bedsit, a downtrodden halfway house hotel where the council housed the lowlifes that couldn’t be housed anywhere else.  I’m sitting there on my flea ridden bed when it suddenly occurs to me that maybe I’m not the only one, maybe there are others.

Not having a computer of my own I decided on making a trip to the library.  They had a bank of them there, all the free internet searching I could get!

Nobody paid me a blind bit of notice as I sat there for hours on end amongst the students and unemployed that queued up to use the machines.  The internet was slow compared to now, prehistoric compared to what I was used to onboard Apolly'on.  We networked across star systems no problem.  Here I had to wait ages for each webpage to load.

My initial search showed up nothing.  In fairness I had no idea of where to look.  I found myself logging on to pages for magazines featuring articles on bizarre mysteries around the world and their related television programs: Arthur C. Clarke's Mysterious World, Fortean Times, Myth Busters, that sort of thing.  I was surprised at how much crap there was out there.  I couldn't take any of it seriously and figured I'd end up placed on a similar shelf unless I could connect with someone who could understand and maybe relate to my story.

I started looking at scientific magazines and journals trying to make sense of what was in my head.  Medical journals were a dead loss.  Religion and eastern mysticism probably came closest, but being branded a religious kook was far from my agenda, despite the following outrage that occurred later.

I looked to the skies, searching the heavens for any sign of my home or my people but none of the UFO encounters seemed credible and our telescopes were too weak.  I scrolled back through the scientific theories and papers and saw an opportunity of making myself heard on a level with people that might take me seriously.

I was new to forums so having my words opened up to a community of scientific nerds sitting on terminals around the world was a bit too geeky for what I was used to.

But you designed on a computer, did you not?

Yes, but not everyone who works on a computer is a nerd.  Besides, we are one, and Abadd'on is a man of action not science.

Anyway, I started emailing authors of articles where I saw gaps in their theories, or would propose ideas on forums and then wait for a response, hoping that someone would question my science and contact me with curiosity as to the origin of my advanced knowledge.

I know what you're thinking, Abadd'on wasn't a scientist.  That's true, but I was still a commander of an advanced civilisation who had lived long enough to know without thinking the basics of the technology he used daily, those things that every child grows up with as standard, just like kids today knowing how to work the TV and DVD player, or mastering the levels of a computer game.  It was basic childhood education, and we also had the advantage of the circuit boards who brought us up as their own.

I...um... sorry, I lost track of what I was saying.

Are you okay?

Yeah, just Mia and Toby flashed up in my mind.

Would you rather talk about them?

No.  No, I wouldn't.

I'm glad I only had limited contact with them when the crap hit the fan.  It was bad enough for them as it was, I can't imagine what it would have been like if I was still living with them.

How long was this after the Christmas Day incident?

I guess it was about eight or nine months after, no Christmas had been round again, it had to be longer, just over a year I think when I sparked some interest with the scientific community.  The press got wind of it shortly after that.  It was only small to begin with: local press running a local interest story, then the nationals got hold of it, and before you knew it all hell was breaking loose around me.  But that wasn't the worst of it, months later after it all died down, I don't know maybe six months or so, that's when the interviews began.

Interviews?

Yeah.  MI17.  You know about them right?
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The inner corridors of the basement offices of MI17 were dull and dreary and in desperate need of redecoration.  There was a constant atmosphere of oppression as the heavy air, poorly ventilated from the floors above, weighed down upon the staff so eager for a window view of the world outside.  The corridors ran to rooms which for the main split into two categories: working offices and storage rooms.  There were a few extra rooms which were little used showing the signs of a dwindling department which struggled to maintain the justification of its funding budget.  The storage rooms housed decades of paperwork: files built up from interviews and research projects containing governmental secrets relating to the department’s purpose.  The working offices found the largely depressed staff monotonously scanning the older files for digital storage in lieu of more pressing work.  There were always rumours and activities which they could research, but mostly they were quickly debunked as unreliable; they were used to sifting the wheat from the chaff.  Generally their time lacked the interest and excitement that the conspiracy theorists fantasised about.

The start of the day was dark when Louis Vost made his way through the upper floors of the old governmental building which was earmarked for closure in the next financial year, and unless something dramatic happened his department buried in its depths would go with it.  He cleared the lapse security check point, the guard having his head buried deep in the sports pages of
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