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Baby Disappears Into Thin Air during Inclement Weather.

The disappearance of two-month-old baby Harold Grimshaw has police baffled. His parents Cindy and Reginald Grimshaw put him in his cot at about eight o’clock last night. Stormy weather kept them awake longer than normal. When they awoke, Harold could not be found. They were shocked and heartbroken. What is particularly perplexing is that all the doors and windows were locked. Police suspect foul play but are unable to explain how the perpetrator(s) did it. There is an alternative viewpoint that the parents might be involved. Reporters on the fringe are speculating alien abduction. Until Harold is found or until some conclusive evidence is unearthed this case remains a mystery.
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My early life was both awful and wonderful. Awful because School is so hard. My teachers are strict and expect so much. Wonderful because my parents, Cindy and Reginald Grimshaw somehow manage to meet my every need. My parents are so encouraging. They seem confident that I can do anything. I’m tempted to believe it also, but then I come back to reality when I do something wrong. We are blessed with the latest gadgets. We each have an armulet. This is a symbiotic, semi-organic arm covering melded to our left arms. It is capable of a range of functions, from communication, sedation, curing headaches or colds to defence. We have the latest food synthesiser and the latest holographic music player. We have 3D television and state of the art 3D video games. Everything we need at home has been automated. Then there is Wayne Stevens. I can’t understand him. He dislikes me for no reason and his mother defends him with an irrational bias.

In Year Six we are taught how to make an AVO meter (Amps Volts Ohms Meter) from an amp meter with connections, switches, and lengths of resistance wire etc. Mine turns out well and tests accurately against the ‘official’ meter. I feel quite proud and that I have at least accomplished something. Not all my experiments in electricity flow so effortlessly. My class is divided into pairs and tasked with making a circuit with a resistance and a semiconductor diode which glows when a voltage is applied. My partner Sally and I set to work but something goes wrong. When I complete the circuit there is a spark and all the cotton insulation goes up in smoke - literally. I barely avoid burns to my hand from the red-hot wire. I feel embarrassed and foolish. We waft away the smoke and as our teacher is occupied we manage to keep it hidden. I stifle laughter.

By Year Eleven we have been introduced to increasing levels of technology, including the microchip and wireless communication. Eventually we come to the quantometer. This is a small object capable of producing vast amounts of power from a singularity within a superconducting magnetic field. The physics is complex but in essence the quantometer absorbs quantum flux from the surrounding sub space, which can be output as pure energy. All the inefficiencies associated with normal physics don’t apply to the singularity, so we get free energy on tap. 

We may have been deep into high technology, but I am still a child. Jimmy Bentham and I try stealing apples, but a dog sees us off. We laugh long and hard as we run away. I laugh even harder when I think that his father is a law enforcer and how embarrassed he would be if his son got caught.

I did not know it, but I was being closely observed by The Watchers. The Watchers live on the planet Calibry. They call themselves Elvins. They are the voyeurs of the galaxy. All they live for is snooping on other planets, which they do quite admirably, thanks to their stealth technology. The reason that they do this is everything they have and need to do is automated. They therefore have a great deal of time on their hands and snoop out of boredom. Their society is very hierarchical. The lower echelons are only allowed three letters in their names whilst the highest echelon can have as many as seven letters. Let’s listen in to one of their conversations:

“Curious responses, attempted theft of all things!” AMAK says

“Yes. We must do something about this,” BREK-NOK, their leader says.

“I disagree,” XOX says. XOX is short, even for an Elvin, and stooped from years of service.

“Oh? Why?” RUR asks.

“Surely natural development is what we want,” XOX says

“I insist we do something.”

“Very well AMAK. We will observe further and discuss this again,” BREK-NOK says.

*          *          *
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I can’t remember a time when I’ve not had some sort of disagreement with Wayne Stevens. Today I am riding my laser cycle at my end of the road. It’s a bit restrictive and I have to turn tight circles. In the end I decide to ride the full length of the road. The problem is I can see Stevens lurking.

As I approach he shouts, “You oughta be careful you don’t fall off!”

“Ha! You don’t even have a cycle!” I reply.

“Na nan na nah!”

“Sod off!”

As I near Wayne, I suddenly realise why he has his hands behind his back. He produces an orange, wooden leg off a broken stool and shoves it into the spokes of my front wheel.

My bike abruptly stops, and I go headfirst over the handlebars. I have never known such fear or helplessness as I fly through the air. Fortunately, I am able to do a tuck and roll, but am still winded and hurt an arm on landing and a leg caught initially on my cycle. I turn and look at my cycle and can’t control my anger.

I limp over to Wayne and slap his face.

Immediately Wayne’s mother and her friend opposite are out. “How dare you hit my Wayne!” His mother shouts.

“You bully!” Her friend says. 

“Did you see what he did?” I say.

“He’s a year younger than you. You should not strike him!”

Wayne just smirks.

I feel angry and confused all at once. This is so unfair. It’s frustrating.

As I don’t know what to say I pick up my broken cycle and limp back home to taunts from Wayne.

I hide indoors with my mother, glad of her protection, but I fear that Steven’s mother might come up and complain. 

When things calm down I start thinking about things. Why do I feel like I don’t belong? How do people I don't know know me ... and smile and call me by name? I feel something is very wrong but can't pinpoint it. I start to get angry with people and suspect I might be an alien. As I look at my bedroom wall it shimmers. I touch it and for an instant it feels like rubber and wobbles like a jelly. I shudder.

BREK-NOK is furious, “I really ought to banish you XOX. What have you to say?”

“As I’ve been saying all along. It’s simply not fair what we have done to him. He needs to know the truth.”

“Fair! Fair!”

XOX shrinks visibly.

“Look at all his accomplishments. He has even mastered the quantometer,” BREK-NOK says.

(The quantometer is the basis of all Watcher technology.)

“He has never known a real family.”

“Why concern yourself with these things. We don’t bother with love and emotions.”

“Exactly.”

“You are forbidden to interfere anymore. Dismissed.”

Despite BREK-NOK’s rebuke XOX is still determined to help me see the truth. He decides on a more direct approach. 

As I’m dressing in my bedroom I feel a jolt of fear. The hairs on the back of my neck stand on end and I grab for the nearest coat hanger. “Aiee! What the ...”

A short, hairy alien comes out of my wardrobe.

“Don’t be alarmed.”

“You speak English? Why should I trust you?” I feel a mix of conflicting emotions.

“I’ve tried to contact you before.”  

“Why ... what do you want?”

“I want you to understand what’s happened.”

I feel both suspicious and curious.

“We brought you here when you were a baby and created this environment out of hard light.”
“Yes, I am familiar with the concept. Wow. That’s really...”
“We wanted to see if a human could respond well to advanced technology.”

“Where am I then ... not on earth?”

“You’re on Calibry.”

“Where’s that?”

“Not far from the Horse Head Nebula.”

I suddenly feel as though something cold is sliding down my throat and like the bottom has fallen out of my world.

On the other hand, XOX is quite pleased with himself. “I’m so glad we had this chat,” he says as he goes away leaving me alone to get on with it.

Some time later XOX is called into communication with BREK-NOK.

“I have just discovered what you have done XOX.”

“Good.” 

“Words can not express how un-joyous I feel. I told you not to interfere and you disobeyed me. If I were capable of emotion I should be furious. I have tasked Harold’s hard light parents to persuade him that you were just a temporary psychotic episode.” 

For the first time XOX feels frustrated and fearful. Frustrated because BREK-NOK has potentially undone his work and fearful because BREK-NOK has punished others for less and so far punishment hasn’t been mentioned.

At first he is unsure what he should do now,

Apart from keeping out of BREK-NOK’s way he decides to do it again only more permanently.

*          *          *
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My entire world is like a dream, and I have problems accepting the reality that I am, in fact, an alien. Or rather I am human, and they are aliens.

I feel like I’ve been sucked into a vacuum. 

I slap my artificial bedroom wall and swear. Partly through anger and partly because it hurts. I try to come to terms with this new reality, but don’t find it easy. I feel as stressed as when Wayne’s mother told me off. It’s a horrible feeling like a weight on me and wanting to run with nowhere to run to. 

I am surprised to see the same funny, little alien come out of a wall and greet me.

“I’m called XOX. You’d better come with me,” XOX says.

“Why should I?”

“Don’t you want to see what is really happening?”

“Right now, I can’t say I care.”

“You will, I assure you. Come.”

I reluctantly follow.

We walk along a circular corridor of silver metal.

Suddenly we are confronted by a group of soldiers.

“Sir,” the lead soldier says to XOX, “We’re about to be attacked by the Rubicans.

There is an explosion. A cloud of smoke and debris billows towards us from the way we came. Robots appear and start shooting.

“This way!” XOX shouts as he runs, not checking if I have followed. We eventually reach XOXs ship. We board quickly. XOX ignores the clamour of his fellows trying
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