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“And those who were seen to be dancing to the music were considered to be insane by those who could not hear the music.”
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- Friedrich Nietzsche
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There was once an Angel and this Angel was somewhat confused as to the nature of Love, in particular what exactly was ‘The Greatest Love of All.’

So, naturally, the Angel sought help from The Font of all Wisdom, God.

And the Angel went before God and he asked, ‘God, I humbly ask, what truly is The Greatest Love of All?’

‘Is it a mother’s love for her children?’

And God said, ‘no.’

‘Is it a father’s love for his children?’

And God said, ‘no.’

‘Is it a child’s love for his or her parents?’

And God said, ‘no.’

‘Is it the love between brothers and sisters?’

And God said, ‘no.’

‘Is it the love between best friends?’

And God said, ‘no.’

‘Is it, then, the love between a couple who have spent a life time together?’

And God said, ‘no.’

‘Uhm – could it be the love for one’s neighbour...perhaps...maybe...?’

And still God said ‘no.’

‘Then, honestly, Lord, I must say I am mightily confused...’

‘In that case, Angel,’ replied God ‘let me enlighten you. The Greatest Love of All is that of the Good Samaritan for he crossed the road to help someone of whom he knew nothing, with whom he had no connection and without any expectation of anything in return. Of all kinds of Love, this is true friendship and true friendship is The Greatest Love Of All.'
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The Factory

[image: image]


Once upon a time...in the land of Anywhere, in a world long since forgotten, in the fine and prosperous city of Anyplace there was a Corporation that was much admired and respected by the Greedy One Percent for it was generally agreed that this Corporation had led the way in process of ‘worldization’ – this being the process by which Corporations had sacked people making their products in the land of Anywhere for a decent, living wage and given their work, instead, to slaves in Faraway, poverty-struck lands. This process, by removing the cost of paying fairly for honest labour, had a magnificent effect on Profit Margins and became quite the thing to do. Of course, the long term effect of such a process, obvious to me and you, would be that eventually there would be no-one earning any money to buy the cheap tat made by the Corporations slave labour workforce but, remember, we are ruled by psychopaths and psychopaths do not see the long term consequences of their actions, they seek only to satisfy (and are blinded by) their Short Term Greed.

Anyway, back to our Corporation. Recently it had become even more admired and respected amongst The Greedy One Percent because of the way it ran its main production facility – The Factory. The Factory was a huge...well...factory, in a Faraway Land where the Corporation made most of its Tat (in this case that Tat was iDiotphones).

The Factory was so well respected (envied, even) by The Greedy One Percent because it was regarded as an almost perfect example of Worldization at its best – everything about it was about Minimising Cost and Maximising Revenue.

This is how The Factory worked.

The Faraway Land in which it was based was desperately poor. The managers of The Factory would approach parents in that country and offer them a sum of money to Apprentice their children into employment in The Factory (The Factory only employed children as they were more malleable than adults and their Small and Nimble fingers were particularly adept at assembling iDiotphones). Parents would readily agree to these apprenticeships as they were desperate for income and one less mouth to feed – they also believed the Glossy Promotional Materials of The Factory that implied (though such implication shall not be taken at any time as explicit promise of such...) they were apprenticing their children into a Marvellous Career that was Full Of Opportunity and possible Promotion to Managerial Responsibility.

None of what the children’s parents were told was true. Working in The Factory was not an ‘opportunity’. It was a death sentence.

Upon arrival at The Factory it was explained to the children (who may or may not have understood, who cares) that the money paid to their parents for their ‘apprenticeship’ was actually a loan. A loan the children had to repay, with a four figure sum of Compound Interest added on monthly. Until that loan was repaid the children were Property of The Factory and would live, sleep eat and work there until such time as the loan was cleared. But given that wages at The Factory were derisory, that deductions were made for accommodation, food, uniforms and ‘training’ plus the huge monthly charge for Compound Interest. Well. Given all that, the loan would of course NEVER be repaid and the children would, in fact, remain in debt to The Factory and Property of The Factory from the day they arrived there until the day they died.

Not that Death would be long in coming...

Now we come to the nitty-gritty of why The Factory was so widely admired and envied and was so successful at Minimising Cost and Maximising Revenue; The Factory knew how to Sweat Its Assets...those being, primarily, its child labour workforce.

After a brief ‘training’ period, new child recruits (some as young as eight years old) would be put to work on the production line, slotting together components to create iDiotphone after iDiotphone. The children would stand, not sit, at the production line for nineteen hours a day, day after day, seven days a week. They would stand on a floor that was a metal grill, thus negating the need for toilet breaks as the children could do the necessary where they stood - their piss and shit dripping and dropping through the grilled floor to be drained away. Talking was forbidden and Supervisors would savagely beat any child who broke this rule, as they would also beat any child deemed to be working too slowly, or making too many mistakes or just because, hey, I can’t beat you if I want to so that’s what I’m going to do. Food would be brought to them as they worked. They had three minutes, three minutes exactly, to wolf it down. The ‘food’ they were given barely qualified as such, it in fact being rendered chicken faeces (politely known as ‘chicken digest’ – you can find it in many dry pet foods in your world), a by-product of the many huge chicken battery-farms that had recently been set up in this Faraway Land by the same Corporation that owned The Factory.

At the end of their nineteen hour shifts the hapless, hopeless, doomed children were herded into massive, bare, unheated sheds where they were expected to sleep, before being woken just a few hours later to begin another shift on the iDiotphone production line.

Taking into account the children’s long hours, and the fact they were never in fact paid any wages (due to deductions, Compound Interest, accommodation charges etc.), the Cost Of Labour as a Contribution To Costs in The factory was very small, a fact to bring a huge smile to the Ugly Face of any Greedy One Percenter. But things got better. The factory had, in fact, found a way to not only have its workforce work practically for free but to actually turn it into a Profit Centre.

How did The Factory do this? What follows is not pleasant, but it is necessary, so bear with me...

I mentioned before that the children working in The Factory were doomed. I meant this quite literally. A combination of long hours, brutality, lack of sleep, bad diet, disease, accident, illness and non-existent medical facilities or health care meant that no child survived for more two years in The Factory. There were plenty of new children to buy in poverty-stricken Faraway Land so this was not seen as a problem. In fact, the child’s death was a necessary part of the way The Factory functioned, and was the point at which that child stopped being a Labour Cost and was turned into a Profit Centre.

For when a child died its body was taken to a separate facility within The Factory, one which could best be compared to an abattoir in your own world. Within this facility/abattoir huge machines stripped the child’s body of skin, flesh and organs. This horrible mixture that was once a human being was transported by long conveyor belts to a huge mincing machine which reduced skin, flesh, internal organs, heart, brains, eyes, intestines – everything - to a fine mince. This mince (being at this stage an odd and unappetising colour) was then bleached, dyed a ‘meat-type colour’ and shaped into quarter pound ‘beef’ burgers. These burgers were then shipped back to the land of Anywhere to be sold in the famous McSlurry burger chain (also owned by the same Corporation that owned the factory). Brilliant, no? A most comprehensive Sweating of an Asset, is it not?

Aha, but what about the bones, I hear you say? Don’t worry, these too were used profitably for when the child’s skeleton had been picked clean of all flesh it was sent on another long conveyor belt on a journey that would end in a massive crusher that pulverised the bones to a fine dust. That dust was then labelled as ‘flour’ and shipped back to the land of Anywhere, to be used in the baking of the famous cupcakes sold in the equally famous Sickbuckets chain of cake and coffee shops.

Happily for the children of Faraway Land, The Factory closed its doors when the land of Anywhere collapsed under the weight of the depredations of The Greedy One Percent and the fatal contradictions inherent in ‘worldization’. Unhappily for you, The Factory (and many, many other factories just like it) is now up and running in your own world, in a land not that far away.
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Too Evil For Hell
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Part 1. Execution

Once upon a time...in the land of Anywhere, in a world long since forgotten, in the fine and prosperous city of Anyplace, and in the land all around, there was, for a short and happy time, a kind of Golden Age. If you’re already a student of Anywhere you’ll know that this Golden age came about after Generations Of Struggle against Social Injustice and two Catastrophic And Immensely Bloody Wars with the nearby land of Anotherplace. 

During this Golden Age, the grip of the Greedy One Percent that had controlled, and abused, society for centuries was finally broken. Education, housing and healthcare were considered to be rights for all, progressive and redistributive taxes were introduced and some members of the rapist Greedy One Percent were even made to Pay The Price for their self-serving criminality.

One such character was The Politician. You see, it had become obvious to the Ordinary Folk (for during the Golden Age the Means Of Communication actually investigated and reported on issues rather than being a conduit for lies and propaganda) that the two wars with Anotherplace, that had cost so many lives, had not been about ‘democracy’ or ‘freedom’ but about The Greedy One Percent’s desire to destroy Independent Sovereign Nations in order to Plunder their Resources.

For his part in so enthusiastically enabling the second war with Anotherplace (at the behest of his Greedy One Percent owners), The Politician was put on trial for Spreading Malicious Lies, Demonising The Innocent To Justify Killing Them, Starting An Illegal War and Sundry War Crimes. There was much rejoicing amongst the Ordinary Folk when The Politician was Found Guilty Of All Charges and sentenced to death by hanging.

And so it was that The Politician’s corrupt, self-serving and immensely destructive life was extinguished at the end of a rope. And as the body swung lifelessly in the air, its soul exited the earthly remains. Upon which event, highly specialised computer systems somewhere in a far off, dusty corner of Heaven (at the least those are the best terms I can think to describe what happened, for the mechanics of Heavenly Bureaucracy are beyond the whit and ken of mere mortals) sprang automatically into action. The celestial and spiritual equivalent of bytes and megabytes were crunched, reams and reams of data analysed in a flash. A life was balanced, weighed, judged and a passport was issued for The Politician – a passport straight to Hell:

Dear The Politician,

Congratulations on your recent death and thank you for your interest in joining God and his Angelic Cohort in Heaven. Regretfully, I have to inform that on this occasion your application has not been successful. However, alternative accommodation has been found for you in Hell.

We very much hope you enjoy your stay.

Yours eternally,

The Heavenly Bureaucracy.

––––––––
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So far, so good, you think, an evil individual dispatched to Hell. That’s as it should be, is it not?

Not quite.

For you see, upon reaching Hell, The Politician, rather than being terrified and suffering, found it all rather convivial. Everywhere The Politician looked pain and suffering could be found. People being boiled alive, people being forced to watch as their intestines were ripped out, people rolling boulders up never-ending hills whilst being ferociously whipped, people being savagely raped by horse-hung and hugely tumescent demons and, worst of all, people chained to the spot and forced to listen to ‘One Direction’ songs played on a continuous (continuous as in for all eternity) loop...

As both a Connoisseur And Expert in pain and suffering and someone who had developed and enjoyed extreme appetites in all senses of the expression, The Politician found  this fascinating, exciting and really quite wonderful – forgetting the humiliation of a political career ending in abject failure, imprisonment, sentencing and the terror and pain of hanging and the irreconcilable strangeness of death (which, it seemed, wasn’t really death), The Politician decided that dying hadn’t actually been that bad and that being sent to hell was, basically, Hitting The Jackpot!

And The Politician followed The Politician’s nature and got to thinking. Here was a chance to take the habits of a lifetime into death and beyond, for The Politician’s nature was that of all of that kind, the kind that set themselves to rule over others. The Politician was a psychopath, a creature that always, always wanted more. A creature of vile and despicable desires. A creature that would always put itself first at the expense of others, a creature obsessed with power and its own greed – one that lived and functioned solely to satisfy these needs, oblivious to the consequences for ordinary people who are, after all, but a detail in history. Sheep to the slaughter. Chickens for plucking. 

How best then to slaughter these particular sheep, pluck these particular chickens?

How best to take advantage of the wonderful, and obvious, opportunities that Hell presented to inflict pain and misery?

The answer to The Politician was clear. Just as in the Earthly , the answer laying in discerning who were the real powers and becoming useful to them – forget those ordinary poor souls suffering A Thousand Torments, they had no function save to be moved around like chess pieces and provide fodder for perverse pleasure – so it would surely be in Hell. And the true power in the realm of Hell was, plain as eggs is eggs, The Devil.

A way had to be found to Reach Out to The Devil. Get some Face Time with him. Remind him of how well The Politician had served him on earth; all the death and suffering faithfully delivered – a career marked with Blood And Mat every step! Truly, The Politician had been a faithful servant to The Devil in life and could be so in death. Imagine finding a way to be a useful servant to The Devil; able not just to watch and revel in all Hell’s sufferings and torments but perhaps even to be able to devise and administer them? What joy! The Politician couldn’t wait to meet The Devil, they were going to become Firm Friends!

Unfortunately for The Politician, The Devil did not feel the same way, not one little bit. In fact, The Politician’s presence in heaven was getting right on his goat. He was flaming with fury, incandescent with ire, apocalyptic with anger, burning with bile, venomous with vexation, purple with pique, rancid with resentment and generally Pretty Damn Pissed Off. The Politician was, indeed, going to get his ‘Face Time’ with The Devil...but not in a good way.

Anyway, back to the angry Devil. And he really was very, very mad. Furious. He was stomping up and down his luxury penthouse in the most desirable suburb of Hell. His tale flicked back and forth, banging against the floor and colliding with (and smashing to pieces) various items in his extensive collection of ‘Hullo Kitty’ porcelain figures, of which The Devil – and this is strange but true – was very fond (he was also very partial to Marvel Super Hero figures but, in his opinion, they were definitely a runner up to ‘Hullo Kitty’). His forked tongue slid in and out of his mouth and the breath issuing from that mouth, Rank And Sulphurous at the best of times, had reached a degree of stench previously unknown and unmatched in the History Of Halitosis. Periodically, Demons and Lesser Demons would crawl into The Devil’s apartments, bringing him news and views from corners of Hell far and wide – well, in normal circumstances (as much as anything is ever normal in Hell) they would crawl in but in present circumstances, sensing The Devil’s appalling mood, they slithered in, snake like, with their tales tucked between the legs, passed on their news as quickly as possible (holding their breath against The Devil’s Halitosis Holocaust) and slithered straight back out again, happy to escape the wrath of a creature outranked only by God in the Supreme Being stakes.

So why did The Politician’s presence in Hell so infuriate The Devil? Because, besides being The Father of all Lies and Evil Incarnate, The Devil is also an extremely meticulous chap who takes pride in his work and who takes much satisfaction in running Hell as a very tight ship. So, in The Devil’s mind, Hell existed as a place where bad people would be made to suffer, feel pain (lots of it and very extreme) and regret their sins. And then along comes The Politician and The Devil sees him walking around, lapping it all up and obviously enjoying the whole experience! Unacceptable! This person has nothing to gain from The Hell Experience and simply does not belong there, this person is a Maggot in the perfect apple that is Hell, grit in the cogs of an otherwise Perfect Infernal Engine. In short, The Politician was making a mockery of the thoughtfully crafted and precisely annotated ethics and principles of Hell (as laid down in document C44/3-2-PE, ‘All you need to know about Hell’) and had to go.

Damn politicians! They were always trouble; The Devil knew their kind well. When not running Hell, The Devil would take, sometimes extended, breaks and merge himself into Earthly Society to spread around a little grief. His favourite disguises when doing so were as real estate agents, lawyers, commodity dealers, bankers, journalists, landlords and (definitely the most successful when one wanted to cause mischief and sorrow)...you guessed it...politicians!

The Devil paused in his stomping, stinky breathed, tale twitching anger, stopped, thought of his Happy, Safe Place (a particularly bloody and savage massacre on the Belo Russian front, Planet Earth, circa 1943) and, in a flash of diabolical inspiration, remembered Article VII, clause 103 of the Heaven and Hell Intake of Souls Treaty and Protocols (this had been negotiated some millennia previously but The Devil has a keen intelligence, a faultless memory and a first class legal mind), in which it states, amongst much else:

“Hell has the right to refuse admission to any individual soul, subject to a meeting and negotiation between the two parties pursuant to this agreement, which agreement shall not be unreasonably withheld by Heaven, where Hell has the opinion that such admission of the heretofore mentioned soul would serve no purpose such purpose being defined as that mutually agreed in Appendix 7892 of this agreement, that being, but not solely





















































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
TALES FROM ANYWHERE
'"A umque readmg experlence" : VINE VOICE :

 gud R A HENNERLEY _—





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





