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Prologue

EXT.IN ORBIT

The Earth, as viewed from space, fills the screen. The Great Southern Continent is prominent in the lower screen. The globe is lifting its head towards the Sun at the height of the southern summer.
Across the foreground, Viles’ spiky cylinder satellite momentarily wipes the Earth from view. The eye of the camera follows the huge metal sea-urchin as it tumbles away from left to right, following the anti-clockwise motion of the Earth.

EXT.CORPORATE CITY.SUNRISE
The city streets are littered and dirty and devoid of movement in the early morning - concrete and surveillance cameras predominate. There is no sign of greenery.

ANGLE ON to a sign swinging pendulously from a pole, creaking eerily in the morning wind. It reads: ‘Sydney’.

Vagrants are strewn amongst the garbage in the gutters. Skyscrapers tower above them, gleaming in the morning sunrise.

As viewed from the top of a skyscraper the city spreads away towards the west. Kilometres of concrete characterises the closer urban scape.

Beyond this, a large steel wall can be seen in the distance and beyond this, farmland.
We ZOOM IN on the wall and we see that it is not completed; a construction site; a work in progress. Its rising skeleton is heavy with cranes and machinery but it is already many stories high - a formidable edifice.
We look back towards the city from the wall’s P.O.V. On either side, the vast arms of the growing Great Wall arc to the north and to the south, soon to capture the city within its embrace.

FADE OUT


Chapter 1

Orwell panted and watched Jonathon. His master was wearing a funny pointed hat and he had a drink in his hand. Orwell watched him stare at the wall calendar for a long time; he watched him push himself away from the wall with a blast of air from his nostrils; he watched him pick up something (not food) from the kitchen bench and tap it against his hand and he watched him wander into a nearby room. His master temporarily gone, Orwell nestled down to contemplate his next move: sleep probably. 
Jonathon shuffled awkwardly down the short hallway of his small apartment and opened the door to his brother’s, room. He listened and heard the beauty of deep-sleep breathing. His younger brother was alright. He smiled, closed the door and returned to the lounge room.
Jonathon was starting to show his age a little. He looked more than five years older for the progress of the last five years. He still had broad, black-rimmed glasses which magnified his eyes a great deal and he still had the same bald head, but he had lost weight and though he looked good for it, it did give him a more wizened appearance and made him look a trifle older than his forty two years. 
He shuffled back into the kitchen and he leaned against the kitchen wall, once again to peer up close at the calendar. It had thirty crosses upon December 2414, and a circle upon December 31. With the clumsy opening of a permanent marker pen and another squint, he added the thirty-first cross. Then he squinted, once again, at the kitchen clock. It read: 11.54.
Jonathon looked down at the letter in his hand. He fidgeted with it nervously and then he moved into the lounge room and slumped rather recklessly into his cushioned chair, which braced itself to accept the blow. The little, pointed paper hat perched upon his head looked ridiculous, especially since it was pushed forward by the top of the chair as he sat. Thus the chair gained some measure of revenge, but it was a hollow victory, because miraculously, Jonathon didn’t spill a drop of champagne.
Orwell, by contrast to his master, didn’t look ridiculous under his little pointy hat. In fact, he looked cute – (same accoutrement, different model; different result). Nor did Orwell look any older, though he was middle-aged by human reckoning. God spares dogs wrinkles - not so men, so Orwell, bless his little shaggy coat, looked as young as the day he had found his new master at the Richmond Air Base over four years before. In appearance, this unmanicured pooch most resembled a miniature, unshorn sheep.
 ‘Come and have a drink, Orwell,’ slurred Jonathon, as he beckoned the small white shaggy poodle towards him and tapped upon the silver bowl. Orwell trotted over and Jonathon splashed a dollop of champagne into it. 
Orwell lapped away, but with only a cursory interest, pleasant though the bubbles were. He was concerned at the unusual actions and speech patterns of his current master. Orwell was, of course, ruled out of the conversational world of men, but he possessed an unusually high I.Q. for a dog and so though he could not verbally interact with the world of men, he understood it well and observed it closely. He had seen such physical ineptitude before, of course. His former master, Professor Summers, would often clump about the place, mindless of external objects in his path, especially after he had been with Aldous. But his current master never usually acted so and Orwell was wondering what the reason was.
His master soon revealed that reason.
‘Drink up. Drink up, young Orwell. Tonight we open ...’ he went into a vocal drum roll and held up high ... ‘the letter!’ This he proclaimed with a flourish and he drew spirals with the letter through the air, bringing it down, at last, to rest upon his lap.
Orwell stopped lapping and froze his gaze upon the letter. Jonathon froze his hands in readiness above the letter. His eyes focused in on the clock as the digital numbers ticked the analogue time away: 11:59.
‘You know, Orwell, it’s ridiculous. It’s all come down to this,’ and he tapped the letter. ‘This! Do you realise that this is probably going to change our lives?’
Orwell remained silent but was visibly attentive. He remembered many things from his past lives, but he knew nothing of a letter. Jonathon laughed.
‘Orwell, I know in some ways you’re smarter than me and for that I salute you.’ He took a swig of champagne straight from the bottle. ‘But I must tell you, lad, that I’m scared. I don’t mind admitting it, certainly to a dog (Orwell would have taken exception to this, were he not a very well-balanced dog) but though I’ve thought about it and dwelled upon it these past few years I can only guess at what it’s going to say. It was given to me by the friend of a very important man, you know, so it’s bound to be important.’
Could he have spoken, Orwell would have told Jonathon that he had in fact known the gentleman in question for over one hundred and twenty years. And further, that he missed him. Not that Orwell was unhappy, but he did love the professor and he hadn’t seen him for a long time.
Some of the neighbours must have had clocks that were a few seconds fast because a cracker or two went off in the nearby vicinity.
‘It’s time, Orwell. It’s time,’ said Jonathon, sitting excitedly forward.
In the distance came the sound of multiple reveries: the hooters; the horns; the booming hurrahs and the gaiety. The New Year had come!
But instead of taking another swig of his drink, Jonathon put it down. He steadied himself and with trembling hands held up the letter for Orwell to better see. 
‘Orwell, if you’d known the times I’ve so badly wanted to open this thing ...’
Under a sudden impulse, Jonathon abandoned all caution and ripped the letter open.
He began to read ...
 

*

EXT.CORPORATE HARBOUR.NEW YEAR’S MORNING

 
The face of the new improved Luna Park is viewed through a telescope. It has been renovated. It is still more-or-less smiling, but now it is more akin to a mad clown from a Stephen King novel. Beyond this forbidding entrance can be seen a steel maze where once happy children and fun rides were.

 

*

Viles withdrew his eye from the eyepiece with a sigh of satisfaction. He stood up straight and gazed above the barrel of the small refractor, then turned upon the courtyard of the Opera House and strode with authority towards the Drama Theatre and towards the reclining, expressionless figure of 72 who lay there motionless, propped up on a banana lounge chair beneath a large umbrella. He wore black sunglasses to match his skin and soul.
‘So what think you of the renovations?’ asked Viles as he sat upon the left of his right hand man.
‘Methinks the face becoming,’ replied 72 with a stoic face. He sipped his champagne.
There was a certain confidence in 72’s voice which gave Viles pause; a certain almost-arrogance which momentarily unsettled him.
Perhaps 72 noticed this because he added, ‘You’ve done a good job. The crowds will love the Open Air Games.’ He continued to look out across the harbour through his Polaroid glasses. He sipped upon his champagne.
Viles un-tensed his shoulders and settled back into his banana chair. 

A small idiot, dressed in violet overalls and bearing a coffee cup, shuffled arduously out from the building and made his way towards Viles. Upon arrival, this small, unfortunate creature held out the cup. Viles took it without acknowledgement. The dwarfish attendant then turned and shuffled back from whence he had come to do whatever it was that he did when not bringing the president coffee.

‘Do you like the idea of the overalls?’ Viles inquired of 72 as he took his first sip of coffee.
‘Genius,’ replied 72 grabbing for his champagne bottle.
‘Yes, I thought so.’ (Viles always was a model of modesty.) Then he rattled off, more for his own benefit, ‘Those who reach 300 wear red overalls; those at 250+ wear orange; yellow for the 200+s; green for the 150+s; blue for the 100+s; indigo for the lower I.Q.s under 100 and violet for the idiots under 50. A veritable spectrum of intelligence.’
‘I like the idea of the 100s wearing white,’ added 72 throwing down another glass full of bubbly.
‘Yes. It’s appropriate, isn’t it?’ replied Viles, ‘Bland, spineless creatures that they are.’ Then changing the subject he asked, ‘Have you had any more trouble out at Bankstown?’
‘No. I strung up a dozen of the troublemakers in the main street and left them there for a week. It’s been a hot summer and they made their presence well and truly felt through the local community. Machiavelli was right. Rule by fear is preferable to rule by love.’
‘Been doing a little light reading, have you, 72?’ Viles inquired over the lip of his coffee cup, his head tilted downward to give extra meaning to the inquiry.
72 shuffled slightly in his seat. ‘I enjoy reading, now that I understand what I read.’
‘I see,’ said Viles maintaining his gaze at his visibly unsettled companion. ‘How long have you been a 300 now?’
‘Almost two years.’
‘Two years,’ replied Viles with a slight shake of the head and a disingenuous ‘tut tut’. ‘How time flies when you’re killing fun.’
72 attempted a smile but he only achieved an Elvis-like slight quivering of the upper lip. He was well aware that he was currently under some sort of scrutiny from his boss. He wasn’t exactly sure why, but it didn’t matter. His number one rule in life was – Don’t upset the boss. When most people upset their boss it meant, at worst, being fired. But when Viles was your boss the term ‘fired’ took on a much more literal meaning.
He tried to evade the crosshairs, ‘How many 300s are there now?’
‘A handful,’ Viles replied abandoning his menacing visage and resting his head back into his banana lounge. ‘Enough to run the economy and maintain the infrastructure I’ve set up. Do you realise, 72, that I’ve managed to stabilise the population at 1.5 million?’
Yes, 72 did know that, just like he knew about the colour coding of I.Q.s, and about how clever Viles had been to make the smartest Sydneysiders into pies because he had reduced the possibility of rebellion, increased his store of I.Q., had made money and had disposed of the evidence all at the same time. He also knew that Viles had become so I.Q. wealthy that he didn’t always bother skimming the residual I.Q. from dead Glidiots any more after The Games. He gave it to I.Q. 80 Indigoes and made them into police officers. He turned the dead Glidiots into pies and profit, a profit that was helping him plough millions of dollars into his ever-growing police and armed forces. But most of all he knew what an interminable bore Paul Viles was. No wonder 72 found himself drinking so much. Viles was undoubtedly the most egocentric, self-absorbed bore who ever walked the face of the Earth and he had to sit there and listen to his verbal self-aggrandisement because he was Viles’ only friend. And no wonder – the man knew everything but talked of nothing but himself and his achievements. 
However, 72 remembered his number one rule and listened with apparent interest as Viles said ...
‘The biggest problem I have is the ridiculous residue of the former administration. Not only did they allow the population to grow unabated like an untamed lantana, but they actually encouraged them to read and to think as individuals. They even let them vote. Can you believe it?’
What 72 couldn’t believe was how many times Viles had said the same thing: exactly the same thing. He merely nodded behind his merciful sunglasses and took another slug of champagne.
‘So it will take some time to undo the harm done by democracy, but I shall win. What do we do to parents caught teaching their children to read?’
‘We kill their entire family,’ 72 replied by rote.
‘And what do we do to any member of the media daring to defame the president?’
‘We kill their entire family,’ 72 replied by rote.
‘And anybody else foolish enough to challenge me,’ Viles added enthusiastically. He sat up in his lounge chair. ‘Because these undesirables are routinely removed, what with Games three times a week, there’s a population loss of one to two thousand citizens a week. So how do you imagine I am going to maintain the population at its current status?’
72 actually had to think about that. This was something new. For once Viles had posed him a question to which he did not already know the answer. He turned to face his master.
‘Blanks,’ Viles replied with a nasty smile. ‘Blanks, my little Man Friday. I’m growing them by the thousand in a secret location. Just think, 72, when Glidiots die, or difficult citizens scream and holler about injustices and how much better things were in the old days or stamp their feet and demand their promised Memorex and eternal life, I shall simply remove them and replace them with co-operative little 100s, manufactured not to make trouble and to love President Viles.’
This image struck a chord of interest in 72. ‘What will they look like?’ he asked.
This question surprised Viles. ‘Look like?’ he asked back.
‘Yes. Will they be black, or white, or tall, or fat and what will their faces look like?’
‘Does it matter?’
‘Yes, I think so,’ 72 replied, the wheels of his imagination ticking behind those dark glasses. ‘Because if you’re talking about replacing over 1,000 people a week with these blanks, that’s 50,000 people a year, so within a ten years they’ll be a third of the population and within three decades they’ll be everyone except for those above 100 I.Q. points who have never given you cause to exterminate them. So if everyone is going to look the same, I think what they look like is important.’
‘Alright,’ Viles replied with a smirk, ‘I’ll make them all look like Arnold Schwarzenegger.’
‘Who?’
‘Ah, I see there’s a gap in your knowledge,’ Viles said condescendingly. He stood up and looked down at 72. ‘It’s a joke, 72. I repeat - it’s irrelevant. It doesn’t matter. Let me worry about the details. All you need to do is keep this city under the control of the Blackshirts. Since I withdrew the Memorex from the water supply the incidence of discontent has increased a great deal among the Indigoes. You might be better served out in the field rooting out crime rather than sitting here quaffing alcohol. The new year already grows old.’
‘I don’t know why you didn’t just keep ‘em all drugged,’ said 72 flatly, taking another swig of champagne and staring out across the harbour.
Viles, who had gradually grown agitated by 72’s demeanour, appeared to be particularly pricked by this. ‘Listen,’ he said loudly enough that 72 stopped mid swig and withdrew the bottle from his lips. ‘I’ll make the executive decisions around here. Your job is not to think, it’s to quell riots. You’re a 300 because I allow it. Everyone in Corporate City is where, when and what they are precisely because I allow it and for no other reason. I am dictator and sole decision maker in this city. If I wish it, it is so. Do I make myself clear?’
The strident, forceful tone of Viles’ voice, his wide eyes and suddenly tension-filled chest and back, made it abundantly clear. As a show of good will 72 took off his sunglasses and looked the president right in the eyes. ‘Yes, boss,’ he nodded, sitting upright. ‘Sorry, I forgot myself for a moment.’
Viles stared hard at him for several seconds as if assessing his loyalty and potential. It seemed like an eternity to 72 but he held his gaze and tried not to gulp. 
Finally, Viles turned, paced swiftly across the courtyard and was swallowed up by the Opera House.
72 sat, frozen, as he watched Viles’ retreating back. He did not return to his recumbent position and his taste for champagne had suddenly abandoned him completely. He put down the bottle and thoughtfully replaced the sunglasses upon the bridge of his nose. He must be careful. Viles must not be suspicious or angry at him. He must be on his best behaviour from now on, at least in front of Viles.
He stood up and walked towards the harbour. He leaned upon the fence railing. He smelled the bitterness of the sea and it reflected his own bitterness. Paul Viles. President Paul Viles. Who the hell did he think he was to talk to him like that? His initial awe at his superior had waned with the years and with the realisation that Viles was only a manufactured genius. Viles hadn’t even invented Memorex, it was another man called David Edwards, many years ago. Nor had he invented the I.Q. system - that was bequeathed him by his grandfather and father. Viles was an artificial genius who maintained his power by holding others’ I.Q. at 300 or below. No matter how many times he had asked, no matter how many dirty tasks he had performed, Viles would not increase his I.Q. beyond that number. At first he was happy to make it to the 300 mark, but now he grew impatient with his superior. He grew tired of his patronising attitude. What had he called him? Man Friday? Once upon a time he would have missed the reference, but now, he had read Defoe; had read a great deal, in fact, and he was growing steadily more and more frustrated and angry. 
But he must be patient. His time would come. It would come and he would topple Viles. Viles was not entirely a well man. 72 was the only person in Corporate City who knew this. Even Viles did not realise that 72 knew, but he had observed Viles on many occasions wincing in pain at an ache here or a pain there. At times Viles’ hair appeared thinner too and there was grey hair within it. If Viles was not ill, he was certainly not consistently well. 72 had wondered why Viles didn’t simply grow himself a new blank. He couldn’t fathom why Viles would endure any ageing at all. He didn’t need to, so perhaps there was something 72 didn’t know, an Achilles heel perhaps? He must be vigilant and cautious. He must find Viles’ weakness and exploit it. But it would take time. He would work it out. He could work anything out. He was a 300.
The longer 72 ruminated upon this, to the accompaniment of lapping water and the taste of seaweed in the air, the more it festered within him. He looked across the harbour to the northern part of the city and above the former funfair of Luna Park, to a cluster of buildings nestled in the hills above it. The most prominent of these sported the letters I.Q.T.C. in neon scribbled so large that he could read it from his present position with ease. 
This made him think back to the day Viles had savagely removed his eye and the recurring nightmares he endured because of that excruciating pain, and although he now enjoyed the benefit of both eyes thanks to Viles, he was not grateful; not at all. In fact, he gritted his teeth in outrage at the memory of the initial loss and he married this thought with the transference centre and an idea began to form in his head. He stared at the building for a few minutes and swam in his world of imagination and by the time his imagination was complete, he had a plan. It was dangerous, but it could be done.
72 was clutching the railing very tightly by the time he returned to the world of matter. He nodded his head, as if to solidify the idea he had just had, pushed himself away from the railing and was about to return to his office in the Opera House, when a remarkable vision struck his eye.
Underneath the Coathanger Bridge that traversed the wide harbour, sailed a flotilla of ships. It was a convoy of two dozen large naval craft, including several destroyers. On the decks of these destroyers were various jets, helicopters, heavy transports and machinery and from their sides bulged a plethora of massive cannons. Men in black uniforms scurried about the deck and emblazoned on the bow of each vessel were the words ‘Corporate City’. Next to this was the insignia also to be found on the black shirts of Viles’ henchmen.
The small armada made no declaration of its existence. It slipped quietly under the bridge and passed the Opera House on its journey towards The Heads. There was no fanfare, no blast from the ships’ horns. It seemed that this procession was purposefully exiting clandestinely. Certainly 72 knew nothing about it. ‘Yet another detail Viles is withholding from me,’ he thought. 
This only firmed his resolve to put his plan into operation. He would not let Viles know that he had seen the ships. He would not belittle himself, as Viles would expect. No longer would he be Viles’ little sidekick. He would play it cool. He would bide his time. He would find out everything that Viles was up to by some other means. He would dissemble and he would find a way to bring down his vain and arrogant master. If Paul Viles was intending to rule the world, then he would let him weave his web and when his master had everything in place, he would usurp him, inherit his master’s work and he, 72, a former criminal of low I.Q., would rule the world.
‘Ah, this country,’ he thought to himself as he walked briskly back to the white-sailed building. ‘It really is the land of opportunity.’






 

Chapter 2

Jonathon had checked that his younger brother was comfortable and had opened up the windows to his apartment to let in some air. Now he gathered his wallet and car keys and was heading towards the door. He pulled up the zipper in his blue overalls.
‘Come on, Orwell,’ he yelled and little Orwell scampered up to him with so much speed and enthusiasm that he got between his master’s feet and nearly toppled the large man over.
‘Whoa. Watch out there, you silly thing,’ Jonathon laughed good-naturedly. ‘You’ll bring me down and we won’t be able to go on...’ he lowered his voice for effect, ‘... our secret mission.’
Orwell’s ears pricked up and Jonathon laughed again. He ruffled the fur on the dog’s head which made him look like a 1980’s pop star.
‘Sometimes I think you understand everything I say. Come on,’ said Jonathon and the duo escaped the confines of the small apartment and found themselves in the wide, inner-city street.
It was full of New Year’s Day traffic. Everywhere was the bustle of overalls. The Blues, Whites and Indigoes predominated, but every so often an orange, a Yellow or a Green would pass by, usually being chauffeur driven in a hired car. But also, sniffing around in the gutters was an alarming number of filthy Violets. They had one foot in the gutter and one foot in The Games.
‘I saw a Red the other day,’ said Jonathon to Orwell as they jumped into his little electric car. ‘He was a striking fellow with a square jaw and an etched face.’ He clicked Orwell into his seat belt. ‘Do you suppose that they get the etched features by being brilliant? Or do you think that just knowing that they’re brilliant gives them the confidence to enjoy the etched features?’

Orwell thought the former but said nothing. And they were off.

‘I hope I’m not over the legal limit for driving. I had a few too many drinks last night,’ said Jonathon. ‘It’s the only law you’re not sure you’re breaking you know?’ Jonathon looked at Orwell as if waiting for a response. Orwell didn’t respond. He had had a couple of bowls-full himself, but he wasn’t driving, so it wasn’t an issue.
‘Look here, lad,’ said Jonathon animatedly, pointing towards a New Year’s Sale in a big department store. A group of Yellows were gathered out the front ready to pick up New Year’s Day bargains. ‘You don’t see that every day. A group of 200+s. I’d like to know what I’d have really scored on that I.Q. test if I’d tried. What do you think, Orwell? I think I wouldn’t be far off Yellow.’
Orwell thought about that for a moment. Yes, that was probably close. His master did seem very bright. And he was modest about his intelligence, which was a sure sign of intelligence. It was generally the dumber people who were at pains to tell you that they were very clever, just as intellectual vanity was usually the curse of those just removed from the very high I.Q. bracket. Really smart people didn’t think much about themselves and how smart they were – they used their intelligence more productively. That’s one of the ways Orwell could tell those that were really smart from those that were pretty smart. Of course, dumb people were easy for a dog to spot. They generally kicked dogs because life kicked them and they were angry and inept and had to kick something. (Being a dog taught you a lot about human behaviour.)
For a while the two sat in silence. It seemed to Orwell that overall, those in the same coloured overalls tended to band together. Whether that was because like-level-minds tended to prefer each other’s company, or because of some form of subtle, perverted racism, Orwell wasn’t sure.
Every so often Jonathon would point out a sight to Orwell or make a comment on some aspect of the city. He pointed out the area that used to be parkland just off Broadway but was now a dense jungle of high rise apartments, washing draped over balconies, with its new buildings rapidly growing old and graffitied. He pointed out the old Sydney University, all shiny and gleaming, that now housed Viles’ Scientific Headquarters and he pointed out the old Arnott’s Biscuits factory that had stood for over half a millennium, which was now refurbished, and along with every other warehouse in this stretch of road, devoted to the mass production of cheap, low-quality foodstuffs for the Whites of Corporate City. 
‘This entire stretch of the Parramatta Road is now devoted to keeping the workers alive,’ Jonathon explained to Orwell, rather like a tour guide. Orwell lolled his tongue with concentration. ‘You see, after Viles came to power the government offered everyone so much money per I.Q. point, that those who could least afford it, by that I mean those less well-endowed with I.Q., raced to sell while the ‘limited offer’, as Viles put it, lasted. Consequently, the poor blighters found themselves with a fist full of dollars and a head devoid of brains. They soon squandered their money on luxuries, rather than necessities, as the lesser-minded are want to do, and now we find ourselves several years on with an underclass of Indigoes who are only mentally fit to stock shelves or to work on the factory floor. The state provides nothing for them. They’re left to fend for themselves. Viles is an I.Q. snob, you see. He hates the lower I.Q.s and delights in mistreating them. Once you’re in the lower I.Q. poverty bracket, Orwell, it’s almost impossible to get out. Once you’ve sold all of the material goods you possess, where do you go from there? I’ll tell you where, you end up on the streets selling yourself, if you’re lucky enough to be vaguely attractive and if not, you keep selling or gambling your intelligence until you end up in The Games and Viles has the pleasure of watching you get your head blown off.’ 
Jonathon shut up for a while and fell into his own thoughts. He was talking to a dog. He was explaining things to a dog. But he had no one else to talk to. His younger brother, Daniel, used to be good company, but since he had fallen chronically ill with some sort of undiagnosed malady, he could only converse for limited periods and spent most of his time sleeping. Jonathon was very worried about him but could do little to help. Since Viles had returned, the hospital system had fallen into decay. Even those in the 100 to 150 bracket were finding it difficult to afford all but the most rudimentary treatment. There was no public health system and hospital beds were horrendously expensive. Viles had allowed the industry to regulate itself and in the absence of any checks, physicians could charge what they liked. This user-pays system was increasingly becoming an institution run by the I.Q. wealthy for the I.Q. wealthy, just as Viles had planned it. 
In all walks of life Viles played the same game of divide and conquer. He rewarded greed, and the system he created forced citizens to equate greed with success. He ensured the division between classes became more and more pronounced with each passing day. Success at playing the I.Q. game bred more success; money bought I.Q. which made you smart, which made money easier to make. It didn’t take the successful ones long to realise that the I.Q. pot was finite and that the greater your share, the better the circumstances of your life. The more I.Q. you had, and the less I.Q. others had, meant that you not only enjoyed all of the trimmings of an opulent lifestyle, but also had at your disposal a pool of low I.Q. workers who were there to support that lifestyle. They were too stupid to do anything else. 
There were some kind souls that offered their specialist medical and legal services for free, just as there had been under Viles’ previous administration over a hundred years before, but they were in the minority and in the new world Viles was creating, where uncertainty ruled and the economy was strong, whilst the social fabric was in a state of flux, it was not surprising that it was every person for themselves. Couple this with the constant threat of the Blackshirts in a growing police state, where any sign of dissent or any indiscretion was met with severe punitive action, and it was no wonder public institutions had fallen apart and that social division was the norm. 
These thoughts returned Jonathon to his silent concern for his brother and he sighed a doleful sigh as he drove west, through the suburbs, looking out all the time at the passing blur of parallel streets and at the multitude of Whites tramping upon them. The New Year had brought them a public holiday; one small concession from the Viles’ administration; one extra day away from their regular six-day working week. This area, in the outer rim of the inner-city, just before the Great Wall, was characterised by new developments of identical housing estates each containing identical box-like houses. 
And if the estates were stale, regulated and indiscernible from one another, they were positively unruly compared to the lives of the White 100s. Day after monotonous day they would get up, join the queue for the light-rail and travel to wherever they had been allocated work. Viles had set up a system that placed suburbs of Whites as far away as possible from their work places to maximise their travel time and thus minimise their leisure time, which he saw as the time when sedition was most likely to raise its cobra-like head. So these middle-managers; these foreman; these hairdressers and government clerks, rose early each morning and arrived home late each night, and for that privilege Viles provided them with food, water, shelter and electricity all free of charge. He paid each White family a pittance and sterilised any couple who had more than two children. Unlike the 100s of his former administration, these Whites were only allowed to travel by foot, apart from commuting to and from work. This meant less possibility of meeting others in a relaxed, non-work environment which meant less possibility of collusion. Ownership of phones and any form of technology that communicated with others was forbidden and punishable by death. Viles not only had the perpetrator killed, by his ever-increasing gangs of Blackshirts (raised from the ranks of his Secret Youth League) but their spouse and children were killed too and their house made available to another family of Whites. 
They passed a large ominous looking building. It was a purposely intimidating edifice built from bricks of almost pitch black hue. It was a local Police Station and, as everyone now knew, was the first structure built at the centre of every new development. Within it lived the locally assigned Blackshirts. These were single men between the age of eighteen and fifty who had achieved a minimum of 110 points and a maximum of 120. They could earn no more points, but for this limitation they were given unlimited punitive powers. If a White broke any law they were free to do as they pleased with them. They could even make them ‘disappear’ if they wished. This job naturally encouraged men of questionable moral fibre; men who were greatly feared by Whites. On any given evening, Whites could be seen disembarking the light-rail and making their way home as quickly as possible at the end of the working day to the shelter of their houses, ensuring that they did not break any law or incur any minor infraction on the way for fear of swift and savage punishment.
There were no Indigoes out here in the outer rim. When Viles had reassumed command of Corporate City those with money had purchased I.Q. from those willing to sell. The Whites had played it safe, just like the 100s of an earlier time and by playing it safe had committed themselves to a fearful rabbit’s life, but others had shown more guts (or foolishness) and sold I.Q. to purchase goods, or to trade. Then suddenly, Viles had decreed that anyone under 100 I.Q. points was to be forcibly relocated into the hastily erected urban developments; that included anyone who had sold I.Q. and was now under 100, as well as those who had never possessed as many as 100 I.Q. points in the first place. None of these Indigoes were to be allowed to drive and all were to be directed to work sites and construction sites at the government’s discretion. They were given a month to comply. 
The resulting social upheaval was devastating. Families were forced to sell all of their possessions to regain or increase each family member’s I.Q. above 100. Husbands and wives exchanged I.Q. with children to keep them from being separated. Children’s I.Q. was transferred to parents if necessary and many newborns, who happened to arrive upon the planet in that unfortunate month, were drained to save those already extant. All in all, this move ripped families apart and began the rot of the inner-city that seemed to delight Viles so much. He seemed to thrive on the misery of the 100s and the lower I.Q.s. He could have kept them drugged and compliant, but instead, he preferred to torture them with a glimpse of hope, before denying it to them. He preferred to keep his citizens fearful and discontent whilst at the same time relentlessly building up the number of his police force. He was the sadistic teacher, encouraging dissent and then punishing it mercilessly when he found it.

And Jonathon knew that there would be no Violets here. Although they were less than 50 I.Q. points and so operated at the most basic of levels, at least they had the wit to realise that there were more opportunities for scraps of sustenance and useful garbage in the streets of the city than there was for them here in this sterile and orderly wasteland. Even littering was a crime here and although it was supposedly only punishable by public flogging, in reality the local Blackshirts would often impose other punishments, especially to the younger and more attractive female 100s, regardless of whether they had dropped a paper accidentally, or not.

So the unhappy kilometres rolled under Jonathon’s little electric car and suburban development after suburban development was thrown up and then retreated behind it. The amount of construction was amazing; bulldozers carved out roads; bobcats cleared and dug up ground for pipes to be laid. Rising metal frames, equidistantly spaced, sprang from the ploughed earth and row upon row of suburban dwellings, devoid of backyards, sat inert upon the scorched landscape, beneath the blazing southern Sun. 
And all the way, on poles, on posts, surveillance cameras scanned the world.
‘Look there, Orwell,’ said Jonathon, pointing ahead. The road ahead was flat and straight and in the distance the new Great Wall loomed. It was still under construction and only three to four stories high but it was already functional, so when Jonathon’s small electric vehicle finally reached it, he was stopped at a checkpoint by a White.
‘Details,’ said the man. His facial features matched his overalls; he was non-descript. If he had any feelings he didn’t show them. He wore a hard-hat, but that is about all that could be said about him. He was merely one of the faceless numbers from the suburbs. Fear had already beaten all of the love out of him.
Jonathon handed over the metal I.Q. card that contained every detail and number associated with his life and the man swiped it through a miniature scanner.
‘Why are you leaving the city through this exit?’ enquired the man. ‘If you work at Richmond Base you should be using the North-West exit.’
‘We thought we’d take a drive, didn’t we, Orwell?’ Jonathon replied.
With this the man ducked his head to see more clearly to whom Jonathon was speaking. He seemed perplexed. It was not within the gamut of his present life experience to take drives for pleasure or to own a pet. There was perhaps a flicker of recognition in the man’s eyes of another time when things had been different, but that memory had faded and with it, any passion in those eyes. Life was work.
But protest at Jonathon’s freedom, as he may have once liked to, the man simply handed back Jonathon’s card without a word and signalled to let him pass.
A heavy metal door erupted and with a clunk, withdrew up into a cavity above, allowing Jonathon and Orwell their freedom.
‘That’s one of the benefits of working at The Richmond Air Base,’ he said to Orwell. ‘The only other people let outside the city wall are farm maintenance crews and day workers allocated from the suburbs.’
Once beyond the Great Wall the countryside opened up. After the monotony of the suburbs, after the hurly-burly of the construction sites and after the densely populated inner and outer rings of the city, it was a great joy for both master and dog to be motoring along through green fields with only the occasional shed or farmhouse visible.
Orwell was particularly excited. He remembered this sort of terrain, but he had not been in it for many years. His present master kept him safe and sound, but that was in the city. The last time he had seen greenery was the last time he had seen his old master. Orwell drew up so close to the passenger window that he managed to slobber on it with his lolling tongue.
‘This is all very exciting, Orwell, my lad,’ said Jonathon, smiling a little nervously with anticipation. As he drove, he reached into a hidden compartment next to his leg and he pulled out the letter he had first shown to Orwell the night before. Orwell’s eyes widened.
‘Yes, you recognise it don’t you, boy? It’s got directions on it. We’re on a secret quest. But what for? Buried treasure perhaps?’
 Orwell tilted his head.
‘No, I don’t think so either,’ said Jonathon, throwing the letter down next to Orwell. ‘But whatever it is, we haven’t got far to go now.’
They crossed country for some time. The fields were green, but not lush. There had been good spring rains and the cows grazed merrily, but ‘lush’ was rarely a word that could be used to describe the flora of the Great Southern Continent. Right now it was late morning and humid. The temperature had already reached the high 30s. Sheep took shade under sparsely scattered trees.
The roads, rebuilt throughout the last century, were already beginning to run down and crack under the Sun’s archery. They were not maintained and were only used now by livestock-trucks and tractors. Jonathon and Orwell drove for nearly an hour without passing a single vehicle. 
‘President Viles keeps his citizens well inside the Great Wall, Orwell,’ explained Jonathon. ‘You won’t see anyone out here, especially today because it’s a public holiday.’
Finally, they reached the Hawkesbury Region and The Great Western River, having skirted around Richmond and come in from the south through Penrith. 
As far as Jonathon could tell, not a soul had seen him since he had left the city. He pulled up on a dirt track, beneath a rambling canopy of trees, beside the Western River. Jonathon knew this spot. It was the best place in the vicinity to conceal a vehicle.
‘Right, here we go,’ he said to himself as he grabbed the letter, grabbed a hat, jumped out of the car, and followed by his faithful dog, made his way down towards the banks of the river.
They soon came to the bridge at North Richmond; the same bridge 72 had closed off with heavy trucks four and a half years ago, before massacring the inhabitants of that small, peaceful enclave. 
They reached the old bridge. It was rather the worse for wear. Its bitumen was pitted and cracked and its railings were laddered stockings. Jonathon stopped upon the bridge for a moment and felt the growing heat of the approaching midday Sun belting down upon his back, beating like a flood of fire onto every surface it could find. ‘No wonder the bridge is so weathered,’ said Jonathon, wiping the back of his neck with a handkerchief. ‘Imagine sitting without sunscreen underneath this Sun for centuries, hey, boy?’
Orwell wagged his tail but he wanted to move on. January the First in this country meant dogs needed shade by late morning.
‘Still, the river’s healthy,’ said Jonathon, moving on. ‘That’s because there are no beastly humans to foul it.’
When they reached the far bank, Jonathon retrieved the letter from his pocket, opened it and began to read. He stopped talking at this point as he concentrated on following the instructions Winston had given him all those years before. Orwell followed dutifully through the tufted grass and nettle patches, under the heavy and eerie silence, punctuated only by the shrill rattle of the frogs, or by the occasional bird cry. 
As Jonathon paced twenty steps this way and thirty steps that, he thought about Winston and Aldous. He had only known them for a matter of minutes but he had immediately grown fond of them; particularly Aldous, whom he knew to be a man of fine character from the television broadcasts of parliament. Parliament? He laughed bitterly to himself. That’s a laugh. Television? There’s another. Nothing now but propaganda. All swept away in this Vile world. 
He passed a cave. Good, he thought to himself: still on the right track. 
And as for Aldous and Winston? Presumably dead, otherwise they would have contacted him long before now. But whatever it was he was chasing, as he forced his way through paspalum and under brittle brambling bushes, was obviously very important. Yes, he reminded himself, step carefully: very important equalled potentially damaging to Viles which equalled very dangerous for him.
It took some time, but eventually the duo reached a bend in the river and an impassable huge mass of vines and creepers. Jonathon stopped and scratched his head and wiped away the profuse sweat which had asserted itself upon his brow almost as soon as he had stopped. His blue overalls were besmirched with dirt. Orwell stood beside him looking more than slightly dishevelled. His fur had been roughly massaged this way and that by the undergrowth and he had incurred a few stinging whips across his unprotected legs along the way.
So there they stood beside this mass of vegetation -Jonathon in his hat and overalls, looking like Farmer Jones, and Orwell by his leg, looking like a tired and undersized sheepdog. Something was puzzling his master.
‘That’s funny, Orwell. This is the place. Should we go wading into this lot?’
As an answer, Orwell’s head and ears suddenly lifted high with memory. Wait a minute. He knew this place. Fond memories. What exactly? No matter, he knew what to do. He rushed headlong into the thicket.
‘Orwell!’ cried Jonathon at once surprised and fearful for his dear companion. But Orwell could no longer be seen. He could be heard, however, scratching away inside the vast bowl of vegetation.
Jonathon rushed towards the defiant bushes and began to rip through them. ‘Orwell! Where are you?’ he shouted, tearing away at the mass of green and brown. He was beginning to worry that Orwell might have snared himself on a nasty branch, or caught himself in some tangle of tough weed, but if that was so, why was he not complaining? Orwell wasn’t one to bark unnecessarily (just like humans – dumb dogs bark the most) but surely if he was trapped?
At that same moment Orwell did bark. It was more of a yelp, really, because Jonathon had inadvertently stepped on his tail.
‘Sorry, boy,’ he apologised, picking up his small chum and inspecting him to see that he was alright. ‘What are you doing running into ..?’
Jonathon stopped short. He had only reached a metre or so into the foliage but the reason Orwell’s progress had been halted became obvious. The greenery was not as dense as it appeared from the outside. It was acting as a camouflage for a small, rounded mud-brick structure.
‘I wonder what it is, boy,’ said Jonathon, cautiously opening the door. A gush of musty stale air rushed out to meet the outside world.
With irises dilating, master and dog entered that dark space.






 

Chapter 3

Orwell knew this little round room very well. Once he got stoned there. It was the circular temple to which his first master, Alan Brand, had taken him on many occasions, many lives ago. He remembered it because of those strange squiggly patterns on the roof.
It was cool and damp inside the shell. The vines enshrouding the temple had robbed it of any useful light. But Jonathon, ever resourceful, pulled out a small pocket torch from his overalls. He shone it, first on the ground, in fear of snakes and the like, and then along the walls and into the adjacent kitchen. All the time Orwell was having doggie-deja-vu, especially when Jonathon shone his torch upon the wall and he remembered the picture of the four Gods residing there.
‘What in the world is this place?’ Jonathon muttered to himself. He had finished surveying the 360 degree room and turned his torch onto the letter. ‘Now let’s see. The last paragraph. You’d think I’d remember it, wouldn’t you, Orwell? How many times did I repeat it last night? Look to the propagator of a thousand natural dreams. There you will find me. Now what on Earth does that mean?’ 
Jonathon had posed the question as rhetorical, but his question had, in fact, found a recipient who could answer it. Orwell suddenly barked and headed recklessly into the darkness.
This startled Jonathon, who quickly turned the torch towards the table, where he found Orwell, already arrived there, with his paw upon the ancient hookah. It was defiled by a million cobwebs and its glass was stained brown from earlier use and from a century of neglect.
‘Is this it, boy?’ asked Jonathon, homing in on Orwell’s obvious excitement. He rested the torch next to the old smoking implement and carefully pulled back the gossamer. Dust spiralled up into the air, visible through the torch light. The only sound was Orwell’s excited, uneven panting.
Jonathon turned the hookah end over end and examined it from every angle. He examined the pipes, he examined the bowl, he examined the cone and he examined the base, and as he did so he repeated to himself, ‘The propagator of a thousand natural dreams,’ and Orwell looked on patiently. 
At last Orwell could stand it no more. He waited for Jonathon to turn the hookah with its base facing up and then he yelped wildly and scraped his paw across it.
‘In here?’ asked Jonathon, puzzled by Orwell’s behaviour, but equally certain that Orwell was on to something. He felt closely around the outside of the base for several seconds and then, behind his broad-rimmed glasses, his eyes widened with surprise. ‘Wait a minute. I think ...’ and as he felt around, there was a sudden click and an object fell out onto the table.
Jonathon picked it up. It was a small wooden box.
‘What are we going to find, boy? What are we going to find?’ Jonathon repeated to himself mindlessly as he carefully opened the case.
What he found was a key, another piece of paper and a small, shrink-wrapped cellophane package. With the aid of his torch he read out aloud: ‘Greetings friend. This key will open the door to an underground laboratory. You will find it beneath the kitchen floor. Remove the sixth tile from the far wall. In the laboratory you will find a book of instructions on how to proceed. Good Luck. P.S. The contents of the cellophane package are not essential but they may come in handy. 
It was unsigned.
Jonathon looked at the shrink-wrapped package but his mind was already on what was in the underground lab. So he pocketed the package and made his way into the kitchen, followed closely by Orwell. He found the tile in question and removed it with ease, since it was simply resting there. He brushed away the dirt and found a key hole in the floor. He inserted the key, took a breath for good luck, and turned it.
No sooner had the key turned, than a trapdoor sprang open, peeling back two dozen tiles which rested upon it. This startled both man and dog, who jumped back from the suddenly exposed cavity. Light sprang out of it, revealing a rung of stairs and another floor, several metres below.
‘There’s power on down there,’ said Jonathon with surprise and with incredible deftness for such a large man, moments later, had descended into the secret chamber. 
Orwell took a little longer to negotiate the stairs, since he was a forced by his body-type to do so face first, unlike his master, who had led with a somewhat less attractive part of his anatomy. Steep stairways, Orwell was thinking, were not designed for dogs. The incline was so steep that he quickly gathered great speed with each step he took and virtually fell for the last few rungs. By the time he had skidded on his belly onto the laboratory floor, Jonathon was already standing beside a metal table, looking down upon it with interest.
Orwell made his way to his master’s feet and tried to make his presence felt. Jonathon was obviously reading something, but Orwell couldn’t see what it was, nor could he reach sufficient elevation to do so. He was beside himself with curiosity so he rubbed against Jonathon’s leg and he even gave a little yelp to gain his master’s attention. But it was no use. Whatever his master was reading had him completely absorbed. So Orwell thought that he would take a look around instead and see what he could discover.
The room was lighted like a mortuary and it bore the bright, surreal Spartan austerity of such a place. It was the same size and dimensions as the round room above. The metal laboratory table ran around the wall and a metal cupboard rolled with the wall’s arc above it. Behind the wooden rungs, which had deposited Orwell onto the floor, were several operating tables. But what Jonathon hadn’t noticed, in his haste to learn the secret of the book he now read, was at the far end of the room. A heavy black curtain was drawn there, effectively cutting the room into two sections. Orwell decided to learn the secret behind the black curtain. He scampered over.
Jonathon had a look of total amazement on his face as his eyes scanned the pages. ‘Orwell,’ he said, ‘this is unbelievable. Aldous and his friends ... past lives ... and the Memorex ...’ again he lapsed into silence, ripped back out of the real world by some new information in Winston’s notebook.
Orwell was nosing around the base of the curtain, but rather frustratingly for him, could find no way through its heavy ruffles. His first attempt was to burrow under the curtain, but it proved too heavy; next he tried to find the central gap where the two sections of curtain met, but he found there was none – the curtain was one big, heavy piece of cloth. He got tangled more than once before finally edging his way around the wall and into the enclosed and secret place.
Jonathon had opened up one of the wall compartments and was looking at a small metal box that he had discovered there, when Orwell’s bark erupted with frightening volume into that hitherto silent space. The bark was so loud and urgent that Jonathon nearly dropped the box he was holding. Immediately, he raced towards the curtain.
‘What is it, boy? Are you alright?’ And he ripped back the curtain to reveal the room’s hidden content.
 

*

 
Viles looked down imperiously from his helicopter as the farmland sprawled out below. 72, still in sunglasses and bearing a stoic expression, sat opposite him.
Viles couldn’t put his finger on it, but something was beginning to irk him about 72. He was a little too cocky; a little too self-assured for his own good. There was a time when 72 idolised him. He used to see the admiration and the loyalty in 72’s eyes, but not now. For one, his dark-skinned colleague insisted on wearing those ridiculous sunglasses, like some second-rate cop. This irritated Viles. But secondly, and more significantly, Viles had noted that 72’s tone of voice was increasingly betraying a silent disdain, which he suspected was directed at him, and this he would not endure.
Viles was still staring out of the window, lost in these thoughts, when a sudden spasm racked his stomach and he doubled over in pain. 72 moved towards him but Viles pushed him away.
‘I’m alright!’ Viles thundered. ‘Leave me!’ and 72 sat back in his seat, carefully eyeing his leader.
Several moments later the spasm had passed and Viles sat erect. He moved a trembling hand upon his brow and wiped away the sweat that had suddenly collected there. 72 produced a handkerchief. Viles took it and dabbed it upon his upper lip
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