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The newspapers had a field day. The headline in The Sun read: 'Jail Bird,' an oblique reference to the project's avian tag. The article, by the newspaper's military correspondent, outlined in graphic detail how they believed the UK's MOD had been developing an unusual and deadly audible weapon. Alongside was a photograph of Tim Picket, led by two police officers, handcuffed into Suffolk's Police HQ.

The Daily Mail lead with 'The Sound of Justice!' with the same photograph as The Sun's. The article accompanying it was a little more accusatory however, hinting of a long cover up by the authorities after the protest group AAO (Animals Against Oppression) had blown the whistle on the secret project. "In this day and age~ the article began, "how were these cruel and vindictive experiments against animals** allowed to happen?"  It quoted Margaret Thomas from the AAO too, suggesting that possibly family members had been involved. She wasn't able to give details, she said, as the case was "currently subject to a legal embargo by the MOD", and that "national security" was at stake.

The splash on the morning's newspapers was immediately taken up by the television news. At one o'clock, the BBC's Look East opt-out included a piece to camera from an OB unit parked directly outside the police HQ. On ITV and Sky News, Margaret Thomas of the AAO was pictured standing outside the approach road to Sizewell, with 'POLICE - DO NOT CROSS LINE' banners, fluttering in the breeze, and clearly visible in the background. 

**Project Hummingbird is / was a highly sensitive AI device for use in military battlefield conditions. Based on the manipulation of critical & deadly audible manipulation, secret development has relied on the experimental application to small mammals with Ai providing the necessary confidential coding for use on humans *** 

***Foreign powers who were able to access the secret blueprints and coding of this device could blackmail the United Kingdom or its allies to their advantage. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

ONE 'Confinement'
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Cell number eight in Suffolk's drab Police Headquarters could never be described as a 'must see' by anyone with a vague or weird interest in criminality or the history of criminality. Grey gloss paint, a boring cold stone floor and a slit of a window was hardly comforting to anyone who had suddenly found themselves on the wrong side of the law. 

Not that it was ever meant to be cosy.

Tim Picket, just half an hour ago a respectable middle class MOD scientific officer and Arsenal fan, continued to pace around the cell like a caged beast, the prime suspect in a degrading and cruel project that had been exposed in the local community.

At 12 noon exactly, his Apple iphone 11 rang out a reminder to take his medication. For a brief moment Tim stood still, his brain registering the familiar sound in an unfamiliar environment. He realised that the duty officer who had originally charged him had failed to notice the secure and secret pocket sown into his corduroy chinos carrying the device.  A real and really serious rooky error from the Suffolk detective. Ironically, not the iphone, but the prescribed Dopamine had been deliberately and automatically removed from Tim's pockets and placed in a sealed bag under the suspicion of illegal drugs. 

Tim briefly panicked as he fumbled unsuccessfully to find his important and prescribed medication that had to be taken on time every day. Discovering their absence, he nervously but firmly tugged at the flimsy red cord in the corner of the cell that would alert the officers to respond.

Within a few seconds, the jangling sound of a substantial bunch of keys and footsteps could be heard echoing around the underground corridor of cells. Tim's cell door noisily swung open to reveal D I Ingamells standing wearily in the dimly lit corridor.

"Mr Picket? Room Service?"

Tim was suddenly taken aback by this sudden expression of humour which had been notably absent since his arrest in the early hours. Paradoxically, it seemed both welcome but untimely in this situation. 

Tim stuttered with surprise as the officer stood and waited for an answer.

"My Parkinsons medication, my er...medication - it has to be taken on time, and I think that the duty officer on the desk removed it from me before I had a chance to explain what it was for... I er..."

Before Tim had a chance to continue, the officer reached inside his uniform and produced the rather tatty box of pills that Tim usually carried around, and chucked them onto the bed in the corner of the cell. "There - we guessed that this is what you wanted, apologies, sir, our mistake, we should have realised that you needed these for your condition. Our desk sergeant didn't read your medical notes correctly after we questioned you. Do you need a drop of water?" Tim nodded nervously. This  apparent and sudden show of humanity disturbed him, but he smiled graciously and accepted the packet. "and I'll be having that phone too, please sir"

"yes, water helps, thank-you, if it's not too much trouble. It's never easy swallowing these dry, especially when you're stressed, and I er..." Tim tried to ingratiate himself with D I Ingamells standing in front of him. " I don't suppose I'll hear anything about my arrest today, will I? he added.

D I Ingamells was silent for a moment, but turning to leave the cell, smiled and made a thumbs up sign.

Still feeling slightly dejected, Tim turned and flopped back down on the seriously uncomfortable bed. 

After his early morning call, he was tired and confused. And now without his mobile phone, confiscated by the overly jolly detective, he felt very lost, and out of touch with the familiar world outside the cell.

Sleep was his only option. If he could. But fortunately for once, this came easily, with a feature-length dream thrown in for good measure. Strange. Very strange. Brains, eh? Odd things...
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TWO 'Dream'
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The chicken appeared to be huge. Overgrown and much, much larger than normal. Free range in all probability. Feathers plumped up and looking particularly fierce with the breed's familiar jerking movements very apparent, seriously violent.

Behind the chicken, a brown and white Friesian cow was standing, nonchalantly chewing away at a patch of overgrown green grass, udders visibly full. Totally ignoring the large chicken. Both creatures were surrounded by a group of pretty male Mallard ducks, nervously pecking the grass and squawking loudly, like excited young children on a school trip. A single, tiny brown, furry Vole and a mouse weaved in and out between them all, and above, in the bright winter sky, a Hummingbird circled the scene.

In the opposite corner of the field, stood some kind of abstract metal and wood structure, sixteen or so metres in height, wide as a London bus, being assembled like a giant piece of IKEA flat pack furniture. A huge pile of screws and rivets was being carefully unwrapped and placed on top of a pile of AO white cartridge paper. Each appeared to show a set of complicated instructions printed in bright red ink. A round, rusty metal light precariously sitting on a wooden tripod, lit the scene brightly and some newish looking laptop computers, lids open, lay randomly nearby. Silver- and brass-coloured strands of unprotected wire protruded from each corner of the object, and three or four large satellite dishes were angled up towards the cloudless sky, casting shadows on the surrounding soggy ground. 

Men, and maybe one or two women, dressed in bright florescent yellow hazard tabards, wearing MOD approved headphones, stood watching as the parts were assembled by some kind of automated robot, also yellow in colour. Each person standing appeared to have a small dog. Jack Russell’s possibly.

Random numbers strapped onto the dog's backs appeared to match calibration marks painted on large poles in the distance, behind the other animals. A large digital clock, also stuck on a rusty pole, appeared to be counting down minutes and seconds.

A flash of bright intense white light, followed by ten or so seconds of an ear-piercing sound suddenly erupted and sent the petrified cow, chicken, ducks and vole diving into a stream of brown polluted water running nearby. 

A concoction of feathers and mud clouded the air, as the men and women in bright jackets scrambled to remain standing. The dogs winced and tugged violently at their leads before escaping towards the large poles and beyond, their long leather leads and collars dragging behind them like ancient Roman chariots. 

The mayhem lasted for only a few seconds. The area brightened.

Calm appeared to be quickly restored as if nothing had actually happened. Stillness prevailed. A colourful double rainbow formed in the azure blue sky, and highlighted the uncompleted structure. The petrified and confused dogs continued to run for their lives over the distant horizon, barking and snarling.

The chicken, cow and ducks, climbed slowly out of the stream, shaking rigorously, and returned to their original positions. The Hummingbird continued to circle above, surveying the scene with its beady dark eyes.

But below, the vole lay motionless nearby. 

Dead. Covered in slimy black mud.
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THREE 'Release'
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"Mr Picket! Hello! Timothy! Are you awake? Are you awake? Hello! nightmare, was it? You've got things to attend to - this is Inspector Viv Jones; she's going to talk you through the bail procedure."

D I Ingamells turned around and behind him stood a fairly small, youngish lady in a smart blue jacket holding a rather tatty ring binder stuffed with official looking forms. An A4 manila folder was loosely and haphazardly stapled to it. 

Tim Picket rubbed his eyes and blinked as the rather portly body of D I Ingamells was replaced by a new and previously unknown member of the Suffolk constabulary.

"Good morning, Sir. I trust that you've had a good sleep - my sergeant reports a few moans and noises coming from this cell over the last few hours. Maybe your medication gives you bad dreams? or was it the cheese sandwich? Sorry about our slip up earlier, removing your medicine, very remiss of us. We need to tighten our procedures. On the other hand, you did benefit from your alarm on the 'iphone that you shouldn't have kept, and that we should've discovered in our body search. One of my colleagues has been severely reprimanded about that.  Still, no harm done, eh? Now, where were we? Oh yes, the charge sheet. Let's see. You've been charged with causing unnecessary suffering to animals, contrary to the Animals Act of 1911 and the subsequent Animal Welfare Act of 2007. Can you confirm that?"

"I guess so"

Inspector Jones looked slightly disturbed and mumbled to herself "Not nice" while turning and rereading the charge sheet.

"Now, by signing this, you must agree to cease all contact with, now, where's the list? Oh yes, a Mr. Johnathon Frobrisher, a Mrs Anne Frobrisher and a Miss Sarah Andrews. The latter lives with Mr Johnathon Frobrisher but I believe Mrs Frobrisher is divorced and lives separately alone in another location. We will require your passport to be surrendered and you will need to report to us here in Ipswich every week until we receive the date for a court hearing. The sergeant on the desk will issue you with a spreadsheet outlying your responsibilities in regard of this." 

"So, I'm free to leave, am I?"

"For the time being, yes - a date for your appearance in front of a magistrate will be communicated with you within the next twenty-four hours. We have your mobile number and email address I believe. In addition, I would suggest that you contact your solicitor. John Boyd, wasn't it? as soon as you can, preferably later today or tomorrow when you get home"

Inspector Jones handed Tim the bail sheet and a rather unprofessional looking chewed black biro to sign the agreement.

The form completed, she turned and gestured towards the open cell door. "I think you know the way out - up two flights and turn left at the top, through the grey swing door. The duty sergeant will be aware of your release and
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