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Prologue

 

INT.LABORATORY.DAY

 

The naked blank of PAUL VILES floats in a transparent canister. It is sallow and pristine - suspended like an astronaut in a giant test tube.
 
All around is the bustle of white coats; busy scientists who pay no heed to the floating object.
 
However, TWO SCIENTISTS, one woman and one man, regard the ghastly presence with disquiet. They look at the blank and then to each other with obvious concern.
 

V/O (GORDON)

Mr Speaker, I must protest this stupidity ...

 
DISSOLVE INTO
 

INT.HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES.DAY
 
ALDOUS GORDON, a fine featured, well presented man in his early fifties, addresses The House. His statement has caused much 'rhubarb' from the Government benches. THE SPEAKER bashes his gavel and calls for order over the tumultuous noise.
 

ALDOUS GORDON (CONT.)

. . . I repeat, Mr Speaker - stupidity. Is the government so blinded by the promise of funding from pharmaceutical lobby groups that it is willing to revive such a tyrant as Paul Viles? Mr Speaker, no amount of funding is worth such a risk. Surely the Prime Minister sees that?

 

Again The House erupts. PETER EVERINGHAM stands and faces Gordon. He is about sixty, pot-bellied and bespectacled. He quells the noise from his own benches.
 

PETER EVERINGHAM

Mr Speaker, the Honorary Member for Glebe and Leader of the Opposition is misguided if he believes we wish to reanimate the blank of the former President Viles for monetary gain.
 

ALDOUS GORDON

Why then?
 

PETER EVERINGHAM

Oh come, come, Aldous, don't play dumb with me. You know very well why.
 

ALDOUS GORDON

I want to hear it. I want it tabled in The House.
 

PETER EVERINGHAM

We wish to reanimate Viles, Mr Speaker, because of the wealth of scientific data his genius can provide. He and he alone knows the secret of Memorex. Our scientists have been unable to crack its code.
 

ALDOUS GORDON

So you would revive this monster and unleash him on a peaceful world?
 

PETER EVERINGHAM

Oh really, Mr Gordon, do drop the histrionics. Paul Viles is one man. We can control one man.

ALDOUS GORDON

Can you? Are you certain? This one man was the scourge of the twenty third century. We must not breathe life back into him.
 

PETER EVERINGHAM

We have within our grasp the Holy Grail of eternal life, Mr Speaker. Of eternal life! Our polls show that almost eighty percent of our population is in favour of reanimation.
 

ALDOUS GORDON

This man is dangerous!

 

PETER EVERINGHAM

For all your over dramatisation, Aldous, you always did step back when you saw the brink. That is why you lead The Opposition and I The Government.
 

With this there is loud laughter from The Government benches and angry yelling from The Opposition benches. Once again The Speaker bashes his gavel for calm.
 

SPEAKER

Order! Order! This House will come to order!
 

The noise diminishes unevenly.
 

ALDOUS GORDON

Mr Speaker. The Prime Minister's opinion of me is irrelevant but sanity must prevail. 
 

PETER EVERINGHAM

We have dawdled and debated this for nearly two decades, Mr Speaker. The time has come to vote.

All eyes turn towards The Speaker.
 

SPEAKER

Very well. Gentlemen?
 
He nods to both sides of The House. Everingham and Gordon take up their respective seats.
 

The sound of fingers punching buttons can be heard in the quiet that follows.
 
The speaker looks over his glasses at a computer screen embedded in his desk.
 

SPEAKER

(pause)

I declare the bill carried.
 

The House erupts on both sides; The Government in jubilation; The Opposition in anger.
 
Everingham is greeted on all sides with handshakes.
 
Gordon picks up his papers and angrily exits The House.
 
INT.LABORATORY.DAY
 

ANGLE ON to the insipid vision of Viles' blank suspended in the canister.

 

V/O (SPEAKER)

The blank of Paul Viles will be reanimated at a time to be designated by this chamber.
 

 
INT.LABORATORY.DAY
 
The two scientists take one last anxious look at Viles and leave the laboratory.







 

Chapter 1

Angela shivered as she entered the room. It was a large steel coffin; a place to be avoided. A crescent of chairs sat in an arc at its centre and on these chairs sat a variety of wax dummies, all with metal caps fixed upon their wax heads. Beside the chairs stood another dummy; it was an effigy of Viles, frozen in evil tableau, gloating at the inanimate gathering. There was nothing else. Metal room; metal chairs; metal headpieces attached to wax dummies. She looked up to a window overseeing this unfriendly space; this space to be avoided. She shivered again in a rumble of déjà vu and her dark hair shook briefly.
The guide was behind her, still ushering tardy tourists into the museum-sterility of the room. He was middle-aged, had etched features, as if he might have been someone famous, but wasn’t, wore a blue cap and a blue uniform and looked very official - something like a bell hop at the Waldorf who had never risen into the senior ranks. He had a cute charm. Certainly two young Asian women were impressed. They giggled into their hands at some esoteric joke as the guide took up his prominent position between the group and the chairs.
‘This is the I.Q. Transference Chamber and above us you can see the Console Room,’ he motioned up and drew everyone’s attention to the glass window above them. 
‘The people exchanging I.Q. points would sit in these chairs,’ he motioned to the wax exhibits and then paused momentarily for effect ... ‘like dummies ...’
Angela couldn’t believe he actually got a laugh for that one from a fat family who were eating potato chips.
‘. . . and I.Q. was transferred between person, or persons, down here.’
Angela raised her hand.
‘Yes, miss?’

‘Do you believe that President Viles was as bad as they say?’

The guide was about to answer when he stopped momentarily to take in the beautiful vision that was Angela Gordon. She was in her early twenties, had black cascading past the shoulder length hair; big baby blues; to-die-for olive skin; a petite, shapely frame and a face that found an apt name in Angela. He could have been forgiven for pausing merely as a consequence of her beauty, but that was not the reason.
‘Wait a moment,’ he said with a broad, knowing grin, pointing and shaking an accusatory finger at the young woman. ‘You’re Angela Gordon, the daughter of Aldous Gordon.’
Angela went a pale shade of red as a dozen pairs of eyes bore down upon her. The fat family stopped masticating mid chomp, as if snap frozen by a sudden ice age, the Asian lassies reanimated their hands and their whispers, and four backpackers began nodding in furious recognition.
‘Everybody,’ the guide continued, totally insensitive to the embarrassment he was causing, ‘this young woman is the daughter of a very famous man. Some say that he’ll be our next prime minister.’
Angela smiled but said nothing. The guide stared at her for a further few moments, greatly increasing the tension, until at length Angela coughed and nodded towards the exhibit. At this point and only when all eyes had taken in their fill of the young beauty and returned their enquiring gaze towards the guide, did he attempt to answer the question, but he had completely forgotten what it was.
‘President Viles,’ Angela prompted.
‘Oh yes. Yes, President Viles. Yes, he was a fascinating man, by all accounts. His family-line invented the I.Q. Transference Units in the first place and he wielded total control over his population of about two million people.’
‘How do we know that he was a tyrant, like people say?’ asked one of the backpackers.

The guide moved over to the wax dummy standing beside the chairs. ‘That’s a good question,’ he replied, sidling up to the effigy of Viles. ‘Come and have a closer look, folks. This is Viles.’

And everybody did. One of the children from the fat family was about to touch the dummy with his grotty little hand, but the guide’s hand was quicker and held the chubby wrist firm.
‘Don’t touch the exhibit, little boy,’ he said with a smile that fell well short of his eyes and the little fat boy withdrew his hand and made better use of it in the chip bag.
‘Because Viles presided over Corporate City with an iron fist, we don’t know too much about the period, except for what was reported by several prominent people of the day, the British Prime Minister of the time among them. And what we do know are only fragments really. Viles operated without any form of mass media. He rarely delegated. He was so brilliant that he did most everything himself.’
The guide was gazing upon the effigy of Viles so closely, and from such close proximity, that Angela began to worry that he was going to kiss it.
‘My father believes that he was one of the greatest tyrants in history,’ she said, principally to ensure that the kiss did not eventuate.
‘Well, whatever the case,’ replied the guide still gazing lovingly at the wax mannequin, ‘it’s been a little over one hundred and twenty years since he died and just under a century since democracy took a firm root. The I.Q. Transference system still operates in a few of the world’s 250 cities to this day and there are still those in our own society who yearn for the days of old but, by and large, the days of I.Q. transfer are a thing of the past.’
‘You sound disappointed,’ returned Angela. This broke the guide’s waxy entrancement.
‘Well, I don’t know about you,’ he laughed, ‘but I could do with a few extra neurons.’

‘Me too,’ piped up one of the fat parents through a mouth full of potato chips, and he was probably right.

 ‘In fact,’ the guide continued, ‘as you all know, we may yet see the return of President Viles. I’m sure you all know about ‘The Reanimation Argument’?’
‘I don’t!’ exclaimed the little fat boy through a mouth full of chips.
The guide ignored him. 
‘But we have one further treat for you today before we conclude the tour. If you could all just follow me?’
And Angela, the giggling girls, the backpackers and the fat family did so, through a door and into a large enclosure. They found themselves inside a giant, transparent convex bowl that arched above them like the ecliptic. In the centre of the space was a metal maze within which small wax dummies carried guns in some long abandoned, but bloody contest. Around this centrepiece there were tiers of scaled-down seats. Each seat was perhaps no bigger than the palm of a hand, but there were thousands of them and every seat was occupied by a miniature spectator. The upper tier had glass between it and the centre but the lower tier had none. Of the tiny dummies occupying the seats, those in the top tier were seated and those in the lower tier were standing. Perched above the whole coliseum-like arrangement was a bubble suspended beneath the central portion at the top of the dome and in this was a miniature version of President Viles. Again, he was portrayed as a kingly figure, leering down triumphantly at the carnage being wrought silently below.
The group reached the top of the exhibit. They stood behind the top tier and from their vantage point they could clearly see Viles gazing down upon the startling scene.
‘Wow!’ exclaimed the fat boy. ‘It must’ve been great to really be there!’
‘I’ve no doubt that it was,’ replied the guide. ‘This was where the I.Q. 30s fought to the death. Only one survivor. The 100s, who never gambled the I.Q. they were allocated at birth, sat up here in the top seats behind the glass, and the lower I.Q.s, the risk-takers, took their chances in the open lower levels. It was a very ordered society – everyone knew their place.’
‘No one had a vote though, did they?’ Angela asked in her very proper voice.
‘No, it wasn’t a democracy,’ replied the guide, ‘but the system had its own beauty.’
‘Not if you were down there,’ she motioned down into the maze, ‘fighting for your life, accumulating I.Q. points by killing others.’
‘It was a system based on chance.’
‘If only it were that simple. Didn’t parents sometimes gamble away their children’s I.Q.?’
‘A minor glitch.’
‘Not if you’re the child.’
The game of verbal tennis had the rest of the tour group ball-following from Angela to the guide and back again.
‘A benevolent dictatorship can have its merits, miss.’
‘A benevolent dictatorship?’ she replied, aghast, and was about to take this last statement to task, when she felt a small buzz through her handbag. 
‘Excuse me,’ she apologised and moved away from the group. She delved into her bag and retrieved her phone. She began reading the text message crawling across it.
The guide took the opportunity of her absence to make his point, as well as rattle out his usual spiel. He rambled on in the background.
‘You see I.Q. transference was an appropriate tool for the times. It helped stabilise the cities of the world in the twenty third century after the earlier wars. But after the defeat of Viles, under President Edwards, Corporate City, as it was then called, reverted to democracy. Edward’s economic success in the south and Brand’s in the north and their open trade alliance proved highly lucrative for them, so other countries were soon keen to participate. Thus began the great trade years of the twenty fourth century. Not all of the world’s cities became democracies, of course, but all embraced some form of capitalism and with the exception of the former Teheran, Moscow, P’YongYang, Beijing, Rangoon and Kabul, the I.Q. regimes are now all defunct.’ 
‘Now, as you’ll all be aware, travel between and among the world’s cities is prohibited for all reasons but business, trade and politics; this has the effect of eradicating civil disturbances along racial or cultural lines. We still import the food, just not the people.’ The guide laughed at this but no one else did. ‘After all, there was enough multicultural infection in the twenty first century to provide more than enough variety of types within most city populations.’ He was at full steam now, heading for home, rattling out the patter with breathless ease. ‘The 250 cities of the world are restricted to three million people and only in exceptional circumstances, such as outstanding service to the state, can any man or woman begat more than two children before sterilisation. This has helped to stabilise the world’s population. Our city currently has just fewer than three million inhabitants and the world should reach half a billion souls in about five years from now.’

He rested for a moment and looked at the fat child, who stared vacuously back at him, and momentarily he regretted his career choice.

 ‘I should explain that because there are still many large pockets and areas of the globe still suffering from unacceptable radiation levels, cities and not countries have become the sole places in which humans dwell in our modern world. This makes people management much easier and the administration of services and the enforcement of laws much more effective and streamlined. No cities are allowed to build any weapons, or maintain armed forces, which means that most people of the early twenty fifth century are well fed and economies and markets boom with confidence. Although, it must be said that little is known about the internal administrations of the I.Q. cities. Whether or not they strictly adhere to these rules is largely unknown. Like all dictatorial systems they operate under a veil of secrecy, but at least they attend World Council Meetings and don’t generally threaten the status quo.  So, as you can see, all in all, the world is in a pretty good and stable shape.’
He paused for a quick breath.
‘After the climate settled in the last century and the urban dwellers resumed what had once been wasteland, they resumed agriculture and as time marched on, found all manner of technology out there. You see, the radiation affected areas were not quite as barren as first thought. It turned out, for example, that outside of the walls of Corporate City, many roads and structures were still intact. At first it was believed that only desert existed beyond the Great Wall, but further investigation showed that although some sections of the Sydney Basin were reduced to infertile desert wasteland, other sections were comparatively unscathed. As you were all no doubt taught in school, the wars of the twenty first century were characterised by widespread nuclear bombing between major cities, not upon them. Amazingly, in some sort of warped, Geneva-Convention-style chivalry, every country adhered to the rule of not destroying capital cities, but the end result, in some ways, was far worse. With networks of towns gone and farmland fried by radiation, the city populations starved, and chaos, and in some cases even cannibalism, followed. Thankfully, the invention of I.Q. transference by President Viles’ forefathers provided a system that quickly became established worldwide as a means of effective social organisation. It has now been over three and a half centuries since those wars, but only in the last one hundred years have citizens lived and worked in the areas that were previously wasteland. As I said, during that time, the buildings and structures still extant have yielded up many secrets. What was found in those old buildings has helped the world return, at least technologically speaking, to something like it was a few centuries ago. Finds continue to be made and democracy continues to flourish, but, as I said,’ and he cast a furtive glance towards Angela at this point and lowered his voice just a little because he sensed that she was coming back to argue the point, ‘there are those who still yearn for the return to the days of I.Q. transference and the firm control that it brought.’ His voice trailed off with an air of yearning, as out of the corner of his eye he saw his nemesis return.
Angela had finished reading her text and had resumed the group. She looked up thoughtfully towards the effigy of Viles, standing God-like above the macabre proceedings. She shook her head slightly. 
‘Well, sir,’ she said to the guide, ‘some people are about to get their wish.’ 
She gazed at the tall, spindly, wax representation of Viles; that thin, cruel face; that scarred cheek; that awful, still malevolence.
‘What do you mean?’ asked the guide.

‘They’re bringing him back,’ she almost choked on the words. ‘Those silly men are bringing back the beast.’

In a rush of excitement, the guide drew in a quick breath, flickered a brief smile and turned abruptly to look at the wax overlord.
Angela stared at it too; that cruel mouth and those dead eyes ... 
 

*

 
That cruel mouth and those dead eyes stared out through the canister, but in a warped sort of cosmetic surgery, that scarred cheek had been repaired. As yet, no flicker of life animated those nasty eyes, and the rimless glasses behind which they usually flared were never again to be necessary. They had built him better than ever. The new improved Viles - scarless and with twenty-twenty vision, floated in his chamber, impatient to resume the world.

As yet it couldn’t see, couldn’t sense, couldn’t hurt anybody, but things were soon to change. For even as the inanimate hulk drifted like a drowned sailor in the clear fluid, white–coated scientists fluttered and scurried expectantly before it, anxious to prepare the life-giving Memorex it needed for its will. And so the preparations continued in buzzing anticipation; so the hunter sets the trap that will eventually ensnare him.

A dozen of the best minds on the planet huddled like chefs over a poisonous cookbook as they followed the directions left by Viles for his restoration. With diligence and care they concocted the mixture, tenderly embraced the lifeless blank, laid it upon the metal table and injected it with the God-like serum.
For a moment, nothing, and then, a twitch, yes, a twitch and then a convulsion and then another and then a vomitous projection of amniotic fluid from the lungs as the child was born.
How they laughed those scientists, as those unfortunate enough to be deluged by the fluid raised their arms away from their bodies and flicked their hands to rid themselves of the substance. How they enjoyed even this, for they had produced life. And there was more to come, because the one to whom they had given birth, would soon become their teacher. Here was a man of fabled intelligence; unparalleled intellect, vision and power; here was a man who would show them the way to eternal life. As he himself had been reborn, twitching and convulsing before them in the paroxysm of birth, so he would lead them to their own rebirth, again and again - for under his instruction, death would be no more.
The crescent of gowned men stood expectantly around the table. No one breathed. The white body lay inert before them and then ...
Viles snapped open his eyes. Consciousness. For a moment he simply lay there, hardly daring to hope, could it be? And yes it was.

He raised himself upon his elbow and surveyed the foreign scene: A dozen wide-eyed men in a sterile rat box.

‘Welcome,’ said one of them, a nervous quaver in his voice.
Viles regarded him for a moment. Then Viles began to laugh. Viles laughed and he laughed, until the scientists looked, one to the other, in bewilderment.
He was weak, but he was back. He rested once again upon his metal bed and stared at the bright white lights above him. It had worked. Where and when he was, it mattered not: he was back. He shut his eyes. He savoured the moment. He exalted in consciousness. 
And all the while the white-coated men scurried about in excited delight and slapped each other on the back and shook hands and ...
He was back. President Paul Viles was back.







 

Chapter 2

Aldous Gordon wasn’t much of a drinker, or so he kept telling his daughter, but by the time his daughter arrived home, he’d already downed two straight scotches and was on his third as she entered the lounge room.
‘Hello, Daddy,’ she chirped in her little English accent, throwing down her handbag and leaning across her father’s scotch for a perfunctory kiss. She cast a glance at the projection on the wall as she withdrew and saw the jubilant face of Sydney’s Prime Minister plastered there, smirking away on the six o’clock news. She knew what that meant. Oops. Bad mood. Time for a drink.
‘Bad day at the office?’ she enquired as she reached the cabinet. It was an invitation and she knew it. Aldous was never short of a complaint when he had good reason. She felt it was her duty to get him started.
‘Bad day?’ he snorted, freezing Everingham’s beaming face upon the wall. ‘What you see there, Angela, is a prize idiot. You know what he’s gone and done, don’t you?’
‘You sent me a message. Remember?’
But Aldous was in no mood to remember. ‘He’s only gone and passed that ludicrous bill. He’s reanimating Viles. The fool. It’s probably already been done. No sooner an act, than enacted.’
He reanimated the broadcast.

Angela smiled over the lip of her glass and regarded her father, sitting there mumbling obscenities at the flickering images upon the white wall, with silver-white hair to match and with a scowl upon that usually generous face; a genius to be sure, but at times, an absolute madman. He could add up numbers in his head as quickly as an adept monk with an abacus; he could learn how to play any musical instrument to proficiency within a week and once, to win a bet, he had memorised ‘The Rime of the Ancient Mariner’ in one reading and recited it flawlessly: but he could never tie the knot in his tie with any authority; he could never remember what the hell he had done with his pocket handkerchief and he could never remember what year it was, although he knew the upcoming times of the transition of Venus for the next one thousand years down to the minute. He was in his early fifties, he had a thin face, with fiercely intelligent big brown eyes that sat commandingly above bony, high cheekbones; he had an angular jaw, which some women found quite becoming; he had a thin, almost emaciated body, upon which was always draped an immaculately pressed suit; he invariably wore colourful suspenders to hold up his trousers, which always pulled them up a little too high (she felt); he polished his shoes to perfection, he loved cricket, he had an English sounding voice, having lived there for some time, he was pedantic, but at times  erratic: All in all, he was a scientific thinker with an artist’s soul. He was weird. And she loved him dearly.

Angela laughed quietly to herself and with her heart suddenly so filled with love for her father, she put down her drink, walked over to him and knelt down behind his reclining chair. She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him on the top of his silvery head. 
He was engrossed in the television report. ‘Hello, sweetheart,’ he muttered, as if she had just entered the room. ‘You won’t believe what Everingham’s gone and done.’
‘Don’t tell me. He’s passed a bill to reanimate Viles?’
‘Yes. How did you know?’ her father replied, still glued to the news.
Again she laughed and rested her forehead lightly upon his thinning tussle of white hair. ‘If only all people were like you, Daddy,’ she sighed, with her darling dark curls lying upon his thin, wispy ones. ‘You care about ideas and managing people. You leave the gossip to the fashion magazines and personality dysfunction to the soapies.’
‘Yes,’ he replied, ‘but I fear the soap opera of everyday life is about to wash over us. The tide’s coming in. Look at this.’
He beefed up the sound and leant interestedly forward, which left Angela clutching the back of the leather lounge. 
Upon the wall was a close up of the smiling Paul Viles. Without glasses, Viles boniness was even more pronounced.
‘He looks like a caricature cartoon character,’ said Angela. ‘Something from the early times they occasionally showed us at school.’
‘He’s no cartoon character,’ Aldous replied, his eyes fixed firmly upon the projection. ‘He’s real and he’s very much alive.’
‘What will he do?’
‘I have no idea, Angela. I have no idea,’ her father replied, leaning back again into her embrace, ‘but my guess is he won’t be opening a book shop and settling down in the suburbs.’
He stilled the picture on a mid-shot of Viles and stared at it.
She raised her eyes and once again rested her chin upon her father’s head. She gazed at the wall and as she did, she began, more than ever, to share her father’s misgivings. There he was, Viles, very much the man in form, having just stepped out of a limousine into a sea of flashing cameras and a throng of reporters. There he was: the besuited Viles, legendary president of bygone days, reinstated by democracy: now there was an irony - Viles the dictator, voted back into the game; Viles, the smiling assassin, frozen upon the wall, a host of radiant faces as a border to his portrait; Viles, the tyrant ... and yes he was. She stood up and walked involuntarily towards the wall in a miasma of revelation and fear.
‘What is it, Angela?’ asked Aldous, watching her unusual behaviour. ‘If you get too close you only get pixels.’
Angela touched the wall where Viles’ scar should have been. ‘He’s back,’ she murmured.
‘That’s what I’ve been trying to tell you,’ said Aldous a little gruffly with his voice muffled and strangely amplified by the glass as he attacked his scotch.
But Angela was lost in thought. She didn’t really know what she meant. She had known about the ‘Viles Reanimation Argument’ ever since she had been a little girl. Her father had made opposition to Viles’ rebirth one of his major policy platforms ever since the test tube containing his life force and the Memorex had been discovered in the Blue Mountains some twenty odd years before, but until now, it had merely been an idea, a fairy tale, somehow removed from her own life. Now, as she looked upon the scarless vision peering imperiously into her lounge room, for the first time, she felt an overwhelming sense of foreboding and personal involvement. 
Viles commanded attention. If it was possible for an image to have an aura, his did. This man was a planet shaker. Instinctively, she knew it; she could see it. This was no wax effigy. He was real and he was dangerous. Surely everyone else would see it too? Surely they too would see the danger? All you had to do was look at him. She had seen pictures once of a man called Hitler. This man looked nothing like him, but there were similarities in demeanour; a self-assuredness; a lurking danger; some unstated potential, as if he looked beyond the moment into some extraordinary and certain future, a future which saw him at its awful core. Surely others would sense it too? They must.

But what was more, she felt a strong sense of knowing him; of having personally felt his presence. She grew frightened and she backed away from the wall, just as her father reanimated the visual. Her heart was thumping, quite irrationally. She was always so sensible; always in control, but this man ... 

‘He means to rule the world,’ she stuttered, still staring at the wall.
Aldous was oblivious to the tremor in her voice. ‘Yes indeed,’ he replied distantly. Then he waved his hand in the general direction of the smiling politicians on the wall. ‘Look at them, Angela. They couldn’t wait to give birth to him. The bill was passed at middle day and here we are now, what, six hours later? And there stands Viles as large as life in the spotlight. And look at Viles. Anybody else would be sipping peppermint tea and relaxing by the pool, but not him. Oh no. He’s straight back into it.’ He began talking at the projection of the news, (which he was want to do on occasions when world events displeased him). ‘Can’t wait to ruffle life’s feathers, can you, Mr President Viles, sir? Can’t wait to stir up a bit of serious mischief.’ He plonked his feet up on the coffee table and crossed his arms in petulant, but futile defiance.
Angela, having composed herself, was making straight for her drink. ‘Why doesn’t the Prime Minister see the danger?’ she asked. 
‘Peter Everingham’s not a student of history. Very few people are, alas. But I am, and I can tell you, this man is bad news. According to eyewitness reports he actually killed people Angela - personally.’ He spoke to the wall again. ‘Well done, Mr Everingham.’ He grabbed for the remnants of his scotch and held it up in mock toast. ‘You’ve opened up the box and let out a mass murderer.’
‘Can you prove that?’ Angela asked, with a tremolo arm buried deep inside her vocal fold.

‘Prove it?’ Aldous returned with a furrowed brow and a disconnected expression upon his face. ‘No, I can’t prove it. No one can prove it. That’s the problem. There are no records. This man was more thorough than Stalin.’ 

He took a final slug of his drink, thrust himself back into his soft, leather lounge and stared angrily over his elevated feet at the moving pictures of Viles shaking hands with Everingham beneath the drunken light of the photographers’ flashes.
 

*

 
Everingham was all smiles as he introduced his attractive, younger, wife to Paul Viles. It was never a good idea to introduce your attractive, younger, wife to Paul Viles, but Everingham didn’t know Viles yet.
Viles smiled a practised approximation of a grin and tried not to appear too licentious under the close gaze of the photographers, but he had been asleep for a long time and he did so like blondes. He held Mrs Everingham’s hand for a protracted time before he said: ‘If beauty had a name it would be ..?’
The tall, slender woman took a moment to take the bait, so entranced was she, before she stammered, ‘Oh, Veronica.’ And she blushed and lowered her crystal eyes.
Everingham, like most males of most cultures and times, was so lost in the pomposity of public performance and so enamoured with his own sense of resulting self-importance, that he didn’t notice the exchange. Instead, he guided the tall, spindly former president along the red carpet, through the tumultuous knots of humanity pressing upon the ropes on either side, and towards the foyer of the Grand Hotel.
And all the while, Viles nodded and smiled and played the part of the ambassador; or was it the king? He traced the air with limp-wristed invisible circular waves and he even stopped to address the thronging crowd just before he entered the lobby. He raised his arms and just like Nuremburg, the crowd was instantly silenced.
‘I thank you all for coming,’ he stated grandly. ‘I have many stories to tell and many secrets to reveal.’
With this he waved, turned and disappeared into the hotel, followed by Everingham, his wife and the prime minister’s retinue.
The crowd outside erupted in a rapturous backing to this set piece and their fervour was unabated for several minutes. Eventually, the crowd gave up hoping for an encore and began to disperse. 
For twenty years they had waited and now here he was - the genius of the twenty third century living and breathing among them. As they moved away, children prattled to nodding parents, young women clutched their chests with excitement and young men clenched their fists and pumped the air in jubilation. 
For all of their lives the argument had raged - to bring back the I.Q. President, or not? A folk lore had sprung up around him; a glorious lingering charisma enhanced by time. He was bold. He was decisive. Like the new sheriff in a beleaguered town in a Western movie he dispensed justice with alacrity, fairness and a firm hand. He was the antithesis of their current leaders, who hampered by elections and greed, had to pander to the public will to maintain their snouts in the trough. No, President Viles was a legend. He was a man to be reckoned with - a hero of antiquity. Old men told hand-me-down tales of death and destruction. They called him a murderer and a tyrant, but what did they know? Were they there? How could they know? History was one thing, but here and now was another. The time was ripe for a man such as Viles. Here was the knowledge of the ages embodied in a peerless intellect, resurrected from the dust. And once President Viles revealed the secrets of Memorex, as he would surely do, they too would have the secret of eternal life. They had to admit it; for once their leaders had made a bold and proper choice. For once democracy had carried the true will of the people.
For Viles, the dying buzz of the common mass subsided behind the revolving glass doors and was instantly replaced by the louder, closer excited buzz of the media melee. Upon the cool, tiled, booming audio nightmare of the hotel foyer, a hundred crammed bodies, cameras and microphones swamped the new-born hero. In his day, Viles had never allowed any media to exist; it had suited his clandestine purposes. But now, well, since it was already here, he may as well make use of it, and to be honest, he had to admit, he was enjoying himself. He stepped confidently ahead of the prime minister, through the restless ocean of reporters, and was ushered towards a seat behind a long table. With easy elegance he took up his position beside Everingham as the media parasites began to suck blood.
‘Mr Viles, sir. What’s it like to be back?’ asked one puffy-faced, grey-skinned man who didn’t look long for this world.
‘Just like I’ve never been gone,’ Viles replied and the media throng laughed, not because it was funny, but because it seemed like the appropriate response.
‘Can you tell us about Memorex?’ asked a handsome, prime-time woman who prided herself on always cutting to the chase.
Viles regarded her with interest. ‘No,’ he replied. ‘And never ask a closed question.’
The crowd laughed, the woman rankled and her cheeks reddened slightly.

‘I don’t mean to be rude,’ Viles added uncharacteristically, conscious that he did not need enemies at this early stage. ‘You must forgive me. I’ve had six times the sleep of Rip Van Winkle and I find myself in a similar predicament. Much has changed since I last drew breath and I am struggling to find my bearings.’

Nice one, Viles thought to himself - the sympathy card. Well played.
A young man with boyish features piped up from the front row, ‘Excuse me, Mr Viles, but why do you think people call you a tyrant? And is it true that innocent people died at your hands?’
Viles paused for a moment. The voice within his head spoke up, ‘Tread carefully, Paul,’ it said. So Viles said, as sincerely as he could, ‘Young man, I swear to you and to everyone who is watching this telecast, that no innocent person ever died at my hands,’ (it was true, he thought to himself, I used guns, mainly), ‘and as for being a tyrant, let me say this,’ again he paused for effect, the silence was as thick as the yarn Viles was spinning, ‘despite the lies you may have heard, I was never a tyrant. All I ever sought was the betterment of humankind and all I ever thought of was the welfare of my people. There have been those who have subsequently sought to sully my name for their own ends, but I swear to you, each and every one of you, that every decision I ever made, was made not for me, but for the good of my people.’
Embarrassingly, a few of the bar staff actually applauded at this point and then, just as quickly stopped and lowered their heads in the preparation of beverages.
Viles looked out over the microphones and out over the eager faces at arm’s length behind them. They were eating it up. He had them. Even a room full of 100s weren’t as gullible as this. Perhaps people who worked in the media were less than the average, or the average had fallen. Or perhaps he had the temporary advantage of them. Or rather ... they were making temporary use of him. Yes, of course, that was it. They wanted to love him because it served their purpose. He was the media’s golden boy - for the moment. They would love him on the honeymoon, but they’d find fault during the marriage and then they would positively flay him in the divorce proceedings. Yes, he had their measure. Inwardly he laughed. He even slowed down the moment in his mind to survey them. What a pathetic existence – adding nothing; stirring up the filth of others’ lives for remuneration; professional gossip mongers who turned the idle clatter of the human mind into profit. They used others to fulfil their own agendas - but he was on to them: he would use them to fulfil his. And in the end he would make sure they were the first to have their throats slit when the time came for the revolution. 
How he hated them. But to them he said, ‘As I look out at your welcoming faces I am both honoured and humbled by your presence here today and please, I beg of you all, do not judge me too severely.’ He managed to force out a tear; just the one, but the media panned in. ‘For as the great poet T.S. Eliot once wrote ‘history is guided by vanities’ and it seems that while I have been asleep, unable to defend myself, those voices have written a history in which I have been painted as a tyrant. But let me tell you, let me tell you all, sincerely, that I never have, nor will I ever be a tyrant, and that from this moment onwards my sole devotion will be to you and upon the quest for eternal life you all so richly deserve.’
With this Viles stood and left the table, closely followed by the media bandits, leaving a surprised Everingham in his wake. The Prime Minister had a long speech prepared, but Viles’ precipitous exit had robbed him of his political coup de grace. Not only that, but Viles had taken his pretty wife by the hand and was addressing the cameras with his arm around her. Later that night, Viles would have both arms around her, but Peter Everingham, like most men, would never find out about his wife’s peccadillo.
 

*

Upon his projector screen Aldous Gordon watched the crocodile tear trickle down Viles’ scarless cheek in extreme close-up. He watched the media lap up the nonsense that Viles so shamelessly peddled and he watched the silent and subtle seduction of Peter Everingham’s lovely wife under the broad gaze of the cameras. Then he went to bed, unusually drunk, but in spite of the temporary numbing of his frontal lobe, still a very worried man.






 

Chapter 3

Viles stood in front of the brightly illuminated mirror savouring his flesh. Tenderly, he caressed his scarless cheek in mental masturbation. Perfect. He was perfect. His skin was tight and tort, as smooth as a newborn's and his eyes perused it with magnificent clarity.
A little man, garishly dressed, poked his head into the room.
'Five minutes, Mr Viles,' its voice said, then the little fellow disappeared with as much alacrity.
Viles afforded himself one final loving gaze at his reflection before he left his chair and the room.
Minutes later he waltzed into a brightly lighted set to an accompaniment of thunderous applause. The standing masses yelped and roared and it reminded Viles, perhaps a little uncomfortably, of the view from the maze in the I.Q. arena. A smiling host with a chubby-cheeked face welcomed him, shook his hand and bade him sit down.
As Viles sat, he quickly took in his surroundings. Eager cameras jockeyed for advantage of his presence and behind these, equally eager faces sat upon forward-perched bodies awaiting his forthcoming words.
'Welcome. Welcome,' laughed the show's host as he settled into his seat. His name was apparently Johnny Johnson, or at least that was the neon pronouncement plastered above the artificial cosy lounge. It mattered little to Viles.
'So what's it like to be back?' Johnny asked.
Stupid question thought Viles, but he said, 'I feel great.'
Several idiots in the audience applauded, one even yelped and inwardly Viles imagined snapping his neck.
'One hundred and twenty years is a long time,' pronounced Johnny.

Viles said nothing, but silently regarded the circus clown who prattled before him: a consummate buffoon in a monkey suit. Several moments passed. The monkey was apparently disconcerted by the lack of response from his guest.

‘I say, one hundred and twenty years is a long time.’
Viles was well aware that the statement was posed as a question, but he let the silly little twit sweat it out before he replied, 'Compared to what?'
The audience and Johnny erupted with glee. Outwardly, Viles smiled.
'They told me he was witty,' Johnny played up to the crowd.
Viles had not intended to be witty; had not been witty. He had merely stated the bleeding obvious in response to a statement of the bleeding obvious. This man was an idiot. He was in a world of idiots.
And so he began the process of placating, mollifying, entertaining and winning over the idiots so he could use them for his own profit. It was a process he would have enjoyed, had he not despised them so much.
But he must do it. He must establish his credentials. He had emerged into a world where other people’s opinions mattered, for now, so he must assuage any fears they might have that he would harm them, before he did so.
In one sense, though, he needed to do it. He was so brimming with energy that he had to contain himself in public so as not to frighten the poor sods who had breathed life back into him. They had offered him a week of relaxation before he started work on the Memorex Project but he would have none of it. He was the toast of the 2410 and he was going to make the most of it. 
He was a man possessed. He appeared on countless talkback shows and did interviews to dispel the notion that he had been a megalomaniac. Time and again he was witty and brilliant and he played the misunderstood genius without a fault. He dissembled with such charm that only the most cynical of viewers mistrusted him at the end of his week-long media campaign. And along the campaign trail he managed to deflower more than one of the perfectly presented female presenters with whom he found himself face to face on an almost hourly basis. 
As he pawed endlessly over his computer terminal, (provided courtesy of the state), he was surprised at how easy it had become for the ordinary person to access information across the globe. Apparently, access to computers was freely available in most public places and some high ranking government officials and businessmen even had them in their homes. Public computer terminals existed for the common person to access historical documents and any new discoveries that might be uncovered - it was all there, but as far as Viles could see, most people weren’t the least bit interested in that pursuit. They tended to hang around such public computer terminals like kids in a twentieth century mall, playing music, playing games, or chatting idly to friends. 
And this was the principal reason why the world’s leaders had agreed not to allow a return to the bad old days of the personal computer and the Internet. Public computers could be linked internationally, but those even in the homes of the rich and influential were not, (at least in the democracies), because those in charge of world affairs had realised the danger inherent in such an arrangement: a return to the rot of a pornographically led world wide web, with its lack of controls, was not the sort of world over which they wished to preside.
Viles was also fascinated to learn that the common person in the street, to whom the gift of literacy and numeracy had been restored in his absence, could easily vote at these terminals whenever The House of Representatives was sitting, and could cast an instant vote which was immediately available for the sitting members to get ‘a feel’ for the pulse of the people. There was a card system, based upon merit and qualifications earned, that allowed those with expertise in any given area to vote upon matters about which they were knowledgeable. Matters of general import were also listed and for these all citizens over sixteen could vote. This technology had long existed, even as early as the late twentieth century, but for some extraordinary reason had not been utilised at that time; probably due to the false dictum that all men were created equal and therefore had an equal right to vote, even on matters about which they knew nothing.
Viles snorted with contempt as he slumped back into his swivel chair. It was ridiculous. But there it was. This was the sort of world into which he had awoken. Given time he would manipulate these technologies for his own ends, but for the moment, he must tread carefully. This was not a world within which he wielded any control – yet. When he did, things would change.
In the early hours of the mornings, when all the mortals around him slowed themselves down for the necessary theft of sleep, Viles did not rest for a moment. In that first week he refused himself even his customary thirty minute daily shutdown. There was much to be done.

He pushed Everingham for more access to computer power and gained for himself a host of them upon which to peruse the state of world affairs. He familiarised himself with all of the cities of the globe; read the history of their leaders, looking for Achilles heels. He learned about the intervening period between his death and resurrection, of how the inexorable flow towards democracy had swollen like a putrid fruit in his absence and of how the wastelands had given up the technological secrets of earlier centuries and placed humankind back on the pathway they had so suddenly departed in the middle twenty first century. The reclaimed knowledge of those days was patchy in places but substantial enough overall.

He was very pleased to note the lack of information available from the days of his own administration. His thoroughness and determination to do everything himself had paid off.
By the end of that first week Paul Viles had ravaged a half a dozen women and still found time to catch up with the history of the world.
He was ready. It was time to meet his scientific team and begin work in his brand new laboratory complex.
He leaned back self-assuredly in his swivel chair and looked out over the harbour.
He remembered that Coathanger Bridge and the stunning Opera House with its sails now refurbished – once again white and pristine beneath the early morning moon. And look, that funny dilapidated face had been restored on the far side of the harbour. Soon, it would all be his again and he would make damn sure that that face was no longer smiling.
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