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PROLOGUE
 

INT.LOUNGE ROOM.NIGHT
 

An OLD MAN in a rocking chair sits in front of a fire. He looks down severely upon a YOUNG BOY of nine or ten.
In front of the boy is a small cage within which are two tiny mice. The top of the cage is open and a hammer sits beside it.

OLD MAN

Decide.
 

The young boy looks from the cage and up to the old man. He is confused.

OLD MAN (CONT.)

(more emphatically)

Decide.
 

ANGLE ON to the hammer and then onto the mice.
The boy is caught in a dilemma. He puts his hand into the cage, picks up the mice and lets them go. He looks up to the old man for a response.
 
Unexpectedly, the old man lunges forward with his cane and smites the young boy across the cheek. 
 
The boy is knocked sideways. As he sits back up, he holds his hand to his damaged cheek. Blood appears through his hand. He begins to cry.
 

OLD MAN

(angrily)

Don't cry!

The boy stops.

 

OLD MAN (CONT.)

You will learn, Paul, as I have learned and as your father learned before you, that mercy is a weakness of mind which affects only those who are uncertain of total victory. And believe me, boy, it will always come back to bite you.
 

The old man sits back in his seat. The young boy sits at his feet, desperately trying not to cry.
 

EXT.CITY STREET.DAY
 

A MIDDLE-AGED MAN steps out of a limousine onto a grimy street. He leans back into the car and speaks to the same young boy. The boy bears fresh stitches in his cheek.
 

MIDDLE-AGED MAN

Wait.

 
He moves off. 
 

Filled with curiosity, the young boy gets out of the limo and stands on the pavement, next to the car, taking in the ambience.
 
It is a poor area. Vagrants abound and homeless people seem to be the norm.
 
A TEENAGE BOY in ragged clothes steps up to the limo. The young boy turns to face him.
 

TEENAGER

Nice scar, rich boy.
 

He opens a flick knife.
 

TEENAGER (CONT.)

Want another one?
 

Before the teenager can act, two large BODYGUARDS suddenly appear. They wrestle the teenager away from his knife and squash his face hard against the window of the limo.
 
The middle-aged man returns.
 

MIDDLE-AGED MAN

Bring him.
 

Kicking wildly, the teenager is dragged into the building.
PAN UP to the top of the building. We see the letters I.Q.T.C.
 

INT.I.Q.T.C. DAY
 

The teenager is strapped into a chair and a metal cap fixed upon his head.
 
The young boy sits beside him. He also has a metal cap upon his head.
 
Above them, behind a glass panel, is the middle-aged man. He speaks to the young boy via an intercom loudspeaker.
 

MIDDLE-AGED MAN

Remember, son, mercy is the only luxury that those in power can't afford.
 

He smiles. ANGLE ON to his hand. He twists a dial on a console.

 

MIDDLE-AGED MAN (CONT.)

And to the victor, go the spoils.
 

There is a loud electrical buzzing sound. The eyes of the teenager widen in extreme close up.
 

INT.LOUNGE ROOM.NIGHT
 

The young boy's face has nearly healed. He sits at his desk, pondering over his school books.
 
In the background ANGLE ON to the empty cage with the hammer sitting upon it.
 
A sudden noise catches the boy’s attention. 
 
Alarmed, he rises and picks up the hammer. He moves cautiously towards the wall. He listens.
 
Carefully, he pulls back a panel and there is a nest of baby mice.
 
The boy looks for a moment, startled, and then he laughs, slightly hysterically. His laughter gradually subsides. His face hardens into hatred. 
 
With sudden inspiration, he smashes the hammer down upon the nest with great violence, over and over again.






 

Chapter 1

 

The arena was alive. Twenty thousand people in an enormous, transparent dome. High above their heads, a helicopter descended. Bodyguards jumped onto the flattened central portion of the dome.
President Viles, a thin, middle-aged man, stepped confidently onto the glass surface. His spindly frame was punctuated by the clean fit of his suit. Fine white hands protruded delicately from his cuffs; his face was scrawny, cruel, and lined. His mean etched features supported small, rimless glasses perched upon his bony nose. A deep scar was chiselled into one of his cheeks.
His arm was adorned by a stunning blonde. She was somewhere in her late twenties. She wore an elegant gold dress which clung to her petite, well-proportioned frame. She smiled and flicked back her curls, which blew in the helicopter wind.
Fifty metres below was the playing area - the centre of a doughnut around whose periphery were two tiers of seating - the doughnut itself. A seething throng of spectators swarmed within those tiers. The arena was full.
President Viles extricated the pretty adornment from his arm and whispered something to a bodyguard, who instantly stood aside and erect, like any good soldier  obeying orders. Viles motioned to his beautiful young companion to precede him into their viewing box. 
The ‘box’ was in fact a semi-circle which hung suspended above the central portion of the playing area. It was a tiny bubble blown inside the skin of the major dome. The best seat in the house.
Well below, in the higher of the two tiers, the Carter family was settling in. 

Joseph was in his late thirties. He had brown hair, fair skin, was thin and was not very handsome. His nose was a little too pronounced and his jaw rather too angular. 

He had a little too much of the cartoon character about him: his ears jutted out a little too much and his eyes were a fraction too large for the size of his face. 
By contrast, his wife, Josephine, was extremely lovely. She was petite, had short blonde hair, flawless green eyes and her features were as fine as porcelain. She was younger than Joseph by a number of years, a sore point with Joseph and one which Josephine would often exploit with glee. But she loved him with great devotion and though he often wondered what she saw in him, he was ever grateful for her love. 
Right now, she was rummaging inside a metal box. Eventually, she produced a sandwich for her husband. He smiled and accepted the gift whilst his children, Marcus, and Miriam, looked at the pictures advertising tonight’s show.
At fifteen, Miriam was the older of the two. She was quite pretty and feminine like her mother, although, presumably through the zipper of genetics, she had inherited her father’s brown hair and, unfortunately, his pronounced nose also. 
Marcus was a robust thirteen-year-old, more nuggetty than his sister and the truth to tell, looked absolutely nothing like the rest of his family. He possessed reddish hair, a freckly complexion, and a rugged smile. Joseph called him his little risk-taker, for Marcus had a semi-reckless disposition, and though his parents made light of this, it was in fact of some concern to them.
But now was time for fun.
The top tier, where they were seated, unlike the lower one, had glass between it and the arena. Joseph had managed to get his family front row seats, so Miriam and Marcus breathed on the glass and drew patterns on their exhalation.

An announcement informed the crowd that President Viles had arrived and that it was time to sing the Corporate Jingle. In one accord the dress circle stood.

In the lower tier they seemed more interested in their beef treats and sugar.
Viles looked down imperiously from his bubble while the insipid, lacklustre tune slid indifferently from the mouths of the lower tier, and in mindless rote from the top. Thirty seconds put an end to it. The president sat. The top tier had to go through the whole process of settling again.
An announcer’s voice boomed into the air: ‘Welcome to tonight’s Glidiot Games. Tonight’s crowd - 20,214’. Cheers of satisfaction erupted. In the lower tier the standing masses yelped and wailed. In the dress circle above them the seated masses applauded. 
‘Everyone loves The Games!’ yelled Joseph into his wife’s ear.
Josephine nodded and continued to rummage inside a metal box for some lost treat for the children.
A second announcement burst into the air above the cavernous doughnut hole. ‘Total I.Q. - 1.75 million.’ This was met with less enthusiasm from the lower tier. Jeers and boos reverberated through the enclosure. 
‘Less than average,’ mused Joseph, more to himself than to anyone else. He nibbled at his sandwich.
Marcus had fixed his eyes upon the president, a lifetime away in the bubble above. He nodded towards the president’s bubble. ‘That doesn’t include him though, does it, Dad?’ 

‘No,’ he replied. ‘They never count the highfliers. As soon as President Viles arrived the arena’s Intelligence Quotient went up by 1000.’

‘Here they come!’ yelped a delighted Miriam.

From her high vantage point behind the glass, she could see a group of Glidiots being led through the crowd beneath and out into the bright austerity of the central portion of the great dome.

They were a motley lot: a ragtag band of misfits, variously dressed, but generally unkempt. The only thing to mark them as a unified group were the flashing, luminous dog collars encircling each of their necks.
‘I like the look of that one,’ said Marcus, pointing towards a muscular man of six foot something and seemingly half as broad as an acreage. The stubble upon his face had not yet decided to become a beard, but a few more hours would take that decision out of its hands - if he had a few hours.
‘He’s not bad looking,’ mused Josephine. ‘I hope he wins.’
Joseph smiled at her with the mock annoyance of one truly secure in a relationship. She laughed and held his hand.
There were twenty-one Glidiots in all. Two thirds were male. Some were tiny, emaciated things, others, obese and shabby. The flashing lights upon their dog collars blinked, and so did they, beneath the severe neon brightness of the auditorium. In a circle they stood at the heart of the great pulsing arena like a herd of animals, unconsciously awaiting a pronouncement from the gods.
The crowd was restless and expectant. Another announcement carved into the air. ‘21 Glidiots tonight. Total I.Q. - 630.’
The crowd erupted into rapturous glee. ‘And we thought we were dumb!’ yelled out someone from the lower tier. This further delighted the crowd.
‘It’s their own fault!’ said Miriam to her brother. ‘I’m never going to gamble!’
‘Good,’ chipped in her mother.
Ushers led the Glidiots by leashes towards the outsides of the arena. Each was given a small gun. Each looked dumbly from gun to usher with the heavy eyes of the truly stupid.
The ushers departed. Steel doors snapped shut to become part of an unbroken steel wall encircling the empty centre of the playing field.
A hush came over the crowd.
Twenty-one Glidiots, their collars flashing, their eyes dull, looked from guns to one another, each seemingly unaware of what was to come. The large muscular man, who looked to be the most alert of the bunch, seemed to have a dim memory of instructions recently given, but long forgotten.
‘He’ll work it out first,’ Marcus whispered.
A loud siren sounded. The crowd percolated into life. The lower level roared in one burst of communal adrenalin. Those in the dress circle remained seated but cheered mightily, and none more mightily than Marcus and Miriam, who loved The Games.
‘I sometimes wish I was on the lower tier!’ Miriam screamed to Marcus. ‘They always seem to have more fun!’
‘As long as you’re not looking for conversation!’ Marcus screamed back. 
Horizontal sections in the floor of the central playing area slid back. From these horizontal slits, vertical metal slats sprang up, each connecting to one another in various formations. An instant maze.
Around its edge the twenty-one Glidiots stood, blinking. The crowd yelped and whooped. For some time, the Glidiots did nothing. The crowd’s pleasure increased and laughter erupted.
‘It won’t be long now,’ commented Joseph, nodding towards the big man.
Sure enough, the big man began to inspect his weapon closely. He looked straight down its barrel.
‘Don’t shoot yourself,’ Josephine closed one eye as she watched the large Glidiot peer into the loaded gun’s interior.
A loud gunshot reverberated through the arena. Silence for a moment. 
An announcement boomed out. ‘Contestant 16 has blown his head off!’
The crowd roared. The noise from the lower tier was voluminous. Unlike the upper tier, they did not enjoy the safety of protective glass and so their joy resounded unabated through the dome.
‘A few wasted I.Q. points, but not many,’ resumed the commentary. 
More laughter from the masses. 
‘Twenty Glidiots remain.’
His dog collar no longer flashing, the small man who had just shot himself in the forehead, was dragged out through a chasm which suddenly appeared in the wall and then closed up just as suddenly. A smear of blood was his only epitaph, but he would still be of use.
The big man was still standing. He looked at his gun, to the crowd, then back again. An idea seemed to be forming in his mind.
One or two of the other contestants also looked perplexed and from gun to crowd, but it was the big man who acted first. He began to walk around the outside of the maze.
‘I told you,’ Joseph commented and settled back smugly into his seat as he watched the big Glidiot’s ape-like march clockwise around the edge of the maze.
The large Glidiot first encountered a tall, thin man, of perhaps twenty. The man appeared completely unaware of what was to come, for he simply stood stationary, his arm hanging limply beside him, as if the weight of the gun was more of a nuisance than his potential salvation.

The thin man stared at the big man. The big man raised his gun and pointed it at the thin man. The thin man continued to stare. He almost smiled, as if to make friends. The crowd hushed. The big man began to squeeze the trigger. The thin man still stared. The crowd was silent. The big man pulled the trigger. The thin man no longer stared. The crowd was no longer silent.

The image of several young members of the crowd burst onto a screen above the maze. There they were, their arms raised in triumph, splattered in blood for all the civilized world to see. This game was being televised throughout Corporate City.
‘He’s just earned himself 10 I.Q. points,’ rattled out the announcer, and the crowd cheered.
The thin man’s body was removed and the big man moved on. He came upon an old man and shot him in the head. Another 10 points.
With two more kills the big man’s countenance changed. He became more self-assured, stealthier in his gait and purposeful in his demeanour.
But then, another gun shot from another part of the arena, and then another and another.
‘Someone else has got the idea,’ said Marcus pointing to a rather fat young man who also walked around the extremity of the maze annihilating all in his path.
‘I still think the big one will win!’ Miriam yelled over the enthusiastic crowd.
‘Put some points on him, Dad!’ yelled Marcus, gesturing to a keypad mounted into the seat in front of his father.
‘We don’t gamble, son. You know that!’ Joseph yelled back over the noise of the boisterous crowd. Marcus pouted and went back to his cheering.
A sudden realisation hit the crowd. The two men were about to meet. No other contestants stood between them. The other dozen Glidiots were still motionless, swaying gently from side to side on the far side of the arena.
Silence.
The big man saw the fat man. He raised his gun. The fat man did not stare. The fat man did not stand still. The fat man jumped sideways into the protection of the maze. The big man froze in alarm.
High above, President Viles laughed to see the first rat in the maze. As he did so, he quietly slid his hand between the legs of his girlfriend. Her eyes widened and she drew in her breath slightly. 
Having forced the fat man into the maze, the big man seemed to have another idea. He turned and retraced his steps walking anticlockwise, until he reached the other unsuspecting Glidiots.
This proved to be a good strategy. He managed to terminate nine more before the fat man emerged from the maze, like a lower order consumer, to claim the final three and then disappear into the maze just as quickly.
The announcer’s voice boomed: ‘The score is 12 to 6. Contestant 13 has the advantage. He has added 120 I.Q. points. Contestant 8 has added only 60.’
With a tinge of pity Miriam replied, ‘The cruel thing is that now they both understand what’s at stake.’
The fat man was encumbered by his overindulged body and was floundering around the maze, knocking into walls, and generally making his whereabouts known to the big man. He was sweating, panicking - a hunted rabbit lost in a labyrinth.
The unforgiving crowd laughed and jeered and watched to see what the big man would do. He was now smarter than anyone in the bottom tier and they knew it. While some still had the confidence to catcall, most were silenced by the tension. He had his prey at hand. What would he do?
What he did was unexpected. He put down his gun. This silenced even the catcallers. 
He said, ‘I don’t wish to kill you. You can come out.’

The crowd began jeering loudly - encouraging the kill.

The fat man cautiously emerged from the maze, holding his gun before him. Comically, he poked his head around the corner of a wall, saw the big man, withdrew, and then repeated the action. He could see that his opponent was unarmed, but he could not command his fear enough to leave the maze. Some in the crowd found this hilarious; others had points on the fat man and were not so amused.
‘Kill him! Kill him!’ the cry arose from the restless mass.
‘This is a first,’ Joseph said aloud, sitting forward in his seat.
The fat man quivered with fear while the president said something into a handset, and in one tremendous downward whoosh, the entire maze withdrew leaving the two men out in the open - face to face. Once again, the crowd shut up.
‘I don’t want to kill you,’ repeated the big man. ‘Let’s not fight.’ He held out his hand.
The silence was thick upon the fat man. Nervously, he licked his lips. At around I.Q. 90, (the 30 he started with and the 60 he had murderously earned), he was on par with the lower tier. They related to him. They watched him intently and he looked at them for a clue, but there was no advice forthcoming. He was a sweaty fat man alone in a huge arena - twenty thousand through the gates, over a million watching at home.
After an eternity of seconds, he made his move. He took aim at the big man. This proved to be a poor decision. Before he could execute the shot, the big man rolled forward with some unknown expertise and in one motion, regained his gun and fired. He hit the fat man in the chest just as the fat man discharged his weapon. The bullet ripped past the big man and into the crowd. An I.Q. 62 never knew what hit her and the crowd erupted.
There was sorrow in the big man’s eyes and he sighed and bowed his head as the walls opened and a cavalcade of pageantry burst forth to crown him unwilling ‘King for a Night’.
Marcus and Miriam watched the strange expression upon their father’s face. Though he should have been elated, he was not.
‘Are you alright, Dad?’ asked Miriam.
But Joseph did not answer. 
‘Joseph?’ added Josephine, lightly touching his arm.
‘Yes. I’m fine,’ he whispered.
The big man was being paraded on a float around the outside of the arena - garlands hung askew upon his head, lost in the chaos of his black hair. He was a fitting victor: that handsome face, that manly square jaw and now those intelligent blue eyes. The doleful king regarded the crowd with newfound intelligence.
He passed the position where Joseph and his family were seated. Almost involuntarily, Joseph stood up. This was not protocol for the upper tiers and several people around him protested by pointing out the rude man to their children.
‘That is how they behave in the lower tier,’ one woman was admonishing her son and casting a disapproving eye towards Josephine, evidently the cause of it because she was his wife.
‘Joseph,’ protested Josephine, embarrassed, ‘please sit down.’
But Joseph was unmoved by pleas to behave appropriately. He caught the eye of the big man and the two exchanged - what was it? A connection? An idea? Something.
In that noisy moment, a silent pact was formed. The big man’s float moved past and Joseph sat.
‘What was that about?’ asked Miriam, wide-eyed at her father’s unusual lack of decorum.
Joseph bit his lip in thought, and still oblivious to the ‘tut-tuts’ of disapproval still intermittently springing around him, he said, ‘Let’s go and meet him.’
With that, he left. His family looked quizzically, one to the other, then gathered their things and followed.
Far above, as the buzzing crowd exited that giant fishbowl, the president’s helicopter was taking off.






 

Chapter 2

 

Chaos outside the auditorium. Young girls clamoured for a closer look at the ‘King for a Night’ from behind a barricade of police. Some lower I.Q. women were even bearing their breasts in anticipation, their pierced nipples and body markings were on display for all to see.
 Thin faced women with ragged bleached hair and smoke damaged skin, belched forth obscenities at the police and trumpeted their stupidity.
And here he came. The big man, wreath still intact above his brow, escorted through the melee by two armed guards. He was ‘an absolute hunk’ according to one dark-haired woman whose breast cup size was far greater than her I.Q.
At this spontaneous signal, the crowd roared and closed in. The police lines held firm.
Joseph and his family found a small space at the line’s end. When the crowd erupted, they were pushed hard against a black limousine towards which the big man was now being herded.
When he reached the car, he was no more than a metre from Joseph. While the door to the limo was being opened, Joseph was afforded a few seconds.
‘I’ve seen you before,’ Joseph said.
The big man looked back at him with doleful, urgent eyes.
‘Tonight,’ he said quickly. ‘The Ramada Inn.’
With that, his head was pushed down into the limo and the door clicked shut. 
As the limo pulled away, the big man’s urgent eyes were not diminished by the tinted glass which separated him from Joseph. Only the wall of police stopped Joseph from being flushed out onto the street once the car had departed.

The crowd broke up and withdrew.

Joseph’s family gathered around him.
‘What is it, Joe?’ asked Josephine.
‘I’m certain I know him.’
‘Lots of people end up in The Games,’ said Miriam.
‘Where do I know you from?’ Joseph said to himself.
Josephine lightly clutched his arm and said quietly, ‘Let’s go home, Joe. You’re worrying the children.’
‘Home? I can’t go home. I’m going to see him.’
‘Now you’re worrying me,’ she said, abruptly dropping her hand from his arm. ‘We’ve got a nice comfortable 100 life, Joseph. Please don’t jeopardise that because of some Glidiot.’
‘He wasn’t always a Glidiot, Mum,’ Marcus noted.
‘Marcus, the sort of people who end up in The Games are gamblers and lower types and we can’t afford to associate with them.’
‘But why?’ asked Miriam. ‘He looks interesting.’
‘You don’t understand, children. When you’re older you will. There are some things a 100 can do and some things a 100 can’t do and associating with a lower level, or a Glidiot, is certainly one of the things we can’t.’
‘But you’ve always said that we should treat each person as we see them,’ Miriam persisted.
‘Well, forget what I’ve said,’ Josephine replied, exasperated and trapped by her own words. ‘This is the real world. We have a decent standing. What would people say if we were seen with a Glidiot?’
‘But Mum, he’s the winner. He’s King for a Night.’
‘Yes, and tomorrow he’ll be an I.Q. 160 but it won’t matter because: Once a Glidiot: Always a Glidiot. He’s got no moral standing. Tomorrow he’ll be sent out into the Wasteland and he’ll never return. His status in Corporate City is over. We can no longer associate with him, or we risk the same fate.’
‘But ...’ stuttered Marcus.
‘No more!’ said his mother, forcefully. ‘Let’s go home.’
Josephine began to drag the children away but Joseph stood firm.
‘Are you coming?’ she asked.
‘I’m sorry, everyone,’ said Joseph apologetically, ‘but I must go and see him. Don’t ask me why.’
Josephine’s eyes flared. ‘It’s all very well to take chances with your own life, Joseph Carter, but you be careful you don’t jeopardise your whole family on some stupid, low I.Q. whim.’
He looked back at her but said nothing. 
Her voice still maintained its hard edge but her demeanour softened. ‘Don’t be home too late and ... be careful.’
She continued to look at him over her shoulder as she shepherded the young ones away.
They, for their part, stammered their goodbyes in absolute amazement - their father never behaved like this. The three of them disappeared into the darkness devoid of streetlight.
Joseph took a deep breath. What was he doing?
 

*

 
President Viles sat, chin in hand, watching a surveillance camera upon which the image of Joseph was splashed, looking this way and that, nervously crossing the street and disappearing into the gloom.
He flicked a button on a panel embedded in his desk and adjusted his headset.
‘Harold, he just spoke to him.’ 
President Viles listened as he stood and looked out of the window of his skyscraper.
‘Unlikely,’ he replied into the mouthpiece.

He stared back at the surveillance camera, now empty, and then back down to the deserted street. 

He listened to the voice at the end of the line.
‘Yes. Do it,’ he replied.
He took off the headset and threw it somewhat recklessly onto a sofa which spat it back onto the floor. Viles looked angrily at the sofa as if any problem he might have was somehow related to it. Then he sat down, crisscrossed his fingers, and twiddled his thumbs.
‘How very interesting,’ he said softly, looking at the frozen frame of Joseph and the big man on the monitor.
He leaned forward and pushed another button.
‘Play it again,’ he said.
 

*

 
Joseph stood across the street from the Ramada Inn.
A banner fluttered slightly in a sultry breeze across the face of the Ramada. It showed a picture of a man with garlands upon his head, waving at masses of applauding people.
The foyer of the hotel was ablaze with light; crammed full of socialites and hangers on, dressed in suits and gowns and finery. Some sort of band was playing something that sounded like music: something like machinery. The noise pulsed above the bubbling crowd and fell upon Joseph as he approached the revolving glass doors. So too did security.
A huge, ugly man with bad teeth held up his hand to halt Joseph’s progress. There was no way that hand was going to let Joseph through. This was an uncompromising hand and Joseph knew it, but he had to try.
‘I’m meeting someone,’ was all he could manage to say to the hand.

From behind the hand, the face of the ugly man revealed his even uglier teeth. This was a smile designed to cause annoyance. It, like the hand, had no hint of compromise about it.

‘Fraid not,’ quoted the Leviathan. ‘Private function.’ And it continued its long, drawn, uncompromising, annoying grin.
‘It’s incredible how well you I.Q. 50’s can remember your lines,’ Joseph said sarcastically, but the I.Q. 50 was not encumbered by the desire, nor the possibility of engaging in argument. It was performing its current job precisely because of that limitation.
‘’Fraid not,’ it repeated. ‘Private function.’
Joseph could see the pointlessness of pursing any further attempt at logical argument, or even illogical argument for that matter. ‘’Fraid not. Private function’ just about covered it.
He looked beyond the ugly, yellow-toothed beast and his eyes met yet another critter of the same persuasion - arms folded, eyes dull.
He was about to leave when his gaze caught sight of the big man from the auditorium making his way through the revolving doors. He pushed his way past the security guards and took Joseph by the arm.
‘It’s all right,’ he said, ‘he’s with me. I’m the King for a Night.’
The security guard looked like he wanted to say something but since he had only rehearsed ‘’Fraid not. Private function,’ and since he was just smart enough to realise that the guest of honour was in fact the person to whom he was speaking, instead said nothing, and pulled back to one side to allow Joseph and the big man through.
The second security guard unfolded his arms and looked questioningly to the first security guard who looked dumbly back. It was one of those moments when dumb gaze meets dumb gaze and as a result, nothing happens.

The big man hurried Joseph through the revolving doors. ‘My name is David,’ he said, palming a key into Joseph’s hand. ‘Go to Room 210. I’ll meet you as soon as I can get away.’

Joseph nodded and the two split off into different directions. Joseph quietly slipped into the elevator and David glided back into the harshly lighted foyer with the Red Sea of socialites pouring back in all over him.
 

*

 
A short while later found Joseph still sitting dejectedly in Room 210.
He sat in darkness, except for the illumination of a neon sign blazing its icon from across the street. It was a flashing neon representation of a man, and presumably his family, smiling and throwing money into the air. This image faded and gave way to another which showed the same family group with little caps on their heads and something which resembled lightning sparks emanating from each of the caps. Everyone was still smiling. This too faded. The images alternated.
He shook his head and mumbled, ‘You’d have to be some kind of Glidiot.’
Sparked by remorse, he looked towards the phone. Finally, he picked up the receiver and punched in the buttons. He found himself talking to an answering machine.
‘Jo, I know you don’t understand why I’m doing this,’ he whispered. ‘I don’t really understand it myself but I feel I have to meet this man. Please don’t be angry with me. You know I love you and the children more than myself, but I ... someone’s coming. I’ll speak to you later.’
Joseph put down the receiver and backed away towards the window.
There was a knock at the door.

He didn’t know whether to answer or not. He stood, frozen by the window.

Again, a knock.
‘Who is it?’ His voice was hoarse with fear.
‘It’s David,’ returned the voice behind the door.
Joseph cautiously approached the door and turned the lock. The big man entered the room.
‘Why are you in the dark?’ he asked.
‘I didn’t want to be seen.’
‘You won’t be seen,’ replied David, moving towards the blind and drawing it as he spoke. ‘This is not the room I was allocated. It’s vacant. I stole the key.’
‘You stole the key?’ Not a very promising start. Perhaps his wife was right. Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea.
‘It was necessary,’ replied David, evidently reading Joseph’s thoughts. ‘We need to talk privately. We only have a few minutes before they’ll notice I’m gone. Where do you think you’ve seen me before?’
‘Do you know? Is this a test?’
‘I haven’t a clue. My mind was almost totally wiped. You saw me in the arena. Where do you think you’ve seen me before?’
‘I’m certain that it was at the I.Q. Transference Centre. I work there, you see ...’
‘What do you do?’ David interrupted.
‘I’m just a technician. An engineer.’
‘I.Q. transference?’
‘Yes.’
David paced around the room. 
‘Did I work with you?’
‘Oh no,’ Joseph was almost apologetic. ‘You were some sort of big wig. That’s what I thought was so strange. When I recognised you, or rather, thought I recognised you, that’s why I was so surprised. And then when you didn’t want to kill that man in the arena ...’
‘Why was that a clue?’
‘I don’t know.’
‘Do you know who I am, or don’t you?’ David snapped, a little impatiently for Joseph’s liking.
‘Look, I don’t have to be here, you know. I’m risking my reputation and my marriage talking to you like this.’
David calmed. ‘I’m sorry,’ he said, placing his hand upon Joseph’s shoulder, ‘but I’m desperate. Tomorrow morning they’re going to escort me to the Great Wall of the city and set me loose into the Wasteland. Once you’re out there, apparently you can’t get back in.’
David moved restlessly about, looking inward, as if in search of a thought. His chin jutted out even more than usual and his clear blue eyes gleamed in the dim light.
‘What is it you’re after?’ asked Joseph, sitting down. 
‘I have an important secret but I’m going to need your help.’
‘What’s your secret?’ Joseph sat forward in anticipation.
‘I don’t know,’ replied David.
‘Wow. That’s pretty secret,’ Joseph quipped as he sat back in his chair.
‘Do you always hide behind a wall of sarcasm?’
This pricked Joseph. His wife always said the same thing. He sat forward. 
‘Well, it’s a pretty stupid thing to say, isn’t it?’ His voice had an edge. ‘That you’ve got a secret but you don’t know what it is?’
But David would not be deterred. 
‘What’s your I.Q.?’
‘What’s that got to do with ...?’
‘What’s your I.Q.?’
‘100. Why?’
‘I’m a 160.’

‘Hey, now wait a minute. Don’t you go pulling rank on me. Less than two hours ago you were a dribbling Glidiot with an I.Q. of 30, so don’t go lecturing me on who’s smarter than who ... I mean, whom.’

‘So you’ve never gambled or sold?’
‘Of course not. Gambling’s for fools and even selling’s a gamble.’
‘Good. You’re sensible. Reasonable. That’s good.
David began moving around the room. He seemed to be tossing something over in his mind.
Joseph was losing his patience. ‘Look, is there a point to this? Can you tell me why I felt the need to come and see you or not?’
 David did not answer. 
‘Perhaps I’m just wasting my time.’ 
He began to rise.
‘No wait,’ David pushed Joseph gently back down. ‘I only mention the I.Q. for one reason. When you transfer points, you don’t transfer memory. That’s right, isn’t it?’
Joseph nodded. ‘All you transfer is the ability to think. Propensity to utilise thought. I think you may have said that. I’m still not certain what it means.’
‘So now I’m smarter than the people who were in the upper tier tonight?’
‘Everyone’s allocated 100 I.Q. points at birth,’ Joseph sprouted by rote, ‘and those people in the upper tier tonight, like me, never gambled. They didn’t take a chance with their allocated I.Q. points. We’re called 100s.’
‘But you get paid, don’t you? Why don’t you save up some money and buy your own I.Q. points?’
‘You could never save that much. We’re only given a small amount of money to keep us alive from week to week. The only way to go up or down in I.Q. is to sell it. It’s worth a lot of money per point.’
‘So who pays you?’
‘The Corporation. They pay us each week and they provide our house and our car and our basic necessities like water and electricity.’
‘And who is the Corporation?’
‘Well, there’s President Viles.’
‘Yes?’
‘And ... I don’t really know.’
David could see that Joseph didn’t really understand the bigger picture, but he was beginning to.
‘But now, because I was lucky enough to win in the arena, I’m smarter than the average upper tier person?’ 
‘Are you asking me, or telling me?’ Joseph said curtly.
‘I’m thinking aloud,’ David replied, continuing his wandering.
‘You’re smarter than the upper tier 100s,’ Joseph explained patiently, ‘but you’re not as smart as the highfliers; the high I.Q.s.’
 ‘So they took a chance by selling their I.Q. and it paid off.’ David muttered, more to himself than to Joseph. ‘I didn’t see any of them at The Games. Why?’
‘It’s unseemly for them to be seen there.’
‘Don’t they like them?’
‘Publicly, no. But privately they love them. Just look at that crowd downstairs fawning all over you. They watch The Games from home on expensive projectors, and movies too, or so I’ve been told, though I’ve never seen one.’
A thought was beginning to form in David’s mind. 
‘So, if I’m smart and I still have a memory of something amiss, a sense that something is wrong,’ he said as he moved restlessly about the room, ‘then I should trust my current intelligence, and if you’re reasonable, which you obviously are, and you’ve been drawn here to see me, that means you probably have a memory of something too and we both knew one another from the I.Q. Transference Centre ...’ David’s voice trailed away. ‘No. It’s too much of a coincidence.’
‘What’s too much of a coincidence?’ asked Joseph, standing.
‘We’re both somehow in this together.’
‘In what together?’ said Joseph throwing his arms towards opposing walls with exasperation.
‘I don’t know,’ replied David.
‘What in the president’s name are you babbling about?’ Joseph bleated in a whisper. ‘I’m a cautious man. I’m a 100. I’ve never been involved in ... anything!’
‘Then why are you here?’
Joseph had no answer.
‘Do you trust me?’
This stopped Joseph cold. ‘I don’t know. No. Yes. I think so. Oh, I don’t know.’
Joseph was, to say the least, a little perturbed by the apparent ramblings of this former Glidiot, but he couldn’t deny his intrigue, especially since what the big man was saying about the sense of a missing memory was true. It was a recurring dream for Joseph.
A sudden noise in the corridor pumped instant adrenalin through both men.
‘You must decide,’ David said urgently. ‘I have to go. You’re my only hope. Give me your address.’
‘My address?’
‘Either I escape, disappear tonight, or I’m dead. Do you trust me?’
Joseph looked closely at David; considered his intense, intelligent blue eyes; considered his stubbled face with its square handsome features - it was an honest face. His features were big, but surprisingly fine. It lacked the clumsy thick features which so often betrayed the lower I.Q.s, or those who were destined to become them. David’s face was etched and beautiful, in a masculine way.
Joseph had never been a good judge of character but he decided to take a chance. ‘Yes,’ he replied.
David smiled warmly and with a handshake, the deal was done.

Joseph gave David a small card with a map on it. David took it and moved swiftly towards the door. As he reached it, he turned.

‘Thank you, Joseph,’ he whispered, and he left.
Several minutes later, so too did Joseph, but unlike David who re-emerged into the glitter of high society, Joseph quietly made his way down the stairwell, through a fire door and out into the darkness of the side alleyway.
The breeze had died, but something in Joseph had come alive. He didn’t know what or why. He knew what he was doing was dangerous; heretical. Not only was he mixing with a former Glidiot, enough in itself to permanently sully his family’s reputation, but he was also about to aid that Glidiot to avoid the rigours of the law and that was punishable by banishment to the Wasteland. He was risking all on a whim. 
But he couldn’t deny it - he felt elated. Perhaps for the first time in his entire life, he had a purpose.
What would his wife say? She was right. He was jeopardising the well-being of his family. 
It didn’t matter. He had decided. He had made a choice. He was taking a chance, breaking the shackles of his humdrum life. At last he was feeding something he had denied for too long. His family would have to understand.
He crossed the street and turned the corner. The music and the noise died behind him. 
He passed beneath the neon signs, beneath the tawdry, tattered billboards and beneath the surveillance cameras, into a new and exciting night.






 

Chapter 3

 

‘And they all live in boxes, boxes, little boxes.
And they’re all made of ticky-tacky all in a row.’
 
Joseph sang-whispered into the early morning fog as he approached his house. He didn’t know the exact words. He didn’t really even know where it was from, except that the words were very old and he didn’t really understand them. 
Poetry, in general, eluded him. He was smart enough to sense that it was important, but not quite bright enough to unveil its inner secrets. Its beauty beckoned and he heard it. Perhaps that was enough.
Certainly, the words he now sang seemed appropriate as he walked alone through the early morning mist that curled around the lamp posts of his suburban avenue.
Unlike the inner city, with its squats, its disreputable quarters, its rundown tenement houses and its crowded core, the suburbs were neat and safe. They possessed a more congenial middle class safe 100 I.Q.-ishness about them. 
Safe but boring, thought Joseph. 
In the suburbs you wouldn’t get mugged, but no one would have a party either. That sort of frivolity was the exclusive province of the city. With the danger, came the fun. That’s why the middle I.Q.s loved The Games so much. They were a vicarious distraction in an otherwise desert of work and banality.

The lower I.Q.s loved them purely because they liked to see blood and they liked to see people hurt or killed. It satisfied some inner part of their under-developed reptilian brains. Plus, they often had friends in The Games, those among them who had gambled or sold their I.Q. points for a chance at wealth and glory and had lost. It was pleasing for them to see their old buddies reduced to dribbling Glidiots. It was the ultimate schadenfreude to see one’s former competitor in the harsh business of life, fail utterly before you, and have his or her days ended in the crescendo of a gunshot they were too stupid to avoid. Rather like reading the paper and hearing of a person’s death, secretly enjoying the fact that you are the one reading of the death, and not the one being read about.

Of course, if you were an Upper I.Q., you could have everything - the excitement of the city, and if it was still to your taste, the revulsion of the arena on the big screen at home. Your whole life could be led safely behind a multitude of I.Q. 50 bodyguards. 
Like President Viles. What would it be like to be him? Surrounded by glamour, beautiful women - and to be as smart as that. How did he get that I.Q. wealthy? I guess the rich get richer, Joseph thought as he approached his house.
The house was nothing special. In fact it was identical to every other house in the suburbs - brick, square, without personality. Joseph felt sure that this was done on purpose, though exactly why and by whom, he had no clue.
There was one discerning difference however between Joseph’s house and every other house in the street. The light was on. He stopped short. The exterior light was a misty beacon calling him home. Surely his wife was asleep at this hour. 
He walked on and his footsteps echoed. They bounced upon boxes of brick then returned, wanting to betray him. There was no curfew, but it was not appropriate for a 100 to be seen out after midnight, even on the weekend.

He reached the door and entered. As he feared, Josephine was at the table, waiting for him. She sat beneath a simple white light bulb suspended above a wooden table.

‘So?’ she asked.
‘I saw him.’
‘And?’
‘He’s coming here later tonight.’
If Joseph expected Josephine to be angry, he was wrong - she was furious.
‘How dare you!’ she yell-whispered, standing as she spoke. ‘How dare you do this to us?’
‘Calm down,’ he said as he walked into the living room to pour himself a necessary drink.
She followed. ‘Calm down? You must be joking. Joseph, look at me.’
Joseph looked.
‘You are aiding and abetting a criminal. Do you understand that?’
Joseph busied himself with drink pouring.
‘What is this all about, Joseph? If you don’t explain this to me, I swear to you, I’ll take the children somewhere until you either come to your senses or end up out in the Wasteland. Do you want that?’
‘Of course not,’ his voice trembled a little at the thought. He raised his drink towards his mouth.
She grabbed him by the arm, spilling some of the contents of his glass before it could reach his lips.
‘Jo!’ he protested and shrank away from the beverage seeping down into the front of his shirt.
‘I mean it,’ she persisted.
He sighed heavily and gently guided his wife over to a sofa where he looked deeply into her eyes. For once, he truly had something to say.
‘Josephine, hear me out. You’ve been married to me for nearly seventeen years. In all of that time have I ever behaved recklessly? Have I ever endangered our family in any way?’

Josephine shook her head but the concern did not leave her face.

‘I am asking you to trust me now as I am trusting David.’
‘Who’s David?’
‘That’s his name - the big man in the arena. You know how unsettled I’ve been in the last few months. I’ve told you about my dreams, about the transfer ...’
‘That’s a common dream among the middle I.Q.s, Joe,’ she interrupted. ‘We all wonder from time to time what it would be like to take a chance, a gamble, to trade I.Q. points for a chance at wealth. Is it so strange that these thoughts surface in your dreams? Is it important enough to put your family in danger?’
Joseph paused. For a moment he considered his wife - so young at heart and so beautiful. Those bright emerald eyes and soft white skin just now slightly flushed with anger. And she was right to be angry. He was putting her and their children at risk.
‘I believe that there’s something more. Ever since I saw David try to spare that fat man’s life, something changed in me.’
‘What, Joe? What could be so important that you would risk death?’ 
Josephine held Joseph’s hand as she spoke. But Joseph would not be swayed. He grasped her hand all the more tightly. His gaze was intense.
‘Something happened. Something that involves me and David and if I don’t get to the bottom of it, I’ll never have a good night’s sleep again. My dreams will become an ongoing nightmare. I must find out what’s going on, no matter what the risk.’
Josephine was in the process of indecision, rubbing the side of her mouth absent-mindedly with her tongue, when she heard a faint tapping on the window.

Immediately, she stood upright, as if even talking about the big man in the arena was a crime and the police were already on the trail.

Joseph placed his hand to his lips to quiet her. He walked to the window and cautiously pulled back the blind.
There was David, still as large as a house, unshaven and nervous in the early morning garden.
‘It’s him,’ said Joseph, moving towards the door.
‘What?’ replied Josephine, not daring to move or even breathe. The dull thud of her heart was beating in her ears.
Joseph let David in. 
For a moment, the three of them stood in silence. It was done. There was no turning back. They were aiding a fugitive. 
At length, the fugitive broke the deadlock.
‘I’m so sorry to have brought such peril to you both,’ he said. ‘Your husband and I have some investigations to make, Mrs ...?
‘Josephine.’
‘... and I’ll not burden you further after that. Hopefully, if all goes well, I can follow the trail by myself and no-one will know that your family was even involved.’
‘What trail? What investigations?’ Josephine’s voice was tremulous.
‘At your husband’s work, Josephine. There’s a secret. I don’t know what. Something.’
‘How did you come to be a Glidiot?’ Josephine asked suddenly, in spite of herself, intrigued by this polite, intelligent man with the sonorous voice. A man who had not hours ago been but one step away from the intellect of a vegetable, but who now was, well actually, quite beautiful, in manner and in visage.
‘I don’t know,’ David replied. ‘But that’s what I’m hoping to find out tomorrow.’
‘Tomorrow’s Sunday,’ said Joseph.
‘And a good day for an employee and a fellow technician to peruse a few files in the I.Q. Transference Centre,’ replied David so casually, that it seemed to be a fait accompli.
‘Can’t you remember anything before The Games?’ pursued Josephine.
‘The first conscious visual memory I have is of pointing a gun at a man who jumped sideways into a maze.’
‘I saw you born again,’ said Josephine perhaps a little dreamily for Joseph’s liking.
‘But how did you know about the Wasteland? About what was going to happen to you?’ 
‘I knew all about it before I left the arena. The guards talk. They’re too stupid to realise that the Glidiot they brought in is not the same person they’re escorting out. I increased my intelligence quotient by five times between those two events and they had no idea.’ David rubbed his eyes. ‘But now, I must get some sleep, if you don’t mind? It’s been a long day.’
‘I’ll make up the couch,’ said Josephine.
Later that evening, when David was asleep and gently breathing on the couch, Joseph looked upon his wife lying inert beside him. The silver moonlight bathed her in its dull-razored glow and she was beautiful.
‘I love you, Jo,’ he whispered.
‘Good night, Joe,’ she replied and turned to face the window.
‘Handsome, isn’t he?’ Joseph was selling. Josephine wasn’t buying.
‘Go to sleep. You’ve got a big day tomorrow.’
‘Are you still mad at me?’
‘Not as much,’ she mumbled back.
This should have been a great relief to Joseph but it wasn’t. He was feeling the pangs of unaccustomed jealousy.

‘Nice voice too. Smart.’

Josephine didn’t answer and Joseph gave up and drifted into another night of broken dreams.
He dreamed he was a hobo, huddled in rags around a burning bin, seeking comfort from the cold of night. He felt the bitter twinges in his gloveless hands and the frost of a body which cannot be warmed and then he felt the metal cap upon his head and the electricity jolted him into near-consciousness, but not enough to wake, for now he was a high I.Q. in a corporate box, watching some ridiculous game involving sticks and a bat and a ball, and lots of men in white politely clapping. He tossed and there were trucks loading cargo onto docks that couldn’t exist, he turned and there were rooms full of ancient faces each with the spark of life dissipating from their wretchedness. And the sweet leather smell of limousines he could never have been in and the soapy taste of something served in coconuts and all manner of unfathomable, nameless things that twisted his body in small paroxysm and denied him of a restful slumber.
While Joseph’s mind wracked his tortured body, Josephine lay under the silver-white moon with much on her mind. Who was this strange man who both threatened and soothed? Who was this softly spoken behemoth, raised from idiot to gentleman in the breadth of an evening? What was this disquiet fluttering like tortured moths in her stomach? And why was her venom so easily dissipated by a few words from ... and she fell into a multi-coloured slumber.






 

Chapter 4

 
	Marcus and Miriam raced into their parents’ room the next morning. ‘Mum! Dad!’ they cried. ‘There’s a man on the couch!’
They dragged Joseph into the living room before he had woken sufficiently to say, ‘I know. I know.’ At which point they dropped their father’s arm and stared at the large encumbrance upon the sofa.
‘That’s ... ,  ’ bleated Miriam.
‘...  the man from the arena!’ Marcus completed the sentence for her.
‘What’s he doing here?’
‘He’s not staying,’ said Joseph rubbing his eyes. He’s got some business in the city.’ 
And he made for the kettle.
‘Wait a minute,’ said Marcus, his eyes squinting with thought. ‘This is not allowed.’
‘Speak quietly,’ shushed his father. He scratched his bottom and looked for cups.
‘Is it, Dad?’
Joseph was never a morning person and his sense of fear at harbouring a fugitive was currently more than held at bay by his desire that his two children shut up for a while.
‘Kids. Less noise.’
‘Wow! A criminal!’ 
Miriam was impressed and moved towards the couch for a closer look.
‘I didn’t think you had it in you, Dad,’ Marcus said, shaking his head in wonderment. His father was the most cautious man he knew.
‘Am I really that boring?’

The silence answered Joseph adequately. He shook his head with resignation, blinked, yawned, and continued his search of cups.

Miriam was inspecting the big man and was about to comment on some aspect of his face, when he opened his eyes and she jumped a foot in the air and retreated to the safety of the doorway.
‘Good morning, children.’ 
David smiled and Miriam’s misgivings were instantly quieted. She moved towards him. 		
‘Good morning,’ she said with a hint of wonder.
‘This is Marcus and this is Miriam,’ Joseph yawned from the kitchen. He waved his arm so vaguely that either child could have answered to either name.
‘Your father is a good man, children. He’s helping me do some things today.’
Josephine entered somewhat sheepishly through the doorway. She smiled but did not seem too keen to meet the intruder’s gaze. Instead, she busied herself in the kitchen.
‘Mum! Dad’s ...’
‘Yes, I know,’ replied Josephine, as if cutting off the question would also cut off the problem.
Over the breakfast table, David spoke quietly about lots of things that Joseph and his family didn’t really understand. He wasn’t knowledgeable, because on that count David pretty well had to start again. As he kept reminding them, his mind had been almost completely wiped, but he dazzled them with his insights into simple things around him, to which he addressed his considerable intelligence.
He saw water boil and understood instinctively that it was related to pressure. He explained that it had something to do with one atmosphere erupting into another. Joseph was completely lost.

Joseph found an old chess board. At first, David didn’t understand the concept, but Joseph briefly explained it to him and he became sufficiently skilled to beat Joseph within two games.

The children were entranced. They had never seen anything like it. They had not one friend who was not a 100. No-one they knew thought so well.
‘What must it be like to be a 1000?’ Joseph mused.
‘One can only imagine,’ said David. And when he put the chess board back, he found a dusty, old book tucked away in the dim recesses of the cupboard.
‘What’s this?’ he asked.
‘It’s a book,’ replied Joseph. ‘It was in the house when we moved in. But we don’t know what it says. We can’t read. Until you reach the upper I.Q.s, you only need to work in visual.’
But David took it gently into his hands and began to read.
He read the beginning of Oliver Twist by Charles Dickens and shed a tear at its beauty whilst doing so, which completely bemused everyone, even Josephine who also surprised everyone by shedding a tear, not because she had any great insight into the novel, but purely because of the beauty of the man’s voice, of the beauty of the sound of the words, of the beauty of the fact that any man could or would bother to read it aloud at all, and at the beauty of the man’s tears.
‘You must have been someone special,’ she said finally, through a moist handkerchief.
All of this both surprised and scared Joseph who was beginning to feel decidedly inferior, until David, sensing this, took him lightly by the arm and whispered, ‘The measure of a man is in the goodness of his heart, not in the rigour of his mind.’
The impact of David’s presence was sensational. The night before, Josephine had raged against the wind that brought him to her. By the end of the morning she was as calm as a flat sea and would have followed David through the Straits of Magellan and hardly felt a ripple.
‘If you can remember nothing, how can you read or speak?’ she asked him.
‘I don’t know.’ David looked thoughtful. ‘All I seem to have is my use of language, my sense of mathematics and a logical method. I don’t think I can remember anything about my past - although sometimes ...’
‘Go on,’ Joseph prompted.
‘Well, this will sound silly, but last night I had a dream that I was one of the high I.Q.s.’
‘And there were people dressed in white, hitting a ball?’
David looked at Joseph strangely. ‘No, I was catching fish from a boat.’
‘Oh,’ said Joseph, sitting back, disappointed.
‘There are fish in the harbour,’ added Marcus. The suggestion of outdoor fun and excitement had roused his freckled face and lighted his hazel eyes.
‘I can’t remember the harbour. I can’t remember anything but fragments of ... quite frankly, I don’t know if these are memories or simply dreams. He laughed. ‘Perhaps in the end, it’s all the same thing.’
Joseph squinted with attempted thought. What was David talking about? ‘Dreams are dreams. Reality is reality,’ he declared with certainty.
‘Are you sure? Is life so simple?’ David replied with a smile and Josephine smiled back at him, which scared Joseph even more. He squinted again with more attempted thought, but this time, nothing entered. So instead, to win back his family and his wife’s smile from the seemingly all-knowing David, he pulled out a white handkerchief from his pocket.
‘Watch this,’ he said grandly and he proceeded to stuff the handkerchief into one partially closed hand with the finger of the other. And lo and behold, when he opened the previously partially closed hand, the handkerchief was gone.
This magnificent trick brought light applause from Josephine and the children. They had seen it many times, (it was their father’s only magic trick) but David laughed aloud and congratulated Joseph heartily, which only made Joseph feel worse for being so jealous of such a congenial man.
When the minor kerfuffle caused by Joseph’s handkerchief extravaganza had abated, Miriam, who was all but mesmerised by the amazing David, pursued the previous conversation. 
‘So you could have been anything before The Games?’ Perhaps you were a wealthy high I.Q. corporate leader?’
‘Or a garbage collector,’ added David.
‘No,’ said Joseph, tired of competing for the affections of his loved ones. ‘I’ve definitely seen you in the Transference Centre.’ He stood up. ‘Come and we’ll get you cleaned up and shaved so you won’t be so easily recognised.’
When David emerged clean-shaven and washed, he cut a striking figure. Josephine drew in her breath to see him and Joseph was understandably pretty keen to get on the road.
‘Be careful,’ she whispered into Joseph’s ear as he was leaving.
He kissed her lightly on the cheek.
‘Our chances are good with David in charge. He’ll know what to do. He’s a 160, I’m only a common every day, garden variety 100.’
Josephine touched him lightly on the arm.
‘You silly thing,’ she said. ‘We 100s have to stick together.’
‘He’s a very impressive man, isn’t he?’
Joseph was going fishing again.
‘Why Joseph Carter,’ she laughed, ‘if I didn’t know better, I’d think that you were jealous.’

He smiled a sad, weak little smile and stepped into his car.

As they pulled away, David waved to the family and mouthed ‘thank you.’ And they were gone.
‘What a stunning man,’ Josephine said as she watched the car disappear down the flat sameness of the suburban road.
‘Mum!’ squealed Marcus and Miriam. ‘You can’t say that.’
‘Why not?’ she asked. ‘It’s true, isn’t it?’
As the three walked together into the apparent safety of their house, the children held their mother’s arms. It had been a challenging morning. They all of them had stepped into a vaster place, and it was daunting.






 

Chapter 5

 

Corporate City was built upon either side of a beautiful, wide harbour traversed by a coathanger bridge. Smeared out and away from the city centre, the land rose up to meet the featureless suburbs with the factory zone further out again still, drawing a great sickle shaped penumbra to the city’s west like a crescent moon. And then there was the Great Wall.
The city itself was the province of both the upper and lower I.Q.s. Not that these two groups ever mingled. Under the penthouses and skyscrapers where business and pleasure graced the lives of the rich, lay the squalor of littered streets and the grime of the overcrowded masses. 
For the main part, the I.Q. rich observed the city from high above with a kind of detached amusement. The legs and the head of society resided in one geographical location, but seldom did the two appendages physically connect. The I.Q. wealthy moved amidst the splendour of the penthouses in a world of strawberries and champagne and only really descended into the city streets for the one great legacy of some past multi-culturalism: the restaurants. Of these, there were many, but of course the eateries frequented by the high I.Q.s were set aside for them specifically. It was not done for them to dine and quaff in the same establishment as the lowly 100s, although they didn’t mind being served by them, for it was usually those 100s aspiring to
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