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Once upon a time...in the land of Anywhere, in a world long since forgotten, in the fine and prosperous city of Anyplace there lived a Banker. Despite being a rich and seemingly successful individual he was neither particularly bright nor talented – like all his kind he owed his wealth and position to The Magick Of The Old School Tie, a thuggish, brutish (even psychopathic) nature and the easy gains to be made once one was plugged into a Financialised Economic System that owned The Politicians and The Means Of Communication and was blatantly criminal in its nature; that kept all profits to itself but ensured that The Ordinary Folk compensated it for its losses.

In truth, The Banker was a thoroughly unpleasant sort. One of the things he enjoyed doing most, besides Rigging Financial Markets to enrich himself and destroy the lives of others, was hunting. He loved to dress himself up in the latest style of Aristocratic Idiot hunting gear and stroll pompously through the wild countryside surrounding the city of Anyplace, various guides, scouts and gillies In Attendance, killing as many animals as possible. For no other reason than entertainment and the satisfaction of his gross appetites. Oh, and to validate himself as a man for he was, in reality, so inadequate as one that only killing things made him feel like a Proper Person.

One day, on one of those hunts The Banker enjoyed so much, he wondered somewhat Off The Beaten Track, away from those In Attendance, and found himself alone, forcing his way through an area of low, dense scrub and towering trees. He found that being alone actually made him feel More Of A Man and his excitement at the prospect of killing some poor animal became even more intense. That excitement grew markedly when he found himself in a clearing amongst the trees and scrub and saw, just ahead, unaware of his presence, chewing on a clump of lush grass – a Unicorn! The beautiful, extraordinary, almost mythical Unicorn. The ultimate hunter’s trophy!

And therein lays our tale. For this Unicorn, chewing away peacefully on a clump of God’s Green Grass in front of our vile Banker, was The Last Unicorn. The only one left in existence after widespread depredation and pollution of the Natural Environment by The Greedy One Percent and constant hunting by them and their Minions. To kill this one, fine and beautiful animal would permanently unstitch one of the Threads Of Creation from the Cloth Of The Universe. If The Banker had known this, would it have made any difference to his intention and desire to kill the animal? No, indeed it would have made the kill all the sweeter. Would it have made any difference to him if he had known that the act of removing A Thing Of Beauty forever from the fabric of the Universe would curse his Soul? No, for he would have thought that but a small problem that could be dealt with as any problem is dealt with – with money.

Oblivious of all the matters we have just discussed (for he was oblivious to all except money, power and self-gratification), The Banker raised his rifle to his shoulder and placed the Unicorn in his sights. But just as he was about to pull back the trigger and let fly a slug of hot, fatal metal - up popped a Faerie! As Faeries are wont to do in such circumstances.

Don’t ask me where the Faerie had been, or where she had come from. I’ve no idea. Nobody knows how Faeries materialise and dematerialise at crucial and significant times, except perhaps because they are drawn to strong emotion like bees to honey – beyond that, it’s impossible to explain, simply part of Faerie Magick, beyond the experience or knowledge of men. What I can say for sure is that the Faerie had materialised at this point and space in time to prevent a Gross Crime Against The Universe. It had determined that the last Unicorn was in danger of being killed and had decided it had to try to stop this awful event from occurring.

To this end, the Faerie materialised, with a pop and a bang, directly in front of the barrel of The Banker’s gun. Flapping her diaphanous but powerful little wings she held a tiny hand, palm facing forward, to The Banker and said, ‘stop, you cannot kill this Unicorn – it is the last of its kind and its death would be a Grievous Affront to the Universe!’

Now at this point, The Banker showed himself to be truly an ignorant man who knew everything of the ways of the world but nothing about the way the world worked. He should have realised that you never mess with a Faerie and if they tell you directly to something, you do it. He should have said, ‘yes, Faerie’ and ‘of course, Faerie’, instead he said:

‘Hah, get out the way, Faerie, who are you to tell me what to do? This animal is mine, I shall have its head on my wall!’

‘Do you not understand,’ replied the Faerie, somewhat puzzled by this man’s stupidity, ‘this is the last Unicorn – if you remove a thing of such beauty from the Universe your Soul will be damned?’

‘Oh shut up, Faerie, with your stupid talk of Souls and damnation...this is no longer your world and your so-called Magick has no power, your time has passed - the power of the age is money for money overcomes anything and I am a Man Of Money so your mumblings mean nothing to me!’

‘Look,’ said the Faerie, trying one more time to do the best for all concerned, ‘it seems to me that Man Of Money you may be but man of sense, knowledge and wisdom you most definitely are not...do not do this, the consequences of your actions will be dire! I cannot stop you doing it, only try and persuade you, for I have to respect the Universal Law of Free Will, but if you do it do it, I warn you...I will bite you!’

At this point any sensible person would have turned heel and run, for to be bitten by a Faerie is to be cursed by a Faerie. Faerie Bites never, ever end well. But instead The Banker laughed, ‘ha, ha...is that it? Is that the sum total of your pathetic power...you’ll bite me! Why you are tiny and such a bite would be no more consequential than a gnat bit to me!’

‘Anyway...you said it yourself, you cannot stop me...’

‘But I beg you...please don’t...’

‘You cannot stop me, can you, Faerie?’

‘No, regretfully, no...’

‘Well then!’

And with that The Banker shoved the Faerie violently out of the way with the barrel of his gun and pulled the trigger. Gas exploded and expanded hugely and rapidly behind cold, hard metal and a super-charged slug of death sped through the air, taking the life of the Unicorn but milliseconds later. And a creature of such grace and beauty that it would become a thing of myth in not just one but many worlds, was Taken From Existence forever and we all became the poorer for it.

Seeing the Unicorn fall dead to the ground, The Banker jumped up and down, ecstatic, waving his gun above his head – not remotely upset that he had just removed a Thing Of Beauty from the Fabric of the Universe forever, just delighted that he’d killed something –even better, something so rare, the last of its kind, even!

The Faerie meanwhile observed events with despair and as the Unicorn died she shed a single Faerie tear of sadness, which turned into a diamond as it rolled down her cheek (as Faerie tears do) and dropped to the ground, its Shining Beauty lost forever in the dirt. But her job here was not yet done. In the blink of an eye she flew at The Banker, planting a Faerie bite in the middle of his forehead, just below his hairline. And then off she went - dematerialising and popping up at another intersection of time and space, deeply regretful that she had failed in her attempt to save the Unicorn but confident that the correct punishment had been meted out for such a heinous act.

The Banker was aware of none of this, he feared no Faerie and he feared no punishment, he was too rich to be punished after all! Attracted by his cries of jubilation, those In Attendance soon found him. He instructed them to take the Unicorn’s head and have it stuffed and mounted.  So happy was he that he decided to forgo returning to his wife and children in his palatial mansion in the hills outside of Anyplace, instead he would go to his townhouse in the city and treat himself to a whore to celebrate his fabulously successful hunt!

He was vaguely aware of a slight itching and a smudge of blood in the centre of his forehead, just below the hairline but gave it no import. It was surely nothing more than a Silly Little Gnat Bite.

The Banker proceeded with his plans. He went to his townhouse (in one of the most elegant and upmarket districts of Anyplace) and had the whore he’d promised himself. After the sex act had taken place, rather than pay the woman for services rendered, he beat her up and threw her out into the street. The Banker, and his kind, cannot approach any transaction fairly; they always, always have to make on Both Ends Of The Deal.

Later that night The Banker was lying asleep in his big, comfortable bed in his big comfortable house. He was dreaming happily about money and killing things. Were there any more species on the edge of extinction that he could kill? Suddenly he was awoken from his pleasant dream musings by an irritating itch in the centre of his forehead, just below the hairline. Humph, that damn gnat bite! he thought. He was also aware that he was feeling nauseous and feverish, in fact he was
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