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Chapter 1: Beginnings

Out of nowhere
they came in ever increasing numbers, an infestation multiplying
and devouring everything in their path, as if a plague had
descended on the northern Occident from a faraway planet. Though
great hulking brutes, at first few people really noticed them,
their antenna attuned to other frequencies. Those wackadoo
ding-a-lings breeding tolerance to their advent accepted them,
qualmish fears giving way to notions of magnanimity, the liberality
seen as a weakness to be exploited by the invaders.
If the harbingers of doom proclaimed their
unwelcome entry, their message remained transparent to watchers,
most just too predisposed to indifference, or worse, subsumed in
apathy.

When casting vision on the
newbies, some observers concluded they were unambiguously not of
this world and must have come from a faraway, supernova fathered,
extragalactic nebula, lightyears from Earth. Howbeit, astronomers
had not detected their passage through the Virgo Supercluster and
on into the Milky Way before entering the Solar System from some
distant star array, possibly beyond the range of Hubble and well
outside of the Solar System’s interstellar neighbourhood.

 


~ * ~

 


Pamela Cavendish inhabited the
lexicon of humanity otherwise engaged in making sense of their own
lives, thereby she barely registered the newcomers’ presence.
Consumed with aspirations directed at furthering her architectural
career, from newsreel images, she seldom took in how different the
aliens were compared to her own kind, her mind saturated in
load-bearing stress equations, decorative motif and optimum atrium
lighting geometrics.

Grappling to
find her touch in her freshman year at the University of Liverpool School of Architecture, subsequently
she had bloomed in her sophomore and final years, graduating with a
BA (hons) in architectural design and going to work for Teddington
& Backersley in Preston as a junior designer. Finding the
transition from academia to commerce well within her capabilities
spectrum, she easily knuckled down to the demands made on her by
the practice, soon originating a distinction for proficiency in her
dealings with clients and colleagues. Smart enough to recognise she
had merely stepped onto rung one of her career ladder, she avoided
falling into the graduate know-it-all trap, instead plumping for
measured consideration before opening her mouth in the company of
seasoned architects.

Soon after acclimatising to her
new environment, whilst socialising with other Teddington &
Backersley minions at local hostelry The Stanley Arms, she met
Stephen Thornly. Blessed with a plethora of interpersonal skills,
he came across to her as erudite personified tempered with a dash
of light-hearted witticism.

“So, Miss Cavendish, how are
you coping with the real world of business after being cocooned in
theory for the past three years?”

“It’s tougher
than I’d imagined.” She grinned, her natural sense of
joie de vivre pulsing
from her being like a lightning rod. “But I’m getting used to the
cut and thrust of being on-call beyond contracted hours when a rush
job comes in and it’s all hands to the pump.” She paused, a hint of
inquisitiveness seeping from her features. “What about you? Where
do you fit into the grownups’ domain?”

“Me,” Thornly
replied. “Hah,
there’s much less to me than meets the eye. You might be
disappointed the actuality does not live up to the
façade.”

“I sense modesty.” She pushed
his arm. “I can’t believe the substance does not match the
frontage. Come on, tell me the worst.”

“Very well.” Scrunching up his
dial, he nailed, “This is the fulcrum at which people are either
gladdened or displeased. I wonder which you will be?”

“Go on.”

“I’m a
correspondent for the Manchester Evening
News.”

“Popularly known as a journo,
or disparagingly, a hack.”

“Yes.”

“I suppose you prepared me for
the tremors,” she submitted, smiling at him, “because some within
your profession have appalling reputations for generating false
news, bias and being economical with the truth?”

“My brethren are guilty as
charged—”

“But you’re different,” she cut
in.

“I think so.”

“What are you doing up here,
Stephen Thornly?”

“I have an early morning
meeting with BAe Systems at Wharton. The paper is doing a series on
the history of defence manufacturers in the North-West. You’d be
surprised how many people have been dependent for their jobs on
military and civil aerospace contracts traversing the last seventy
years, and the trend goes on today.”

“I see,” she affirmed taking in
his visage more fully. When he’d breezed over to subtly separate
her from her associates, his lineaments persisted partly hidden in
shadows created by roof rafters absorbing the light. Nudging his
feet slightly as he last spoke, he had stepped out of the gloom
revealing an enticing face with azure optics and wavy blond hair.
Just my type, she thought. “So, what’s the current hot subject
getting the media’s attention?”

“Do you read newspapers?”

“I used to glance at the
broadsheets in the seniors’ common room at school, but since going
to university, I only use the web for news feeds, and then
infrequently.”

“Swallowed up by other
concerns?” he ventured.

“Took me a while to find my
feet with the study matter. When the penny finally dropped, I kept
my focus affixed to the ball. I won’t pretend I am a natural when
it comes to architectural mathematics. My area of excellence is
more in the visionary sphere.”

“You mean, the artistic
side?”

“I do.”

“So, you blithely went around
Liverpool and now presumably Preston without much valuation of
what’s happening beyond your micro-universe?”

“I suppose so.”

“Well—” He stood back taking
her in. “It might have escaped your notice, Miss Cavendish, but the
biggest showstopper claiming front page dominance and coverage in
the leader columns is the rise of the invaders in our society.”

“You mean, the aliens?”

“Indeed I do.”

“Where do they come from?”

“Stargazers have told the world, the
Universe comprises thousands of galaxies, each galaxy containing
billions of stars, each star orbited by its own planets.
Paradoxically, astrophysicists estimate there are more stars in the
Universe than there are grains of sand on Earth, but there are more
atoms in one grain of sand than there are stars in the Universe,
which is to say, the unscalable vastness of the Universe must be
capable of conceiving lifeforms totally unimaginable to
homo sapiens. Although
probable, it is not certain, consequently, the interlopers are
categorised as beings of indeterminate origin.”

“Apart from what I pick up on
web podcasts and virtual news feeds, I’ve never seen one. They’re
mainly down south, aren’t they?”

“Yes, but the Government has
given them citizenship rights and they’re driving north and
west.”

“Really!” Her
phiz flowered into concern. “I’m astonished.”

“Westminster has tried to hush
it up, but of course all ministerial misdemeanours and
controversial policies leak to the press. However, media owners
have been warned by the Cabinet Office not to make a big thing of
it, so it persists as a word of mouth construct.”

At a loss, she confessed, “I’m
puzzled why there have been no demonstrations in London.”

“Oh there has been, but again
the same Cabinet Office injunction applies.”

She glowered. “They’re intent
on keeping it near to a secret?”

“Yes, but ultimately as gossip
goes viral, the dam will break and our rulers will encounter a
nationwide revolt.”

“My god—” Her sensitivities
coming online, she narrowed her peepers. “There hasn’t been civil
war in England since the reign of Charles I and the coming to power
of Oliver Cromwell.”

“For sure,” he agreed, taking
the baton. “That contretemps centred on opposing English
Protestants and Catholics, and the relinquishment of absolute power
from the monarchy to Parliament. This struggle, inextricably
culminating in civil war, will centre on the nation wrestling power
from legislative collaborators and ridding our shores of the
outlanders. Whereas the English Civil War could have gone either
way, this just-over-the-horizon battle is heavily stacked against
the English people. We could be wiped out altogether.”

“Isn’t that what is called
ethnic cleansing?”

“Yes. And it’s
been made easy by weak governments endlessly pandering to minority
pressure groups in the past. You see,
there are no brilliant people anymore, just shades of mediocrity
fostered by political correctness. Consequently, the country has degenerated into shambling
confusion, making it easy for the English to be subdued by
foreigners. They own our businesses, our banks, our service
industries, our football clubs, even our newspapers, have immense
power in Westminster and are slowly but surely expunging the
English from the workplace and bringing in more foreigners to do
our jobs.”

Gawping at him, she knew what he
said to be absolutely true.

Pamela and Stephen soon crossed
the friendship barrier, becoming lovers. Hungry for each other,
they met whenever work duties permitted, either entwining in
protracted acts of sexual bliss at his Belle Vue apartment or her
Chadwick Gardens equivalent. Because of her university and work
commitments, Pamela had little time to pursue a love life, whereas
Stephen had indulged in the pleasures of the flesh since his
mid-teens. Never finding a chanteuse to make his heart beat faster,
when he got serious with Pamela, he cottoned onto the fact that she
affected him in ways he’d not previously experienced. Sure, the
evening they met at The Stanley Arms, he’d been attracted by her
flowing auburn hair, scintillating cinnamon windows to her soul and
comely shape, but as he familiarised himself with her
undercurrents, something more transcendental came to light. He felt
an overpowering kinship with her, like they’d been cut from the
self-same rough diamond. At first. he couldn’t place the sensation,
then he figured it must be love, real love. From Pamela’s angle,
what began as an amusing interlude, briskly transformed into strong
feelings for him beyond his obvious physical and genial company
attributes. She had briefly been in love on two occasions, both in
her late teens, neither proving to be the real thing, the letdowns
accounting for her prudence with men, and a secondary driver behind
her studies and work dedication. Stephen Thornly had effortlessly
broken through her cautious barrier, Pamela relaxing into the
burgeoning union and finding enjoyment in all their combined
ventures. She craved to be with him all the time, the desire
metamorphosing into schemes about marriage, babies and a shared
abode, Stephen buying into the prospect without hesitation.

Little did the lovers realise,
their grand plans would be misshapen by a series of happenings
fostered at the national level, significantly impacting the rest of
their lives.


Chapter 2: Invasion

Now tuned into
the alien threat, Pamela paid attention to media accounts regarding
their advent into English society. Unlike a
declaration of war and the sequent conquest of a target land by
invading militaries, the antagonist occupation began as a passive
trickle. Universally ugly, their squashed-in faces, bulky top-heavy
stature, propensity to emit a pungent odour and languid gait
distinguished them on sight. Some empathetic spectators allied
their form to a rare species and thereby assessed them with cordial
neutrality. Spooked by the oddness of their bearing and carriage,
others steered clear. A third coterie mainly consisting of callous
young men mocked the gatecrashers, their response; a riveting,
venomous-like stare making the jokers retreat at pace.

Albeit
possessing no English characteristics by way of physiognomy, dress
style or language, nonetheless, the administration turned a blind
eye to the intruders as they turned up on airport landing pads or
decamped onto shorelines, principally squatting down at Heathrow or rampaging over the breakers at
Pegwell Bay in search of food and shelter,
the identical phenomenon happening everywhere in Western Europe and
North America. Initially viewed as an unusual allurement, even an
entertainment by lower-level governmental officials going about
their daily business, it soon became clear as their numbers
multiplied and somehow they gained influence with politicians, the
infiltrators expected more, a lot more.

Opening a conversation with
ex-house share buddy and fellow graduate Lysette Nash at Chadwick
Gardens, Pamela voiced, “After the colonists clamoured for existing
buildings to be torn down and alien tabernacles constructed in
their place in which they can pray, the Government have made it
transparent they want templars constructed in all urban locales at
taxpayers’ expense.”

Whilst Pamela majored in
architecture at the University of Liverpool, Lysette had studied
business management, going on to work as a risk management assessor
for Saturn Investments domiciled in the Liverpool financial
district.

“Yes, I read a report saying,
though far larger in terms of inner volume than St Paul’s
Cathedral, the trespasser sacrarium specifications reflect a simple
structure, the only icon on the exterior, a giant motif of their
godhead, referred to as ‘Nannaenki the Despatcher’.”

“Does all this bother you?”

“It does, Pamela, but I hope
common sense will prevail.”

“How?”

“Because of clear
incompatibility, the powers that be will make the encroachers leave
our shores.”

“Huh. Fat
chance.”

“Everyone knows conventional
rules of participation do not suit the newcomers. Their inability
to compete with English people, has necessitated the overturning of
centuries old codes of practice by a weak government, petrified
about being accused of political incorrectness, the implementation
of quotas and positive discrimination also ensuring square pegs
have been rammed into round holes, all in an effort to make the
arrivals feel they are part of society.”

“Yes, the doctrine equals
ripping up a golf club framework requiring players to use golf
clubs and replacing it with trowels and hoes to strike the ball,”
Pamela quipped. “And when the soft-sell failed to take root in
sufficient numbers, ‘the integration machine’, as it’s come to be
titled, drove through the legislature unabated, parties on both
sides of the house assenting to the terms of its enforcement.
Remarkably, the design gained momentum at a lightning tempo, rapid
change outstripping normal governance protocols without the usual
House of Lords safety backstops to prevent the instrument’s
unstoppable effectuation.”

“The point is, Pamela, it won’t
work.”

“No, but the Establishment will
provide the manufactured gloss giving the impression of
success.”

“Very probably. Nevertheless, on
a wider note, I checked Hansard going back to 1945,” Lysette
enumerated. “Previously, there has not been a set of enforced
restrictive laws on the statute matching what is in play now.”

“I’m not surprised.” She folded
her arms, her dismay translucent to Lysette. “There will be more to
come downline, when opposition to the imposition mushrooms.”

Alien strongholds as they came
to be known, acted not only as places of homage, but also as
communication centres enabling the infringers to plan their
campaigns aimed at subduing the English nation.

Acknowledging
the gravity of the fast-developing fait
accompli, the Manchester Evening News sent
Stephen Thornly to London to make an appreciation.
What he witnessed shocked him. Attending a news conference given by
a Downing Street spokesman, it became plain, forged on a
breathtaking degree of arrogance without going to the country to
seek consensus, Parliament were facilitating the squatters’
acclimatisation into English society, emergency tax funds devoted
to accommodating, feeding, and clothing them plus wholesale English
language classes. Towards the front of the press attendees, some
intrepid newsman had posed, ‘Why the action?’, the response being,
‘Because it’s our duty.’ Perplexed, all the media personnel
murmured their amazement at the avowal. Additional queries were
voiced, all the rejoinders amplifying the candid policy with no
bandwidth for justifying the charity beyond obligation.

Afterwards,
Thornly got talking to Vance Jerome, regional correspondent for
the Dartmouth Observer.

“What did you make of that,
Stephen?”

“Well, if a Westminster
prolocutor had made a statement of that nature whilst we were
undergraduates at Leeds, it’d have provoked consternation, warning
bells clanging, sirens going off.”

“Unquestionably, British
politicians have always had an unhealthy predilection to play the
benefactor-philanthropist on the world stage, but this conspicuous
open-ended entitlement granted to sinister incomers goes beyond the
reasonable. Okay, it makes explosive headlines and thereby
gargantuan volume newspaper sales, but the ramifications of this
very odd policy are, to say the least, unsettling.”

“Did you notice when anyone
raised the ‘What’s the benefit to the nation?’ contention, the
emissary neatly edged around it without supplying any crux?”

“Indeed. Smells of something
very nasty. I can’t envisage what, but downline I’m sure the Prime
Minister’s Office will regret this overshow of altruism.”

“Are you staying in London
tonight, Vance?”

“No, unfortunately not. I
foresee there are more revelations to come, but I’m booked on the
three-o-five out of Paddington for Dartmouth to attend a Devon
chapter meeting of the News Media Association.”

“Uh-hah, I’m due in Manchester
late this evening. I’ve already emailed my report to the paper, but
before I head for Euston, I’m going to make an unexpected visit on
an old school chum living in Plaistow.”

Two years
hitherto when last in the capitol, Thornly had called in on Dennis
Oldfield, an avant garde
artist drawn to East London to capture the
changing constitution of the Isle of Dogs when the financial
services community moved into Canary Wharf, his creations annexing
the new breed zeitgeist contrasted with the docklands blue collar
predecessors, the products ending up in local galleries, but not
making him a fortune.

Rapping the door knocker at 16
Lowerton Road, instead of the genial Oldfield he became confronted
by a hostile. After being bowled over by the extraordinary
spectacle and smell oozing from the being, he gathered his marbles
and enquired about his friend, only to have indecipherable
utterances hurled at him and the door slammed in his face.

Perturbed by the rebuttal and
anxious for Oldfield’s wellbeing, he hurried to Plaistow Police
Station.

“You say his name is Dennis
Oldfield,” the desk sergeant reiterated.

“Yes.”

“And he lives at 16 Lowerton
Road.”

“Indeed.”

“Most unlikely, sir. There are
no English people left in Lowerton Road.”

“What!”
Rattled, Thornly wrinkled his nose. “I…I don’t
understand.”

“You’re not from around these
parts, are you?”

“No, I’m in London on
business.” Moreover bamboozled by the policeman’s rhetoric, he
bleated, “What’s going on here, Sergeant?”

“Like in all the East London
boroughs, Newham Council used council properties to house the
freeloaders when they started arriving in our midst eighteen months
ago. The locals didn’t like it, so most have fled to Essex or Kent.
I’d suggest your Mister Oldfield was part of the flight.”

On his return to Manchester,
Thornly discovered his copy had made front page news. Still
flustered by his London memoirs, the following day he hightailed it
to Preston.

“I read your
leader column in last night’s Manchester
Evening News,” Pamela told him in The
Stanley Arms.

“I didn’t think you read
newspapers,” he teased.

“Well, just let’s say since
meeting you, my interest has been rekindled.” Dwelling, she
cultivated an incredulous mien. “Are you sure of your facts. Your
representation was very forthright and condemning.”

“Huh, that’s
the doctored version. The paper viewed my findings to be dynamite
and were uneasy about freaking out readers. What you saw was a
watered-down narrative.”

“So it’s graver than we have
been led to believe?”

“Quite
so. Nobody in the media understands why the legislature has
made it easy for the encroachers to enter our society,
unrestrained. Justifications like, ‘It’s our civic duty,’ do not
ring true.” He froze. “It’s almost as if—”

“Yes,” she speedily
prompted.

“It’s almost as if the
outsiders have some hold over the Cabinet, like there are
mammoth-scale fleets of aliens awaiting to invade and are only
being restrained by those already here.”

“You mean, the present
infiltrators are using the danger as a means to gain some
standing?”

“Something like that, but it
doesn’t make sense. If the Government acquiesce to their petitions,
what’s to stop more coming?” He pursed his lips, his vexation lucid
to her. “Insanely, there are pressure groups lobbying Whitehall to
integrate them into our society, but…huh, why consent to them so
readily? Why open your legs wide and say come on in?”

“Pressure groups?” she queried,
frowning.

“Yes, apparently subsets of all
the major political parties and various self-interested lobbying
cliques are obsessed with the conviction we should cosset the
outlanders. The equivalent is extensively happening in Western
Europe and North America.”

Her eyes billowing at the
tidings, she muttered, “Dear god, the penetration is far more
profound than I ever could have imagined.”

“Yes, I’m horrified as well. If
not for going to London, I’d have tarried as blithesomely unaware
of the flaming scale of the invasion as everyone else north of
Watford.”

“What are you going to do about
your friend?”

“Oh, I’ll
telephone his parents to find out his new address.” Wavering, he
then offered, “It’s most unlike Dennis. If our schooldays are
anything to go by, nothing fazes him, not even aliens. He’s more
the type to circle the waggons and repel boarders, capitulation not
in his vocabulary.” Stopping abruptly, he took a sharp intake of
air. “I wonder, hah—”

“What?”

“I wonder if he was given no
option.”

“By Newham Council?”

“Yes.”

 


~ * ~

 


Over the forthcoming days,
Pamela revisited the conversation she had with her lover in The
Stanley Arms, musing it wasn’t the first time that events in the
background had impinged on her life.

Whilst a pupil at Altrincham
Grammar, she had the misfortune to be entangled in a terrorist bomb
attack at the Trafford Centre. Alerts of more atrocities to come
had been issued by government authorities after bombs exploded in
the bustling thoroughfares of Liverpool’s Lord Street and York’s
Lord Mayor’s Walk killing or maiming legions of shoppers, an
off-shoot of a radical Islamist sect taking credit for the mayhem.
Veteran of Hitler’s aerial bombardment of the greater Manchester
area, Pamela’s mother Lydia had told her about sheltering in a
bunker with her family at their Dunham Massy home during her
formative years. Unforgiving to those caught out in the open during
a bombing raid, Lydia knew many who had lost their lives, over the
decades to come the tragedies stimulating her consciousness of
insecurity. In more recent times, IRA cannonades had left their
mark on Manchester, rekindling the blitz in Lydia’s mind. When the
destruction and loss of life in Liverpool and York occurred, her
attentiveness ignited again, and she counselled her teenage
daughter to keep away from major shopping centres. Before another
attack occurred, the Islamists were apprehended and that seemed to
apply closure to the threat.

Nineteen months later, Pamela
waited in a queue at a bus stop to journey home after shopping at
the Trafford Centre when a massive bomb detonated in the mall’s
main concourse, glass shards from shattered store windows flying at
passers-by including those at the bus stop. Thankfully, at the
instant the device discharged she was looking away from the centre,
but felt the missiles hit her back. Momentarily dazed and deafened
by the blast, it took her tens of seconds to comprehend what had
happened. As her ears regained limited function, she heard multiple
store alarms ringing, then the sirens of emergency services
vehicles racing to the scene. Scanning the dishevelled complex
through distressed eyes, she clocked a plume of smoke rising from
its depths and bloodied people scurrying or limping into the open,
many screaming and crying uncontrollably. Tempted to help those
still in the complex, she made her way forward to an entrance only
to be ushered away by an injured policeman coming out of the
building.

Definite her daughter had been
killed and consumed in grief after hearing about the mayhem on
Radio Manchester, when Pamela backtracked home her distraught
mother dashed to cuddle her. Producing a watershed moment for
Pamela, she realised only fate had protected her. She could have
been in the Trafford Centre when the munition erupted, the finality
of the contemplation making her wary of trusting anyone beyond
friends and family.

Later, it transpired the same
Islamist butchers claimed responsibility for the savagery,
Manchester taking many moons to recover from the titanic blast.
Another foundation inflection-point for Pamela, she deduced
independent of the fashionable rhetoric emanating from eminent
Establishment personalities, disparate ethnic and religious
denominations do not mix into, let alone embrace, English society,
the actualisation making her circumspect of non-English people.

Reeling in her natural sense of
exploration, for quite a while, she shied away from the unknown.
Suspicious of shadowy personages and conclaves of them, she’d cross
the road to avoid eye contact with possible miscreants, her parents
attuned to her caution but convinced of its temporary disposition.
Offered counselling, Pamela declined. Never one for wallowing in
desolation, she asked her parents to inform social services of her
decision. Unbeknown to Randolph and Lydia Cavendish, a scholar in
the year above Pamela had taken counselling after becoming
traumatised subsequent to a mugging incident. Instead of aiding
recovery, her crash into psychosis worsened, the afflicted pupil
leaving the grammar for a special needs school, her parents
requesting the headmistress to remain tight-lipped about her
condition. Remembering the cataclysm, Pamela decided, because she
didn’t feel the need to take her anguish outside the family and
close friends league, not to risk counselling.

With the imminent approach of
her GCSE year, she marshalled her faculties in the summer holiday
break and went for broke, mentally preparing herself for the
upcoming studies. In the process, she managed to suppress her
demons, though they loitered in the backdrop and at times surfaced,
as they had done after her talk with Stephen.

Now she wondered what possible
tragedies lay ahead, resultant from the aliens bulldozing over
England unbridled. Though Stephen had been near to clinical without
emotion when he outlined the menace to her, she sensed behind his
calm, forthright veneer, he worried about the consequences.


Chapter 3: Attempted Hoodwink

As expected by
Pamela and most people, in concert with alien sympathisers within
the political classes, the preachy BBC went out of its way to
promote the certitude the newcomers should be welcomed into English
society and given citizenship status and free access to the welfare
state and the NHS. In a facsimile of the Nineteen-Eighty-Four Orwellian
quote, ‘Who controls the past, controls the
present: who controls the present controls the past,’
they even attempted to re-write history, insisting
the aliens had been on the Earth’s surface from the time of the
Palaeolithic stone age period and pre-historic man.
Outrageously anachronistic
and catchy in equal measures, the out of touch play at
persuasion only reinforced lines on both sides of the
divide. A trick played by the BBC on
multiple prior occasions to elevate their chosen people above the
tremulous norm to privileged pedestals in the sky and grant them
undeserved respect, apart from the PC clan, no one bought into the
blatant lie. As far as the loyal English
were concerned, as ever, respect had to be earned, it could not be
demanded, let alone legislated into law. Like immigrants have to
win their spurs to merit reverence, the latest nomads had to do the
same in terms of making a positive economic contribution and not
enforcing their culture on the English, the difference being,
whereas previous emigres of European origin were definitely human,
without doubt, these creatures were of unknown origin.

“I understand
the corporation has received tens of
thousands of licence fee payer complaints regarding their nonnative
patronage,” Pamela said to Thornly one evening when he had
travelled up to Preston to stay with her.

“For sure. When the director
general and the board of governors took the unprecedented step to
interview an alien, their claimed objective, to assure the nation
the interlopers meant the indigenous population no harm, and their
numbers could be absorbed and assimilated into society without
changing the character of the country or making undue strain on
health and social services, the BBC switchboard lit up and they
received bagfuls of objections.”

“According to
the Radio Times,
Dominic Debenham has been selected to be the
interviewer.”

“Yes, he can boast long term
broadcasting credentials, his BBC family heritage coupled with what
the BBC publicise as his ‘neutral fair-mindedness’ are perceived to
be ideal qualifications by corporation bosses.”

“Nonetheless, Debenham has a
long history of siding with causes not necessarily being of any
benefit to the English whatsoever. Many viewers will conclude in
advance, he’ll give the alien an easy ride.”

“You’ve been doing your
homework.”

“Indeed I have, ever since you
told me about the scale of the outlander invasion.”

Come the night
of the interview, incongruously not a one-on-one held at
Broadcasting House, but an open forum conducted at Tower Hamlets
Town Hall with an audience dominated by aliens and alien adherents,
over twenty-five million English homes tuned into the live
broadcast. Accompanied by a translator to convert the native alien
tongue into English, the alien pairing sat adjacent to Debenham
without a table between them to advocate the semblance of an
informal, uncontentious discussion. As suspected beforehand,
Debenham did not delve into why the gatecrashers were showing up
across the northern Occident or the nature of their intentions.
Instead, he concentrated on queries designed to solicit how the
alien was finding England, and if the nation could provide more
help beyond gratis accommodation and social support. Astounded by
the over-conciliatory modus
operandi, one of the few English people in
the audience questioned, did Debenham intend to dig deep into why
the colonists had come to England and for what purpose? Met with
howls of derision from aliens and alien fandom in the audience,
Debenham fended off the quiz by insisting the goal of the interview
was to get to know the newbie, not hound it into making explanatory
and futuristic statements.

Causing much unrest within the
English segment, supplementary objections were raised about
Debenham’s gently-gently technique, again the interviewer avoiding
the point and ticking off the inquisitor with grand words about
tolerance and the milk of human kindness, aliens and alien
champions cheering wildly at the termination of his rebukes.
Thunderstruck by Debenham’s disingenuousness and patently pro-alien
rhetoric, many English people left the forum whimpering to
journalists on the steps of Tower Hamlets Town Hall waiting for
news feeds and interviews, their country was being sold down the
Swanee river, first by the nefarious political classes and now the
state broadcaster. In parallel with the exodus, the BBC’s
switchboard and website were saturated by aggrieved callers, all
denouncing the corporation’s duplicity.

Incendiary in its
repercussions, the next day newspapers and webinars were drenched
with reprobation of the corporation’s easy-going attitude to the
alien interview.

“I expected nothing less,”
Thornly told Pamela over breakfast. “Some of my colleagues
preordained the BBC’s stance before the event.”

“So I see,” she confirmed,
examining the dailies Thornly had acquired from the local corner
shop. “Capitalising on the prediction coming true, headlines
including ‘The BBC betrays the Nation’ and ‘Traitorous BBC supports
alien invasion’ have invoked a nationwide furore according to
prominent columnists. The state broadcaster has been flooded with a
mass of extra criticisms and accusations, Broadcasting House
entrance choked with crusaders and bombarded with missiles, the
police summoned to disperse the protestors, many persistent
offenders arrested.”

Further afield, in the House of
Commons, proponent MPs on both sides of the house voiced their
concerns about the BBC’s shifty and one-sided interview technique,
only to be shouted down by alien supporters with cries of ‘shame’,
‘bigotry’ and ‘xenophobia’. Making statements to the media outside
the Houses of Parliament and on College Green, the partizans
expressed their disgust and dread with the pro-alien lobby, many
not bottling up and forecasting the unprecedented infidelity spelt
the end for English democracy.

With the word spreading like
wildfire near and far, anger and consternation turned into a
multitude of protests outside government buildings and riots in
city centres, the police and the army called in to quash the
disturbances. Never in the history of English democracy had so many
people taken to the streets to evidence their abhorrence of the
Establishment, the silent majority so incensed they climbed off
their fences and out of their easy chairs, joining the vanguard of
civil disobedience.

Similar
demonstrations occurred in other Occidental countries when their
prominent politicians and broadcasters also waved the white flag at
the marauding infringers. Though reports of widespread turmoil in
the northern Occident percolated into the media down under, Pamela
noted Australian and New Zealander life carried on as normal,
antipodeans surfing off Bondi Beach and scaling Mount Cook without
any pangs about their own security. Howbeit, out of the public
glare, the country’s respective prime ministers made inquiries to
London, Ottawa and Washington vis-à-vis the conflict. Irrespective
of being given reassurances by their opposite numbers, a nagging
feeling endured, the apparent placidity emerging as too pat to be
totally true. However, Australasian heads of state mutually decided
not to unnerve their own nations by taking precautionary actions, a
policy coming back to haunt them upstream.

 


~ * ~

 


Additional to
the Manchester Evening
News, since the alien invasion took hold,
Pamela Cavendish had taken to reacquainting herself with the
morning press on a daily basis as well. Staggered by front page
contents and leader columns centred on parasite dichotomies in
the Telegraph and The Times, invariably she’d read the news twice, just to make sure of
her understanding. Albeit columnists analysed as to why the
Government had sided with the encroachers, they offered no concrete
rationale to validate assumptions. Fanciful theories and outlandish
supposition failed to gain the seal of authenticity, most littered
with partially formed tenets based on hearsay and extrapolating the
known facts to an extent whereby outcomes lingered as nonsensical
to her.

Dialogue with family, friends
and colleagues about the dilemma only muddied the waters, everyone
casting a take into the possibilities pot, but few convincing in
terms of veracity and plausibility. When it came down to it, Pamela
recognised everyone not on the inside of the pro-alien set was in
the dark. Keeping their cards close to their self-righteous chests
to ensure peace of mind, normal government to media Q&A
sessions revealed diddly-squat, the transgressors so fine-tuned to
their perfidious doctrine, they knew any loosening of the code
would result in universal revolution.

What began as a
peripheral curio to Pamela, crystallised into discernible features
by Stephen Thornly, now drained many of her cognitive cycles.
Recent events had blown the concern into a crisis of such
ubiquitous proportions that it never left her thought patterns. If
any uncertainty existed relating to the intruder threat, watching
the BBC-alien interview had scoured any notions of benevolence from
her mind. She couldn’t countenance why Dominic Debenham had been so accommodating, particularly when the utterances coming from the interviewee
via the interpreter were critical of the English and plainly intent
on taking the nation to the cleaners. Interpreting the interchange
more as a public relations exercise rather than a forum for the
general public to assess the newcomers, despite their predilection
for fuzzy sentimentality, the BBC’s slant didn’t make any sense to
her. As per the Government, had they too been sucked into a
traitorous mode for reasons yet to come to light?

Testing out the prognostication
on work colleague Juliet Nowell, she reacted, “It wouldn’t surprise
me if the BBC and the Government were in cahoots. Both are wetting
themselves silly over these hideous colonists.”

“Yes, but why? It’s gone far
beyond the bounds of judicious goodwill.”

“Maybe the antagonists are
blackmailing the Government, and the holier-than-thou BBC couldn’t
wait to close ranks in a show of solidarity.”

“Could be.
Stephen also calculates the outsiders have
some hold over the Cabinet, like there are mammoth-scale fleets of
aliens awaiting to plummet on England, and are only being
restrained by those already here. Other than that, what could it
be?”

“If I knew the answer, Pamela,
I’d broadcast it loud and clear.”

Ancillary interludes within her
camarilla replicated Juliet’s conclusions, Pamela increasingly
alarmed by the regularity of identical autonomously derived closing
remarks, everyone reaching the same analytical opinion, but no one
offering any get-out clauses. Usually in times of extreme exigency
she recapped, a prominent politician steps in, takes the reins,
deals with the bogeyman, and in the fulness of time life reverts to
normal. In her mind’s eye, what critically characterised the
invader problem centred on a blank stage lit from all sides,
awaiting the saviour to make his presence known. But why hadn’t
such a defender come forward or at least made significant
challenges to the status quo enabling the country to get behind
him?

 


~ * ~

 


During an arm-in-arm trek
around the west Lancashire coastline at Lytham St Annes, Pamela and
Thornly discussed the on-going controversy.

“Scandalously,” he began, “the
BBC has begun employing aliens, fast-tracking them from the ranks
into positions of power and authority.”

“Yes, on the rare occasions I
turn the box on, it’s evident the BBC has become a shop window for
presenter, news anchor, panellist and even acting roles allocated
to infringers, the latter typically portraying them in supremacy
and dominion roles such as judges, police chiefs and mayors.”

“It’s all in an effort to
project the manufactured impression they are part of society and no
different from the indigenous English. Out of camera shot, they’ve
also taken back-office functions determining policy in congruence
with BBC collaborators, changing the face of the state broadcaster
from English to absolute alien dominance. Ostensibly the proverbial
elephant in the room, no matter how ridiculous, every BBC programme
has alien content, interlopers even playing Shakespearean and
Dickensian characters.”

“True but the public have
cottoned onto the palpable bias causing resentment and
animosity.”

“Indeed, but the groundswell of
opposition has not stopped the politically correct farce spilling
over into commercial television, aliens appearing in soap operas,
game shows and current affairs. No matter how many channels viewers
flip through, an alien face unfailingly fills their screens.”

“It’s happened so quickly,
Stephen.”

“Yes, many in the newspaper
industry think it smacks of conspiracy.”

“Fostered by the
Government?”

“Uh-huh.”

“God help us.”

Expressly an
indoctrination process, the public were progressively force-fed
curricula centred on alien gripes caused by an intolerant society,
plays pitching the plight of the newcomers in their adopted
environment and all manner of exceedingly slanted investigative
programming unequivocally designed, Pamela concluded, to impart the
message that the English owe the aliens. Exactly for what was never
revealed, the aim being to accept the idea without doubting its
validity. Right in the faces of viewers, the front and centre
syntax of the propaganda was not hidden, the unambiguous signal;
you must accept the aliens. They even
breached Ofcom rule 2.11, used to protect viewers from subliminal
messaging, by frequently flashing pro-alien short soundbites in
sports and news transmissions. Few if any
beyond the bounds of the pro-alien lobby were taken in by the
flagrant attempt at perception manipulation. In point of fact, it
had the opposite effect, viewers hardening their anti-alien
standpoint and despising the Establishment even more for their
breach of faith.

“Have you heard about the
latest BBC outrage?” Juliet Nowell posed to Pamela over their
lunchtime repast.

“Go on.”

“Something extraordinary has
happened. Did you know, without an English person in sight, entire
programmes have become manned by aliens?”

“Yes.”

“Well, BBC 3 will soon become
designated as BBC Alien, its blanket broadcast schedule used by
aliens to bleat and bellyache about ‘alienism’, a loaded
sociological term designed to give the impression the newbies are
discriminated against by the English.”

“I suppose we shouldn’t be
surprised,” Pamela retorted, her chicken on rye hanging in
mid-flight between her hand and mouth. “I’ve come to realise there
are no depths to which our grand viziers will sink to accommodate
the incomers.”

Again producing a hail of
complaints, instead of toning down the belligerent rhetoric, BBC
bosses endorsed the transmissions and sanctioned BBC Alien to dive
deeper into the volcanic maelstrom of alien grievances. Naturally,
the red rag to a bull led to threats against the BBC hierarchy and
the alien broadcasters, the police requisitioned to hunt down the
perpetrators and arrest them. Moreover, instead of garnering
nationwide support, the BBC were harangued in the press and
questions raised by MPs in the House of Commons regarding
de-commissioning the poll-tax like license fee to end the BBC’s
subversion of the airwaves. Unremarkably, the Department of Media
ignored the tumult, claiming the BBC were independent of government
pressures and could broadcast whatever they wanted! Consequently,
polarisation of opposing viewpoints hardened. Pro-alien zealots
encouraged the BBC to turn more of the broadcast schedule over to
the squatters, loyalist newspapers damning the abuse as a
treasonable act of distinct treachery.

Though most of commerce
abhorred the infiltrators, their newly acquired buying power,
courtesy of the English tax payer, could not be ignored, aliens
seen in television and other media commercials advertising goods
and services, the display driving home to English people the
infringers were now an ever-growing ascendant majority. Sending
fear and trepidation into overdrive, millions of people
unambiguously saw the writing on the wall. Every time they picked
up a newspaper, randomly tuned into a TV channel or viewed a
webpage, they were confronted by alien faces.

History had shown when an
emerging ring gains power in a country and their numbers
dramatically ramp up, the existing incumbents become the slaves of
the overlords, in the case of the invaders, tax slaves or even
worse. Nobody relished the notion of surrendering twenty centuries
of upward English mobility to a bunch of free-loading opportunists
having a grip so tight on the Establishment they had turned to
jelly, abdicating their responsibilities to their own people and
capitulating to the aggressor without debate.


Nevertheless, the question remained, what to do about it?


Chapter 4: Personal
Validation

Pamela saw her first alien in
the flesh when shopping in Preston town centre. Just as described
in news reports and pictures, it moved along Fishergate in a manner
suggesting it reconnoitred the town for settling its own kind.
Transparent to jolted bystanders’ revulsion, it continued along the
thoroughfare leaving a multitude of gaping jaws in its wake.
Engrossed in a shoe shop window display, suddenly Pamela’s senses
told her something unusual neared. Swinging about, she clocked the
intruder less than ten feet away. Gawping into its black eyes and
misshapen features, instinctively she held a hand to her mouth, the
sickly aroma emanating from the being caressing her nostrils making
her nauseous as it ambled by. Overwhelmed by the unanticipated
bugbear, she thought she was going to throw up. Recovering her
volition, she ran to the office and telephoned Stephen Thornly at
the Manchester Evening News.

“I’m not certain what I was
expecting,” she relayed, her intonation frail, Thornly immediately
detecting her queasiness, “but what I saw had a horrifying impact
on me. It felt sinister.”

“Specifically?”

“It seemed to have an
overdeveloped sense of self-entitlement, giving the impression it
belonged in this country by right, as if someone had told it
England was home territory and antagonists have the same rights as
her indigenous people.”

“Hhmm, an interesting
perspective,” he observed then jested, “it must have been listening
to the BBC’s overseas service. That’s virtually a clarion call to
all would-be immigrants to descend on England.” Considering again,
he postulated, “I wonder if your imprint has legs?”

“How do you mean?”

“Well—” He conjured up a
facsimile. “It’s like an infant schoolteacher telling a new pupil
they will be at home with existing class members. The schoolteacher
has the designated authority to make the assurance.”

“So who is the schoolteacher in
this scenario?”

“Can’t you guess?”

“Of course, the
Government.”

“And the clearance will be
instilled at the transition centres where new arrivals are…let’s
call it, processed into English society.”

“Yuck, sounds menacing.”

“It does, but
you’re going to have to get used to it. They’ve started to arrive
in mountainous numbers in Manchester,
congregating in Moss Side to inaugurate a power base.”

“Where
are they from, Stephen?”
she yelped, her normal calm and collected aura temporarily
sidelined. “Beforehand, I only got an impression from photos and
newsreels. Actually seeing one up close became a mortifying
epiphany.”

“God knows. They look so
in-human, it could be from a planet circling Alpha Centauri, and in
tandem with multiculturalism, the Government are promoting
‘interplanetaryism’, gifting the newcomers holy cow status.”
Hearing teletype clatter, he tattled, “Wait a minute…there’s
something coming in from Reuters about the newbies.”

She clung onto her handset with
bated breath.

“Huh, you won’t believe this,
Pamela.”

“What?”

“Whitehall has set up a
Ministry for Aliens to exclusively pander to their needs. It also
states the security services will have a supplementary unit added
to it, exclusively manned by aliens.”

Dazed by the tidings, she
wailed, “You’re kidding.”

“No, the Reuters feed outlines
the announcement from Downing Street.”

“But that is
tantamount to implying the gatecrashers are an integral part of our
society!”

“Quite. So the trend into the
abyss continues unabated.”

 


~ * ~

 


Translucent to society at
large, everyone knew the country executive donned the Judas mantle
and were a tool of the invaders. Concurrent with the aliens’ rise
into key English institutions, underground resistance cells were
formed throughout the realm. Instinctively, people knew they were
being double-crossed. If not opposed and preferably vanquished to
their origin, one day the interlopers would seize absolute and
indomitable control of the English nation. That meant no future for
the younger generations and those born into what amounted to be
captivity. Often covert attacks were made on newbie dominated zones
but instead of bolstering the partizans, the authorities fashioned
even harsher laws and sentences for those caught in the act. As a
consequence, underground resistance cells bloomed with members
willing and able to do whatever was necessary to rid the country of
the nonnatives accompanied by the duplicitous legislators and the
pro-alien lobby. Notwithstanding a Downing Street spokesman
insisting, ‘the rebels’, as he titled them, were small in number,
most people lasted sceptical, everybody either an activist or
acquainted with those opposing the subjugation of the nation.

One ambitious
sortie centred on a Guy Fawkes-style destruction of the Palace of
Westminster when both chambers were at maximum capacity. Based in
Richmond, a cabal of passionate national defenders meticulously
constructed plans for the assault. Disguised as patrolling
policemen, a common enough pageant in the Houses of Parliament,
they planted semtex devices at eight spots around The Terrace in
the late afternoon when both houses were to be voting on pro-alien
laws. But for a chance mishap the operation would have succeeded.
Occasionally, the Houses of Parliament were checked for structural
defects by civil engineers. It just so happened, the surveying team
had been held up by an inspection of Ministry of Defence Main
Building in Horse Guards Avenue causing them to arrive at the
Palace of Westminster four hours behind schedule, and after the
charges had been placed. When a surveying team subsection
discovered a suspicious package crammed into a gully on The Terrace
side of the structure, they alerted the police and both
houses were cleared. In turn, the army bomb disposal squad were
summoned, finding seven other semtex packages strategically placed
in gullies around The Terrace. Setting off a manhunt, combined
police and security services tracked down the Richmond cell, five
out of the ten patriots arrested, tried at the Old Bailey and
imprisoned for life, their accomplices having fled abroad, never to
be apprehended.

“It’s been making headlines for
weeks on end,” Thornly reviewed with Pamela one weekend at Chadwick
Gardens. “The foray has produced a flurry of media opinions for and
against the revolutionary action, readers enthralled by the freedom
fighters’ ambitious goal and the Establishment’s metered out harsh
punishment intended to act as a deterrent to other anti-alien
factions.”

“So I noticed. During the
circus-like upheaval, multiple government spokesmen disparaged what
they call ‘the dissidents’, then stoked the flames of piety and
moral rectitude with more PC bombast justifying their master’s
pro-alien policies to the juncture whereby it became farcical, even
the most liberal-minded of witnesses shrinking into themselves at
the notion the Government’s posture was fair and just.”

“Well, if you’re intimating it
resembled an old Soviet-style show-trial, you’re right.”

“Hah, thanks for the
endorsement, Stephen, but it gives me little satisfaction. As the
sham trial unfolded, I couldn’t help but surmise it represents the
ending of impartial law.”

“Yes, many people I’ve spoken to
in a professional capacity have made similar ‘off the record’
comments. Some in positions of power.”

“Yet supposedly, they do nothing
about it?”

“Regrettably no. Those still on
the fringes of government decision making but opposed to the
pro-alien laws are pathologically careful with what they say
publicly for fear of contravening the said laws, and consequently
becoming expelled from public life.”

Albeit, to the general public
the Richmond faithfuls were heroes, their attempt to end the
adversary tyranny acting as a beacon to nationals across the
northern Occident, similar attempts made in Paris, The Hague and
Washington to unseat the duplicitous powers that be. All failing,
security services intervened, finding explosives and apprehending
partizans before they too were
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