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PREFACE

 

This story is an attempt to help and encourage young readers to develop an understanding of the truth contained in the Word of God, the Bible. However, all characters, places, descriptions and incidents are entirely fictional and this adventure story is not intended to be a substitute for the teaching contained in the Bible, but rather an aid to understanding. The illustrations and allegories used in this story are not perfect; and therefore, whilst it is hoped that readers will benefit from the truth and lessons developed in this story, they must be urged to develop an understanding of Bible truth and doctrine from the Bible alone. 

 

Once again, the author is indebted to other people who helped, advised and in other ways supported the production of this book. In particular, the assistance of the following people has been invaluable and is greatly appreciated:

M J Wilkie, E Taylor, R Hatt, H Munro, A Henderson, 

S Jackson, R Chesney, and Margareta. 

Many thanks to you all.
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PROLOGUE

 

Grey mist crept through dripping trees. Shadows brooded. Drizzle fell. Light fled the sky. Evening approached. Soon it would be night. 

A twig snapped. 

Two women paused, huddled and secretive. When there was silence they walked on through the eerie grounds. Anxiously listening. Unable to see through the cloud and darkness. Once, lighting had been considered for these parklands. But they preferred darkness. 

One of the women was Governor Genie, the leader of the land of Err. She was from Region 2, the home of the headquarters of the ruling Council of Err, where they now walked. The other was Lilotta Mostly, the Regional Representative of neighbouring Region 3. The two spoke quietly – planning and scheming. Their breath filled the air with puffs of white vapour. It was chilly, despite being spring. 

The women did not like each other, but they were united in one thing: they hated Region 15. This was the city of Aletheia. It stood for Bible Truth and refused to admit any other version of Truth at all. The land of Err called it Region 15. 

The Governor’s foot slipped unexpectedly and she stumbled. Lilotta expressed polite concern which she didn’t feel. Governor Genie stopped and inspected her shoe – on the sole of which was a squashed, slimy, still-wriggling worm. Her lip curled in a sneer. She wished the troublesome city of Aletheia was as easily overcome as this helpless worm. She flicked it from her shoe in disgust and wiped her fingers on a clean handkerchief. She wished she could wipe them on Lilotta’s ridiculous, pretentious white coat instead. 

“The Rumour Mill?” prompted Lilotta, returning to the matter they had been discussing. “If open invasion didn’t bring Region 15 under our control, how will the Rumour Mill?”

The Governor wiped her fingers in her handkerchief once more. She had the uncomfortable feeling she had worm-goo under her fingernails. Quietly, she said, “We let them destroy themselves.” 

“Through the Rumour Mill? Through the Meddlers?” 

“Exactly. The leaders of Aletheia will be so discredited by the Meddlers’ rumours that the people of Aletheia will welcome new leaders from the land of Err. As for their truth which they hold so precious, soon there will be no truth left. They won’t know what to believe! Then they will gladly join with the Council of Err. They will, at last, share our own truths and values!”

“And the White-Jacket Meddlers?” Lilotta asked eagerly. 

“They will, as you would expect, play a vital part.” 

Lilotta began to understand the plan – the plan she was part of because the Governor needed the use of the subtle creatures known as White-Jacket Meddlers: Meddlers that specialised in lies and deceit. Region 3, and the town of White Lie where Lilotta lived, was the natural home of these tricky creatures. The region was famous for its subtle changes to truth, twisting and turning it such that you never knew what was true – and what was not. 

Region 3 never admitted to approving of lies, but they did admit that the truth could be many things. In fact, truth could be precisely what you wanted it to be. If the ideas were subtle enough, with just enough truth twisted by exaggeration, with a bit of spice and interest added for good measure, people would believe anything! This plan was certain to succeed. 

In the still, misty air they could smell the stench of decay from a rotting animal.    

“A dead rabbit, I think,” Lilotta remarked carelessly. 

Genie didn’t answer. Her mind was still on the Meddlers – her best hope to finally overcome the stubborn city of Aletheia. But was she right to pin so much on creatures she knew were intrinsically unreliable? In her mind she saw the tiny, cunning face of a wayward, fickle creature she had come to dread: the leader of the Meddlers. 

She had first met him in the Governor’s luxurious office – a horrible surprise contained in an old, tatty cupboard she had thought to get rid of. The cupboard looked forgotten and neglected; no one had thought to enquire what was within. It was kept locked, and only the governors of the land of Err were ever initiated into its secrets. It was home to the leader of the Meddlers – a Blue-Stocking Meddler simply called Sir-Meddle. The Meddler leader used the insides of walls and ceilings and pipes to get from the outside world into the back of the cupboard. Inside his ‘office’ he had a tiny desk and a store of smelly food. Sir-Meddle unlocked and opened the cupboard door when he pleased; he demanded what he pleased; stole what he pleased; and it was only when he was pleased that he deigned to discuss and advise on the business of the Meddlers in the land of Err. Often Governor Genie wondered who was in control of whom – the Meddlers or the government? Of course, it was far too late to think of doing without the Meddlers; nobody knew how to get rid of them. But almost, almost she wished Sir-Meddle was the creature decaying out there beyond the shadows…

Meanwhile, she could only think to direct the Meddlers’ many evil deeds against their common enemy:  

Against Region 15; against Aletheia.  

Yes, the Rumour Mill, the terrifying headquarters of the Meddlers, would conquer the Truth of Aletheia. 

With lies. 






PART 1:

THE DISCOVERY

 





CHAPTER 1

RUMOURS

 

It was spring once more in Aletheia. The city of Bible Truth, in the centre of the land of Err, was growing and thriving. Across the Pray-Always Farmlands, newly planted trees were blossoming, crops were budding, farmhouses and barns had been freshly painted, and cows were enjoying the first fresh grass of the season. There was little evidence of the occupation and pollution that Aletheia had endured when the land of Err had invaded the city the previous autumn.1 Signs of the war were nearly gone. 

For the children of the city, the end of the war meant the return of all the schoolchildren to Aletheia. School had reopened. Charlie Steady had very mixed feelings about returning to Aletheia and to Goodness and Mercy High School. He had been absent for the duration of the war, sent to stay with relatives in the country of Phronesis – “out of harm’s way”. Apart from leaving his best friend, Benjamin Wright, Charlie was quite happy to leave the gloom of besieged Aletheia to stay in Phronesis. He craved the danger and adventure he was sure he would find there. But there wasn’t much action after all, and Charlie got bored of his aunt and uncle’s well-meaning lectures about the Bible and the way of salvation. He got enough of that in Aletheia. 

Now that Charlie was back in Aletheia, he discovered a most unwelcome and alarming change. It wasn’t change in the city; that didn’t concern him. School hadn’t changed for the better either; but he had never been optimistic about that. Nor had his family improved in his absence – which he thought was a pity. As far as he was concerned, his Christian relatives were a distinctly hampering influence on his desire for adventure. 

But there was the most shocking and unwelcome change in his friend, Benjamin Wright. Charlie had always relied upon Ben to share his disapproval of Aletheia; but during the war, Ben had actually changed sides!1 It was a most disheartening development and Charlie was concerned. 

“Of course I know what it means to be saved,” he said impatiently, when Ben tried to explain what had happened to him – and how he had become a Christian.2 “That’s all anybody in Aletheia cares about! That’s all we’ve been taught about all our lives!” Charlie never minded exaggerating to make a point.  

“Well, now I know why they all think it’s so important,” said Ben. “It’s actually real, Charlie! It really is!” 

“Real,” repeated Charlie, who always enjoyed a debate. “I suppose there are plenty of important real things in the world. Real people, real money, real buildings…”

“That’s not what I meant!” 

“And they’re all more real – because you can see them – than something like being saved – which you can’t see at all!”

Benjamin was usually very good at winning arguments – but if there was one person who was better at it, it was his friend Charlie. Charlie could answer anything – or tie you in knots so that you thought he had.  

Ben tried to explain. “It’s invisible because it happens inside you. But I’ve been made completely right before God, because of what the Lord Jesus has done! I know I have! And that’s real!” 

“Well, as long as it doesn’t mean you go all boring and good,” remarked Charlie. “I never thought you would be like this, Ben! I thought we would always stick together!”   

Benjamin went a bit red. “Of course I’m not boring!” 

“I expect Aunt Sagacia thinks you’ll make a great, boring Judge,” said Charlie. He grinned when Ben went red again. That Ben was actually interested in the Judges’ Academy, was another amazing thing which had happened while Charlie had been away. Charlie’s aunt was Sagacia Steady, the Chief Judge of Aletheia. Ben had helped her to solve some problem or other, and now he spent most of his free time helping Justice Jude Faithful, doing goodness knows what – reading boring, musty manuscripts for all Charlie knew. Nor was he pleased with the strange new friends Ben hung around with: like Flair Scholar – the annoying know-it-all from their class at school, and Dusty Addle – nice enough, but a bit of a nutty professor. 

“But I would like to have seen a Meddler,” Charlie mused, as he and Ben continued walking home from school, discussing what had happened during the war. “There are none left in Aletheia now, I suppose?”

“None,” said Ben. “But what I’m helping Jude Faithful with, is about Meddlers!”

Charlie ignored that. He refused to be interested in whatever Ben did at the Judges’ Academy. “I wonder what action there might be around here, now that the invasion’s over and Aletheia’s back to normal.” Charlie scanned the peaceful, prosperous surroundings disdainfully. 

Ben said nothing. He didn’t think he could adequately explain to Charlie how awful the invasion had been – and how wonderful it was that the city was now restored.  

“And what’s this old Whiskers is talking about – that our topic this term is about love in the Bible?!” ‘Whiskers’ was the students’ nickname for their formidable Headmaster and Head of Education, Mr Philologus Mustardpot. 

“I wonder if it’s to do with the Rumour Mill,” said Ben.

Charlie stared at his friend. “The Rumour Mill?!” he echoed incredulously. 

Benjamin shuffled uncomfortably. Should he be talking about this? Was it meant to be a secret that the Meddlers had their headquarters at the mysterious Rumour Mill? “Don’t tell anyone, but it’s to do with what I’m helping Jude Faithful with,” he explained. “The Meddlers might be close by the city, ready to start trouble again.” 

“What kind of trouble?” asked Charlie eagerly. “Another fight? Or blight on the crops? Or…”

Ben shook his head. “Nothing like that. It’s to do with spreading lies about the Truth of the Bible, and about all the important people of Aletheia too.”

“Why would Meddlers bother with the leaders of Aletheia?” Charlie was bored again. “I wouldn’t have thought there was much to say about them!” Personally he couldn’t imagine anything less interesting than the mundane, immaculate lives of the busy managers of Aletheia. “Anyway, I don’t see how spreading rumours about the managers will make much difference!” 

“But, the point is, perhaps that’s why Whiskers is making us learn about love in the Bible,” said Ben.

Charlie had lost track. He didn’t see the link at all. In any case, he didn’t think something as wishy-washy as love would fend off Meddlers. Instead, he contemplated with interest the possibility that the small, pesky Meddlers were close to Aletheia once more. Perhaps, if he was lucky, they would provide some action, after all!
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The following day was Saturday – a precious free day away from school. Charlie left an apologetic Ben at the Judges’ Academy. He refused to join Ben and see what he and Jude Faithful were studying, despite Ben’s promise that it was “really very interesting”. Charlie didn’t think anything that involved the Judges’ Academy, Flair Scholar and Dusty Addle, was likely to prove even slightly interesting, let alone very interesting! 

He took himself off across the pleasant farmlands, down the sloping fields to the boundary of Aletheia. He went by way of Apathy Road because it was the easiest route, and examined with interest the nearly-deserted luxury homes at Take-It-Easy Luxury Housing. All but one were boarded up. He wondered, not for the first time, why his parents weren't go-ahead enough to move into one of the empty houses; but he knew they would not.

In the one occupied house, a man in a silk, patterned dressing gown was walking down an immaculate, paved path, admiring his flower beds. He looked up as he heard Charlie approach and almost dropped his mug of steaming coffee in surprise. 

“Have you just got out of bed?” asked Charlie. 

The man frowned. He suspected Charlie was being cheeky. “I’ll have you know I work very hard all week!” he snapped. 

Charlie nodded. “Me too,” he said, thinking of school and all the homework he had yet to do. But he had left that behind unfinished. He felt that Saturdays were never meant for schoolwork. “Are you very rich?” he continued with interest. 

The man gave a short laugh. “That’s none of your business!” 

“Well, it’s certainly more your business than mine,” agreed Charlie, “but that doesn’t mean that it’s none of mine, does it? I mean, it could be a tiny bit of my business, couldn’t it? Because… well, what if I wanted to work for you, for example, or copy what you did to make loads of money?” 

The man had not come across a boy like Charlie before – who had an answer for everything. He stared at him for a moment in silence, so Charlie continued, “Where are all the other people who used to live here?”

“They’ve gone back to the centre of Aletheia, back to the cross.” The man retreated a step towards the house. 

“Why?” 

“You should ask them that!” He took another step away from Charlie. 

“Well, I can’t, can I?” said Charlie reasonably. “I mean, how can I ask them anything at all, if I don’t know them, and don’t know where they’re living, or their names or anything? But since you knew them, I thought you might have asked them why they left their nice houses and moved. In fact, you were probably there when they moved. You might even have helped to carry their boxes and cases, you know, like neighbours do for each other. Just helping…” Charlie trailed off. Sometimes he got lost in his own arguments and couldn’t remember the original point. 

The man wasn’t about to tell this boy that he had watched all his neighbours move back to the cross from his upstairs window. He was about to tell Charlie it was none of his business when he remembered that answer hadn't got him anywhere before. 

“I don’t know why they went,” he said shortly. “They said they needed to live near the cross, but I don’t think it’s as nice or easy there.” 

“No,” agreed Charlie fervently, surveying the beautiful private garden. “You must be lonely here now,” he added.

“It’s usually very peaceful,” the man said pointedly. 

Charlie didn’t recognise subtle hints. “That’s a good way of looking at it! I’d quite like a nice big house all on my own too. Well, I’d better be on my way. If I’m passing this way again I’ll come and see how you are! Maybe you’ll have new neighbours soon. I wish my family would move here!” He gave a cheerful wave, and the utterly bemused man watched him walk away. 

Charlie was puzzled for different reasons. Very strange and curious things had happened since the invasion of Aletheia. What made people once living in luxury move back to the centre of the city, near the cross? It made no sense! 

He walked on, to the boundary of Aletheia. 

Without a backward glance, he stepped into the land of Err. 

 

Charlie went as far as the Recycle Centre on Apathy Road, not far outside the city. Often in the past, he and Ben enjoyed a chat with Bob, the friendly man who ran the Recycle Centre and bought and sold and exchanged books and plenty of other things too. Bob picked up all the gossip about the land of Err and the city of Aletheia; he knew everything that was going on. 

Bob was pleased to see him. Business was slow, despite the fact the sun was shining and it was Saturday morning, usually his busiest time. But there were only a few people about, and they were mostly poking through the early lettuce and spring onions someone was selling on a makeshift stall close by.

“Things have been slow around here since the folk from Err left Aletheia,” explained Bob. “Now, hardly anyone in Aletheia wants to exchange their Bible for anything else!” 

Charlie took his accustomed seat in a tatty deck chair, by the outdoor ‘bargain’ tables. 

“Anyway, I thought you’d gone away for good!” Bob settled back in his own deck chair and closed his eyes to enjoy a spot of sunbathing while they talked. 

“My folks thought I should be away, you know, for the war.” Charlie didn’t explain that they thought he could cause less trouble if he was absent. 

“War?” echoed Bob. “Is that what they’re calling it?”

Charlie shrugged. “Well, the invasion then.” 

Bob managed to look dubious, even with his eyes shut and half asleep. “If you ask me, that’s just what the leaders in Aletheia want you to believe. I heard it was to do with pollution in the city, that’s all!” 

“What do you mean?” asked Charlie. He took a bite from the big slice of chocolate cake that Bob had produced.  

“I wonder… well, maybe I shouldn’t repeat it.” Bob enjoyed being mysterious and Charlie knew that, given time, he would tell all. 

He took another big bite of the chocolate cake. It was sweeter than the cakes in Aletheia, but it never truly satisfied hunger. “Have you heard things about the leaders of Aletheia?” he prompted, fearing Bob had fallen asleep.

Bob spoke ponderously. “Maybe. I mean, you ask yourself why the Chief of Aletheia thinks the city was invaded, and yet all the findings are that it suffered from acid pollution!” 

“Acid pollution!” exclaimed Charlie in disbelief. In his mind he could see the healthy, thriving crops of the Pray-Always Farmlands and the clean, repaired city. It certainly didn’t look like Aletheia had been polluted by acid!

“Well, they’ve got you convinced anyway,” grunted Bob, opening one eye to see Charlie.

Charlie shifted uncomfortably. “I don’t know about that,” he muttered. “But if there was acid pollution…” He was still thinking about the green crops.

Bob grew confiding. “They’re saying that not only did the Chief cover up the acid pollution and move all the people back aboveground into the dangerous pollution, but he bribed all the officials of Err to leave Aletheia – and then he claimed the victory! So there was no war after all!”

Charlie suddenly lost interest in the chocolate cake. Had the Chief really paid money or treasure to the government of Err to make them leave the city? Was that how the so-called war ended? Charlie wasn’t afraid of holding a firm opinion on just about everything; but right now he was baffled.   

Bob continued, “Mind you, I’m not saying that’s what I believe,” he said, “I’m only telling you what other people are saying, people that know more than you and me do about the situation…”  

Bob went on talking, and Charlie suddenly remembered. What was it Ben had said about the Meddlers? It was to do with lies about the leaders of Aletheia. Bob chatted on, and Charlie listened to the rumours.

He wondered what it all meant.






CHAPTER 2

TEAM MEDDLER

 

Dusty Addle walked jauntily through the sunshine of Aletheia. He had just left the fantastic complexity of the Central Control Room at the Academy of Soldiers-of-the-Cross, where he spent all his spare hours helping with the work there. With him walked an untidy girl, who occasionally broke into an impromptu run to keep up with her long-legged companion. The girl had large, smeared glasses, and an oversized, scruffy leather satchel slung about her. It bumped and jolted as she rushed after Dusty through the paved streets of Aletheia, towards the immaculate splendour of the Judges’ Academy.

“It’s not a race, you know, Dusty,” she protested. “We’ll only be a matter of seconds later with our news if we walk a little slower!”

“Sorry,” said the good-humoured Dusty. He accommodated her slower stride for a couple of steps, and then began to hurry again without thinking. He was anxious, as she was, to share the news of their latest research. 

Dusty whistled as he walked, for the sun was shining, the majestic buildings of central Aletheia were gleaming, and everywhere there was evidence of the victory and cleansing of the city of Truth. Flair Scholar, his companion, hoisted her heavy satchel of books into her arms and tried to keep pace. 

“I can tell you exactly how many seconds’ difference it would take us to reach the Judges’ Academy if we walked at approximately half the pace,” she panted. “If speed equals distance divided by time, then…”

Dusty wasn’t listening and Flair did not have enough breath to explain something that Dusty, who was equally scientific, knew very well anyway. For once, Flair began to wish she had left her satchel of precious books and documents behind.

Dusty didn’t carry a bag of books. He clutched a neat folder in his hand. It had been a point of discussion between Dusty and Flair who would carry the precious reports, but Dusty had settled that by pointing at Flair’s cumbersome luggage, and refused to let her put the important information they carried in amongst her jumbled possessions.  

When they reached the spotless corridors of the Judges’ domain, Dusty stopped whistling and slowed his pace. Even Dusty was not immune to the subduing effect of the corridors of the majestic Judges’ Academy. Flair sighed with relief. It was cool and quiet here. They made their way to Justice Jude Faithful’s room. 

 There was no need to knock on the door: they were expected and it was open. Jude was seated at his desk. Benjamin was hovering at another table, painstakingly spreading a large, ancient, detailed map across it – placing small weights around the edges that were inclined to curl up again and again without any encouragement. 

“It’s been so long since we studied that map that it doesn’t want to lie flat,” Jude observed, watching Ben wrestling with the large document. “The area around Fearful Christian Commune hasn’t been examined in any detail for years.” 

“It has been examined by me,” said Ben. “Charlie and I used to go and explore and spy on the weirdos there!”

Jude didn't get a chance to respond to this. That was when Flair and Dusty walked in.

“Hey!” said Ben, holding the map down with one hand as he greeted the entrance of Dusty and Flair. “Now Team Meddler is together again!” 

The four of them – the newly promoted Justice Jude Faithful, who was their boss and team leader, and the three students, Dusty Addle, Flair Scholar, and Benjamin Wright – made up the small team who had been commissioned to examine Meddler activity around the boundaries of Aletheia. With very few exceptions, none of the managers of Aletheia thought they would find much. But the team took their work very seriously: they worked all the spare hours they could, researching and examining evidence, and relying on the expertise of Dusty and Flair who worked in the Central Control Room at the Academy of Soldiers-of-the-Cross. 

This group was one of many that were now researching creatures, inventions, patterns, and reports from across the land of Err, hoping to discover more about their enemies’ next plans to attack the city. Every possibility, however unlikely, must be explored.  

Dusty joined Ben at the map. “I’ve got the report,” he said without preamble.

“Did we find them?” asked Ben eagerly. 

Dusty gave a nod, accompanied by a wide grin. 

Flair dumped her large satchel on the ground and said, “Just wait until you see!” 

Jude watched the three of them, wondering what they would find next. There was never a dull moment with these three classmates. Although not many would swap places with him, he was glad he had been chosen to work with such clever, interesting students.  

Ben searched the cluttered space for another object to keep the map in place. He eyed Flair’s satchel which he knew contained plenty of books, but it was inconveniently out of reach. In the end he removed his shoe and plonked it on the last remaining corner, pleased that the map was secured at last.  

Jude chose to overlook the small amount of mud now stuck to an ancient, valuable map belonging to the Judges’ Academy. It was one of those things that came with working with Ben Wright. He hoped the Chief Judge – who was so supportive of their project and was one of the few who thought they might find something of interest – did not choose that moment to appear.
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 “Let’s see the report, Dusty,” said Jude. He got up from his desk and joined the two boys and Flair at the table. “What does it show today?”  

Ben wished Charlie would take an interest in these developments in the search for the Meddlers, especially if they had found them! If only Charlie would listen for long enough, he was certain his friend would enjoy learning about Meddlers as much as he had done. Although, he might have plenty of scathing comments about spending time with the eccentric Dusty Addle, and especially with the school know-it-all, Flair Scholar. 

Jude spread out Dusty’s report which showed the results of a detailed examination of the Rascal Register. The Register had searched extensively for Meddler activity close to the boundaries of Aletheia, in the same area shown on the ancient map now pinned down with the assistance of Ben’s shoe.

“As you know, we’ve been searching for Blue-Stocking Meddlers for weeks,” said Dusty.

“The cleverest Meddlers!” Ben enjoyed making frequent observations on everything he knew about. “But we didn’t find any of them close by, did we?”

“No, of course not,” said Flair.

“There are still none showing,” added Dusty.

Jude was frowning at the curious squiggles on the report. “So, what is this pattern here, then?” 

Flair rubbed her hands together and Dusty grinned. “Well, Ben was looking at other types of Meddlers, those likely to be used for this sort of attack. You know, Meddlers that would be useful to spread lies and wrong information. We didn’t want to tell you until we’d checked it out.”

Ben nodded. “I asked them to search for White-Jacket Meddlers,” he said. “Did you find them?” 

“All in good time,” said Flair, looking smug.

Ben sighed. Flair was generally alright to work with, even if he didn’t consider her exactly normal, but she could still be an annoying kind of girl. 

“White-Jacket Meddlers are very rare
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