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			“Some say the End is near, some say we’ll see Armageddon soon;
I certainly hope we will.”

			Tool, Aenima

		


		
			INTRO (some time vaguely in the future)

		


		
			Chapter One

			“I’ve never got science fiction, science fact is dull enough.”

			- Prime Minister Jonathan White

			Colonel (Pasteur) Innocent Bizimungu is feeling absolutely fucking ghastly, which means this morning he almost forgot his briefcase. As a big man of God he asks if this is the advent of the end. Sixty-two is a pretty good number, one which most of his fellow Africans could only pray for, but it feels inadequate for someone who has given his life to the pursuit of wealth and power. What is it with death and its inability to discriminate? 

			If this is the end then a little back-story seems in order. The Colonel’s starts in his homeland of Rwanda. In ’94 he didn’t get his hands dirty, but some of his best friends did; ripping babies from wombs and tossing grenades at their neighbours. And they were the educated people. A few have been convicted, most of them live in Europe (and are now Europeans) and some were liquidated by the Tutsi assassins despatched to Kenya in 1997. And later to Europe. His best friend from the seminary was found in the waterways of Amsterdam with a head injury that was likely to have been caused by a farming implement. Poetic. The death toll (a few hundred thou) has been debated, without irony, for the decades since. These things are important in the geopolitical and cultural context within which such mayhem skulks and continues in the Colonel’s adopted home, the Democratic Republic of Congo. 

			As one of the African elite who travels a reasonable amount, despite Interpol Red Notices and the occasional threat of a travel ban from the UN homo-people (his word), he considers it necessary to have a very nice briefcase. It says a lot about a man. Occasionally, including today, he wears his dog collar. Other times it will be a straightforward $3,000 suit or the ‘uniform’ of the Movement for Freedom, Democracy, Unity and Justice (MLDUJ), which is French fatigues with a dash of African revolutionary. Right now he is fishing around in the briefcase’s plush and dusky interior for his malaria tablets and an anti-hermetic. This thing feels very different, though. He wonders what he may return as.

			Innocent was never a soldier as such; he certainly didn’t fight. He is a man of the cloth and that is what guides him now. As a Pentecostal minister he knows everything there is to know about revival. His personal relationship with God is a complicated one, but they have an understanding. God wants him to work hard and be wealthy, so he obliges. When holding court he is oft content to erupt in tongues. He will try anything to keep his dependent flock on their toes. He suspects he is the saviour of blackness.

			During the slaughter he hid with the benefit of the government overseeing the ‘work’ and when it was time to flee, because his colleagues in the national army were too feckless to fend off the advancing RPF, he listened to the Lord and rescued a few Tutsis who remain in his hock now. This was standard practice for many of the killers and accomplices, take a few Tutsis (usually for money or sex) and hide them in the most bizarre places. Then, at the UN Tribunal, years later claim that this absolves you because “how could I possibly have overseen this so-called genocide in my commune when I have these four Tutsis who say I protected them?”  For the Reverend he ‘saved’ an entire family and his fee was to fuck and force into servitude the two youngest daughters. He helped them all escape some years later after he had gained greater leverage with his growing militia and Goma-based business interests. Anyway they both had AIDS and were becoming a little skinny – for some reason he did not contract the ailment. They now live in the Netherlands and when calls are made from Den Haag, Kigali or New York to indict him, the family trots out a statement about what a good man he was and the Reverend transfers a few hundred dollars towards medical care or school fees. 

			Very few people know about what happened at his church; details are scant but sometime in July 1994 he tired of the few hundred souls who had been hiding in the building and outlying areas. They had nothing more to give him and the communal police, who were providing protection, had been killed by the advancing RPF or fled to Zaire (as was). The Reverend received a message from the Lord which he conveyed by babbling in tongues for the first time to the bemused and emaciated Tutsis. With that he hopped into his Hilux and gunned it down the hill, passed the waiting militia and he didn’t look back. Not so much a crime as a dereliction of religious duty. Over five-hundred perished. Only fourteen of those souls were killed with a bullet, five by mortar, nine by grenade and the rest were hand-crafted. The six survivors hid under the bodies for two days. 

			With the assistance of his Church, the Colonel was able to exit Rwanda: first to Tanzania, then Kenya. During a particularly fierce skirmish for his mortal soul the Reverend saw the light and realised that political service was his future. Pentecostalism is big business in Africa and it did not take him long to hook up with some of its grandees who were all too happy to back a man with his pedigree. Kenya was not the place to commence a political movement, not for a Rwandan with the parfum de Genocide clinging to him. The opportunity revealed itself when the new Rwandan government smashed its way into Zaire. What remained of the genocidaires in the jungles and camps was scattered throughout the region. Colonel Bizimungu began to track down a few friends and former colleagues and slowly the possibility of a renegade movement that would represent all of the disenfranchised, whilst enriching its leaders, came to be. Now the MLDUJ fights with great indolence for the vulnerable and ill-treated of eastern Congo and with vehemence and bravery for the spoils. 

			White man drugs, Christian faith and African Magic are currently all failing him. Right now, his innards are being beaten and twisted by Satan himself, which is prompting silent soliloquies of repentance. Sweating in this provincial and private airstrip the Colonel asks the Lord whether the lethargy and deep body aches are the beginning of AIDS. He has had the tests so many times and the last one, a mere six weeks ago, came up clear. The Reverend is concerned for the Latvian and Hungarian girls who are flown in from Nairobi, every few weekends. Some of them are really nice girls and he would be a little sad if he had donated his bad blood to them. The Reverend is not an entirely un-natural man; he cares more for a person if she is female and pert. 

			One of his large helpers approaches with a bottle of water as ordered. The other travelling companion loiters by the entrance to the ‘Terminal’, a tin shed. No immigration here and certainly no duty free. The fans turn above, a frantic whirring that mixes the air rather than cools it – an invisible hot-tub, which is making it hard to breathe. The flight to Nairobi leaves in less than an hour. The Reverend knows he has enough influence to delay it for a while, but not indefinitely. One of his men coughs and pats the back of his neck with a pristine MLDUJ-crested handkerchief, made in Lyon, only 3.7km from the Interpol HQ. That does make them laugh after a few beers.

			 “What time were they meant to be coming Eugene?” the Colonel enquires with significant effort

			“Twelve o’clock Colonel.”  

			The only time he insists on his (para)military rank is when he is being addressed by his men and girls. The Reverend has pushed the envelope with the standard child-recruitment and created a formidable unit of thieves, orphans and prostitutes. Led by a Lieutenant aged only eighteen, the Banshee Battalion is one-hundred-and-fifty strong, all-female and with an average age of fourteen and three-quarters. Despite all the human rights reports and occasional news story, with accompanying photos of wild-eyed females carrying AKs or RPGs; the Reverend denies all knowledge of the unit’s existence.

			B Battalion also has another function, once a month a girl is selected for a special journey. The Reverend and his innermost circle ensure that the girls think it is a reward for all their posturing, looting and occasional fighting – a one-way ticket to Europe. A new life, an education. Some of them wonder why the chosen one is never heard of again, but they all truly believe that she is despatched to a better place. If there are any doubting or dissenting voices, they are imperceptible whispers.

			As you have no doubt worked out, someone like the Reverend is not going to be sending a girl a month to Europe so they can become a witness, lawyer or a cop and one day hunt him down.

			He and his small, but perfectly formed, inner circle; sacrifice them. The Pasteur believes in kindoki and he likes to have sex with animals and corpses. In keeping with the legend of Kimpa Vita he also likes to burn the victim at the stake.

			But it is neither religious nor supernatural faith that enables a man in his sixties to fornicate with primates. It is Viagra. What a fantastic white man’s invention!  He believes, somewhat conveniently, that most if not all of his girls are witches; and must be saved. The buggery and post-mortem cunnilingus are all parts of the cure. 

			Unlike hundreds of thousands of economic migrants and scores of refugees, the notion of sacrifice and sexual ritual has not fled Africa. For men like the Colonel it is just something that needs to be pursued with discretion and never brought to the attention of his Caucasian associates. It just doesn’t look good when doing business or attempting to increase access to aid. The one advantage that people like Innocent Bizimungu have is that his ‘badness’ is multi-faceted. In a way the child soldiers, mineral exploitation and human rights abuses are a classic distraction trick. Look over there, but not at that the Garrison of God fourteen miles north-west of Goma, which appears to be a hybrid place of worship and experimentation – which is in fact what it actually is. 

			As for the minerals, well they are the Colonel’s ‘get out of the Hague free card’. The MLDUJ ‘owns’ four mines – one gold, one tantalum and two tungsten. He and his three front companies do business with the multi-nationals and governments all round the world. He keeps his prices competitive, which is why he is allowed to indulge all of his odd pursuits and is also why he is about to be issued with a visa to the UK. 

			The Reverend’s boy at the entrance stops tugging at his shirt collar. A car – male driver, female passenger. The latter emerges. The cut of her clothes is straight out of high-end airline. She is a DHM or something similar, maybe something spookier. She says nothing, hands over the documents, almost curtsies and then hurries back to the car. Could be the heat, could be the company.

			The Colonel grinds his bones into quasi-action and limps towards the plane, its engines are already thrumming. What passes for border control/ticket check is undertaken by one of the ground staff, who then walks briskly (a sprint in this heat) around to the front of the plane and gives a barely noticeable gesture. The door is sealed, the engines go a little more alto and 94% of those on board start to pray.

			***

			Someone also once said that we are a virus with shoes. This bus is combustive, as always. Filled to the gills, the metal fish fights its way into the city. In one corner a woman bellows something in an indeterminate language. Young Jamaican girls, already Mothers, but with backsides that suggest God may even exist, block the doors with surrealist buggies and bad attitudes. The smell of armpits and night-shifts mingle with the tinny harassment of compressed ‘music’. 

			Professor William ‘Bill’ Clarke catches this bus nearly every day (from south to north) to his ivory tower, which is in fact Art Deco green. The Professor is thirty-six years old, and therefore something of a prodigy. His brilliant mind and ability to both absorb information and pontificate at the boundaries of human comprehension is un-noticed on this bus. And, yes, no surprise really but Bill Clarke is single. His appearance can best be described as unkempt. He favours cords, they seem unfussy and reliable and the counter to his trendy colleagues on the Continent who always sport jeans and T-shirts with their tweed jackets. He is irritatingly not quite tall, 5’10” in wedged shoes. His hair, something resembling a man-bob, is lustrous (almost Hispanic) and he has a slightly irritating habit of floofting it from one side of his head to other. It looks vain, but actually betrays the fact he cannot quite establish the location of his parting. An attempt at dashing, but minimalist, facial hair mopes about the lower regions of his visage. His eyes a little too close together, and nose (nostrils a little too far apart) take him down from a possible seven-and-a-half to a mid-six.

			Bill is relatively unbothered about singularity; his pulsing brain and troubling libido would probably destroy most normal relationships. Amazing how the planetoid that is his mind can be distracted by the firm rump of one of the baby-mothers. She can barely be seventeen and this makes Bill feel awkward – but what are you to do? Stare at the drunk Polish builders, make conversation with the surly school-kids who litter the tram like half-bright zoo animals, or maybe chat with the handful of elderly racists?

			As Bill disappears further into the sweaty jungle of his sexual fantasies he imagines what knickers she may be wearing and what it would be like to just ease them to one side and – well only if she has had a shower. Slowly he returns to the Now and his eyes meet those of a heftier, older Caribbean lady. She has read his thoughts, he knows it. She kisses her teeth, folds her arms and glares out of the window at the ghost-blurs that are her alleged brothers and sisters. Humanity charging into the dusk of nations. 

			Bill feels his phone buzz. 

			A text:

			Where r u. Need to talk through my lecture, and it is only in 45 mins. Call me. J x

			Jes - ever-dependable minion – otherwise known as a PhD student. Bill regrets, often, the modern trend of work colleagues dishing out their mobile numbers to each other. It is yet another example of technology blurring the lines – where do private and public life begin/end? Mobile phones are also the weapon of malingerers and schemers. Messages that communicate illness the night before, or transmit the latest childcare disaster, or animal problems, or dying Aunts or whatever half-truth the sender wishes to convey; are so much easier than manning up, phoning the office and speaking to someone.

			Jes is twenty-eight and therefore conducts her life with no delineations. Nor punctuation. That question at the beginning of the text with no actual ‘?’ has hold of Bill’s obsessive frequency. This causes him to ease the mobile back into his cheapo rucksack, without replying. Bill is also helping her fly. She needs to feel the panic of walking into a room filled with multi-national twenty-somethings, all of whom are over-resourced and over-educated. 

			And kisses? You have to be kidding. Where did that start? Colleagues texting xs to each other. He has noticed that when she is pissed Jes’ virtual kisses increase (maximum number five, sometimes a combination of CAPs and lower case). She only has his mobile because he gave it to her when he was hammered on Prosecco at a college function. 

			Bill’s stop and, as is often the case, he nearly misses it. This is usually caused by self-absorption or his being neck-deep in an article from some International Studies periodical that is discussing, with no consideration as to relevance, something obscure from those parts of Africa no-one gives a shit about. Places that don’t breed terrorists or swathes of death-wish desperados who are content to cram onto a dinghy and fight their way across a blustery Med. Places also so grim that well-meaning/vainglorious celebs/private school kids can’t go there to raise money for wells, or school books, or a hostel for children who live (happily) in a garbage dump.

			The bus disgorges half of its load onto the street, including Bill who has his hands full of papers and items of unwanted clothing. He finds a window ledge and attempts to re-arrange his ‘now’ life, by balancing his bag and ramming everything else into it. The Metropolitan kerfuffle farts and moans around him. Eventually his focus is reclaimed by the modern facade of Bill’s parent department. It is just exquisite and he marvels at how a young man from a small town could find his way into the supremely important world of academia. A pre-crap shudder pulses through him; Bill is relieved he has not had coffee this morning. 

			In the Departmental reception, other than the privatised security guards, everything is active. This is a seat of learning and it is beautifully made and revered, even by the over-fed students who run to college an hour before lectures begin. This is no place for slackers, which makes it quite a challenge for Bill Clarke. But as the students hurtle from the entrance to the corridors, to their theatres of knowledge and seminars of high thought; Bill and his genes are dragged along in their wake like a six-year old at a water park.

			The only time Bill feels a breeze of sadness is when he enters his departmental office. The Centre for Sub-Saharan Africa. Thirty or forty people plugged-in and plonked at large white tables that are slightly too low for someone of above-average height (no worries there for Bill). No PCs, only laptops, and a moderately veiled atmosphere of resentment.

			Professor Clarke is an expert on central and West African modern history. He rather likes gore and darkness and what better place to look. Plus, the comedy is at times so powerful even a detached academic has to snort and chortle. Young men going into battle in stockings and fright wigs? Funny, surely? And so much more acceptant of human frailty than the Islamist oeuvre that has spread a Caliphate of fraudulent alarmists across the entire academic globe. So far Bill has resisted but his superiors want his department to be constantly on the look-out for African jihadis. As far as Bill is concerned his department is about cultural purity. He daren’t say it but that homo-erotic thing known as (modern) jihad is just so not (his part of) Africa, baby. 

			During his Masters, Bill spent some time in Congo-Brazzaville, the DRC’s inconsequential neighbour. He then (as he would somewhat inaccurately claim) boozed and bullshitted his way through a proper Anthropology degree at a proper University, did a Masters, and then strikingly realised it was academia or bust; or maybe government. The latter, though, did and does not fit with Bill’s muted rebel heart. Plus a lack of siblings, partner and sprogs means Bill Clarke is profoundly selfish – so public service as a concept all seems rather far-fetched.

			Only this week his bosses have bent his ears about building links with the newly named Ministry of Homeland and the Interior (formerly the Home Office). Ein Volk. Remember this is the future – nothing like Nazism can possibly happen again; not in Europe anyway – well not in the bit that counts.

			This is the future and this is now.

			***

			Bill, out of breath and moderately perturbed at all these know-it-alls peppering his departmental floor, walks briskly to his office. A few metres from the sanctuary and someone grabs his arm.

			“Why didn’t you reply to my text?” says Jes.

			Professor Clarke allows the electricity of her touch to thrill his under-utilised bicep. He isn’t touched very often, unless you count the resentful brushes and nudges experienced on the public transport system. There is no doubt that a beautiful, gothic, Asian girl, with delicate features and slender limbs should be an object of male colleague wank fantasy. But Bill has never considered it and he has wanked about some strange fucking women and things in his time. And why is she called Jes? Will suspects it is short for something, he has probably been told a few times before and somewhere in the strange, dark World of his filing cabinets there is an unopened personnel file that would give him the information.

			“Oh, sorry I haven’t checked my phone”

			“Christ. Look I have to do that lecture on Burundian militias at 10 and I really don’t think I can”

			“Perhaps your blaspheming could utilise a more Eastern messiah? Anyway, I will try and help. Give me a few minutes to arrange my desk and go for a poo and we can talk”

			“TMI, Professor.”

			Jes’ mild, Black Country tones have soothed Bill’s office anxiety regularly. He is also quietly proud to be associated with her; they being part of the 15% of staff who did not attend private school. There is a downside to the hypnotic power of her voice; he does not listen to or recall much of what she says. It is happening now as he enters the airless, calm ecosystem that is his office. The other side of glass Jes chews her fingernails whilst poring over another worldly device. He wishes it were a wad of papers – aesthetically that would be much more dramatic. Another female colleague that Bill barely recognises engages Jes in conversation. He seizes his moment, leaves the room with its walls of books and photos of African sunsets, and heads towards the fire exit to a toilet on the floor below. By the time she realises he is gone and he has completed his grunting and smearing – it will be too late.

			As he nears stage one (fire exit door) Bill is hailed by the departmental administrator. He tries to feign deafness but Chloe is both persistent in mind and physicality. As is often the case Bill spends a little too long studying Chloe. He can’t help it and she doesn’t seem to mind. Chloe is from Dorset, a small village where everyone marries a farmer and/or becomes a valium addict. Problem for Chloe was/is, that despite having a name that sounds like she should be a nubile 16 year old girl; she is 6 feet three inches tall and built like a Samoan winger. Not exactly fat, but thickset with a huge pair of breasts. They are also firm and Bill has wondered about plunder. He cannot help it and she confirmed it herself once when they were drunk; “they are bloody massive”. 

			Chloe is married to a ‘man’ of minimal height, as she should be. Bill cannot remember her husband’s name, he has never met him but has occasionally seen Mr. Chloe sitting in his vast space wagon that is crammed with canine stink; waiting for his wife to stumble out of a pub. Bill is not entirely confident that Mr. Chloe’s feet reach the pedals of the car. Unfortunately for Chloe her hubby has all sorts of syndromes and allergies. He has been off sick for nearly a year. He is allergic to the World, expect for dogs, which Bill finds odd because he is allergic to dogs and little else. The story does not hang together but the sickly chap is not high up enough in the hierarchy or the skills department for the company he occasionally works for to proceed with career euthanasia. It is because they (the mentally lazy) do not actually do anything important. Companies, NGOs, the State, run off the commitment of maybe 30% of their staff. 

			“Sorry Chloe I am just on my way somewhere.”

			“OK, well I just needed to mention something important.”

			“Yes.”

			“Simon is doing a sponsored bike ride for the dogs’ home next month. Is it OK if I put an email around seeking funds?”

			“I guess so, who is Simon?”

			“My hubby, silly.”

			“Right, so he’s feeling better then?”

			“Well not really, but you know he is so dedicated to...”

			“There you are!”

			“Oh, Jes, you’ll sponsor Chloe’s man won’t you, sounds like a good cause. I will be with you shortly, got to go.”

		


		
			Chapter Two

			“We don’t all like deep-fried pizza and we don’t all love our Mother Country.”

			Ian Smith (criminal)

			Lucy Miller has been feeling odd for a few days now. She is a very analytical woman, but thus far the origins of her disquiet are elusive. She went to the gym this morning; core strength, weights and a thirty-minute spin session. She enjoys staying fit and the exercise certainly takes her mind off the nagging child that has been tugging at the back of her brain for the last week. Burning thighs and eyes filled with your own salty water drown worry and self-indulgence in a tsunami of endorphins – for a while. Lucy was built at the same factory as all the other top servants of the realm. Correct bloodline, location, school, network and demeanour. Some might call them clones. Lucy is a little more exotic than some of the younger models, having been to school in Africa. There were even a few black attendees. Lucy is an enigma, no man in her life and no woman either – not even a dog or cat. She is neither happy nor sad. She just is. Lucy turned thirty-one a few weeks ago. Non-youth has her by the hair and is tugging her gently but inexorably to something and nothing. 

			She has her distractions: affairs of state, a trip to a cultural event with a ‘friend’, literature, autobiographies of fascinating windbags and the like; and pedalling. And what does she look like? No doubt you have already started to imagine. Well let’s deal with the basics; she is 5’ 6” tall – a good height for a woman (according to her Mother), which also means she is not too intimating in heels – but striking nonetheless. Her hair is somewhere between brown and black, cut in an asymmetrical bob; her one noticeable kink. She has green eyes, a few freckles sprinkled about her neat nose and mouth. She looks kind but uninvolved. What Lucy cannot disguise is her physique. Her legs are toned, her breasts large but proportionate, her backside a work of art. Bill Clarke, who has known and wanted Lucy for many years, has suggested to Jes (intra-Prosecco sesh) that Ms. Miller’s rump should be designated a national landmark. And then the hands, arms, feet, neck, back all just about perfect. She could have been an athlete. She is also blessed with minimal blemishes – few moles and scars.

			She and Bill met five years ago at a residential course on state-building in central Africa. They talked very little but spent enough time in meetings and hospitality dinners to recognise each other. Bill unwittingly fell in love with her during a break out session on disarmament in Liberia. As is the case with these well-meaning, but ultimately specious events, an NGO foghorn, usually from Scandinavia or France, was honking away about their time in Burundi. It was just after 2pm, the fatal hour for conferences – post-lunch torpor, hangovers becoming plain tiredness or minds wandering to faces and hair of other attendees – contemplations on adultery. Bill had been surveying the contours of Lucy’s jaw and face, casually stroking his penis through a hole in his trouser pocket when she spoke. He cannot recount what she said but in a gentle, respectful and very elegant way she intellectually evaporated the drone. Even a few of the bored but still alert smirked at each other. It would have been the Aussies and the Kiwis. One particularly butch ex-Australian Special Forces bloke, then working as a security adviser to a water charity, monopolised Lucy’s attention that evening. The next day there was no hint from Ms. Miller as to any possible physical contact with the gobshite, but Bill angrily assumed there had been – it was then he noted (and tried to accept) that it was love. And that is how it has been for some time now. He has only seen her seven times in the intervening years, twice they have talked in some depth; once he has tried flirtation and flattery as she surveyed him archly over a glass of very dry Rosé. 

			She reaches King Charles’ Street, a canyon flanked by Imperial Architecture oft used for adverts and photo shoots; already cluttered with battling ants at 9.15am (she is not an early starter, why bother when you never finish before 6pm?). She gathers her professional thoughts. First a file to read, a conversation with Stefan Green and then a meeting with the grubs from the Home Office and elsewhere. She has never enjoyed cross-departmental work. Her desire is to join the overseas conveyor belt soon – Lucy Miller, Ambassador to Chile - before she is 40.

			The meeting concerns your standard African dignitary (75% likely to be a murderer). The departments will dance the dance and ensure that all ministerial backs are covered and then this unpleasant man from wherever it is, will be allowed to enter; spend his money, meet his Diaspora mates, screw a Latvian hooker and return to his jungle mayhem. A few shareholders will be a little richer and the planet will continue to spin through space. Lucy does not moralise too much about work, she prefers her philosophy theoretical and with a glass of Rioja (helps her sleep, the Rosé is her ‘party’ tipple). 

			This morning, whilst showering, Bill Clarke stumbled into her mind’s eye. He was flustered as usual and very sweet. It makes her smile now. Maybe you are thinking she has a soft spot for him, maybe even the occasional fantasy? He hopes she does and he reckons it is around a 60% possibility. As of now, he is 100% wrong.

			***

			Meanwhile up the road in Downing Street, Prime Minister Jonathan White, is trying to read his briefing for today’s PMQs. He cannot concentrate because he is crying too much. These episodes have been happening a lot of late. The Scottish thing has started to push the PM over the edge. A third vote, designed to humiliate, the sclerotic nationalist leadership, has exploded in Jonathan’s face. 50.9% LEAVE, 49.1% REMAIN.

			***

			Lucy never fails to experience a low to medium thrill when she enters the corridors of the Foreign and Commonwealth Office. The high ceilings, dark wood, sweeping staircases, and thick carpets whisper to her of days of power and intrigue; of Empire. Much of it, from foundations to objets d’art has been stolen or made by the blood, sweat and deaths of the occupied. Don’t feel too envious, most of the actual offices are in tiny, misshaped rooms and the higher up in the building, the more cramped they are.

			Lucy’s office is on the fourth floor, but then where do Central Africa and the Great Lakes fall in the pantheon of UK foreign policy? She knows that and it does not concern her in the slightest. The work is interesting and it is only another year before she can be considered for a heavyweight overseas post. And she likes her team, especially Sally-Anne, her PS-cum-office manager-cum Burundi expert. Sally-Anne is an inoffensive, upper middle-classed dyke; into horses and rugger. Her hair is cropped short but it neither looks boyish nor feminine. It is asexual, because that is really what a lesbian needs to be in the private school system and the corridors of power. Lucy pauses to watch her through the doorway. She is stirring a drink, for Lucy, and smiling gently to herself. Sally-Anne loves Lucy.

			“Good morning Sally Anne,” says Lucy. Forgot to mention it, Lucy also has an intoxicating voice – it lilts and is not solely posh. Sometimes she even drops her ‘ts’. 

			“Hello Miss Miller. Good gym session? I see you are a few minutes later than usual.”

			“Yes, just put in a few more kilometres on the bike, not sure why. We have this meeting at 11am. Do you have the open and classified information?”

			“Yes, printed off and ready for you. This Reverend is not a nice man.”

			“Well, what more could we hope for? Has the MOD confirmed their attendance? I think it is them and DTI who will swing it. No doubt OHS will have something to say, but there are no links to terrorists are there?”

			“Not the ones we are worried about.”

			Lucy settles at her desk, unbothered by the cramped environs made up of office relics, IT equipment, maps and flags from various despotic African nations. She opens the classified file on Pasteur Bizimungu, assessing that she can review the cardinal points in the time it takes her coffee (another vice) to cool and computer to boot up. She enjoys the fetish of opening a new file and then her mind starts to absorb and dissect a career path that began in the hill churches of Rwanda and is currently being played out in a fortified compound outside Goma, and across the worlds of diplomacy and weapons (no real delineation their). Lucy is not a humourist but she does do irony. 

			She is tickled by the fact that Bizimungu – sodomiser and rapist – can gain access to people she will take another ten years to meet at a dull official function in Manila or somewhere. Who is judging Colonel Bizimungu? Certainly not the legions of public sector lefties and less attractives who condemn Lucy and her tiny cohort of successful women. She notes that the International Criminal Court has looked at him in the past – the problem is witnesses; they are legion but not prepared to die for something as nebulous as international justice. The Reverend can ensure they perish (horribly) or can pay them (handsomely) to shut their mouths. He has no preference.

			The phone rings – internal call.

			“Lucy Miller, Africa.”

			“Hi, it is Sally-Anne, I have Stefan Green on the phone.”

			“OK thanks. Put him through...Hello Stefan.”

			“Hi Lucy, how is your Dad?

			“Fine, thank you Stefan. I think Egypt really suits him, despite the obvious risks. What can I help you with?”

			“I assume you are aware of our desire to bring Pasteur Bizimungu to the UK – on official, rather than health-related, business.”

			“Yes we have a meeting with all relevant departments in less than an hour. When were you hoping to bring him in and for how long?”

			“As soon as possible and for a few days. We will certainly need this sorted by the end of today and I would be grateful if we could avoid Cabinet and Home Office officials.”

			“You do know about the very credible allegations regarding atrocities in the genocide of 1994 and ongoing activity in the DRC and possibly other countries in the region?”

			“Yes, but...”

			“And the recent intelligence regarding witchcraft, ritual and bestiality?”

“All unproven but relevant nonetheless. The voodoo stuff is probably of greater concern, but as far as I am aware that is not in the public domain. And he isn’t trafficking children or carrying out exorcisms – you know the sort of stuff some people give a toss about? Don’t get bogged down in the conjecture Lucy, we are looking to sell significant kit to the Reverend before our dour cousins north of the border finalise the divorce only a few people out of sixty-plus million actually want. ”

			“I do appreciate that UK economic interests are second only to public security, which I suppose is why OHS and MOD views on this will be critical.”

			“The Reverend poses us no threat Lucy. I am sure you can make it work out for us. Remember the PM is personally interested in matters such as this. He considers the break-up of the Union to be a massive wank stain on his premiership. He is almost religious in his fervour to ensure that we extract as much out of the Scots before 1 October, which is only a few months away as you know. Once the separation is formalised part B of his plan will come into effect. Fucking Scotland over as often as we possibly can, before he leaves office next May.”

			“I understand Stefan. Can I also just remind you this isn’t a secure line?”

			“Yes, noted. I think I have said enough. Give me a call or email by 2pm – thank you and see you soon.

			***

			Stefan Green never intended to go into politics. His love is the world of motor racing, which is why for seven years he worked as the head of marketing for a very well-known racing team. The deification of Manhood (over-privileged speed-freaks) by some of the most manly people known to man. By manly we don’t mean exciting and roguish, renaissance types. No these people are dull and flag-waving automatons, the sort who see no comedy in driving a sports car, owning a surplus of dwellings, playing golf or discussing the financial markets.

			Stefan loved motor-racing for a number of reasons. His first crush as an eight year old boy was on a Latin Lothario who drove for a British team owned by his father’s best friend from the army. It was some years ago, despite his modern hairstyle and tight-fitting suits, Stefan is no spring spatch-cock. Anyway the guy was so dark, in fact hairy, which is not Stefan’s thing at all but it was something about how he smoked in the pit lane and swaggered around the officialdom and technical twats; as if he had nothing to do with them. Then he would get in his car and drive in such a way, with such feel, that Stefan (and others) began to perceive the car as human. She became known as Lola. It had a rhythm that none of the other shining, snarling noise machines could match. They moved about the track in staccato and odd time signatures while his primary-coloured four-wheeled cock did the samba or the bossa, or something similar. Of course, he died prematurely – running a Marathon. Who would have thought that such a macho machina would have a hole in his heart big enough to accommodate a spark plug? Stefan was bereft and hooked.

			So after University, internships with the multis and then a stint with his father’s outfit, Stefan gained his post with the Carporation and that was about that, until seven amazing years later. He saw the world, well that tiny part of it that is rammed with glamour, android drivers and charity, and he learned a lot about people and life; well the segment that involves conversations about watches purchased at Geneva Airport, polo and tax evasion. This did all come in handy when a Cabinet minister who knew Daddy offered him a job. With an ability to jaw with the rich, lie when necessary and push any sort of half-truth going (whilst maximising profit) Stefan was perfectly qualified for modern politics. Neither civil servant nor elected representative of the people Stefan and his growing horde have wheedled their ways into every area of modern British government. They bring a lot to the table with their marketing skills, youthful retardation and ability to text journalists from the auditorium at party conference.

			What kept and keeps Stefan involved is the fact that he enjoys the intrigue and excitement nearly as much as he loved gaskets and tyre changes. Even a non-follower of the Great Race can’t deny that watching four massive tyres being changed in less than ten seconds is a buzz, a supersonic quadro-fuck. It is right up there with a meeting on departmental cuts (Stefan loves them!) or a multi-disciplinary on foreign aid, or weapons deals (making Britain Boom again). Stefan avoids anything involving due process, such as law enforcement or law-making. He does not really have a boss or a department. Nominally attached to the Cabinet Office he is the PM’s spy/observer/fixer. He does the sinister stuff while Professor Jonathan White glad-hands, frowns at Europeans and rims the President of the US of A (amazing, a woman as well). In fact the media has commented on the chemistry between the PM and the first, First Lady, but alas he is very faithful to his unfeasibly attractive wife. The First Gentlemen is also quite a catch. As a foursome they look good together, not too glamorous but at least none of them looks like a psychotic adulterer or combed-over paedophile, which by the standards of the last decade, is pretty good.

			Stefan works hard to make sure the PM is not bothered by anything complex or grubby. Charm the media, scare the civil servants and junior ministers (the latter of whom are some of the stupidest and most ambitious people you could ever bump into at a drinks reception). 

			And Stefan has become involved with the Pasteur’s visa not because of his interest in human rights (avoid those too, he has worked extremely hard to move the PM away from a moralist tone; it goes wrong in the end because selling £70m jets to Middle Eastern dictatorships will be scrutinised by someone – a visit to a Select Committee is akin to the dentist’s – unpleasant, trivial and to be avoided where possible); no his scrutiny and collusion with Ms. Miller is for one thing - two syllables.

			Scot-Land.

			Stefan has even had to try and reign in the PM’s desire to invade the place. Low level espionage and disruption of public services has already begun. A few more delayed trains and failing schools will not seem untoward. The PM, with his wife’s advice rather than Stefan’s, has taken the third (for fuck’s sake) referendum result with stoic resolve. Publicly the PM has frowned harder and wished the dour bastards well. Privately Jonathan, never a good loser but also a profound believer in the conjoined history of these two countries, has been flying into physical rages – biting his hands and damaging classic artworks in the more secluded parts of Number Ten. 

			Following that chat with the Mrs. over Granola, he has been slowly gearing up to fuck them good, which is exactly the words used by his fragrant wife uttered through a mouthful of that unbelievably fattening health food. Mrs. White (nee Rodriquez) was a senior police officer in Guatemala when they met at an international conference in the States. The PM was a political speech writer and adviser to the Home Secretary at the time, Doris the second highest ranking female in her country. Her father had been a cop during a less happy time in Guatemala’s history and that did cast a shadow over her career and, in fact, doubt over the likelihood of her being issued with a visa by the Yanks. Guilt by association is a powerful factor for US immigration. But following in the footsteps of a man who played a major part in the urban massacres of the 1980s will cause jittery officials, working with unforgiving statutes, to bite their pens, stare anxiously at their screens and click their mice. Little did any of them know, due to Agency redactions, that Doris’ father was one of the masterminds of the arson at the Spanish Embassy in 1980, when nearly forty people were incinerated. It took not only interventions by the State department but also a personal briefing from the head of CIA South America, on how and why she needed to attend the ‘Consensual Policing Expo’, and that her father’s antics should not colour her (almost) exemplary record. 

			Her forename being somewhat incongruous, Coronel Doris Rodriquez was, and at 46 still is, a striking woman. Jonathan White had never given much thought to ethnic preference. The English Boarding School system said very little about his future relationships; it didn’t need to. Everything was signposted, even for a scholarship boy like Jonny. From University onwards he liaised with the right, and a few wrong, girls before securing his internship with an MP who shortly afterwards became a junior minister at the Home Office. He liked Jonathan, it was something about the young man’s will to be a success coupled with an ability to write populist drivel, that resulted in his being recruited to the Home Office payroll.

			Doris delivered a speech on Day Three, predominantly in Spanish, on the need for greater female representation in the leadership of police services in the Developing World. Jonathan listened attentively on his headphones, occasionally switching from English to Doris’s native tongue. The rhythm and cadence of her voice, her slightly Asian appearance and the uniform turned Jonathan White’s head away from all those over-educated, vacuous blondes who went from PR company, to motherhood, to charity. This was a real woman, with a real job. Her tenacity and bloody-mindedness passed into the microphone and through fibre optics to Jonathan’s cochlea. There was something other-worldly about her. For the fifteen minutes that she spoke his breathing almost stopped. Afterwards his boss enquired as to his health - something in Jonathan had changed. 

			A fairly brief courtship, intimate wedding and honeymoon in Sicily. The sex was magic and Ian still recalls with great alertness, the blood-red dress she wore on most days – usually without knickers.

			Once it became official that the Jocks were (sort of) severing their ties with the Union, Jonathan had gone into a steep mental dive. A significant portion of his party blames him, thus meaning he will need to resign soon. ‘A White Jock Up’ opined a tabloid the day after the vote. How fucking stupid could he be, letting them have three goes? Doris relates to political turmoil on a very instinctive level and she felt her husband’s tumult before he verbalised it. Her Latin cop brain - coupled to a bloodline that had a very clear notion of political solutions, involving mass disappearances and state-sponsored homicide – gave Prime Minister White his direction. 

			“Jonathan, you must fucking destrrroy them. Do you understand me? These fucking cake and eat it whorrrres, with theirrr we want to be frrree but we also want your Arrrmy and currrrrrrrency need to be fucked frrom the Worrld. Yes? Fuck. Them. Good. Do what you will, no?”  

			From that day Doris started to spend more time in her ‘office’, a small cave-like room deep in basement of the basement (sic) of Downing Street. She has oft been there late at night, coming to bed with dilated pupils and heavy breathing in tow. Jonathan, who is usually awake, and running through a kill-list of Scottish politicians; never asks her what she had been doing. He loves his wife, and Jonathan is quietly grateful, that she has never complained about effectively becoming a kept woman. He doubts she is having an affair; the place is very well monitored for arrivals and departures. Although, only this week she has been taking very late night walks without a bodyguard. He will let her have her hour or so of nightly privacy and ask no questions. There is also a more significant reason for Jonathan’s lack of marital probing – he is just a tiny-bit scared of his wife. The press don’t refer to her as the Metropolitan Police Force for nothing.

			Yesterday night he was laying there idly stroking his penis and mulling over the Colonel Bizimungu proposal; feeling a little morally challenged. Doris entered the room wild-eyed and haired. One look at her and he felt emboldened. Moral doubts easily cast-aside he rolled-over and grabbed his phone before texting his acquiescence to Stefan. His wife emerged from the en suite a few seconds later.

			“I want to scrrew you Prrime Ministerrr.”

			The Colonel will also come and buy a bunch of missiles and accoutrements that are made in Scotland and currently owned by the British Government through an offshore company. The Scots will then be stiffed on the deal and receive buttons for something they will own idc. The ‘Top Secret’ policy is known in detail only by the PM, Stefan, the Head of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, DIS, MI6, the Foreign Sec and the Secretary of State for Trade and Industry. The Chancellor had to be omitted due to his Scottish wife and in-laws; although she still knows roughly what is afoot. The document, one original draft and only available as one of three hard copies, is brief and brutal. The PM does not give a flying fig about the 49.9% who voted NO, this is about the annihilation of Scotland as a concept. He has just over six months to put it into effect and this is how it goes...

			PRE-SEPARATION:

			
					Reduce all funding of any government project

					Plant new bugs in the Jock IT systems

					Cease support for any charity that is popular north of the border, tends to be animals or heart fiends

					Create low-level unrest along the border and in the major cities

					Rig a few low grade elections, installing anti-independence zealots in rural and urban councils

					Do everything possible to find jobs in the nascent government and oil industry for the ringleaders of the NO campaign (a Fife column – that was Jonathan’s idea all on his own)

					Start briefing against the country and its new leaders to anyone who will listen (Jonathan thought that one up too – learned from his days at private school. It was amazing how easy it was to invent horror stories about new boys. His poor cousin was the victim of his story-telling and on arrival for his first day of boarding he was shunned as if a disciple of the Donny Martin Fan Club, which may or may not exist)

					Ensure limited new kit reaches the Scots emergency services and military

					Carry out financial and corporate attacks on any company that is linked to Scotland [one of the more bizarre ideas, from MI6 of course, was to start developing English Whisky]

					Divert any resource or planned national transport improvements to England and, cleverly, to Wales also.

					Disperse as many asylum seekers northwards as possible, especially Muslims

					Carry out cyber attacks against the flow of revenue from Scottish oil and gas, in effect steal from them

					Fleece and run down the Scots-based military-industrial complex. 

					Do everything as inhumanly possible to entice any talent, wealth and skills from Scotland to the NU-K

					Despatch as many Scottish troops overseas as can be justified through our multiple commitments

					Incite football violence

					Plant stories in the media about the likely demise of the Scottish economy and/or increased chances of terror attacks etc.

			

			POST-SEPARATION

			
					Introduce aggressive border checks

					Ensure customs fucks with all Scots freight

					Increase delays on the roads, rail and aviation routes that are used most by the Scots. The PM doesn’t care if this effects a few ‘New Brits’

					Do everything possible to prevent them joining the UN, EU, Interpol and NATO (inevitable this will happen, but any delay is a good delay)

					Ramp-up inner city turmoil

					Prevent Scots’ entertainers from performing in the NU-K

					Continue with as much economic mayhem as possible

					Ensure a serious national security threat/attack before Christmas

					Order the spies to pretend to help but make sure any information shared is erroneous and potentially damaging to Scotland’s international standing

					Continue with all attacks on economic and political infrastructure

					Strong-arm as many Scots politicians and officials as possible – including blackmail, bribery and threats

					Once the place has gone to shit: INVADE.

			

		


		
			Chapter Three

			“I fantasise about masturbating in front of an auditorium of teenage schoolboys.”

			- Lucy Miller (therapy session)

			DRAFT NOTE OF MEETING

			Proposed Visit to the UK by Pasteur (Colonel) Innocent Bizimungu 

			ATTENDEES: FCO Africa, FCO Legal, OHS, Home Office Immigration, DTI, MOD

			APOLOGIES: Stefan Green, MPS/CPS

			FCO Africa set out the purpose of the Reverend’s visit and explained why it was important that the Government’s main policy of engaging with alleged abusers of human rights should be considered whilst discussing the best course of action in this particular case. OHS pointed out that the engagement policy was in fact FCO’s and not a declared position from the PM, Home Office or Cabinet Office.

			DTI reminded everyone that generating income was the driving government policy. MOD estimated that the Reverend was likely to spend between £2m and £5m.

			Immigration noted that the Reverend had not visited the UK before and this may raise the risk of him applying for political asylum. MOD doubted there was any risk at all. His forces controlled a large area north of Goma and the mines themselves were well-secured. Attempts by DRC and UN forces to squeeze the Colonel’s zone of influence had failed. OHS suggested that this may have something to do with the Reverend bribing both government and UN personnel. FCO and MOD made it clear that such allegations had not been substantiated. OHS did not have significant concerns with regard to the Reverend’s possible visit other than the likelihood that his presence would become known to the media and that the various Interpol Red Notices may have to be acted upon. FCO noted that it was a shame that CPS was not in attendance to explain what action may have to be taken with regard to the Red Notices. FCO Legal stated that the Red Notices came from unreliable jurisdictions, including the DRC and Rwanda. He was not wanted officially in any European countries which made life a lot easier.

			Immigration queried when the Reverend was hoping to visit. FCO said as soon as possible. MOD reassured attendees that they would chaperone his visit and would take care of hotels and transportation north of the border. Immigration thought it wise to inform their minister about the proposed visit. This would mean a delay of at least a week. FCO made it clear that this would be unacceptable. The PM was personally interested in the visit, as was Stefan Green. 

			OHS pointed out that the Home Secretary was not sighted on the issue and that they and Immigration fell under his remit. MOD was surprised to learn this. They had thought OHS was under their minister. FCO asked Immigration how consideration of the visa may be actioned. Immigration explained that it was a relatively easy process but agreed with OHS that the Home Secretary had to be sighted. Immigration offered to brief the Home Secretary’s Private Office that afternoon in a hope that this may expedite the matter

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

OEBPS/Fonts/MinionPro-Bold.otf



OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
‘,-UTURE
ANDTHISIS

NOW

Clarke W|ll|ams






OEBPS/Fonts/MinionPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/Fonts/MinionPro-It.otf


OEBPS/Fonts/MinionPro-Medium.otf





