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Nobody Can Scream
and other stories

DAYLE R. GRIXTI



NEW BEGINNING

An electronic chime rung out from the speaker overhead as Anderson 
leaned over the front counter and pressed the call button.

Behind it, a metal door slid open and a receptionist with blonde hair and 
strangely dormant eyes emerged.

“Welcome to the Wellness Centre,” she greeted. “How may I help you?”

Anderson discreetly slid a rectangular chip across the counter. 

“I want to … uh … I want to check in,” he said, having trouble finding 
the words. 

“Excellent,” she replied, inserting the chip into a terminal. “I’ll just look at 
your details.”

Her fingers danced across the keyboard, as she hummed a tune under 
her breath. A blue box appeared in the centre of the screen. She tapped 
it with her fingertip, and Anderson’s face filled the monitor.

“Hmm, yes, it all seems to be here,” she said briskly, scanning the 
information on the screen. “Name, Nicholas Anderson; date of birth May 
20th, 2032; place of birth, New York,” – she looked up at him with her 
blank eyes and smiled – “that’s all correct?”

Anderson nodded. 

She pressed a button and Anderson’s chip slid back out. She handed it 
to him. 

“Well, you’re in the system, and you’re checked in. It says here you’re 
under a court order?”



Anderson fidgeted. 

“Uh … Operating machinery under the influence,” he said nervously. 
“My lawyer got me off, so … uh … they decided to send me to rehab 
instead of locking me up. You know how it is.”

The girl smiled and shrugged.

Her hand reached underneath the counter and came back up grasping 
a folded slip of paper and a blue plastic card. 

“One of our brochures – so you know what you’re in for – and your 
room key,” she explained, pushing them into his hands. “You’re in 
Room 21, in the east wing.”

Anderson nodded blankly. 

“Just sit tight. I’ll send an orderly along for you,” she added, typing 
something on the keyboard. “Don’t worry, you’re in good hands! You’ll 
love the peace and quiet here.”

#

Anderson spent most of the morning unpacking his possessions. His 
room was neat and clinical. The only pieces of furniture were a single 
bed, topped with a mattress that was thick but a little lumpy, and a 
dresser made of bleached pine.

Just as he finished, the door slid open and an orderly ducked his head 
in.

“We’ve made an appointment for your physical, Mr Anderson. You’re to 
see Doctor Marcus at 4:30pm. His practice is on the second floor. Does 
that suit you?”



Anderson shrugged.

The orderly disappeared again around the corner. 

“Don’t be late,” came his voice, echoing from outside.

Anderson glanced at the electronic clock set into the headboard of his 
bed. It was barely noon. 

Might as well check out the grounds, he decided. What’s in this place, 
anyway?

He fished the receptionist’s brochure out of his pocket, unfolded it and 
began to read:

Welcome to Omnicorp Wellness Centre!

Here at Omnicorp, our aim is to make you as perfect as you can be. 

Our state of the art Wellness Centre, sponsored by our partners, Muse 

Robotics (a subsidiary of Omnicorp Ltd) is designed to create a version 

of you that is flawless in every way. It doesn’t matter what’s on your 

mind when you come to the Omnicorp Wellness Centre. Our doctors, 

leaders in their field, have all the tools to get to know you personally 

and return you to society as a perfect, fully functioning human being. All 

you have to do is sit back and relax – today is a new beginning!

He folded it up again and left the room. He passed time touring the 
grounds. The Wellness Centre had a swimming pool, a library, a tennis 
court and an entertainment terminal playing the latest films. 

Maybe this place won’t be so bad, after all, he reflected.

It was certainly quiet and peaceful. The grounds were completely 
empty, and he was alone.



There weren’t any other patients.

#

“Come on in, Mr Anderson,” said Doctor Marcus, a wiry man with a 
stern face. “Take a seat.” 

He gestured towards a leather chair. Anderson sat down. As his body 
sunk into the upholstery, metal cuffs clamped shut around his wrists.  
“What is this?” he demanded, concerned. 

“Please relax, it’s standard procedure,” said Marcus, leaning over and 
pulling a plastic dome over Anderson’s head. Beneath it, two hooks 
embedded themselves to his ear lobes like studs, prompting Anderson 
to gasp in shock. Marcus extended a length of cable from the top of the 
dome and connected it to a terminal across the room. He pressed a 
button and the terminal beeped. The dome began to hum quietly.   

“Some patients get worked up when we take their blood,” Marcus said, 
adjusting the cuff around Anderson’s left bicep and pricking it with a 
syringe. “We also need you to be completely still during the mind-scan,”  
he rapped the plastic dome with a knuckle, “or it won’t work.”

Anderson winced as the syringe filled with blood. 

“I expected counselling sessions,” he grunted. “‘Hi, I’m Nick and I’m an 
alcoholic’ – isn’t that how this usually works?” 

Marcus shook his head and chuckled, amused. 

“It’s a little different here. We study your DNA and your brain, and get to 
know you down to the finest detail. You’ll notice we don’t have any other 
patients. We take the time to help each person on a one-to-one basis.” 

He withdrew the syringe. The plastic dome stopped humming.



“There, all done,” he said, lifting the dome away. “Now we can begin 
building the new you.”

He reached into his coat, producing a silenced handgun. He held it 
against Anderson’s forehead and his finger tensed on the trigger.

“Wait! What the hell are you doing?” Anderson spluttered in panic.

“You’ll be a perfect member of society,” Marcus purred.

#

“How may I help you?” asked the blonde-haired receptionist.

“I’m here to pick up my brother,” replied the man in the suit. “Nicholas 
Anderson?”

“Ah, yes,” said the receptionist, typing on the keyboard without looking 
up. “He’ll be right out.” 

The door behind the counter opened, and Anderson stepped through. 
He contemplated the suited man with dead eyes. Tiny gears whirred as 
his body moved. 

“Hello, brother. How are you today?”

The suited man shrugged. 

“I’m fine, Eric, just fine. And how are you?”

Anderson grinned widely. 

“Me? I’m feeling perfect.”



CLEMENT COVE

This is the story of how everybody in Clement Cove ended up dead. It’s 
a rather complex story and quite a lot happened that I would prefer to 
explain in detail, but I really don’t have much time left now, so this will 
have to do. It gets the major points across, and that’s what’s important, 
I guess. If I had all the time in the world, I’d be able to write a whole 
novel based on what’s happened in this town. That’s out of the question 
now. 

The first symptoms of the disease already began an hour ago. I must 
have contracted it when I tried to save Johnny. He was frothing at the 
mouth when I found him, reduced to a raving lunatic. But I was stupid. I 
should have let honour be damned and left him alone. Maybe if I hadn’t 
been so obsessed with saving –

Damn it. I don’t have time to go off topic. It doesn’t matter. Johnny’s 
dead now. I think I’m the only one left at this point, but if you’re reading 
this, then I suppose you’re alive too. It’s not important, anyway. This is 
what’s important:

My name is Ethan Colt. I am a horror writer. I don’t know how Stephen 
King does it, but I have a lousy imagination, so I came to spend a 
few months with an old college friend, Johnny, in Clement Cove. 
There’s some rather dark history to this town and it’s perfect for a little 
inspiration. The story that Clement Cove has given me to tell is true. 
Johnny told me to write it down, before he died. 

“You’re a writer,” he said. “You have to make sure people know what 
happened here. Before it happens again.”



#

Clement Cove is (was) a small town of approximately twelve thousand. 
It’s a farming town situated in the swamps of Mississippi. At the 
northern end of town, there’s a hilly area and a coal mine built into the 
biggest rise that has been the town’s sole mode of income since 1866. 
Aside from this, it’s a sleepy, boring little town and at first you’d be 
forgiven for thinking it’s just another typical country hamlet – tranquil 
living at its finest. But I knew something was wrong as soon as I arrived 
here.

Clement Cove is a sick town. The wilderness is painted in a shade of 
green that’s a little too deep for comfort. The area is prone to sudden, 
horrible cold snaps, even in the middle of the summer, and the entire 
town is blanketed in a shadowy twilight cast by the surrounding hills. 
Occasionally a strange mist comes out of nowhere and settles over 
the town for days on end. When this happens, the locals avoid going 
outdoors if they can. 

“People have been known to go missing when the mist’s in the air,” 
Johnny told me, whispering, over a beer on the night I saw the mist for 
the first time, while watching a game of football in the local bar. “Only a 
few – no more than five or six over the years, but it’s happened.”

 “What happened to them?” I asked him. “Surely they didn’t just vanish. 
That’s absurd.”

“Dunno,” he replied. “Could’ve been they just had accidents while out 
in the swamp, or drove their cars into water because they couldn’t 
see. But nobody goes out when the mist is around. I guess you don’t 
really notice how strange it is unless you’re from out of town. It’s like 
most small towns that have their own ghost story. Everyone takes it for 
granted. But I grew up here and I’ve always known that this isn’t healthy 



swamp. In either case, everyone here’s used to it, but that’s probably 
because we’re all a little sick ourselves.”

“You’re damn right there, John,” cut in the town sheriff, a fat, 
moustachioed man with no neck and a lot of chin. He leaned over the 
bar, stared right into my face, and whispered, 

“There’s a lot wrong with this town, son. Quite a lot. Nobody knows why, 
or where it came from, but there’s no denying that this place has some 
issues. I think it has something to do with the coal mine. Take a look 
in the town weather records – ain’t been no damned mist before that 
place was cracked open.”

#

So anyway, I think the sheriff was right. The very next week, a new 
cavern was discovered in the coal mine. Inside was a rich deposit of 
the purest iron ore anyone had ever seen. It was just after that when 
people started getting a little more sick than usual.

Some hot shot doctors were called into town from the interstate to try 
and figure out just what the hell was infecting everybody, but whatever 
they found made them leave in a panic. They didn’t bother to tell 
anyone in town what was happening. There was a report about the 
disease put out and Clement Cove was quarantined by the Centre for 
Disease Control. I’m pretty sure I had a copy of that report in an email 
a friend from out of town sent me. It had the symptoms of the disease 
listed in it and all the proper medical terminology and such, but there’s 
no time left to find it and copy it down. What’s more important is that I 
get down what happened, so just know this: people were getting sick, 
very sick, and once they got sick, it was only a day at the most before 
they became bloody, twitching corpses covered in shit and piss and 



sweat.

“It’s the coal mine, Ethan,” Johnny told me after we’d finished 
watching a bulletin on the news announcing that 33% of Clement 
Cove’s population were exhibiting symptoms. “Something like this has 
happened before. It was in the late 70s. The old foreman, Blake – he 
got sick. They closed down the new part of the mine he’d been working 
on after he and all the miners in there went nuts, but it was too late. The 
men were already dead and ever since then, the mist has been coming 
more and more often.”

I did some research then, asking around town and looking through old 
newspapers at the local library. Harrison Blake was the CEO of the 
town’s mining corporation from 1969 until his death in June of 1977. 
He’d been paying some geologists to run some tests on the mine and 
study it, convinced that there were iron deposits somewhere deep 
within. His geologists worked on the mine for the better part of a decade 
and finally, in 1977, they informed him that there was indeed iron ore in 
the hill and told him where to dig to find it. He led the digging operation 
himself, working alongside his men until they unearthed a vein of pure 
iron near an underground pool of water. Only a few days later, the men 
and their families were dead: Blake and his workers went home late 
one night after spending days in the mine and shot their wives and 
children dead, only to drop dead moments later, emaciated in pools 
of blood and vomit. There was an inquiry by the county court that 
followed, and it went unresolved until two years later, but since I don’t 
have the time, I’ll just tell you that the tunnel Blake had commissioned 
was sealed and buried, never to be set foot in again.

Things like this always tend to get glossed over when money is 
involved, though. In 1985, the Clement Cove council re-opened the 
mine and Clement Coal Mining Inc., was back in business, Blake and 
the other ill-fated miners already forgotten. It didn’t take long before 



someone thought of trying to tap into those iron ore deposits once 
again. Whoever inherited the company from Blake wasted no time in 
hiring engineers to draft a brand new tunnel. The plans were drawn up 
in 2007, exactly thirty years after Harrison Blake met his end, and it’s 
been almost a month now since they came into fruition. The miners 
found their iron, but they found something else as well.

And now everyone’s dead. 

#

Okay, I have to start hurrying this up. The first bit of blood came just a 
few minutes ago. I vomited it up all over the bathroom floor and now 
my skin’s all pasty. I’ve haven’t got long at this point, maybe two more 
hours if I’m lucky. I can’t afford to lose track now. I have to make sure 
the most important things are written down.

The sickness wasn’t the only thing that took over the town after the 
new tunnel was opened. The mist has been around, thicker and more 
sinister than ever. As more and more people started to take sick, the 
mist began to grow denser. It’s pretty obvious that the mist is connected 
to whatever they let out of those hills. The fact that it just keeps growing 
thicker while the sickness spreads through town … that can’t be a 
coincidence.

“It’s no surprise to me,” Johnny said on the twentieth day since the first 
man succumbed to the illness. “People around here have always feared 
that mist. I told you: there have been deaths. Real deaths. People 
never seen again. I’ve never questioned that it might never be anything 
more than the superstition of a sleepy town. It’s true, Ethan, it’s all true.”

He thought the mist was evil. Those were his own words:



“That mist is evil, Ethan. This whole town’s been taken over by evil.”

Shit, there it goes again. More blood. It’s taken hold now. Listen:

The mist was somehow connected to the disease that had wiped 
out the town. I went to the police station and found the files on those 
who’d gone missing. I searched through the filing cabinets for two 
hours before I finally found them. Nobody stopped me; the last few 
police officers who’d decided to stay behind instead of helping enforce 
marshal law out in town were slumped over their desks, already days 
dead and starting to decompose.

The files confirmed it all for me. Eight people did get reported as 
missing while out in the mist. However, the media never reported that 
they’d later been found. All dead. Bled dry. Out of every orifice. 

The disease is in the mist. Or it breeds in the mist. Or it’s spread in the 
mist. Or it is the damn mist. I don’t know, but this town was doomed 
even before those idiots in the mine decided to open the floodgates. 
It’s been leaking out into Clement Cove ever since those hills were first 
cracked open.

The sheriff was right.

#

The only thing left that I needed to find out was what it was. Where 
it all started. A week and a half after I found the files in the police 
station, I decided to head to city hall to look through the town records 
for anything I could find about the history of the mine or the early 
appearances of the mist. By this point, I think Johnny and I were 
possibly the only ones in town still alive. Nobody challenged me as 
I made my way down to the basement where the town records were 



stored (where a sign on the wall warned in bold red letters that this area 
was for AUTHORISED PERSONNEL ONLY) and the place stunk of 
death and loneliness.

The town records were organised in a series of huge filing cabinets, 
organised by date, spanning from 1858 to the present. At first, I was 
unsure where I was going to start looking, but it turned out I didn’t need 
to look after all; I found the body of the sheriff slumped up against the 
open drawer for the year 1892, with the contents of one of the files 
scattered across the floor around him. I looked at his face just long 
enough to confirm that he was dead (he was almost unrecognisable 
with all the dried blood and peeling skin), then rolled him away from me 
with a stick and picked up the file.

Most of it was boring, useless crap about town fairs and civic disputes, 
but there was something that I think was a clue about –

This headache! And more blood! I hope I can hold out just a bit longer.

There was a clue about where the origins of all of this. The mine was 
first opened on January 2nd 1892. Just shy of six months later, two 
weird events coincided. The first was the sighting of a series of bright 
lights in the sky just above the mine on the night of May 20th, forming 
strange patterns and eventually culminating in a shower of shooting 
stars. The second was the very first reported appearance of the mist, 
the following morning. When it subsided, a group of civil servants 
arrived at the home of the mayor of Clement Cove for a tea party. The 
house was completely empty. The mayor and his wife were never seen 
again.

It’s said they were taken by the mist. There’s a –

No, that part’s not important. My times almost run out now. Theres a 
legend in town that the mayor he wnet willingly into the mist but thats a 
waste of time for me to tell. Gotta finsih this off



That about does it for me. 

#

Johnny wanted to know for sure what had happened. He was 
convinced the key was in the mine and i told him that i suspected as 
much that’s why he decided to go and check for himself.

He left late in the afternoon yesterday (I can’t remember what time now, 
was it 4:60 maybe) told me hed be back by the next morning and if not I 
was to go after him and

wait

damn it, more blood. This damn headache1

#

A bit better. Hospital strength aspirin in johnny’s bedroom, for the 
headaik. I can think a little now but I cant stop coughing up the damn 
blodd.

focus! I promised him id right this down, ok

Johnny went to the mine. 

“even if we can’t stop this, Ethan, we should at least know what it is. in 
case itt happens again. in case anyone ever needs to be prepared”

So Johnny went to the mine. did I mention that already? I can’t 
remember. in anny case, he didn’t come back. He was my friend, I went 
to find him, and save him if he could be saved. I saw the cavern in the 
mine where all this originated from.



so full of mist, I could barely see my hands in front of me, but- 

The iron ore. I could see it. Pure, glowing. Bright – the same sickly 
green that infuses the foliage all over the town. but that wasn’t all. there 
was also a

Hold on, more blood. I keep coffing the shit up.

In the cavern there was also a pool of water, but i dont think it was 
water. too green. and in the water, at the very bottom of the pool there 
was a bright green cube, made of something shiny, crystal maybe. I 
dont knpow what itt was, never seenb anything likje it before. natural I 
think but … not from here? not from anywhere I’ve ever known. What 
was itt?

it was what had brought the disease, i no that much. But … ywhy?

Better wrap this up. I’m feeling light headed.

#

jony wasat the watters edge. already bleeding. i shouldhave known he 
not to save ut hes myfriend. u don’t leave friends to diealone. he told 
me the diseasefrom the cube. to destroy it, destroy or seal thecube. to 
late now for clementcove but maybe … if it happens again somewhere. 
told me to get out, right it down, and so i did. 

now i can barely stay awake but i think itsz done. im done now. this is 
how clement cove fell and how every1 perished 

please let it help you. learn from watt happend in clement cove pay 
attention

in case it happens to you to



i hope you can

i hope

ihop

ih

iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii



NOBODY CAN SCREAM

Space. Vast, unknown, and empty. It’s all I’ve ever known. I was born 
here, and I’ll die here. I’m a crew-member on the generation ship 
designated Eden. This ship, its name chosen to reflect the hopes of 
a dying race, is bound for an ocean planet orbiting the second star of 
Alpha Centauri. According to the personal terminal I’m typing this on 
now, we’re still 49,121 years away from our destination. I won’t ever set 
foot on natural rock in my lifetime, but, one day far away from here, my 
descendants will.

That’s essentially the story of my life. My name is Colin Somerset. I’m 
24 years old and a member of the fourth generation to live and die on 
this ship. By day (or what passes for day, since the only “daylight” I’ve 
ever known is the artificial light of the ship’s environment simulator) I 
work alone in the Utility Sector, doing my part to make sure life aboard 
Eden goes on as it always has. By night, I sit alone in my quarters and 
wonder about that day I will never see, and whether mankind will ever 
live underneath real skies again.

#

Breakfast time. I take a seat at my designated spot and appraise the 
meal on my plate. Withered vegetables, a synthetic hardboiled egg and 
something they call “beef”, all grown in the lab from frozen stem cells. 
It’s as lifeless as space itself.

“Evening, Colin,” says my old co-worker, James, as he sits down beside 
me. 

“James, it’s morning,” I reply, pointing to the time on my wristwatch. 
“7:04am. We’re eating breakfast.”



He yawns, then smiles and nods.

“Ah, so it is. Well, you know it’s hard to tell after twelve hours in the 
Utility Sector. Lights always on, and then at the end I come up here and 
it all seems the same.”

He yawns again, and listlessly picks at his plate. I guess the night shift 
is starting to get to him.

“Food’s always so dry these days,” he says mournfully. “A bit of variety 
would make mealtime something to look forward to, don’t you think?”

“You reckon the food tasted better back on Earth?” I ask.

He chuckles, and stares intently at the eggcup beside his plate. 
“Doesn’t matter so much, does it?” he says. “Earth’s long gone now” 
– he shatters the eggshell with a spoon and scoops out a mouthful of 
white mush – “much like this egg.” He yawns and his hand suddenly 
jerks, dribbling egg down the front of his jumpsuit. He swears loudly.

“I’ll tell you, friend,” I say, patting him on the shoulder. “Ever since 
you took that new job, you’ve just been getting more and more 
scatterbrained.”

He shrugs me off and shovels a slice of meat into his mouth with 
disdain, then says in between chewing:

“Ah, it’s more a lack of sleep and the boredom than anything, to be 
honest.”

I nod, but it suddenly occurs to me that he seems less tired and more 
just bothered about something.

“You sure you’re okay? Seen something you shouldn’t have down 
there?”

“Course not, Colin,” I hear him say back in a flat tone. “My job’s just 



to guard the archives. I never look at them. I never look at anything. 
Captain’s orders. You know that.”

“Then what?” I ask. “I can tell that something’s bothering you.”

“Alright then,” he says, placing his fork down on his plate and looking at 
me. “Let’s say I did see something down there, a few nights ago, and I 
saw it again last night.”

“What did you see?”

“I haven’t got a damn clue. That’s what’s bothering me. Only saw it 
out of the corner of my eye. Thought it was a man, watching me, so I 
turned to talk to him and then” – he snaps his finger – “he just flickered 
out of existence.”

“A flickering man?” I scoff. “You’re telling me a ghost story? Maybe 
you’re just tired and lonely after all.”

“Hmph,” he says, with a snort. “I thought as much.”

He returns to his meal and I leave him alone. There’s still something 
very real on his mind, but I’m not going to hear about it over breakfast. 
I stab one of the pale carrots with my fork and push it into my mouth. It 
tastes kind of like plastic.

#

On this ship, the Captain’s word is law. He alone has ultimate control 
over the ship, and when he asks something of a crewmember, it’s 
done and it’s never questioned. We’re told from the moment we’re old 
enough to comprehend speech that we owe our lives on the ship to the 
Captain. Every day at noon, we pull ourselves up to the bridge to listen 



to his daily address and pay him our respects. The Captain’s wisdom is 
infinite. The Captain is never wrong. Attendance is compulsory and we’ll 
be required to drop everything for the Hour of Worship until the day he 
dies. And then we’ll just do it for the next Captain. Nobody seems to 
mind, though. We owe the Captain our lives.

“You got the passage book?” I whisper to James as I find my place 
beside him in the crowd of people assembled in front of the Captain’s 
silver podium.

“What?” he asks, fumbling clumsily over a data pad in his hands. 

“The passage book,” I repeat, then, noticing the blank look on his face, 
“the Captain’s speech!”

“Oh, yeah yeah yeah,” he splutters, producing the small leather bound 
book from his pocket and thrusting it into my hand. “Here it is.”

“What’s with you these days?” I hiss in his ear. “You’re losing your mind. 
You still thinking about that flickering man from this morning? How 
about you tell me what’s really going on?”

“Not now,” he says hastily, shaking his head. “Don’t worry about it. Do 
you want me to get fired from my –”

“Shut up!” spits a woman standing behind us. “It’s starting!”

I shoot her a dirty look and open the passage book. Today is the 20th of 
the month, which means Passage 12, so I turn to page 144 and mark 
the beginning of the speech with my finger. James presses a button on 
his data pad and lazily looks on beside me, but he doesn’t seem to be 
reading.

The crowd applauds as the Captain emerges at the top of the podium in 
his typical flowing robes of crimson. He walks to the edge of the podium 
and stops, surveying the sea of grey jumpsuits before him on the vast 



circular platform.

He adjusts the small microphone beside his mouth, making the crowd 
instantly fall silent, then clears his throat and begins to read in a 
monotone from the book laid out on the lectern in front of him. I follow 
along in my book:

“On this day, the 20th of the month, our ancestors on Earth assembled 
Generation Alpha in preparation for the eternal journey. It was on 
this day that Eden was launched, the final hope of a planet soon to 
be obliterated by solar flames. This ship, they hoped, would bring its 
inhabitants to a new world, where civilisation could begin anew. Each 
member of Generation Alpha, every man, woman and child, was 
specially selected by the highest powers and given tasks to fulfil aboard 
Eden according to their expertise. Working together, the members 
of Generation Alpha carried the Eden though its first steps along the 
eternal journey, ensuring that humanity would live on, though this 
could not have happened without the all knowing guidance of the first 
Captain.

It was the Captain alone who was bestowed with the secrets of 
life aboard Eden and it was his unwavering resolve, wisdom and 
judgement that the people of Generation Alpha owed their lives to. The 
first Captain was a man superior to any who lived on Eden at the time 
and any that live now. The knowledge of Eden’s true nature that he 
and all succeeding Captains were entrusted with is of such magnitude 
that, if known by lesser men, it would lead to Eden’s destruction 
and compromise the eternal journey that we devote our lives to as 
inhabitants of this ship.

As such, I stand before you as the fifth Captain, and it is the legacy 
of Generation Alpha that I guide you to preserve. Trust your lives in 
me and follow the directions laid out by our ancestors and the eternal 
journey will continue. In my wisdom and with the knowledge I was 



given, I will lead you, and one day our children will live under the light 
of a natural star. Let your resolve never waver. Never question. Never 
forget.”

#

After the Captain’s address, I go back to work. My job consists of sitting 
in front of a computer screen in the Utility Sector, monitoring graphs 
and running diagnostics for twelve hours straight. I’m the technician in 
charge of the water processing unit that makes sure everyone aboard 
the ship has drinking water. Sometimes, the computer will tell me 
there’s a blockage in one of the pipes or that a part of the machinery 
needs to be replaced, but the days when that happens aren’t any more 
exciting than the one I’m having today.

The Utility Sector is located in the lowest depths of the ship, far away 
from the somewhat more welcoming areas on the Crew Deck and 
beyond. Like the rest of the ship, it’s eternally lit by the Environment 
Simulator, but unlike the rest of the ship, no effort’s been made to 
disguise the fact that it’s a just claustrophobic, dust ridden maze of 
steel pylons and reflective titanium walls where the earthly drumming of 
the Eden’s machinery constantly pounds your ears from every direction.

Nobody but those who work here ever set foot in its oppressive 
corridors and I can’t say I blame them. Ever since James was promoted 
to the night shift, I’ve been completely alone down here, save for the 
nameless guard who stands at the door opposite me, ready to blow me 
away with his assault rifle if I try to force my way past him. He’s there 
every day and he never speaks a word, always so motionless and cold. 
He’s not good company but I’m used to his presence by now and so I 
leave him alone. He’s here for the same reason I am: just doing what 
the Captain says.



He guards the door to the ship archives, a place that only the Captain 
is permitted to enter. Beyond that door, there’s a mainframe that holds 
all the information that’s ever been typed into the Eden’s computer, plus 
secrets from the past that only Captains have ever known. Sometimes 
I wonder what I’d find if I ever stepped across its threshold, but I’m not 
stupid enough to throw my life away, no matter how meaningless it is. 
The ship needs me. The Captain needs me. I’m supposed to look after 
the water.

My shift passes slowly and not much happens. I press a button to 
release chemicals into the water to kill bacteria and then I press a 
button to filter them out again. The water is clean and safe to drink. Life 
on Eden will go on for a little longer.

#

I glimpse movement on the edge of my peripheral vision. I look up 
from my computer terminal and I see him, watching me from the corner 
adjacent to the forbidden doorway. There he is: the flickering man, 
wavering in front of me, shady and inconsistent, like a weak hologram 
struggling to stay corporeal. I raise myself out of my seat to talk to him, 
but as I open my mouth, his form shudders once, and he’s gone again.

James had seen something, after all.

I look over at the motionless guard.

“Hey, did you see that?” 

He grunts and shakes his head. I go back to my work. 

#



When my shift finishes, the guard and I go up to the Crew Deck for 
dinner, and James comes down to stand in front of the archive door. He 
stands there all night. I suppose the loneliness and lack of sleep has 
been getting to him. I think it’s starting to get to me, too.

He sneaks into my quarters at 4:23 in the morning and shakes me 
awake, his face swollen from crying and his eyes bloodshot.

“Colin, Colin, I can’t take it anymore!” he whimpers as he collapses onto 
my chest. “It’s all for nothing! Everything’s for nothing!”

I grab him by the arms and push him off me, then climb out of bed 
and pull him to his feet. He stares into my face like a terrified child as I 
survey his condition. The sleeves of his jumpsuit are stained with blood. 
I grab his left hand and pull the sleeve up, to reveal a wrist that has 
been slashed apart and bleeding profusely.

“James, what the hell is this?” I hiss at him while he clutches it with his 
other hand and sobs quietly. “You’ve gone completely insane!”

“I just couldn’t take it anymore, Colin!” he sobs, shaking his head so 
fast it looks like he’s trying to wrench it off its shoulders. “What I saw in 
the Captain’s archives…”

“You looked in the Captain’s archives?” I ask, aghast. “But why? You 
know –”

“I know we’re not allowed! But I –”

He starts sobbing again and sways on the spot, muttering inaudibly to 
himself. I clamp my hand down on his shoulder and grip it tightly.

“Look at me,” I say in a firm voice. “What the hell is going on? Has this 
got anything to do with that damn flickering man?”

He slowly raises his head. His face is so contorted with fear and misery 
that it barely resembles anything human. He stares right at me for what 



seems like an eternity of silence, then he silently nods. He yanks his 
arm away from me and runs, screaming, from the room.

“James! Wait!” I shout, rushing for the door, but he’s already gone.

#

The Hour of Worship. Today, it’s Passage 13, the one about the death 
of Generation Alpha and the inheritance of Generation Beta. The 
passing on of life and duties. James isn’t here today, and I’m reading 
from my own passage book. He killed himself last night after he left 
my quarters. They found him in front of the archive door in the Utility 
Sector, his hands sawed right down to the bone and a bullet in his 
brain.

After the service, the Captain summons me.

“You were a friend of the night guard, weren’t you?”

I nod. He hasn’t permitted me to speak.

“From now on, you will no longer monitor the water supply.”

He presses something hard into my hand. It’s the card key for the ship 
armoury.

“Now, your job is to guard the archive door at night. Retrieve your 
weapon at twenty hundred hours and stand at the door until you are 
relieved. Do not enter the archives. You have seen how what awaits 
inside can destroy a man. I am telling you this for a reason. Do not 
question. Do not forget.”



The Captain’s word is law.

#

When I sit alone to eat dinner (something trying to pass itself off as 
“chicken” and a cabbage with the consistency of paper), I hear hushed 
discussion amongst the utility technicians at the end of the table.

“Damn it, I saw it, I tell you!”

“Yeah yeah, the ghost that haunts the Utility Sector, right?” An amused 
chuckle.

“No, you idiot, I’ve seen it too! It’s there, I tell you – a flickering man!” 
“Whatever you say. I’m just glad I don’t work down there, myself.”

The middle aged man seated across from me looks up from his plate. 
He studies me with a wary eye. 

“Your friend, the one who died… he stood guard over the archives, 
didn’t he?”

I nod.

“Well, you be careful down there, hear?” he says, leaning in over the 
table and lowering his voice. “Don’t you be looking where you shouldn’t 
be. It’s too dangerous, if what I’ve been hearing lately is any indication.” 
“You know anything about this?” I ask, nudging my chin towards the 
huddled technicians. “Has something like this happened before?”

He shrugs his shoulders and goes back to picking at his dinner. 
“Not that I can remember,” he says gruffly. “But that’s the weirdest thing 



of all. I’ve never seen the thing myself, but for some reason, I know I’m 
afraid of it. It’s like I have some forgotten reason to.”

“A bit of déjà vu, maybe?”

“Yeah,” he replies, pushing away his plate and standing up. “That’s 
exactly right. But what I don’t know is why.”

#

It’s my first shift as the night guard. I’m alone in the Utility Sector, 
separated from the nearest living soul by thick layers of fibreglass and 
steel, and in my loneliness I can’t help but think about James.

I turn around and contemplate the imposing entrance before me. 
From behind this seemingly insignificant slab of mechanised titanium, 
something terrible beckons. I can’t even begin to fathom what James 
met with beyond this door, but whatever it was consumed his soul and 
drove him to madness.

I look away from the door and try not to think about what’s concealed 
behind it. I tell myself that the Captain knows best, but for some reason, 
tonight I can’t shake the strange feeling that some higher power is 
trying its hardest to lure me into this eldritch portal.

Suddenly, I remember the flickering man. This is where I saw the 
flickering man. Almost as soon as I think of him, I catch a slight 
movement in the corner of my left eye. I turn around to confront him, 
but he’s gone again before I can open my mouth, emitting a loud 
crackle as he pops out of reality. Immediately, I know what awaits me 
behind the door. The spirit of the flickering man is in there, calling me to 
him, just as he did to James.

James was my friend. He died because of what he saw in this room. He 



died a meaningless death.

I can’t let it be meaningless.

Tonight, it’s my turn to tempt fate. I place my key card in the reader on 
the door and, after what seems like an eternity of hesitation, slide it 
through.

#

Light. A maelstrom of radiant light. I can’t see.

I hear footsteps echo from somewhere beyond the endless white as 
someone approaches me.

“You’ve come seeking answers.”

I squint at the flickering silhouette before me, watching it step closer 
and closer. The footsteps increase in volume as the shadow draws 
near, and then, barely a metre in front of me, it halts. It raises its right 
arm and I hear the click of a button being pressed. 

Almost immediately, the bright light surges from the room, replaced with 
the faint blue of the ship’s metallic interior. I can finally see the man 
addressing me. It’s the Captain.

“You want answers.”

Taken aback, I start to stammer an apology. 
“Sir! I-I didn’t mean to come in- there … My mistake, there was a-”

“Be silent,” he commands in a firm but somehow calming voice. “You 
came seeking the flickering man. It’s human nature to seek the truth. 
I told you to not enter here because what you will find may drive you 
insane. But now that you’ve entered, you have a right to answers.”



“You’re not angry with me?” I ask nervously.

“You are not the first to enter this room, and nor will you be the last. 
Now that you are here, you may as well know the truth.”

“But how do I –?”

He points at a lone computer terminal on a pedestal in the centre of the 
room.

“It’s all in there. Go and see.”

I stare at him, questioning, and he nods softly. I walk to the terminal and 
press a blinking green button on the keyboard. The hard drive quietly 
hums, and after a soft musical tone, white text appears on a flickering 
blue screen:

Buffer overflow error in “eden.exe.” Too many entities rendered. Press 

Enter to reboot.

I step back, confused.

“What is this?”

“Do you understand now?” the Captain asks.

“No,” I say. “It’s just some error. What does this have to do with the 
flickering man?”

The Captain smiles kindly, and takes me by the hand. He walks me 
around the room as he explains. “The error you saw is the flickering 
man. The Eden is not a spaceship. It’s just a program run on a 
computer, a simulation designed to model the effects of generations 
of subservience to a single omnipotent leader. They use it to see 
if something like the Eden would be a viable concept in actual use 
– to see if it’s feasible for a Captain to successfully govern a ship 



for generations without dissent or rebellion. At its core, it’s all about 
unwavering faith, without questioning and without a second thought. 
You’ve failed, Colin.”

I falter, stunned. “So, then, I’m just –”

The Captain slowly nods. “Just a part of the simulation, yes. It was 
hoped that you would live your life in full without ever coming to know 
this, that you would die none the wiser, with your illusions intact. But 
the simulation has been tinkered with, re-winded and tweaked far too 
many times, and that is why it’s starting to have errors. We decided not 
to fix it. In the end, it seemed like a better idea to just keep the flickering 
man around. How would the results of the experiment change with the 
introduction of an extraneous variable? To really test somebody’s faith, 
you need to give them reason to question it, after all. Free will can be a 
dangerous thing, don’t you agree?”

I’m silent, shocked. I try to find words to respond with, but can’t. I’m not 
real. None of this is real. This can’t be true, can it?

“This is why we told you never to question,” says the Captain. 
“Sometimes, ignorance is better than the truth. Sometimes, the truth is 
just too much.” 

#

It’s the next day. After my excursion last night, the Captain relieved me 
of my job and today I’m once again monitoring the drinking water.

My finger hovers over the chemical release key, seconds away from 
poisoning everybody aboard Eden. 

Everything up to this point has been for nothing. I wasn’t born on 
the ship. There is no ship. I’m nothing but a computer program like 



everyone else here, run endlessly, over and over for no purpose other 
than to test an idea.

Our lives are meaningless. James died because he couldn’t live with 
that truth. And the rest of us are stuck here in limbo, doomed to forever 
cycle through the same events over and over until our children inherit 
our legacy of despair. We’re trapped in an eternal journey that will 
never end.

I want to be free. I want us all to be free. 

Is this the right thing to do?

I look around me. The grim faced guard stands in front of the door, 
unaware of what lies on the other side. He’s silent and motionless as 
usual, in the same place he’s stood every day of his life, and where 
he’ll continue to stand forever, never knowing that he lived and died for 
nothing.

It will never end.

Not unless I make it end.

This is the only way I can show them that I have free will. I’m not 
somebody’s plaything.

I press the button.

#

Fatal error #22082. Process “eden.exe” has been terminated 

unexpectedly. Please contact your system administrator or reboot your 

system. Would you like to reboot? Y/N



IF EVERY DAY WERE MONDAY

On every Monday of his life that he could remember, John Smith woke 
up in the morning and stared at himself through polished glass as he 
washed his face and brushed his teeth.

Once he had dressed into one of the twenty similar grey suits stored 
in his closet as he had done since time immemorial, he sat for twenty 
minutes on the black sofa in his living room and watched the early 
news.

Each Monday morning, when John turned the news programme on, he 
saw himself on the screen reading the same news stories broadcast 
every other week about manufacturing output increases and blow by 
blow accounts of battles in a war nobody knew about in some non-
existent country.

After John had watched the news, he would pull open the single drawer 
in the coffee table and check his emails on the drab black laptop that 
was tucked away between piles of television guides and instruction 
manuals inside.

He scanned his inbox thoroughly and always took the time to 
answer correspondence from his friends, John Doe and John Dear. 
Occasionally he would open a letter which held boring accounts of a 
non-notable holiday taken by one of his friends to generic resort places 
in locales he had never heard of. John’s well-meaning but ignorant 
friends would always attach photos of themselves to these copy and 
pasted tidings and so John would download them and see pictures of 
his own face smiling back at him from a sunny beach or busy market 
square. Sometimes his friends would capture passers-by in their photos 
too, so John sometimes saw himself up to ten times in one picture. 



After his emails had been read and responded to, John would once 
again fold up the laptop and tuck it into the tiny space it owned in 
the single coffee table drawer and then he would leave his two room 
apartment and march down to the silver auto-mobile that awaited him in 
the underground car park.

As he went, he always passed others who were also on their way to 
similar silver vehicles parked in the same car park. All of them wore 
identical grey suits and lived in similarly furnished two room apartments. 
Their faces were replicas of John’s.

No matter where John’s eyes chose to look and no matter who he 
chose to stare at as he drove alongside the rows of silver cars that 
all drove at the same speed, the same straight, narrow face, neatly 
combed, thinning brown hair and two identical brown eyes followed him 
everywhere he went.

This is how life had always been for as long as John could remember, 
and this is how it would always be until the end of time; John Smith 
looked like everybody else and everybody else looked like John Smith.

#

The rest of John Smith’s day went like this:

As the silver cars drove down the long, rigidly straight street that ran 
through a city where every block looked exactly the same as the 
last, John Smith’s broke off from the crowd and turned into a hidden, 
shadowy alleyway that was ignored by everyone who passed it on their 
journey to work each day.

John’s car drove into an underground car park identical to the one 
which he walked down to every morning from his cramped apartment 



and here it stopped. John Smith stepped out of his car and walked 
swiftly to a narrow, oft-overlooked stairwell and climbed it. It led to a 
single metal door, which guarded the claustrophobic maintenance 
closet that served as a clandestine meeting place for John Smith and 
twenty other people who looked like him.

John was always the first one to arrive here, and the room was always 
quiet and empty when he entered.

The twenty other clones of John Smith never arrived less than half an 
hour after John had, so John sat down at the small steel table in front 
of the featureless room’s only window and he stared silently out at the 
shining, sunlit monolith on the horizon that towered above all the other 
buildings on the city’s skyline.

This monolithic structure was known to John Smith as “The Palace”. 
It had a simple, yet important purpose: it was the headquarters of 
the despotic, authoritarian government that ruled over this boring 
world in which John Smith and all those like him lived. John knew 
of the horrifying, whispered rumours of what happened to prisoners 
who had been taken away into the eerie depths of the palace. These 
prisoners never emerged from the palace unchanged and it was said 
that the ordeals they survived within the palace were unthinkable and 
inhumane.

In this nondescript maintenance closet, John Smith and twenty 
other John Smiths met every day to discuss putting an end to 
the unspeakable evils that befell anyone who ever entered the 
government’s palace. Here, they plotted revolution unknowing that what 
they discussed had in fact been carried out countless times since the 
inception of their depressing society.

Unbeknownst to John Smith and his compatriots, the monolithic 
palace had passed between seven different governments through six 



successive revolutions that had occurred in the short span of thirty 
years. They couldn’t have known, of course, because even though this 
had happened countless times before, there resulted no difference in 
their ordered lives. Nothing ever changed. Everything had always been 
the same.

#

This particular day, a cold, overcast Tuesday which insisted on 
annoying the world with a never ending, continuous stream of rain 
droplets, was different to all of the days in John Smith’s life that had 
preceded it.

At first sight, it did not look to be different at all. The world John Smith 
lived in was still comprised solely of identical silver cars, carefully 
aligned, perfectly straight city streets and oppressive concrete office 
blocks. Fifty thousand, four hundred and sixty one other John Smiths 
still swarmed through this infinite sea of sameness like ants all walking 
in single file. In fact, for anyone except John Smith himself, the day 
seemed to be just another uneventful, predictable exercise in tedium.

However, today, John Smith did not awake in a tiny two room apartment 
and watch himself on the morning news or read emails from friends that 
looked just like him.

Instead, John awoke in a four poster bed adorned with satin sheets of 
a deep crimson in a warm, sunlit palace chamber which led out onto a 
wide balcony that overlooked the grey expanse of urban monotony that 
was John Smith’s city, spread out around in all directions for as far as 
the eye could see.

After John had awoken in this luxurious bed, he washed his face 
and brushed his teeth in a bathroom lined with reflective marble and 



glittering gold edges, and then he crossed over to the oak armoire 
opposite where he chose his usual grey suit over a cashmere one 
of vibrant purple. After dressing, he walked out into a vast meeting 
hall, the floor of which was carpet of red velvet and which was lined 
with twenty four imposing, bleached stone columns, and he sat at the 
furthest, most extravagant gold plated chair at a long vinyl table where 
twenty other John Smiths sat waiting for him.

“Morning, Emperor Smith,” one of the clones greeted him in a dull, 
expressionless tone.

“How was your first night in the imperial abode?” asked another with 
similar bored indifference.

“Sleeping in a different bed was a disconcerting experience,” John 
Smith replied, with an equal lack of enthusiasm. “And in addition, 
awakening to the sight of many different colours was disconcerting to 
say the least.”

“I understand exactly how you feel,” said a third clone, just as 
monotonous. “I could not rest in such unfamiliar surroundings either. 
The horror stories I had heard about the prisoners the old regime 
brought here must have been true; it is a hive of terrifying evil.”

“Yes, I daresay you are right,” agreed Emperor John Smith. “It is a good 
thing we rose up and destroyed them. Now we have put an end to the 
atrocities that were carried out here. Has the surrounding area finished 
being cleaned of the chaos we wrought last night?”

The first clone who had spoken nodded.

“The bodies have been removed and the damage done to property 
has all been repaired. The city is the same as it was yesterday and no 
visual evidence remains of it ever being different. The last remaining 
members of the old regime have been executed and the tools of torture 



they unleashed upon our society have been burned.” 

“Excellent,” said John Smith, excitedly. “In that case, let us begin 
the busy day we have ahead of us. Call for the painters – the colour 
scheme in this cesspool makes me feel light headed.”

“They are already here, sir,” drawled one of the clones seated the 
furthest away from Smith. “They’ve repainted one whole room from blue 
to grey already.”

#

As the John Smiths all sat around the vinyl table in the entrance hall 
discussing the business of the day, the clones known as John Doe and 
John Dear sat in the palace’s enclosed, newly concreted courtyard 
contemplating the scene around them.

The concrete was a dark grey that was almost black as it had not yet 
set. Doe and Dear had poured it less than an hour prior, and had felt 
immense relief as the sludge spread across the ground and covered 
the artistic carvings and colourful flowerbeds that had given life to the 
palace only the previous day.

Ruinous statues and sculptures lay discarded in a pile in the 
northernmost corner of the yard, where they waited, drenched in 
gasoline, to be reduced to charred, misshapen lumps that would be 
taken and buried in a deep pit. The pit was dug in the middle of an 
expanse of dead (poisoned) grass and was concealed behind tall 
stone walls that had, only the night before, been the perimeter of an 
elaborate hedge maze. This pit was guarded by more identical John 
Smiths, who stood with their backs turned to it so that they could not 
see the disgusting sight of the mutilated, bloodied bodies piled high in 
it, considered grotesque because of the different hair styles they wore 



and because of their clothing, of various different designs, that was now 
torn and bloodstained on their bodies.

“Whew!” said John Doe to his partner as he shuddered at the sight of 
the vandalised artwork that had been piled up for disposal.

“Don’t you just get the creeps when you think of all the poor people who 
were exposed to these objects? I’m glad that nobody will ever be made 
to appreciate them ever again.”

By Tuesday’s close, the building that John Smith had known as “The 
Palace” had been repainted to grey and its courtyards had all been 
paved over with unmarked concrete. John Smith went to sleep that 
night in the same hard, steel hospital bed with white sheets that had 
greeted him every night back in his tiny two bedroom apartment. The 
four poster bed and everything else that he and his comrades had 
declared unfamiliar now burned in a massive bonfire with the discarded 
statues and the bleeding bodies of those who had created them.

Outside of the palace, the grey, uniform city remained as it had been 
the day before, the only notable change that had occurred being that 
yet another building had been turned into a grey concrete block of 
conformity.

The seventh revolution in thirty years had accomplished as much, or as 
little, as had any of its past incarnations.

#

The next day was Wednesday, but it may as well have been Tuesday 
again, just as Tuesday had been almost no different than the Monday 
before it.



Fifty thousand, four hundred and sixty one John Smiths and their 
lookalikes, all clad in identical suits, were lined up in rank like an army 
of mass produced robots, attending a memorial service Emperor John 
had announced for the victims of the old regime.

There was no monument or shrine to the uncounted thousands who 
had been snatched away and tortured by the hated government 
now known throughout the city as “The Expressionists.” No, a 
monument or shrine was too artistic, too creative a construct to be 
erected in memoriam of people who had been forced against their 
wills to embrace the Expressionist ideology and had become crazed, 
dangerous spectres of individuality.

Instead, the memorial service was held in an open, empty gathering 
square of bleached, immaculate concrete. The square was bordered 
by a stone wall ten metres tall, which blocked the surrounding buildings 
from view. The purpose of this wall was to prevent the buildings casting 
shadows upon the square, which may have, given the right amount of 
sunlight and a proper angle, created makeshift patterns on the ground 
which would have been a phenomenon too abstract to be allowed.

“We are gathered here for a solemn, despairing occasion,” John Smith 
said from a podium that allowed him to stand above the collective entity 
of uniformity that stood before him.

“At long last the Expressionists have been toppled and all remnants 
of this tyrannical old regime have been destroyed,” he addressed his 
subjects in a monosyllabic voice.

“So here we are gathered today, to remember those of us who were 
tragically lost to the cruelty of the dictatorship of ambiguity and 
imagination. Our comrades who were forcibly taken and exposed to the 
creations of twisted minds that have forever blighted our great nation!

We must make sure that we remember the sacrifices made for this 



glorious revolution to have happened! People, I call upon you: never 
forget the terrifying ordeals our comrades endured in the Hell the old 
regime called their Palace. Have compassion for all those who were 
driven crazy listening to music, revere those who became delusional 
from being forced to look at paintings and never lose respect for those 
who were reduced to rambling wretches reading literature.

Never let these people be forgotten. Their normality was sacrificed so 
that ours was able to prosper in this great age of conformity.”

The air was chilled with an atmosphere of sadness and regret as John 
Smith spoke his words. As if to complement the scene, storm clouds 
formed in the grey sky above as he talked and rain began to fall. 
However, nobody cheered Smith’s speech. Nobody clapped. Nobody 
hung their head in honour.

Smith’s words were the only sound that could be heard; beyond 
his expressionless, regurgitated speech, there was only eerie, 
disconcerting silence.

#

On Thursday morning, which was again another Monday, John Smith 
did not awaken.

As the sun rose and illuminated his now grey bedchamber, he lay 
lifeless in his bed, his white sheets having been dyed crimson with the 
copious amounts of blood that gushed out of the twenty three bullet 
holes spread haphazardly across his torso.

His eyes were open, and his pupils were dilated. His mouth was frozen 
in a perpetual expression of frightened surprise and confusion.

John Smith had not understood, upon waking up in the twilight just 



before dawn to find his own visage staring down at him wearing a mask 
of murderous rage and producing a silenced handgun from within its 
blood splattered grey suit, why he had been marked to be killed.

Late on Wednesday night, there had been an eighth revolution; the 
John Smiths of John Smith City had decided that inciting a revolution 
and destroying the old Expressionist regime was in itself a display of 
individual thought. They decided that Emperor John Smith was to die 
so that their uniformity could live.

They had happily chosen and knew no better; every day from now on 
was to be Monday.

If every day were Monday, they knew that there could never, ever be 
another Tuesday.

Every day that followed would be exactly the same as those before, just 
as it had been since time immemorial and always would be for all of 
eternity.



GOOD MORNING CAMELOT 
WITH GARY GOBLIN

Here’s some free advice from someone who knows what he’s talking 
about: if a travelling merchant ever knocks on your door and offers 
you the choice of purchasing either central heating or a do-it-yourself 
dungeon kit, always choose the former. Unless you’re a yeti, or are 
incredibly hairy. If, like me, however, you’re just scrawny little Gary 
Goblin and your home happens to be a cave in the middle of the Black 
Forest, you’re better off taking the climate control.

My story begins on typical mid-winter morning. It’s a cold morning. It’s 
an extremely bloody cold morning. The first thing to drift into my mind 
as I wake up is regret that I didn’t have the foresight to install central 
heating in my cave instead of that dungeon when I had the choice. In 
hindsight, it certainly seems that I made the wrong decision. I mean, 
locking up and terrorising the more unfortunate citizens of the kingdom 
of Camelot is a good way to while away the hours in between deliveries 
of Better Cave Homes and Gardens Monthly, but there’s something 
to be said for climbing out of bed in the morning and getting violently 
harassed by an angry gust of winter air. 

I really hate winter. I don’t know what makes me such an appealing 
target for the chilling tendrils of Jack Frost, but I certainly don’t like it. I 
suspect it’s these tight fitting trunks I’ve recently taken a liking to. They 
really do show off a young goblin’s figure, especially after I’ve spent a 
summer at the Ye Olde Gym. Nonetheless, a target I am, and so every 
morning is a battle of will to take those first dreaded steps out of bed 
into the figurative ice cap outside.

Right now I’m cowering under the covers, trying to build up the courage 



to brave the freezing cold long enough to extract a warm mug of coffee 
from the espresso machine on yonder wall. The empty dungeon sits 
across from my bed, mocking me cruelly. What a waste of money it 
was. Six whole months shovelling unicorn poo for chicken feed (literal 
chicken feed, mind you, though dried oats and assorted seeds do 
happen to be the standard accepted currency in this kingdom) and now 
I barely even get any use out of the thing, because ever since I locked 
that travelling minstrel in there last September, I can’t even get a few 
minutes to myself without some self righteous knight barging down my 
front door and challenging me to mortal combat.

Take what happened three weeks ago as an example:

“I’ve arrived to rescue the fair maiden from your dishonourable 
propositions, you foul monstrosity!” he proclaims, just barely managing 
to stumble through the doorway without banging his head.

“What dishonourable propositions?” I ask innocently. I’m not one to be 
taken to baseless accusations. The “fair maiden” in question happens 
to be a young necromancer I met last night at speed dating who simply 
wouldn’t take no for an answer once she learned I had an honest to 
goodness dungeon in my house. So I tell him as much.

“Nonsense, goblin! Your evil mind tricks won’t work on me!” he shouts, 
suddenly unsheathing the biggest sword I’ve ever seen (and grunting 
under its weight). “I’m immune to your magic. I journeyed to the edge of 
the Earth to unseal the Legendary Sword of Legendary you see before 
you!”

“I can’t see anything else but that sword before me,” I say to him, taking 
a step backwards in case the weight of the monstrous thing proves too 
much for him and makes him fall over. His sword really is that big. The 
blade is as thick as a tree trunk and the hilt is studded with two huge 
jewels. In my long career of literary analysis (there’s not much to do 



in a cave except read books) it’s quite simply the most obvious phallic 
reference I’ve ever seen in a fantasy context.

“In any case, your sword must be enchanted with the magic of 
Pointless Bigotry,” I muse. “Just because I’m a goblin doesn’t mean I 
can’t get a girl in my house without a big knife and copious amounts of 
sleeping powder. We’re in love.”

“Silence!” he grunts, bent over double. “I won’t be taken in by your 
silver tongue. Now I shall end you with my magical sword and take the 
fair maiden and I shall ride off into the sunset on my noble steed. And 
maybe she’ll let me take her to dinner later.”

With that, he takes a step forward and tries to swing his sword at me. 
Or at least, that’s what I think happens at first. What’s really happened 
is that he’s lost control of the thing (seriously, it must weigh at least two 
tonnes) and instead of painful metallic death, I’m treated to an amusing 
display of him tumbling face first to the floor.

When he eventually gets up, the fool’s crying about his reputation 
and how he’ll be the laughing stock of the kingdom if anyone learns 
he couldn’t even dispatch a lowly goblin and I end up paying my 
necromancer friend to go back to his village with him, just so he won’t 
look so shameful in front of his knight friends. At the promise of ten 
pounds of chicken feed and a Coke next time I see her, she leaves on 
the back of his horse, and nobody’s any the wiser. The things I do for a 
moment of peace.

Of course, I never did get to buy her that Coke. Being seen around 
Gary Goblin isn’t exactly a ticket into high society. It’s not that I’m a 
bad guy to be around, though. No, not at all. It’s just that in The Royal 
Camelot Repository of Words: a Ye Olde English Language Dictionary, 
“goblin” is a noun that is roughly defined as “a small, brutish toenail of a 
creature obsessed with shiny objects, biting the heads off babies, and 



copious amounts of raping and other inappropriate misdeeds.”

Okay, so I admit that I can’t walk past anything shiny without having to 
stop and stare at it, but aside from locking up the occasional traveller 
and stealing his chicken feed, I’m completely harmless. Honest! But 
nonetheless, to the people of Camelot, a goblin is a goblin and so when 
I head into the village these days to grab a copy of the Gazette and a 
strawberry iced doughnut, I go wearing a big cloak.

And if you think that’s unfortunate, wait until you hear about hear about 
the one time when I actually managed to get some romantic bard 
locked in there for a few days in an attempt to perpetuate the goblin 
stereotype for the benefit of Camelot’s gossip column. That’s one for 
the history books:

“I am the famed Altaire!” he proclaims, stumbling into my cave holding 
a scroll and quill in one hand and a Learn-By-Numbers brand lute in his 
other. “The world renowned philosopher, poet and fighter! I have come 
to answer your want ad that was published in the Gazette!”

He steps in from the blizzard outside and lays down his lute on my 
dinner table. With his now free hand, he brushes a lock of long, blonde 
hair out of his eyes, then produces a shard of parchment from inside his 
cloak and thrusts it into my face.

Help wanted!

Friendly goblin (29 years) seeking a partner willing to be locked in 

a dungeon and subjected to neglect and generally embarrassing 

misdeeds. Good pay. Accommodation provided. See Gary in the Cave 

on Black Forest Hill for details. 

“Excellent!” I say, tearing the article in two and taking him by the hand. 



“Just trying to keep up appearances, you see. Easier to keep the local 
children out of my front garden if they think I’m a scary footpad who 
locks people up in his dungeon.”

“And what fortune your predicament is, for myself as well,” Altaire chirps 
in a sing-song voice. “For my latest song will be one of excitement, 
terror and tragedy, and there is nothing like a good life-threatening 
experience to get the creative juices flowing! A few days under your 
oppressive control and I shall be ready to write something that will have 
that cad William labelled as yesterday’s news.”

“Well, that’s great,” I say, leading him over to the dungeon. “I’ll just lock 
you up in here, and if you can’t find a way to escape by Saturday, I’ll 
just let you out to go and tell the village of the horrors I subjected you 
to. Just make sure you leave bank account details before you go or I 
won’t be able to pay you.”

“Hurrah!” Altaire crows, as I shackle him to the wall. “I will do my best. 
Thus begins a tale of horror, perversion, revulsion and, ultimately, a 
desperate struggle followed by a courageous escape.”

“Good luck,” I say kindly, shutting the dungeon door behind me, locking 
it, and retiring to the sofa to watch TV.

Altaire manages to escape a scant hour later. Turns out I didn’t 
assemble the bloody thing properly. That’s the problem with do-it-
yourself dungeon kits: the instructions come printed in Orcish and the 
parts that aren’t are in broken English and come with diagrams that 
look more like arcane symbols out of a sorcerer’s spellbook than helpful 
visual aids. In this case, I messed up somewhere around Step 7, and 
Altaire’s able to, after wrenching the shackles from the wall in a display 
of superhuman strength, simply cross to the door, loosen a few bolts, 
pull up a catch, and walk out into the night, singing triumphant songs of 
bardic delight.



Alas, it wasn’t meant to be.

I was the laughing stock of the town after that, and the only good thing 
that came out of it was Camelot Current Affairs running an overly 
dramatic story on the dangers of hastily assembled do-it-yourself home 
renovations (always use a licensed contractor, folks).

So after all that, you can clearly see why I’ve assessed the dungeon 
as a rather ill-advised financial investment. As soon as the gossips of 
Camelot learn that local Gary Goblin’s been seen in the hardware store 
buying tools for a harmless DIY project in his cave, every prospective 
hero in the kingdom suddenly wants to run him through with their 
sword, shoot an arrow into his knee, or seal him in some pocket 
dimension for a thousand years. My insurance company called last 
week to say that it’s too financially infeasible to sustain my health policy. 
That dungeon is by far the worst decision I’ve ever made in my life. 
Don’t do it, kids.

I’ve made bad decisions in my life. Asking Guinevere to the senior prom 
back in high school, for one. After that, I had Prince Arthur sticking my 
head in the toilet every day for the next two weeks. Or the time when I 
decided to keep a pet chicken while conveniently forgetting that chicken 
feed is our kingdom’s currency and I had all my money eaten. Or even 
the time when I innocuously asked my old literary studies professor 
if he’d like to join me in a bout of sword fighting. But this seemingly 
simple choice of purchasing a dungeon over central heating takes the 
cake. My life will never be the same.

I can sit here reflecting on it more than a highly polished mirror, but 
it’s pointless. None of this changes the fact that I’m still sitting in bed, 
wishing I had a thermostat when I don’t have a thermostat. I figure that, 
like all bad decisions, I’m going to have to live with the consequences 
of this one. As soon as that pervert Jack Frost is gone for the year and 
I’m free to walk around in the buff without fear of being assaulted by his 



nasty tendrils, I’m going to take down that dungeon and sell it off at the 
Camelot Swap and Shop. I’ll get my chicken feed back and then I’ll hunt 
down that travelling merchant and demand he install climate control in 
my cave. Then, after all that, all should be well.

At least until the next stupid knight bursts through the door demanding 
to know what evil magic I use to control the weather. Just the thought of 
it makes me sigh. Good morning, Camelot.


