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The man cleared his throat and adjusted his tie, feeling his gills in 

the process. His finger, longer and with more joints than he remembered, 

scratched the inside of his throat and he coughed and gasped for a short 

while, looking under the desk for the bottle of water. He drank from it, 

covering his gills with one hand and a large portion of his forearm as the 

water leaked out. He gave a small thumbs-up to the camera crew who returned 

the gesture with an ill-at-ease smile, tracking the camera around his 

beautiful co-host’s face as she produced the weather.  

The man shuffled his papers around, not in the same order he remembered, 

and heard the ten-second call. He looked up and saw the camera, small and 

made of a bulky and durable wood, (oak, most probably) focus on his face in 

preparation for his colleagues segue. He gave his best attempt at a warm 

and friendly smile, looking into the mirror to the side of the camera for 

support. The red light switched on. He straightened and began his job. 

‘Yes, life will be a bit more wet in the next couple of days! Ha ha!’  

He felt the water running down his neck and soaking his tie. He batted 

at the stream and continued; 

‘Well, it’s been a year since the death of Felix Angrouge, a former 

soldier in the Federation’s Navy who was present in the Battle for Anarchy.  

In fact, it’s that battle he is the most renowned for, right?’  

He was trying charm, but the look on his executive producer’s face and 

his co-workers’ was telling him something important: it wasn’t working. He 

chuckled uneasily and wiped his neck, his finger once again jabbing into 

his neck. He cried out in pain. His co-worker gave a small glance of 

sympathy but sat still, looking forwards at the bronzed steel of the 

camera’s tracks. She could make out the small gears moving and crunching in 

the side of the camera, something that weirded her out, no matter how many 

times she saw it.  

Another unsuccessful chuckle from the anchor as he shuffled his cards, 

blood staining the hand-applied ink of his notes. He squinted, trying to 

make out the words.  

‘Ohh, GeNex Cardboard Genetics are hosting a sale on Lifestyle 

modifications, up to sixty percent off!’ He arched his eyebrows in self-

satisfaction as many of the studio staff wolf-whistled in appreciation, 

wondering how they missed the announcement. He coughed again but made the 

small hand signal for the camera to stay on him: he wasn’t finished.  

‘Yes, you’ll be able to modify that little purple body of yours, into 

something more your colour, and a small little exclusive, coming up after 

the break.’ The camera pulled back on the rails, focusing on the anchor as 

he began to choke on his own blood and collapse in his chair, foaming at 

the mouth and seizing. A robot with a gear for an eye, calmly made his way 

to the desk, scalpel in hand, as the closing graphics were displayed to 

everyone watching at home, on their little black and white screens. One of 

those screens turned black. 

A man lay in bed, a half full glass of blue water resting in its capsule 

form next to a forged death certificate that lay on his bedside table. He 

was holding a small, charcoal-black rectangle, long side facing the black 

screen mounted in his wall. There were no distinguishing buttons on the 

box; one presumed that you found the buttons by use of touch. The man 

himself, dressed in a black nightgown with navy green underpants, had only 

one eye and a semi-transparent plastic cover over the lost eye. From time 
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to time, a small blur of white and pink would thud against the cover, the 

man wincing in pain at the action. That action happened again and one 

corner of the cover popped out. The man laid the black box to rest on the 

empty half of the bed and pushed the corner back in, which it did with a 

satisfying pop. He reached across for the capsule, the liquid inside 

sloshing around on its journey towards the man’s mouth. He swallowed it 

with little resistance and screwed his face up as the bitter taste flooded 

his system.  

The sound from the bathroom stopped as the purple-skinned lady turned 

off the shower and stepped out, towel wrapped around her body. She was 

shorter than the man on the bed, stockier, more purple. One could see the 

blood pulsing around her lips as she spoke, turning small dots blue and 

then disappearing.  

She gestured to the screen. ‘Looks like not everyone is satisfied with 

their new bodies,’ she said with a small smile, a twinkle of mischief in 

her eyes. The man simply sighed and got up and walked towards the purple-

skinned woman. She cocked her head to one side as he approached. She had 

red hair and green eyes, both of these genetic markers had given her an 

unfortunate side-effect to the treatment: her purple skin and an acidic 

touch. He held her hands and looked her in her green eyes and she stepped 

in.  

A small boy, pale in colour with webbed hands and gills, stomped down 

the apartment’s corridor and patiently waited for the door to recognize his 

status as a small person before opening and greeting the two people 

embracing in the bedroom. The door coughed discreetly as it closed and 

hummed a tune to itself, something it had picked up from the radio. The 

purple-skinned lady smiled as she saw the boy, picking him up with ease and 

flying him around the bedroom. He began to giggle as his mother’s grip 

under his armpits began to tickle. The one-eyed man’s frown turned into a 

expression of contentment as he turned to pack his bags, preferably on the 

side of the bed where his wife and son wouldn’t be having tickle wars.  

He threw a small backpack onto his sleeping wife’s stomach and, once she 

was awake, gestured towards the door and waited for her to join him. He 

turned away as she got dressed, standing still like a guard, not turning 

the slightest degree towards the bed. The man was now dressed smartly, a 

tie and a white shirt with a jacket, a woollen jacket that had the 

unfortunate addition of a monocle. There was nothing the man could do about 

that. He wore, in a rebellious statement to the concept of fashion, jeans 

with accompanying yellow socks with his trainers.  

The man was now checking the upper left corner of his new glasses for 

the time and watched as the nano-seconds ticked into milli-seconds and then 

into seconds. Once she had joined him they both waited for the bulky steel 

door to groan open and close behind them as they walked on through the 

apartment.  

The apartment’s windows were boarded up with cardboard, displays of 

falcons made of string-thin iron torn apart on the marble—tiled floor and 

there was nothing in the cupboards except the spoons and the forks. All the 

priceless knifes 18th century knives that the Collectors were clamouring 

for had been taken as the owner of the apartment had been saddened to learn 

after they tore off his bindings. The old man looked the one-eyed man in 

his one good eye, and then in his plastic covering where a dull thud made 

him shiver and exit the apartment holding his sore wrists. The child closed 
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the door after him with a smile and began playing with the iron bracelet he 

had made.  

The one-eyed person placed a small map on the metal table and waited for 

the table to work, hitting its side regularly. The table almost wanted to 

shout at the man but, reluctantly yet obediently, pulled up a hologram for 

the man to zoom in and out of, dismissing planets and suns as he searched 

for something. The why? They needed to get out of there. The where and how 

weren’t made immediately apparent to the wife and child, instead following 

him as he made his way to the balcony doors. He pulled out a small knife 

and began to cut the ropes he had used to bind the door together. He opened 

the doors with a grand flourish and a smile flooded all the features of his 

face as he turned to the other two. He leaned over the edge and counted the 

number of stories down it was. A good number: twenty-one. A bystander 

screamed as he jumped. 

 

That day’s sun was particularly bright for the two people going east on 

Blume Street. One wore white with rainbow socks. The other wore rainbow 

with white socks. They regularly complained that the other had stolen their 

socks for the day to their mother, who took no large part in the argument, 

electing to slowly back out of the room they happened to be bickering in. 

Efforts were made to surveillance the rooms but found nothing save for 

dormice making love in White’s room. Rainbow was pleased with this fact; 

his smugness often led to more fights. The problem stemmed from the fact 

that they had agreed to let their mother arrange the surveillance. The 

mother, unbeknownst to her, was a compulsive disruptor, a disorder in which 

the sufferer feels compelled to regularly switch people’s belonging with 

another person’s. This was how she had happened upon the ring her 

Stradivarian husband had given someone else.  

White snarled at Rainbow, revealing his sharp, needle-like teeth and his 

long, forked tongue. Rainbow countered by displaying his aura and perfect 

white teeth. White put on his sunglasses as they turned the corner, seeing 

the sun light up the footpath ahead of them. Rainbow covered the sun with 

one hand, poking a tongue at White. White slowed down in an attempt to calm 

himself down. Rainbow continued to pull faces at him as he had his eyes 

closed, as his mental condition meant he couldn’t distinguish closed eyes 

from open eyes and vice versa. In the uncommon and prolonged moments his 

condition dissipated, he would suffer headaches and not be able to tell 

what was real or not. He adapted to the situation by considering everyone’s 

eyes were open, all the time.  

As they arrived at the hotel, White opened his eyes and looked ahead, 

past Rainbow. He could tell there was someone in the cast-iron lift, he saw 

the frantic rubbing of the man’s wrists as he was in the metal lift. He 

walked towards the descending lift, waiting patiently for the sweet female 

voice to declare the lift open. He closed his eyes as the nervous man came 

closer and found his x-ray vision gone. He pulled out his revolver and 

aimed it carefully, blinking repeatedly in an attempt to get the timing 

right.  Timing was everything. There was a small ding and the lift doors 

groaned open. The old man was doing up his shoelace when White fired into 

the wall behind him. Rainbow held back a snicker as White scowled at the 

now petrified man, who put his hands up. White lowered the gun and with the 

small click of the gun’s hammer falling into place, whatever joy the 

hostage had enjoyed now that he had escaped the one-eyed man evaporated in 

that instant.  
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‘It is a federal crime,’ White said, still scowling, ‘To be a hostage of 

a wanted man,’ the man whimpered. ‘You know that, yes?’ White’s voice was 

as unpleasant on the ear as his teeth were on the eye. Every time his jaw 

opened and closed was like every time a beast chomped on bone, his teeth 

each displaying a particular savagery about them, each individual one 

seemed to be scarier than the one next to them as they spun around in his 

mouth like a washing machine, saliva flying out at random moments. The man 

whimpered again and spoke up, determined not to be killed. 

‘I can--,’ 

‘It,’ continued White, ‘is a crime punishable by death.’ Rainbow snorted 

at the melodrama, but let White continue.  

‘I can tell you where he is. I can tell you every—.’ A short sharp bang 

cut him off. White smiled and wiped the blood off the barrel of the gun, 

letting Rainbow brush past him to do his job. 

‘Always. Always thi--.’ 

‘Always what?’ 

‘The constant cutting peop--.’ 

‘I do not.’ White stated in a state of mock horror. Rainbow rolled his 

eyes at White and reached into the dead man’s mind, his fingertips 

disappearing as they touched the man’s scalp. He stood up and brushed 

himself off. He beckoned at White to enter. White walked in and Rainbow 

gave a large smile to the terrified receptionist who was now in front of 

them, behind her desk. She gave a small courteous smile back. Then a blood-

stained White smiled, revealing rows and rows of teeth grinding on one 

another and spinning around his mouth. The girl screamed in horror as the 

lift door closed, trapping the floor in Rainbow’s laughter. 

 

The sun shone brightly in Felix’s eyes as he brought himself to a 

controlled descent on the footpath, looking up at his wife and son. He 

whistled and the sky rumbled as a ship popped into thin air. The young 

Ju’nguairan at the wheel brought his head to the steering wheel in 

frustration, making the horn sound. He pulled a lever, opening the doors.  

The ship was a box, orbiting around a circular capsule where the young 

alien sat. Opening the doors was stripping the box’s surface until it was a 

thin border, ready for anyone with excellent timing to jump on into the 

ship. Felix did that, jumping from the footpath and into the capsule ship’s 

interior and he shook the Ju’nguariran’s tentacles as the ship inched 

closer to the balcony. Bystanders were screaming and pulling cameras out of 

their backpacks, setting the large cubes on their stands and ducking under 

the curtain. Alvis jumped first, her dress blowing in the wind. She jumped 

into Felix’s arms with a stare that said, ‘We will definitely be talking 

about this later.’ The child, Cameron, giggled as he stepped onto the 

ledge.  

‘Stop!’ White, gun in hand, was running to the ship from the apartment, 

Rainbow behind him, wolf-whistling at the sight of the ship.  

‘Haven’t seen something like that in a very long time.’ he muttered as 

White stopped, a few metres away from the boy, aiming his gun at his head. 

Alvis screamed. Felix frowned in a special, new, forlorn way. Cameron just 
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giggled as he heard the gunshot. There was the rustling of a cloth and the 

driver appeared out of thin air, his cape absorbing the bullet.  

The Ju’nguairan had a long flat nose with no nostrils. The nose itself 

was white when everything else about his face was blue. A sky-blue colour 

filled his eye, his ocean blue lips were curled in a disapproving way and 

his normally dark blue skin was tinged red in exhaustion. He teleported 

again, behind White, and his blue tentacles appeared out from under his 

gown and punched him in the back.  

He gave a short cry in pain and wheeled around to face the alien and 

threw a fruitless punch as the alien teleported again and slapped him 

across the back of his head. White growled as the Ju’nguariran teleported 

into the driver’s seat, beginning to close the cube. White barked as he ran 

and jumped, sticking one arm out as he attempted to enter the ship. Timing 

was everything. 

The engines started up and his arm slapped the cube and he hit the 

ground. He stood up, groaning as he did, clutching his stomach. Rainbow, on 

the balcony now, grabbed the air and pulled it apart, stepping into it as 

he did, appearing beside White. White groaned as he saw the air start to 

distort around Rainbow, a side effect of using the power.  

‘At least tell me you tagged him.’ 

‘I tagged him.’  

White looked at Rainbow’s face, risking the headache. ‘Tell me you’re 

not lying.’ 

‘I’m not.’  

White fist-pumped the air and Rainbow gave a small smile. 

‘Fuck yes!’  

Rainbow started to walk away.  

‘Want to get a coffee?’ 

‘Fuck yes. Though an apple juice will do me.’ 

‘No straw?’ 

‘Fucking hell no.’ 

 

Felix offered a hand to the driver as they pulled out of Earth’s 

gravitational field. The alien, still looking ahead, moved one of his many 

tentacles and slapped his hand. Alvis, having pulled Cameron out of the 

infinity fridge in his desperation for something to do and started the 

conversation that would encapsulate their time on the craft.  

‘What’s your name?’ she asked, curious. The alien turned this time to 

face her and turned back, swerving out of the way of a large delivery 

fleet. He made several sounds and clicking noises, followed by a seemingly 

random series of breaths out of his hidden blowhole in the top of his head 

before clicking his fingers. Alvis looked at him, baffled.  

‘And that means?’ asked Felix, unimpressed. The alien looked up to the 

ceiling as he thought, and returned his gaze to the journey ahead.  
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‘What does ‘arrogant, selfish, stupid fool that kills for no reason’ 

mean on your Earth?’ 

‘Donald.’ 

‘My name is Donald then. Hello and welcome to my ship. You guys are the 

sixteenth group of hitchhikers I’ve picked up today so congrats, you must 

be very proud of yourselves, inconveniencing other people who are trying to 

get home in time for dinner just because you left your keys at work. Thanks 

a lot. 

‘You guys are actually the worst of the bunch, 2nd worst actually, asking 

for a ride when your planet doesn’t even have neutrino gates. I bet you do 

this all the time, just fly around whenever you please, having your driver 

save your son simply because he took pity on him, being from such a 

disadvantaged race.’ Donald paused.  

‘Is it going to be like that all the time? Are you going to make that a 

theme to this journey?’ Alvis ignored most of what he said, only to pipe up 

when she had something of her own.  

‘What was the worst?’  

Donald’s face turned yellow and strobed different colours as he 

struggled not to shout and scream.  

‘Excuse me?’ 

‘What was your worst customer?’  

‘Well, I had to kill a guy because he was making bombs out of my lunch 

and trying to kill me with the keys that he said he had left at work. I had 

to jettison him into a sun. You know what those purple skinned bitches are 

like, those Adjuncts, so ungrateful. But you know what?’ Donald turned to 

face Alvis.   

‘You guys are now the worst and most ungrateful people I’ve come across 

today.’ He turned back and steered them out of the way of a drunken ogre-

like race’s transport ship. 

Alvis turned her head down in shame.  

‘So thanks, again. Notice how I’m the only one saying thanks? 

Considering I’m driving, it seems like a little bit of a lopsided 

relationship, eh?’ He turned to Cameron, now playing with what was assumed 

to be the gear lever.  

‘Give it a try, go on.’ The boy looked up at Donald and giggled as he 

felt his nose, saying ‘thank you’ in-between fits of giggling. Donald 

smiled and turned his attention back to space.  

He sighed.  

‘So where do you want to go?’ It took Felix a few seconds before he 

realised Donald was addressing him. He handed him a slip of paper. The 

alien looked at Felix in surprise.  

‘I’m going to go out on a limb and say that this is a separate piece of 

paper, unrelated to where you actually want to go.’  

Felix just shook his head. Donald half-chuckled.  
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‘I only ask because it is a bloody stupid idea that will be bloody!’ he 

hissed, under his breath. Felix shook his head and had a few whispered 

words with him, occasionally manoeuvring the ship out of the way of a 

luxury cruise liner himself as he did. Donald gave a small gesture to say 

that he gave up and Felix retired to a small seat on the side of the ship. 

Alvis did the same, moving Cameron to Felix’s lap when she did. The next 

few minutes passed in silence as Donald observed the solar system in 

silence.  

‘A story for payment.’ Felix sat up, his eye hurting.  

‘Just tell a real interesting and engaging story, not that kind of “I 

met him on a warm Martian afternoon” crap,’ he said, clasping his hands 

together and batting his eyes to no-one in particular, ducking below an 

exploding star. 

Felix stood up and walked over to the infinity fridge and reached in the 

large rectangular box and brought out an apple juice popper. The infinity 

fridge; an invention by the starving people of Galapagos Seventeen-sixty-

eight, originally designed as a way of trapping the mammoths and starving 

them of oxygen, it became the property of a race of dim-witted space 

Vikings who thought no more of it than to use it as a pool before selling 

it to an equally dim-witted capitalist who only saw its potential as a 

fridge for food, running it with an air conditioner serviced by a live-in 

mechanic and her family.  

The infinity fridge is a small universe packed into an Esky, kept in 

containment by some barbed wire which has to complimented every-so-often to 

avoid rapid expansion and the breakage of time-space. Time-space is vastly 

different to space-time in that the two words are flipped. There would 

probably have been a very good story on the origins of that particular 

infinity fridge, as Felix pointed out, but Donald refused, reminding Felix 

that he was the one who was picked up.  

‘I’ll bet very good money that there is a story behind that eye.’ 

‘Chemical explosion in my old lab, giving my spouse purple skin, 

deforming my eye and giving Cameron the ability to fly, though he rarely 

uses it.’ Donald stared at Felix in horror. 

‘I make words in jest. He cannot fly,’ he said, to Donald’s relief. 

Donald put the ship on a course to its destination and left it to navigate 

with Cameron fruitlessly making whooshing noises as he spun an inactive 

steering wheel.  

‘I do not want to talk about the experiment. I would rather it out of 

one’s mind. It is not a rather satisfying story in any respect, and would 

not fit your brief of ‘entertaining’. It is a story of violence and death, 

sadness and war, ignorance and the matter of indifference.’ 

Donald harrumphed. ‘In my extended experience, that fits the theme of a 

fairy tale. On my home planet, we would be tucked into our small cocoons 

with our mothers and fathers talking about the creatures that lurked in the 

water below our Earth’s crust and ate small children that came out of the 

Sleep. 

I used to be terrified of leaving my planet for a hardly rational fear 

that they’d find me and rip out my genitals.’ He threw his hands up, 

gesturing around him.  
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‘Guess where I am now. Tell me your story. It’s no fun being the only 

person who talks.’  

‘Fine. If your wish commands it, as our host commands it, it will be 

done. Just shut up the droning sound coming from the starboard exterior of 

this vessel.  

It is annoying.’ 

  

‘As you can tell by my brother’s facial expression, we really don’t like 

you guys.’ Rainbow sat in a small café, White by his side on the small 

bench. White snarled as his eye began to twitch. If he didn’t have a muzzle 

on and handcuffs, something about him seemed to suggest that he would 

launch himself at the intelligently crafted hologram at the other side of 

the table, what with the way he was lurching and barking.  

Rainbow’s aura glowered and White calmed down a fraction, still 

breathing heavily, green eyes still maintaining the same laser-like focus 

on the shrouded man. The man’s technology pixelated his face on a 4D level, 

changing his head into small 1x1 cm3 cubes moving around as they pleased, 

never resting. He had no arms that anyone could see, blocked by a rather 

long sleeve. His shoulders were broad and thin, his legs made clacking 

sounds as he shifted them, ill at ease.  

‘I apologize on his behalf, his anger issues sometimes become too much 

for him to handle, usually when he has repeated failings in a short time 

period,’ he leaned towards the man. 

‘You should see him playing Hearthstone. He buys a new monitor every two 

days.’ White’s glare shifted to Rainbow as he returned to his normal 

upright position. The man’s knees clacked more.  

‘Honestly, we’re thankful to you for offering such a high price for our 

services,’ he turned to White, ‘It’s nice to feel recognized for our 

reputation isn’t it?’ White nodded furiously as some froth began to pour 

out of the sides of the muzzle.  

‘Some people just get the wrong idea.’ The man nodded his head slowly. 

Rainbow’s smile became larger.  

‘I’ll hand you over to my esteemed brother.’ If it was possible for a 

face made entirely out of a storm of cubes to show surprise, that was what 

it was doing. The man tensed and shook his head, muffled shouts of protest 

escaping his mouth. Rainbow laid a hand on White’s shoulder and White 

relaxed and took off the handcuffs which he then placed them on Rainbow, 

cuffing him to a table leg. He fitted Rainbow with his muzzle after he 

dumped some red liquid out of the muzzle into a bowl on the table. Rainbow 

was showing signs that he hated being cuffed as he too began to snarl and 

bit at White’s nose as he fitted the muzzle. White turned Rainbow’s head to 

face the man and proceeded to talk.  

‘Our deepest apologies for this little charade, my brother does get 

these most tremendous fits sometimes.’ he said in a faux posh voice, 

mocking Rainbow.  

‘As he said, we really do not bloody like you guys. Not an iota. Not 

one.’ More clacking. 
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‘You know considering you shot our ship out the sky just before we were 

about to get the insurance in order. In future; a radio would work. Anyway, 

to the reason for this little meeting of minds,’ The man tensed. 

‘We need a ship. A big one. They got off-world thanks to a hitchhiker. 

We need something like a…,’ Words, floating above the man’s head caught 

White by surprise. Rainbow snarled at the words.  

A sVeiPre?  

‘A Flooder?’ 

A iLLwarRen. 

‘That is what I’d use if I wanted to cover a click in a decade.’ 

A bLuE JaE. 

‘That’s it.’ He pumped Rainbow’s shoulder with his fist.  

‘We are finally getting somewhere.’ 

 

White, wearing sunglasses, was walking alongside Rainbow who had 

recently misplaced his hat. White didn’t feel any sympathy for him. 

Rainbow’s aura had been shining a little weak since yesterday and White was 

feeling more feral than usual. It wasn’t a good feeling. Rainbow was 

feeling more depressed than usual and it showed in his smile. He had good 

reason. White walked up to the gates of the complex and gulped as he showed 

the card. The guard, tall and bulky, cocked his gun and fired the shotgun 

into the ceiling, laughing as a thin veneer of powder descended onto him.  

‘Visitors!’ Rainbow began to urinate into his diaper.  

‘wE CanNot bE seEn tO hE1p yOu, pUbLiclY aT LeaSt. So.’ The man paused 

and cleared his throat and the letters in the air scarpered, running off 

the board in different directions. White sighed as the letters began to 

form again, as slowly as they did the first.  

He ordered coffee. With a straw.  

‘wE cAN tEl1 yOU WhERe tHey are. ANd YoU stEaL tHem. sImPle.’  

This was the plan. To walk up to a clearly insane security guard and ask 

for access. Once in, they would steal one of the most heavily guarded ships 

in the solar system. Though, as the man pointed out, that wasn’t much. 

Still, it was a bad idea. Rainbow leant over to White’s ear.  

‘This is a bad idea.’ 

‘No, it is a great idea and we will get out of here alive and get away 

with the ship and the money and marry, live on a deserted moon, away from 

anyone who wants to recruit us into doing--,’ 

‘Bad ideas?’  

‘Exactly.’  

‘What kind of idea is this, would you say?’ 

‘A bad one.’ 

‘Something we agree on.’ 
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‘Wow. We found it.’ 

The guard finished his maniacal laughter as two more heavily armed men 

walked up to the gate, firing their shotguns into the air, cackling cruelly 

as they did. 

The one on the left walked up to the gate and rattled it, his long blond 

hair getting into his mouth as he screamed. 

‘Do you like ships?’ 

White and Rainbow turned to each other and turned back.  

‘Yes.’ 

‘Do you want to…’ The man struggled for words and made pleading gestures 

to the other two. The guard that had shot his shotgun into the ceiling put 

his hand up, touching the ceiling and bringing down a layer of plaster.  

‘Do they want to steal something?’ 

Rainbow smiled uneasily. The blond one smiled. 

‘The truth will be rewarded…’ Rainbow smiled again now, happier.  

‘Well yes, we are here to steal your priceless prototype and run off 

towards the other side of the galaxy where your race stands no chance of 

ever catching us not until were dead that is. But you won’t let us, so 

we’ll be on our way now.’  

He tugged the back of White’s shirt as he turned to walk away. The blond 

guard smiled.  

‘You can come in.’ Rainbow blinked.  

‘I beg your pardon?’ 

‘I’ll even give you a head start. How does six minutes sound. Okay?’ 

White nodded and shook free of Rainbow as the accomplice to the blond 

guard began to pull the gate open. The blond guard shrugged. 

‘We need the exercise.’  

White walked into the now open complex and Rainbow obediently followed, 

bowing his head politely at the guards. White gave a small ‘thank you’ and 

walked towards a large hangar, painted red with the words ‘TOP SECRET’ 

printed in pink along its front and roof. The guards murmured amongst 

themselves and shouted after the two.  

‘We’re starting the count now!’ White waved a hand.  

‘1, 3, 6, 3, 6, 1, 43, 54, 2,’ Rainbow stopped and looked at White. ‘I 

think they’re stupid.’ 

‘Yeah, they let us in. They’ll be counting until we reach old age, 

they’re that stupid.’  

Blonde turned to his partner.  

‘How many more minutes?’ 

‘About negative 43.’ 

‘Does that mean we go now?’ 
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‘I can’t remember.’ He activated his walkie-talkie and talked to every 

guard in the complex except the six in the hangar who had disconnected 

their walkie-talkies for fear they’d give them earlobe cancer.  

‘Does negative 43 on a countdown mean we go?’ 

A voice crackled, ‘About another negative six until you can.’ 

‘Does that mean we can go now?’ 

The guard in the security box spoke.  

‘Yeah.’  

They all set off. White looked ahead, at the sixteen guards running 

towards them.  

He swore and began to run faster now, down on all fours, his girlish 

screams drowned out by the sounds of shotguns. Rainbow ran faster now, 

swearing profusely as his brother pulled ahead. 

‘What the fuck is wrong with the people on this planet?!’ 

 Thankfully for Rainbow’s efforts towards attaching a body part to the 

ship, no-one took Felix seriously when he told Donald to shut up the 

incredibly annoying beeping noise.  

‘Do you want to talk?’ 

‘Yes, I assume it is nothing. Where would you like me to begin?’ 

‘Where would the start be?’ 

‘It would be the beginning of the war. I had just enlisted and an 

explosion of theatre meant that we had to be delayed a few more weeks 

before deploying. This gave the ‘enemy’ as they came to be known, more time 

to prepare. If we had left then, we would have won. Instead, it was the 

single greatest loss that the world’s united forces had suffered.’  

That was when the starboard side of the cube exploded.  

 

Rainbow stopped running and turned around to face the sprinting guards, 

firing their shotguns with little accuracy. He closed his eyes and willed 

his aura to expand. Many of the guards shielded their eyes but many closed 

their eyes and advanced towards the light source, still firing. Rainbow 

drew a dagger out of his shirt pocket and thrust it into a guard’s neck. 

While he choked, another guard spun towards the sound and fired, hitting 

another guard and missing Rainbow completely, who had teleported behind 

him, driving the dagger into his spine. Once the guard had collapsed, White 

took this as a signal to fight as well, standing on his two feet he 

directed his palms towards the other guards and made fists. There was an 

explosion as a large section of the ground disappeared, only to reappear 

above them. The complex was now empty, save for a glowing man, a blood-

stained man and three dead guards.  

White and Rainbow started to walk again, towards the complex, Rainbow 

wiping the sweat off his brow. They opened to hangar doors thanks to a 

helpful labelled ‘open’ button. They prepared for the turrets and the 

landmines they would face.  
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‘What’ll we do about the laser fences?’ White looked puzzled as he turned 

to Rainbow, who had spoken. 

‘What bloody laser fences?’ 

‘You know, the laser fences that every top secret complex in the desert 

has. Have you never seen a movie?’  

White scoffed. 

‘I have a social life.’  

The hangar door hummed a ‘ta-dahh!’ as it reached the top, revealing what 

lied inside. It was a large black box with six men walking around the 

perimeter of the box with blindfolds on. They all stopped. They had all 

been marching in a line and when they stopped they turned to face Rainbow 

and White.  

‘Halt!’ said one. 

‘Indeed!’ said another. 

The blindfolds they wore covered their bare scalps and ears, it was more 

helmet than blindfold. They aimed their guns at Rainbow.  

‘We will not be wiped!’ said one. 

‘Not!’ said another. Rainbow walked past and touched the wall of the box.  

‘What’s in here?’ 

The six spun around and shouted jumbled words and bit their tongues as 

they did, laying their guns on the ground to nurse them with their fingers.  

‘It is beauty, beauty beyond reckoning! We will not allow you to wipe our 

minds! This is our memory!’ 

‘We won’t wipe your brains,’ slathered White, as more saliva pooled in one 

corner of his mouth.  

‘But we will wipe the floor with you if you don’t get out of our way. If 

you do that, we won’t hurt you.’ 

A smaller guard waddled up to White and tilted his head up to him, 

saluting him.  

‘Sir, yes sir!’ A larger guard grabbed the smaller guard and pulled him 

back into line and made him face Rainbow as he had been.  

‘Do not fall for their tricks. That is what they said last time before 

they wiped our minds! They are tricksters!’ 

Rainbow cocked his head at that, clearly sensing the contradiction.  

‘Then how do you remember?’ 

‘I don’t. I just told you. Get out of here before I shoot you dead, Mr 

Brain-washer!’ Rainbow raised his hands.  

‘Fine, we’ll just take this ship and leave because we want to leave as 

soon as possible so we don’t have to wipe you. If that’s okay?’ The smaller 

guard whimpered.  

‘Take it, oh God, take it, just please, I beg of you, get out of our 

sight!’ they whimpered as White pushed past them and kicked in the wall. 
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Rather than falling inwards, the door fall outwards, towards White and the 

guards. White ran out of the way as the wall came down and crushed the six 

guards. Rainbow peeked his head around the corner. 

‘It’s beautiful,’ he breathed. White walked up the waiting stairs and 

turned himself upside down. The ship was peculiar in that it appeared to be 

in perfect condition save for the fact that it was hovering upside down in 

the air. The elegant and curved wings of the ship, like the curves on a 

supercar, the large and spacious cabin, like a small house that was smaller 

than what it felt inside, the engine was in itself a engineers wet dream, 

like finding a diamond in a banana, something so mind-boggling beautiful, 

it boggled the mind more to find where it had been hiding all this time; in 

this case, the engine was from a ship that had turned upside down and 

distorted the gravity around it to invert everything near it.  

White found that the door, to Rainbow’s perception an upside-down one, had 

to be pushed and then the handle had to be tried once the door had opened, 

otherwise it would return to its normal position before the door had been 

pushed. He had tried many times before, putting something in the door’s way 

to catch it, but it would bounce and return to his pocket, no matter how 

carefully he placed it. Inside, everything was upright to only the 

inhabitant’s perception. He then, to soothe his aching head, made a hot cup 

of tea, putting six tablespoons of sugar on the counter, pouring milk all 

over the benchtop (staining the other products), pouring frigid cold water 

from the tap into the kettle before emptying it onto his sneakers and then 

moving a ‘No. 1 Dad’ cup to the epicentre of the carnage before moving it 

to his lips and finding that he was drinking a cup of tea. White’s head 

imploded, and then exploding and the separated pieces of matter then 

imploded and then returned to their original state, forming a completely 

bewildered head. Rainbow entered the cabin, his eyes upside down.  

‘Come on!’ he beckoned to White, who had just finished his now-full cup of 

tea, and they strapped themselves in. Rainbow pushed the joystick that was 

on the ceiling towards him and it pushed towards the front of the ship as 

they plummeted into space.  

 

Time is uncertain on how it should act on rule-breakers. If one approaches 

the speed of light, time decides their fate, so often choosing for them to 

suffer from enhanced weight gain, thus ruining their self-image upon 

arrival at their destination. Sometimes, there are some events, some 

travellers, that fly completely under the radar. White and Rainbow’s ship 

was one such case.  

 

 

 

 


