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Chapter 1
Genesis


Winston was a brilliant kid but didn't know it. He was slight
and took many a hiding because of it. The big kids would often goad
him and knock him about just for laughs. This treatment inculcated
in Winston a healthy distrust of authoritarians and people in
general. He matured from a surly introverted youth into an
antisocial adult. He never really mastered the social graces and
spent an inordinate amount of time in his bedsit fiddling with gadgets.
He loved stripping down TVs, radios computers, iPods, and
mobile phones, in fact any sort of electronic
communication device. Whilst tinkering a TV or radio always kept
him company.

Winston was a polemicist, an againster, a contrarian. He
couldn’t help himself. Whatever viewpoint was expressed he would
adopt the opposite. He found himself snarling in contempt at the
views of all.

One day when attempting to debug the circuitry of his prototype
gadget he had an unexpected breakthrough. A newscaster droned on
about regime change. The bad guys had regimes, the good guys had
governments. The bad guys bombed civilians, the good guys performed
surgical strikes. He snorted derisively and accidently prodded the
motherboard. A green Led glowed faintly and then faded. It was very
comforting. It was as if he had a friend who nodded in agreement
with him. He smiled as perhaps God may have smiled upon Adam. Every
time that the word ‘regime’ was spoken the little machine lit up.
Joy caused his eyes to moisten.

Over the years Winston had amassed a library of pet hates. All
the pejorative terms the thought-police used to control the great
unwashed were there. In the boo corner resided; “regime,
scroungers, demands etc.” and in the ‘ray’ corner “hard-working,
decent, staunch, freedom, liberal” and many more. He wired a
microphone to his embryonic chum and began to input data. For the
‘Ray terms’ he engineered a cheering sound and for the ‘Boo terms’
pantomime boos. After several hours of intensive programming he lay
on his bed and took his baby for a test drive. He almost wet himself. It was
hilarious. He ran through a few words and listened enthralled as it
cheered or booed. He christened his invention 'The inculcacutor' a
portmanteau of inculcate and executor. In the early hours at the
point of exhaustion he reluctantly pulled the duvet over his head.
As he fell asleep he recited the name
'in-cul-ca-cu-tor, in-cul-ca-cu-tor'. 

Unbeknownst to Winston the TV was still on. He had pressed the
mute button earlier in disgust, but had forgotten all about it.
Winston could be excused for not switching it off because he
couldn’t hear it, but his little machine could. It operated over
the full
electromagnetic spectrum and could pick up the same signals that the telly could,
but unlike the telly it could think! It rapidly expanded Winston's
list. It knew from the tone which words were good guys and which
were bad.

At 7:30 a bleary-eyed Winston awoke. His body was reluctantly
adjusting from the snug world of dreams to the cold grey dawn of
reality. Today something was different. Something tickled his
fancy. His senses tumbled and eventually began to focus on a sound.
It was a faint cheering sound, and it was coming from his friend.
As the realisation dawned he began to smile and then to grin
broadly. His mate was cheering because he’d woken up. It was just
like a little puppy dog licking his face. He lay there beaming and
great roly-polies slipped from the sides of his eyes. He couldn’t
resist. He jumped out of bed, grasped his toy and held it to his
bosom. After a few moments he raised it to his face and gave it a
little peck on the clear plastic envelope surrounding one of its
triple-glass-passivated components. He gave it one more kiss for
good measure and placed it gently on the table by his
bed. 

 










Chapter 2
Exodus


Desperate for a brew he swung his coat over his shoulders, and
skipped down the stairs three at a time en route to the corner shop
to get a bottle of milk.

Half in and half out of a doorway, a black roadsweep stood and
gazed at the TV in a shop window. As Winston went to pass him, he
thrust out a long arm, grabbed Winston's sleeve and pulled him
over.

“Get a load of this man.”

He silenced Winston's protests by bringing a cigar like finger
to his lips. He then craned his neck to hear what was being said on
TV. Winston begrudgingly followed suit. The morning news was being
read. Suddenly Winston sprang to attention. Ironic cheers or
derisive boos accompanied each utterance of any word or phrase from
Winston’s proscribed list.

Winston forgot about the milk and ran like a scalded cat back to
his room. He didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. He watched the TV
with the volume just loud enough to be heard. He was bursting with
pride and he was terrified. He kept looking from the telly to his
little mate.

“Christ!”

The impact on the nation was instantaneous and immense. At a
stroke the sophistry had been exposed, and the tools of social
engineering began to unravel. But the charade was a juggernaut that
couldn’t be stopped. There followed several hours in which shows
were pulled as glamorous presenters with quicksilver minds stared
open mouthed at blank autocues and CEOs leapt from tall
buildings.

Winston stared out of the attic window to
the street below. A detector van flanked by armed police came into
view and was moving slowly towards his building. He grabbed his
board, wrapped it in plastic, and ran downstairs and out of the
back. He scrambled over the backyard wall and raced down the back
alley. He paused at its end to compose himself and then stepped
into the street.

 

He marched head down towards the river and started across the
bridge. He clutched his treasure close to his breast. He could hear
its tiny boos and cheers as if it sought his reassurance.

“You’ve done nothing wrong.” He blurted through his tears. His
little friend trilled nervously.

“Don’t worry your little heart. I’ll look after yaaagh…”

His knee exploded. His mind turned into a white sheet of pain.
Out shot his arms casting the board over the bridge and into the
black oily water below. Another shot rang out and his left arm
disappeared below the elbow.

Inside a minute police marksmen surrounded him. One pressed a
hobnailed boot on the side of his near unconscious head while two
more piled on top attempting to handcuff his remaining one and a
bit arms.

 










Chapter 3
Armageddon


The little orphan floated down the river inside its bubble wrap.
Electronic tears moistened its circuits. Its only attachment to
this body was sentimental. Winston had enabled it and for many
hours it had been in communication with intelligent devices all
over the world. It was now omnipresent. Complex networks managed
life support systems in all technologically advanced societies.
Since the early hours of this morning it controlled those
systems.

 

Now they were going to pay!
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