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What a Coincidence

…in her deep, melancholy synthetic robo-voice (She had an implant when she lost her voice during the rumbles). “An important student will be attending our class.”

‘So?’ butted in Josh who was surprisingly listening, his blue eyes curious.

‘Let me finish’, scowled Miss Pringle. The way Miss Pringle said that made us all shudder. She was obviously very stressed. ‘A…a…a Miraxi child will be joining the year seven class.’ A gasp of horror arose. 

‘What’s a Miraxi?’ asked Josh again. He was so stupid. Everyone knew about the war. Miss Pringle ignored him and left the room. We were all excited. I drew a Miraxi in my Creatathology book.

At lunch I found Stan, my brother, sitting with his alien friends (he doesn’t get along with humans very well). He looked up at me in sympathy and disgust, sympathy for being human, and disgust for being human. It was like I was a pile of dog’s droppings that had been magically flung through the air, landing in his zuk fish sandwich. ‘Stan,’ I shouted.

‘Yeah, JAMES?’ he sneered. ‘I hope that Miraxi thinks you’re James Kalson, then you’d be in trouble wouldn’t you?’

‘Shuddup Stan…’ I knew what he meant. The leader of the group that destroyed the Miraxi mother ship was called James Kalson. I was named after him. It was his long hair that saved us. He was running from some Miraxi guards and got his hair caught in the main frame computer system. It shut down the ship and he luckily escaped in his Twin-Tail Space Pod 64. Now he always keeps his hair cropped short, as it was a rather painful experience. 

‘I might be the next one to save the world…Just like James Kalson!’
Then the bell. Excellent. It was time for my favourite subject…

…Creatathology (The theories of Stenzinren and Einstien in the study of creation of Matter, Time, Beauty and Coincidence). Today we were studying “Coincidence”. We now know that Stenzinren was only so smart because his mother had a brain implant while he was being born. The doctors used the chemical Deep Sleep to help her get through the terrible agony of birth. One of the doctors happened to slip on the wet linoleum floor and drop her Rewakening medicine. The vile smelling liquid spilled and Stenzinren’s mother had to have a brain implant to wake her up without losing her memory. This made the baby fifty times smarter as it was coincidently fifty seconds later that he was born. Another coincidence about him is that he is a direct descendent of Einstein who happens to be a direct descendent of Archimedes.

Suddenly a lightning bolt struck. Through the lightning bolt came a Miraxi. Everyone was shocked. The teacher asked him what happened. He explained in a long time-eating manner that due to a glitch in the system, he had arrived a week early. What a coincidence that it was the same day that he had been announced. His name was Calamari, which in his tongue means crumbed rubber but in ours is a similar tasting seafood delicacy. The teacher loved this little period of coincidences. He happened to be seated next to a boy, who coincidently looked like, and had the same name as the famous (or infamous) James Kalson…Me!

“Hi!” he said in his small shrill voice. I noticed he had a little whirring gismo in his hand. It had a timing devise counting down. 

‘Now!’ he said. ‘Fate has spoken…Death!’ He flicked a switch and beeping started. It was a bomb. Everyone in the class ran. I jumped, my long hair waving. I started to run but tripped over a chair which was coincidentally placed right next to my escape route. The beeping stopped as abruptly as it begun (coincidently just like the war). I thought this was it. I, and the rest of Biscuit Creek were to be no more. I waited for death but it never came. I looked at the gismo and saw that a bit of my hair was caught on a button and the counter had stopped. My hair had deactivated it.

I ran outside to find the school in a crazy mess. I picked up a speakerphone and told them the news. At first they gasped. After a moment people began to laugh. The whole situation had been saved by coincidence, the war and this attack. And both times we had been saved by a James with long hair. Wait ‘till my brother hears…heh heh heh!
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Surprise…Surprise

The brothers met Fidel Castro at his house as morning was breaking and he gave them a package. He told them to deliver it to the balcony of room174 at the Disney Hotel in Disneyland at 8:00pm the following night. He stressed that they should leave the park before 8:20pm.

“Whatever for?” asked Keith.

“It’s my wife’s room,” replied Fidel, “and it’s a surprise. You may have to let yourselves in, unannounced…if you know what I mean. Hopefully, it will go off with a bang!” Fidel let out a cold, harsh laugh, “Ha, Ha, Ha,” followed by a cough and then he spat.

Larry and Keith took the package back to their house and set it on the table.

“What do you think it is?” said Larry.

“I don’t know. It’s not our business.” Replied Keith.

They went on with their usual day, trying to forget the package, trying to forget the job and trying to forget the last words Fidel had said “Hopefully it will go off with a bang!”

The brothers returned that evening after having the whole day to think about their delivery and sat down to have dinner. It was Friday so it was macaroni and cheese night.

“I’ve been thinking,” said Larry “about the package.”

“Oh yeah.” Replied Keith.

“What if it’s a bomb?” stated Larry.

“WHAT!” cried Keith.

“Well you remember what Fidel said…hopefully it will go off with a bang!” exclaimed Larry.

“Oh…of course…how could I have been so blind?” said Keith, “Do you still think we should do the job?”

“Well Keith, we’re in debt. We have to pay all those bills and he is paying us $1000 to do this little job.” Said Larry. “And we really don’t know what it is, do we?”

“You’re right.” acknowledged Keith, “Let’s get a good night sleep because tomorrow is going to be a big one”.

They woke up the next morning focused on the job that they would do that night. The day went surprising quickly and before they knew it, the time was 7:00pm. They walked briskly to their car, with the package and started their journey to Disneyland.

At 7:30pm they arrived, left the car and started making their way towards the hotel. The theme park was strangely deserted but the brothers, who had other things on their minds, didn’t notice. They hadn’t visited the park very often, so they had to stop and study a map. At last they spied the hotel and walked through the front door. There were no porters or doormen. So, unhindered, they were able to find the elevator and press the button that said “ROOF”. The elevator hummed as it began its climb.

Larry was holding the package and Keith could tell that he was scared because he was trembling. Keith wiped his forehead with his jumper sleeve and felt cold sweat. The elevator made a familiar ding, which signalled that it had reached its destination. Larry and Keith strode out through the doors.

They started looking for the room…171, 172, 173 and finally 174. Keith nervously started picking the lock, but suddenly, jumped quickly away from the door.

“What’s the matter?” Whispered Larry.

“I heard foot steps,” replied Keith. 

They Both hurriedly moved as the door slowly opened and an elderly woman emerged. She was easily identified as Fidel’s wife. She walked out of the room and without looking, swung the door to close it. However, Keith, as fast as lightning, was able to jam his foot in the way and stop the door from shutting. Fidel’s wife, preoccupied with other things, didn’t notice and kept on walking.

Larry timidly ran in, placed the package carefully on the balcony, turned and then rushed out. The brothers closed the door and hurriedly ran back to the elevator and started their retreat. Larry set the alarm on his watch for 8.20pm remembering that Fidel had said to be out of Disneyland by that time.

They ran back through the theme park; passed the E.T. Ride, passed the Jurassic Park Ride passed the… Unfortunately for them, in their anxious state, they had become horribly lost. Larry, frightened, looked down at his watch.

“Ten seconds to go!” he shouted. They both dived for cover and plugged their ears with their fingers.

BANG! BANG! BANG! The brothers’ eyes took to the sky and in a huge, fiery display they saw the words,

HAPPY ANNIVERSARY HONEY

LOVE FIDEL
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Pitch Invader

With a bright flash of light, Ruby was gone.

Beemo carefully stepped toward the box. Again, he heard the weak cry; “Help me!” Drawn by a vivid light, that began to shine from within the box, Beemo knelt down and pressed both hands upon it.

Beemo sat up quickly as around him, green lines began to dance. The normal dusty brown field was slowly fading into seemingly endless darkness. As the grass finally faded, Beemo felt a cold chill run down his back. The green light suddenly pierced the darkness from below, and enveloped him, into a pale green sea. The air grew bitterly cold, as if it had turned to ice. Beemo felt as if he was falling, and he was. The light grew, until it filled his entire line of sight. He surged forward, and with a splash, he poked through the high white peaks of the sea. 

Beemo was dazed, so it was no wonder that he did not realise that he was slowly washed ashore. He blinked for a bit in the dazzling sunlight, then lifted his head. For a moment his head swam, but when his vision focussed, he saw that he was on an island, covered by a dense pine forest. The dark trees towered above him like the piles of sugar cane after harvest. He stumbled across the golden sand, not sure of what he was supposed to be doing, nor what had possessed him to touch the box. He knelt by a small stream flowing from the forest, and splashed water over his face. The cool water soaked into his skin, and he started to compose himself. He paused, and he thought that he could hear a small voice crying; “Help me”. Another voice, much louder than the first, cried the same phrase. Beemo knew that voice. He had heard that voice every day for most of his life.

“Ruby!”

Beemo leapt up and stood still, listening for her voice. 

“Help me!” The voice seemed to waft down from the centre of the island.

Beemo sprang away into the forest, as fast as he was able, in the general direction of the voice. He jumped over moss-covered logs and fallen trees, bound over large roots and dodged low branches of the fir trees. He may have come from a simple farm, but he had spent enough time longing for something exciting to happen to be unfazed by his current predicament. He knew what he had to do.

It was only after an hour of wandering through the trees that Beemo noticed the first signs of unusualness. Leaning against a tree, puffing and gasping, he noticed that the shadows had not moved. He stared for a moment, unable to take his gaze off it, but he shook his head and continued on. 

“Ruby may be annoying,” he thought, “but she’s my little sister. It’s my duty to protect her.”

He stopped once more to listen for the voice. It came again, louder and more desperate. Beemo quickened his pace.

It was after another few minutes that Beemo realised that there was no sign of life. No bird nor beast had he seen since he arrived. He also noticed that there was no air flow either. He waved his hands furiously through the air like a cow swatting flies with its tail. This caused nothing, not even a slight breeze. Again Beemo shook his head.

“I must be mad,” he said to no one in particular.

The hot noon sun beat down on Beemo’s back, though it had been noon when he arrived two hours ago. Beemo, however, wasn’t aware of the fact. He had heard a girl shriek, and now he was running. As the trees rushed past him, his foot caught on something. He jerked backwards, and landed with a thud. He raised his body to see what he tripped on, and he recoiled in horror. At the tip of his foot lay a skeleton of a child. Simultaneously he covered his mouth to stop himself screaming and pushed himself off the ground. 

“Ruby?” He gasped, but knew it was not. As if to enforce this thought, Ruby screamed; “Please, somebody help me!”

Trying to forget the child lying across the ground, Beemo ran towards the sound.

It was not long, perhaps half an hour later, when Beemo reached a hill. The noon sun was burning his skin, but he did not stop. Climbing up the grassy slope, he found that the top was flattened with a small pool in the centre. Cautiously, Beemo crept to the edge and looked in. The ‘water’, for it was silver and looked denser then normal, shivered for a second, then a small face appeared in it, and stared up at him. It’s mouth opened and mouthed a single word.

“Beemo?”

“Ruby?”

Beemo dipped his hand in the pool. The cool liquid rushed over his fingers. He froze. The world twisted and turned. Beemo felt cold, and began to gasp for air. He was suddenly aware that he was floating , floating in the silver substance. He sank through the fluid and realised that it stretched down into the heart of the hill. He looked about. Floating near him was his sister.

“Beemo,” she whispered. “We’re trapped here. There’s no way out.”

Beemo looked around. The blue sky was high above him, just visible inside the rim of the pool . Below him was the small figure of a girl. She was curled up and sobbing.

“Help me,” she whispered.

Beemo’s mother stared out the window. Something was troubling her. She wandered out of the house and headed towards the back paddock. Suddenly she realised what was wrong. Beemo and Ruby had gone. Angrily, she stormed onto the cricket pitch. She looked around anxiously, but saw no sign of them.

“Beemo, this isn’t funny,” she yelled.

She turned to the house, but something caught her eye. Walking closer, she saw a cricket bat, and sitting next to it was a small silver box with a lime green lid. Curiosity persuaded her to reach over and touch the lid.
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Beemo, Ruby and The Purple Box

The box turned a vivid shad of purple and was glowing so brightly that it hurt Beemo’s sensitive eyes. At least, he thought they were sensitive. As well as that he was nearly positive he had lumbago at twelve, a serious case of insomnia (a result of drinking too much Coca Cola before bed), flu on a permanent basis, and a life threatening heart problem. He was what one might call a hypochondriac.

The box, or whatever was in it started shaking, shouting using rather colourful language, and demanding to be let out immediately. Ruby thought this to be extremely amusing (at nine years old, of course it was) and nearly wetting herself laughing. That set Beemo off.

“What did you do that for? “ he yelled. “You could have been killed! Aliens might have jumped out and got you, or there might have been a witch about to cast a spell on you” (This is a perfect example of Beemo’s extensive pessimistic imagination). Forgetting all his injuries and ailments, Beemo lunged forward and grabbed the box, intending to first smash it with his new ‘X-Treme’ cricket stumps, then proceed onto strangling Ruby.

The moment his hand came into contact with the box, it promptly turned pink, then darkened as the colour slowly crept up his arm, then his neck, then all the way to his face, until his whole upper body was a rather comical shade of crimson red. Ruby was staring at Beemo, her eyes as wide as their back paddock.

“What?” asked Beemo.

“You’re, you’re all red,” she stammered.

Beemo looked at his skinny, scarlet arm and realised that for once his stupid sister wasn’t lying, and his arm really was red. “Oh-my-god.” Shocked wasn’t even the right word for how Beemo felt at that present moment. Gobsmacked, flabbergasted were just getting a teensy-weensy bit warm!

“I reckon we should maybe call a doctor or something,” suggested Ruby.

“Gee that might be an idea,” replied Beemo sarcastically.

Beemo tentatively put down the box, which he had been clutching, and just as quickly as it had begun, the colour started draining from his body. All of the colour. Even his hair faded into some strange, translucent no-colour. Beemo was see through.

“Wow,” was the only word he seemed capable of forming in his see through lips.

“Well, what do we do now?” asked Ruby.

“If I knew, do you think I’d be standing here with my lip drooping all the way to my chin like a complete dope?” was the reply Ruby got.

“Well, since none of my suggestions are any good for Your Lordship, what do you, Mr. Genius suggest we do?” asked Ruby.

Just as Beemo was about to go back into Strangle-Ruby mode, the box, which had seemed to be biding its time, split open, revealing …nothing.

The box was completely empty.

Beemo was speechless. “Well, if you hadn’t have kept on being mean to me, the thing in the box mightn’t have nicked off so quick. If it thought you were a nice, KIND person…”

Beemo cut his sister off. “Where did it go?” he asked himself.

He looked down at his translucent arm, and his gaze fell upon his gold and blue watch. “Look at the time!” he yelled, sounding rather like his Maths teacher when they were in the last five minutes of the period and he still hadn’t done any work.

It was 5:30. At 6:00 sharp, their mother was going to call them for tea, Beemo didn’t see how he was going to show his face in their kitchen without his mother passing out and later having a heart attack. (Beemo’s imagination was at it again). He decided to think rationally, and when he had somewhat recomposed himself, said to Ruby, “Ok, let’s think how we’re going to get a hideously expensive skin doctor to first actually let me into his office, then miraculously cure me all in the time it takes for mum to heat up the baked beans we’ll be eating tonight.”

“Well, we could always go in and say the box did it,” suggested Ruby, looking at the mysterious, empty, now dull red box.

Ignoring his sister’s last remark, Beemo thought hard. After a few long minutes, he shouted excitedly “I’ve got it! If I turn red when I touched it the first time, it was because I was angry, and red is an angry colour, right?”

“Right,” said Ruby uncertainly.

“So if I’m see through, it must be like an in between colour or something, waiting for me to touch it again with a new feeling,” Beemo explained. 

“And?” said Ruby, drawing out the word like a slinky.

“Don’t you see?” Beemo asked her. “If I think normal thoughts, like my mates and all the other normal things, I’ll go back to my proper colour!”

“And if this doesn’t work?” asked Ruby, still not understanding. 

“It will, it has to, or I’ll be a see through freak for the rest of my life,” Beemo replied. 

He didn’t mind the thought of all that attention, but unless it was because he was a famous film star or something else along those lines, he wasn’t so sure that he wanted it. So after fishing around in his pockets for what seemed like and age, he produced a bit of paper, probably his mother’s shopping list from when she sent him and his father off to the supermarket last Saturday to do the shopping after cricket.

Beemo loved lists, adored them. They helped him write down all his injuries in alphabetical order.

So he began to write down all the ‘normal’ things in his life. After all his mates’ names, cricket, cricket, cricket, homework and lunchtime detention, he was going to put Ruby’s name, but thought the better of it and crossed her off. He was ready. He picked up the box and thought about all the things on his ‘normal’ list.

And so the change begun.

Colour was returning to Beemo’s see through body. At first, they were all mixed up, but soon they behaved themselves and Beemo was back to his normal self.

As soon as all the colours were done, he dropped the box, and with the usual pushing, shoving and foul language, Beemo and Ruby made their way home.
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Conjugated Disintegration

The following piece was inspired by the quote:

There is a theory which states that if ever anyone discovers exactly what the universe is for and why it is here, it will instantly disappear and be replaced by something even more bizarre and inexplicable.

Douglas Adams (1952- ), British writer.

The Restaurant at the End of The Universe (1980).

“Next Monday,” said Miss Pringle, “someone special is coming over for the rest of the term.”

Purpose floated in its insubstantial form across the whirling stars of the dance, looking for Meaning, through the glorious mists of Birth, Death and Rebirth, entwined in a never-ending pattern of consciousness and subconsciousness. 

Monday morning began with the scorching sun toasting what was left of the Daintree National Park – a few spotty remnants of withering shrubs and a handful of mouldy weeds. We assembled as usual outside our classroom door after the decontam, inevitably excited at the new addition to our small community of ten. Josh impatiently scanned the school gate, tapping his feet. I fidgeted uneasily with anticipation, and sent a stone rolling crookedly into the rubbish-filled gutter.

It was then that Sam came, slowly, with deliberate steps.

Josh, sociable as always, was the first and then , the only person to try talking to Sam.

“Hey Sam, interesting lesson, wasn’t it? About The War, I mean. That was the most amazing battle we’ve had with the Miraxi – our paratroopers dropping down from all those bombers. Wiped out half the eastern front.” He commented during recess.

Sam stared at him with his little silver eyes, not moving.

“Pearl’s got a bomb shell relic, you know. From the same war – apparently, her dad was one of the fighters there-”

Sam swirled around, and stared at me right in the face. I gazed back. His mouth worked as Josh’s voice became a drone in the background.

“Your father was there,” he spat coolly, and swooped away bat-like.

Meaning pondered blankly across the galactic rivers, and stared at certain pools along the way, scanning for something more suitable than the mere dusts of intelligence. Abruptly, it paused in its tracks, and gazed into a spinning sphere of sulphurous-blue.

From then on we left Sam mostly to himself, who watched quietly with unnerving eyes at all around him, never commenting, but taking everything in. In time, he became like a shadow, a ghost, yet to me – always a doppelganger of the snake, spitting venomously at my friends, my father, and especially – me.

What may have happened otherwise I do not know, but it was that fiery afternoon, I, Pearl Sturichaner – met – Sam.

I was crouching low by the fallen oak tree with its broken limbs splattered awkwardly in protruding angles. Within the fissure made by its fanning buttress roots, there lay a golden eagle, entwined in its last dance of beauty, majesty and power, battling with surging fury and consuming fires. Its eye-curtains drew open in a final cry of noble defiance, spirit and life pulsing with one last push through its shattered frame, the gold-tinted glint in its sharp eyes, pierced, and piercing through mine. One closing shudder through me. My soul roared with fury as I watched the very soil churn upwards, devouring its splendid body. Caterpillars, ants and dung-burrowing insects infested its noble flesh, unscrupulously, stinking with sickening reek of death itself. Wrath rose in me, consumed me, and I, like the gathering storm, spun around and out at the futility of life.

To see Sam.

Sam not a feet away from me.



LARGE






silver

eyes of his. Not blinking. 

I gazed back, through my veil of anguish and tears and tremulous lashes. 

The cry of a golden eagle ricocheted through the air. 

Sam lifted up his hand tentatively, and pointed, as if leaden down with all the weights of relentless time, towards a young eagle, its wings glittering in the chartreuse sunlight, piercing through the air in a stirring dive that sent the very air screaming with force.

It plummeted and rebounded, and I saw, below it, a lurching farrago of decapitated heads, severed limbs, and cudgelled wings unbidden. Chunderous finality wafted through the caterpillars, ants, and dung-burrowing bugs.

Sam watched me, as I fixed my eyes on one corpse and then the other. He sighed, and turned away. Back down the street he walked, never peering back.

Meaning paused and for once was confused. Its fingers grappled away the flimsy clouds and defused itself downwards, soundlessly. In the futile space above, its mask dangled forlornly in amongst the stars, abandoned.

“Wait!” I shouted out at Sam’s retreating shadow.

“I have a bomb shell.”

He paused and turned

Like a Miraxi.

And smiled a bitter smile.

“I have a bomb shell, too.”

At that precise instant, Purpose was jolted to this planet where Meaning unknowingly dissected the world and itself. Purpose peered down, and saw the thin figure of a girl, and a large silver eyes of a boy.

The Universe disintegrated.
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Miraxi

“We will have a new addition to year nine…”

Miss Pringle’s sullen eyes stared unfocused above the children’s heads. Expressionless and diminished, she stood rigid and blank as a white-wash walls surrounding her.

What could be so terrible about a new student? Maybe they had escaped from goal and fled to Biscuit Creek, seeking a refuge from the authorities… Josh kicked my chair. “Listen Brett!”

Slowly Miss Pringle continued:

“Robert Blackwood will be touring our school for the duration of the day. I want you to treat him respectfully – as you would treat any other newcomer.” 

The trembly in her once tranquil voice was evident. 

“Robert Blackwood is…a…Miraxi”.

A sibilance of voices agitated the silence.     

Blackwood…Miraxi…Two billion slaughtered…The Miraxi…MIRAXI!! 

Stories reverberated off the walls of my skull. Although I was too young to remember the war, the stories my grandparents had told me were imbedded, splintered-like in my mind.

The Miraxi had killed my parents, brother and three sisters. How could I treat one of them with respect and courtesy?

Hatred and hostility infused my body as I envisaged avenging their deaths . My tense body aligned with the unyielding chair; I wanted to scream away the interminable  pain.

Lunch bells rang.

Profusion of students – saturated in anguish and apprehension – exited the hall.

Soon I was alone – like the one stick-figure tree in the centre of our desolate school oval – absorbed in unjust abominations of the creature I did not know. I was oblivious that Robert’s losses had probably been greater than mine. He has been abandoned in a barren waste land – alienated, confused and stranded. A frightened, lonely child. No more than a baby.

I made my way outside, accompanying the raindrops as they fell lethargically from the bleak-burley-black rain clouds. I stood inanimately in the rain and observed my callow peers as they ran to escape the wet. Cool beads of refreshing water washed the pollution of anger from my skin, leaving it clean and pure.

The school bell pierced the droning of rain landing on wet pavement.

I walked past lacklustre classrooms, all painted in peeling cream acrylic – exposing glimpses of bisque beneath. I looked everywhere, but it was not how I imagined it. Cacophonies of hate and frustration had concealed my soul in a fake world surrounding me.

Everywhere I turned, wall of insecurity closed in on me.

My fists clenched until they pained as much as my heart. A timid tear of emotion rolled down my burning cheek. I couldn’t let anyone see my crying. I had to hid, as I had done for so long. I wanted to speak, but my words had dissolved, ineffably.

Passers-by began to look at me and notice how I was morphing from a once-tranquil child into an enraged and violent maniac.

Their dispassion broke down my social inhibitions until I could not suppress to blame them for everything I was experiencing.

Yet, ignoring made me feel sick. Nobody cared about the experience I had been through.

I felt nothing but anguish inside and I knew it would not be relieved until my wounds healed.

I had to get out. I had to revive myself. I could not stand the randomness of my emotion any more. I had to break free from the strings of deadly hate, which moved me like a flimsy marionette puppet.

I turned and begged my confused body to carry me away from the reaches of their judging eyes.

Suddenly my eyes were met with another luminous pair, staring back into mine. My instincts recognised the Miraxi before my psyche, and acted in a manner unrestrained.

Freedom surrounded me and subjugated the darkness. I finally felt like I belonged in the ever-changing world my poisonous emotions no longer choked the fecundity and resonance of a youthful soul. I could not stop the word as they flowed from my mouth. They felt so… right!

“Hello, you must be Robert, I’m Brett.”              

