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CHAPTER 1 

ARBY 

From a very early age Arby Starbuck’s ambition is 
to become the most highly qualified person on Earth. As 
the only son a mega-wealthy family, and heir to several 
vast fortunes, Arby has the resources to spend time and 
money collecting PhD’s. Even though he has just turned 
30 he has already been awarded Doctorates in Genetics, 
Engineering, Mathematics, Nuclear Physics, Geology, 
Information Technology, several branches of Medicine, 
and more from the world’s most prestigious universities. 
He just loves the challenge of learning all there is to 
know about a subject and discovering new aspects and 
perspectives. He takes pride in seeing his name in print, 
especially on the shelves of the libraries at Harvard, 
Oxford, M.I.T, Yale, Cambridge and every other top-rated 
center of education around the world. He revels in the 
pomp and circumstance of the conferring ceremonies. 
He thinks he looks amazing in a cap and gown. The 
walls of his home heave with framed photographs, 
certificates and awards, dating back to his graduation 
from kindergarten when he was four years old.  

He is an only child, as were both parents. They 
were killed in a freak road traffic accident just after Arby’s 
18th birthday. He has lived alone ever since. He likes it 
that way. Arby has never felt the need for company. 
Educated by a series of tutors, he grew up without the 
usual interacting skills honed in the rough and tumble of 
schoolyards. He feels uncomfortable in any group 
situation and structures his life to minimize contact with 
people. He uses dialogue solely for the exchange of 
information and has no time for small talk or social 
niceties. 

Although he avoids human contact, when he 
does go out in public, Arby cannot be missed. He is tall 
and almost handsome, in a nerdy way. He walks with an 
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air of authority and urgency that make people notice him. 
He loves clothes and makes a point of always being 
appropriately dressed for every situation. Whatever the 
occasion, Arby can be relied upon to be kitted out from 
head to toe in the correct attire. He would never admit to 
liking the attention, but secretly takes pleasure in turning 
heads and being the topic of conversation. The entire top 
floor of his mansion is devoted to storing his collection of 
spectacles, bow ties, walking canes, umbrellas, hats and 
shoes. The only aspect of his appearance that defies him 
is his thin blonde hair. Arby has tried all manner of styles 
and products to tame it and has reluctantly conceded 
that he must accept its unruliness. He has developed a 
habit of frequently running his fingers through his floppy 
fringe in an attempt to mold it into shape, but nothing 
works. Arby’s strategy for dealing with anything outside 
his control is to name it and speak to it. He calls his 
fringe ‘Flick’.  

Arby doesn’t employ anybody. He simply hires 
contractors to fulfill every role. His every need is met by 
people he does not know. Interaction is unnecessary. 
The house is regularly cleaned and maintained by local 
contractors. Laundry is collected, washed, dried, ironed 
and returned once a week by a woman in a red van. He 
orders his organic vegetarian food online as necessary 
and it is delivered at a designated time. All bills and other 
financial details are taken care of by a firm of lawyers. 
Life is perfect. 

Then, one damp Tuesday afternoon in the early 
spring of 2011, for no reason he can discern, Arby 
Starbuck begins to question the purpose of his existence. 
He is working on his Philosophy dissertation – The 
Ontology of Being: Are We Really Here? – when a great 
emptiness comes over him. He stands up from his desk 
and wanders through his gated mansion. He is wearing 
black skinny jeans, a white CK shirt, black braces and a 
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red and white polka dot bow tie; seemly attire for the task 
at hand, in his opinion. His red Converse squeak on the 
highly polished floors. He looks out a second story 
window over his manicured lawns. A dark haired man in 
green overalls is planting shrubs in the newly dug beds. 
Those shrubs will take root and grow and flower. They 
will add to the beauty of the garden. They have a 
purpose. 

The gardener is kneeling on the ground with his 
back to the house. He carefully removes each plant from 
its plastic pot and places it in the earth. He gathers soil 
around it and pats it down, gently bedding it into its new 
home, sprinkling it with water. He works methodically 
until all the shrubs are planted in a neat semi-circle. Then 
he stands and looks at his work, hands on hips. The 
back of his overalls bear a stylized image of a large 
Helianthus Annuus with a smiley face in the center. The 
words ‘The Happy Garden Company’ encircle the 
sunflower. 

Arby silently recites Hans Vogel’s 1979 
mathematical model of floret arrangement of the 
Helianthus Annuus. This model is commonly used to 
produce computer graphics representations of 
sunflowers and most likely helped create The Happy 
Garden Company logo. 

‘O’ is the angle, ‘r’ is the radius, ‘n’ is the index 
number of the floret and ‘c’ is a constant scaling factor, 
Flick,’ he says aloud, playing with his fringe. 

Knowledge usually comforts him but today it 
leaves him feeling even more empty and isolated. The 
man in the garden turns towards the house and 
stretches. Arby sees the name ‘John’ on his breast 
pocket. He realizes that they are probably about the 
same age. If circumstances had been different they could 
have been in school together. Maybe they would have 
been friends. 
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For a moment, Arby thinks John is looking at him 
and he lifts his hand to wave. Then he remembers that 
the protective glass in his windows prevents anybody 
seeing in and he feels foolish. John whistles to himself as 
he picks up his tools and walks away, pulling off his 
gloves and stuffing them into his pockets as he goes. 
Arby calls after him ‘Hey John, did you know that some 
sources claim that the true size of the Helianthus Annuus 
genome is around 3.5 billion base pairs. That means it is 
slightly larger than the human genome.’  

John disappears around the corner of the house. 
Arby hears him starting up his truck. He listens to the 
sound of the wheels slowly rolling down the gravel 
driveway, pausing while the electric gates opened then 
fading into the distance. He tries to imagine what John 
will do after his day’s work.  

‘What do you think Flick? Stop for a beer on the 
way home, probably. Talk to the barman about cars and 
football. Pick up a pizza and eat it watching a game on 
T.V., shouting abuse or encouragement at the players 
from his armchair.’ 

Arby concludes that he and John have nothing in 
common, nothing to talk about. Reminders of his 
intellectual, educational and cultural superiority usually 
please him. The bitter-sweetness he experiences at that 
moment is unfamiliar and disconcerting.  

Arby will never discover that John has no interest 
in team sports and is, like Arby, a teetotal vegetarian who 
knows all about the sunflower genome. John has 
recently completed a PhD in Botany. He is an honors 
graduate from Harvard Business School. He has 
abandoned a promising career in the corporate world to 
pursue his dream of creating beautiful gardens. The 
Happy Garden Company, which will become a very 
lucrative franchise, is his own company. John hires 
people to look after all the office work so that he can do 
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what he loves to do. He and Arby have much more in 
common than either will ever know. 

The alarm on his watch tells Arby it is time to 
prepare his evening meal. Every Tuesday he makes a 
pot of vegetable curry which he divides into two portions. 
One portion will be consumed that evening and the other 
is placed in the freezer for days he doesn’t feel like 
playing chef or is too busy. Every time he prepares a 
meal, he adds to his stockpile. Arby’s freezer is so well-
stocked with pre-cooked meals that that he doesn't need 
to cook for several years. He changes into his chef’s 
whites and sets about preparing the ingredients. Arby is 
an organized and disciplined cook. He enjoys systematic 
and ordered processes. As he methodically measures, 
weighs, peels, chops and sautés he settles into a rhythm 
that temporarily eases the perplexing turmoil in his mind. 

His dinner simmers on the stove. Arby watches 
the steam rise and disappear into the extractor fan and 
realizes that his life is meaningless. What is the point of 
being the most highly educated person in the world if he 
cannot do something useful with his knowledge? 
Publishing research papers and theses is all very well. 
Adding to the collective knowledge of the world is a noble 
thing to do, but Arby wants more.  

Usually, Arby sets his place at the head of the 
dining room table, dresses for dinner and then sits and 
eats slowly, savoring every bite while poring over a book. 
All his reading material is associated with study and 
confined to academic subjects and course material. Arby 
uses music to help him unwind. Most evenings, he 
chooses the works of one artist or composer as the 
soundtrack to his meal. It might be Wagner or even 
Bruckner if he needs to think weighty thoughts. On bright 
summer’s evenings, if he has nothing in particular to 
ponder, he could choose Miles Davis or Charlie Parker. If 
he is feeling particularly carefree, he will be listening to a 
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random selection of music streaming through the state-
of-the-art sound system. This is the only random aspect 
of his life.  

After dinner, if there is no work to finish, Arby likes 
to watch T.V. until it is time to sleep. He loves Broadway 
musicals and light opera. He is especially taken by the 
works of Rogers and Hammerstein and Gilbert and 
Sullivan. It fascinates him how two very different creative 
men can merge their talents and come up with 
something exceptional, something more than the sum of 
their parts. He believes this process is the closest two 
males can come to creating an offspring together. He is 
also fond of cartoon movies. He has everything the 
Disney and Pixar studios produced. His long-time 
favorite is Jungle Book but he is impressed by the Toy 
Story series. 

The day Arby sees John in the garden he does 
something he had never done before. When his food is 
ready he piles it onto a plate, with no thought at all for 
presentation. Still in his chef’s whites, he carries it to the 
lounge, without a tray. He feels slightly decadent as he 
switches on the T.V. and selects a playlist. Settling into 
his favorite armchair, with his dinner on his lap, he 
presses ‘Play’. He sips his perfectly chilled pure spring 
water and eats his meal watching South Pacific. 

He spends the evening in his armchair with the 
empty plate on his lap. After South Pacific he watches 
The Mikado then Oklahoma followed by Bambi and HMS 
Pinafore. He watches Carousel, Fiddler on the Roof, 
Pinocchio and The Sound of Music. The closing scenes 
of Finding Nemo finally bring him the answer he didn’t 
know he was searching for. Everybody needs a quest. 
Everybody needs to seek out and find their life purpose 
and then set about fulfilling that purpose. 

 

Finding his life purpose becomes his new 
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passion. He approaches the search in a characteristically 
organized way. He starts by assessing the state of the 
world, to ascertain where he could best make a 
contribution, and comes to the conclusion that Planet 
Earth is in real danger. The Ozone Layer is 
compromised. The ice caps are melting. Catastrophic 
natural disasters strike more and more frequently. A 
serious asteroid collision is becoming progressively 
imminent. Entire species of plants and animals are being 
wiped out. The rainforests are disappearing fast. The 
very survival of the human race is threatened in new and 
more challenging ways on a daily basis. Arby learns that 
everyone knows that the situation is critical but nobody 
can come up with a cohesive plan to stop the Earth’s 
apparently inevitable slide towards total destruction.  

One morning Arby Starbuck wakes up and knows 
what he has to do. He will single-handedly find the way 
to secure the future of Planet Earth and all her 
inhabitants. He will be the savior of the world. That is his 
mission, his destiny. 1 

 

Arby is frustrated by the fact that, as a species, 
the Homo Sapiens is severely limited in so many ways. 
They see less than 1% of the electromagnetic spectrum 
and hear less than 1% of the acoustic spectrum. With a 
few notable exceptions, human beings use a fraction of 
their brain power and seem incapable of improving 
efficiency. The more he researches the more Arby 
becomes convinced that Earth’s only hope of survival lies 
in the creation of a new and improved human race. This 
better race will certainly require genetic input from 

                                                 
1  Many, many years later some academics will surmise that this is the 

moment of Kavak’s conception. They will be wrong. What happens next 
happens because Arby wants to make a positive difference to the world. 
He wants to contribute something concrete and useful. His motives are 
purely altruistic. 
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beyond the realm of Planet Earth. There is no empirical 
evidence of intelligent life elsewhere in the Universe but 
as far as Arby is concerned, logic dictates that it must 
exist. Many of his contemporaries disagree. Arby calls 
them the Flat Earth Fraternity. (It is not an entirely 
accurate term - some of them are women – but he likes 
the alliteration.) He imagines how stupid they will look 
when he produces his army of intergalactic hybrids. He 
can just see the fury in their eyes when he proves them 
wrong. He relishes the thought of how difficult it will be 
for them to watch his success.  

Arby wants his upgraded humans to be much 
more durable than the existing models. They will be 
immune to disease and have the capacity to survive in 
any environment. They will be genetically versatile and 
adaptable, with the perfect balance of logic and creativity. 
An eye and ear for the aesthetic will eliminate vulgarity 
and poor design. Most importantly, they will be self-
sufficient, co-operative, super-intelligent, forward-thinking 
pacifists, with a deep respect for all living things. Arby 
decides to call his new beings ‘Myriads’. He will be in 
charge, managing his workforce of Myriads as they 
repair and reverse the damage inflicted on the planet by 
its present caretakers.  

He may have no friends but Arby can call on a 
vast network of very powerful connections. He enlists the 
help of the world’s most eminent scientists, engineers, 
physicists, geneticists, psychologists, sociologists, 
nutritionists and a broad range of other great minds. 
Under his direction, they work together to implement his 
plan.  

Arby’s team gather DNA samples from the best 
and brightest in every area that Planet Earth can offer. 
They harvest genetic material from the strongest, the 
fittest, the fastest, the healthiest, the most intelligent, the 
most intuitive and the most altruistic. Lastly, Arby secretly 
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adds his own DNA to the mix. He knows it is his only 
opportunity to pass his exceptional genes on to future 
generations.2 

In top-secret conditions, somewhere deep under 
the Sahara desert, Arby funds and manages the building 
of a magnificent Space Ship. He names her the S.S. 
Redeemer and uses the sunflower as her emblem. This 
vessel is equipped to travel through the Universe, 
searching for other life forms, with Arby at the helm. His 
task is to identify desirable traits in other races and then 
find a way to absorb those traits into human DNA to 
create Myriads. He will travel alone to carry out this 
selective inter-breeding process. 

The human samples are distilled into one pure 
and perfect specimen to be used as the basis for the new 
creation. This specimen is then split in two. One half 
remains in the freezer in Arby’s underground laboratory 
and the other travels with him on S.S. Redeemer. Arby’s 
first task will be to devise a means of collecting DNA from 
non-human donors. Like every other aspect of the 
mission, this is unknown territory. Nobody has any idea if 
it can be done or how long it will take. This is a crucial 
stage of the plan. Arby has to locate appropriate and 
willing partners and then find a quick, painless and non-
invasive generic technique to make the DNA collection 
process as attractive as possible. 

Once the system is perfected Arby can begin to 
introduce each donor sample to a miniscule amount of 
the super-human DNA. The individual newly formed 
Myriads will then be suspended in an embryonic state 
until their return to Earth, to be cultivated in a controlled 
and carefully monitored environment. Those that display 

                                                 
2  This, historians will later argue, is when Kavak is 

conceived, but they will also be wrong. 
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the most potential to benefit the planet will be allowed to 
mature. Those that do not will be destroyed.  

The knowledge gleaned from harvesting genetic 
material for assimilation with human DNA can be used to 
broaden the venture. Arby is excited at the possibility of 
discovering new animals, insects, birds, fish and plants 
to enhance life on Earth. He envisages the S.S. 
Redeemer like a 21st century Noah’s Ark. He sees 
himself at the helm, triumphantly returning to Earth to 
make everything alright again. His team of biologists, 
botanists, entomologists and etiologists are in the 
process of putting together a body of archetypical DNA 
for every possible species when that vision is suddenly 
shattered. 

On February 15th 2013 an asteroid explodes over 
the Ural Mountains scattering fragments over the 
Russian town of Chelyabinsk. The shockwave buckles 
shop fronts, damages buildings and blows in windows. 
Over 1000 people are injured in the area. Arby believes 
that there is no time to lose. In spite of the strongest 
opposition from his team, he brings the launch date 
forward. The S.S. Redeemer is not quite finished and he 
has to abandon all ancillary projects but Arby has made 
up his mind. There is no arguing with him. The vessel is 
ready enough to do what was required of it and Arby is 
leaving.  

Almost two years after Arby had watched John in 
his garden, the SS Redeemer is launched into space, 
carrying Arby and his precious load. If he is successful, 
the future of the world is secure. He will bring his space 
ship home full of highly evolved Myriad embryos, ready 
to create a new earth. If he fails, Planet Earth and her 
inhabitants are doomed. It is March 9th 2013, Arby 
Starbuck’s 33rd birthday. 

 

The S.S. Redeemer is constructed to maintain 



11 

temperature, pressure and gravity at optimal levels. It 
functions as a large spacesuit so there was no need for 
Arby to don traditional astronaut attire. However, he 
commissioned Armani to design a suit for him to wear at 
take-off and a range of outfits for all other occasions. His 
Launch Suit is white and in one piece, as a nod to 
convention. Arby likes wearing white and chose it as the 
signature influence for all his clothing on this mission. He 
feels that it is a subtly powerful color, imbuing the wearer 
with an air of authority and superiority. White, Arby 
believes, has the added advantage of denoting peace 
throughout the Universe.3 Unlike the shapeless and 
cumbersome suits other astronauts wore, Arby’s Launch 
Suit is impeccably cut, to show off his best features. He 
wants to include his chosen emblem in a dignified and 
understated manner so it has a tiny sunflower on the left 
breast pocket. He is certain that he looks dashing on the 
walk to the launch pad. He almost swaggers. 

There has been no time for dry runs or 
simulations. As he listens to the countdown, Arby smiles 
to himself at the absurdity of the situation. He has never 
learned to drive. It is a skill he can do without. He 
wouldn’t have been able to steer a small car around an 
empty car park. Yet here he is, in charge of a mega-ton 
machine capable of carrying him though the Universe.   

The blast off is rougher and noisier than he 
expected. The Redeemer rattles and shudders as she 
struggles to break free of gravity. Arby begins to question 
the wisdom of his early departure date. Maybe the 
engineers were right? Maybe the ship isn’t ready? It feels 
like she is about to fall apart. For a moment he thinks his 
mission will be over before it begins.  

And then everything is calm and quiet. Arby 
unbuckles his seat belt and walks to the window. He has 

                                                 
3  He will later discover that he is not quite correct in that belief 
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often seen photographs of the earth from space but 
nothing prepares him for the sheer beauty before him. 
He looks at the blue and green planet he has just left and 
thinks of the billions of people going about their daily 
routines: working, eating, sleeping, being born, dying, 
laughing, crying, reading, watching TV - ordinary people 
doing ordinary things completely unaware of Arby and his 
quest. A strange sensation comes over him. It is 
unfamiliar. He wants to cry but has no idea why. He feels 
deeply protective about the planet and its inhabitants. He 
feels paternal. For the first time in his adult life, Arby 
Starbuck feels something approaching love.  

Sentiment is alien to Arby. He has work to do. He 
goes back to his seat and begins to experiment with the 
controls. As he travels through the Exosphere he is able 
to play with Redeemer and get a feel for how she 
responds to his touch. He is alarmed and disgusted by 
the variety and volume of debris around him. There are 
bits of metal of various sizes, gloves from space suits, 
batteries and too many identifiable things floating around. 
He sets himself a challenge for when this mission is 
complete: create a being that can live on space waste. 
For now, he enjoys honing his driving skills by dodging it 
all. He even sings a little song.  

‘I’m a rocket man. Do do do do do do do do do.’ 

That is all he knew so he sings it over and over 
again. Arby Starbuck is a happy man. 

He is almost clear of all the rubbish and the 
satellites and weather stations in Geostatic Earth Orbit 
when there is a huge bang. Redeemer lurches to the left 
and begins to spin. Arby struggles to regain control. 
When gets her back onto an even keel his heart is 
pounding. He steadies his breathing and looks around. 
Everything seems to be functioning properly. There are 
no warning lights, no alarms sounding. He clears his 
throat and says’ 
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‘Computer, analysis of recent course disruption, 
please.’ 

He feels like the captain of the Starship 
Enterprise. The technicians who installed the on-board 
voice recognition software kept telling him he didn’t have 
to say ‘please’ and ‘thank you’ to the computer but Arby 
insists on doing it anyway. Good manners, he believes, 
should never be forgotten. 

‘We have collided with Asteroid 2013 ET. Partial 
analysis indicates no damage.’  

Arby groans. He knew those technicians were up 
to something by the way they kept grinning at him. They 
had programmed the computer’s vocals to create a cross 
between Nicki Minaj and Fran Drescher. It is everything 
that irritates him – American, nasal and female, like 
Minnie Mouse meets Olive Oyl. The voice he had chosen 
was deep and cultured and male, like Sir Patrick 
Steward. He is stuck with this awful sound until he gets 
back to Earth or can devise a way to override the 
security system. That won’t be easy. The computer is 
equipped with sophisticated anti-hacking technology to 
ensure that the sensitive information it gathers can never 
fall into the wrong hands. 

Arby is so shocked by the voice that he doesn't 
hear what it said so he has to ask for the information to 
be repeated. Then he has to ask for it to be clarified. His 
ears hurt. 

‘Can you please provide full analysis?’ 

‘Negative. Installation of detailed analytic capacity 
was not completed due to change of launch date.’ 

Arby remembers that the engineers had told him 
this. It was one of the reasons they wanted him to wait. 
They had also told him that the limited capacity he does 
have is more than adequate to detect any anomaly in the 
ship’s operating systems so he isn’t worried. He steels 
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himself to ask another question. 

‘Can you determine the destination of Asteroid 
2013 ET please?’ 

‘Asteroid 2013 ET was on a direct collision course 
with Planet Earth. Impact would have occurred 10 
seconds ago and counting.’ 

‘What?’ Arby says without thinking and then has 
to endure the voice repeating the information. When she 
stops speaking he tries to contact the control room under 
the Sahara Desert. There is no reply. Nothing but the 
hiss of static comes over the airwaves. Planet Earth is 
gone. 

Arby Starbuck urgently needs a new purpose. 

 

Redeemer settles into orbit, giving Arby time to 
think. There is no going back, nothing to go back to, and 
yet he questions the point of going forward. His mind is 
so preoccupied with the future that he is oblivious to the 
present. If his brain had been processing information 
correctly he would have realized that he was orbiting 
around something. If he hadn’t been so focused on how 
annoyed he was by the computer’s voice he would have 
heard what she actually said and asked for more details. 
Instead Arby does something he’s never done before; he 
jumps to a conclusion. In fact, he jumps to several 
conclusions and those conclusions lead to mistaken 
assumptions. 

Arby assumes that the asteroid has wiped out 
Planet Earth. It missed by several thousand miles. The 
impact with Redeemer altered its trajectory and saved 
the world from destruction. Arby assumes that he is 
unable to contact anybody because everybody is dead. 
Everybody is fine but the collision has bent the ship’s 
communication aerial. Arby assumes that his mission to 
save the world is over before it had really begun. Arby is 
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wrong. Arby assumes that his unexpected encounter with 
a stray asteroid has changed everything. That 
assumption is correct, just not in the way Arby believes. 

He weighs up the pros and cons of his situation. 
He is the last human being. He is sitting in a powerful 
spaceship, capable of carrying him throughout the 
Galaxy. It is equipped with everything he needs to 
sustain himself for a very long time. He is the guardian of 
a vial of the genetic code of a superior specimen of 
humanity. Abandoning the project and living out his days 
wandering the Universe seems like such a waste of 
everything he has worked for.  

Arby does his best thinking on the move. Sitting 
still for too long numbs his brain. He reminds himself that 
he is an intelligent and resourceful person. He just needs 
to embrace his new reality and modify his plans. If he is 
not going to bring Myriad embryos back to Earth, how 
best can he put everything at his disposal to good use? 
The first thing he must do is get going and do something. 

He has always found that focusing on what he 
can accomplish helps him determine the next step and 
there is nothing to stop him carrying out the first phase. 
He will perfect the DNA collection technique and figure 
out where to go from there in the process. The success 
of Arby’s mission centers around his premise that it is not 
possible to identify other inhabited planets from inside 
the influence of Earth’s magnetic field. Now it is time to 
test that theory. 

‘Computer,’ he asks, ‘what is the nearest 
inhabited planet? A hospitable one please.’ 

Bracing himself for the assault on his ears 
prevents him from worrying about the outcome of the 
computer’s search. If she cannot locate an occupied 
place, it’s all pointless.  

‘The closest hospitable inhabited planet is 
Zetataurus. It is located in the asteroid belt between 
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Neptune and Pluto. It has a population of approximately 
50,000 Zetataureans. The Zetataureans are best known 
for their short attention span and poor memory.’ 

Arby allows himself a smug smile. He knew he 
was right. He is disappointed that he will never get to rub 
the noses of the Flat Earth Fraternity in his success. 
They had him labeled as a ridiculous eccentric. He really 
wanted to show them how primitive their thinking was. 
He shrugs it off and thinks out loud. 

‘Sounds like a good place to experiment with the 
collection process.’  

‘Initial analysis would concur with that conclusion’ 
the computer drawls. 

Arby makes a mental note to keep his thoughts to 
himself, to avoid having to interact with the awful voice. 
He is about to direct the computer to set a course for 
Zetataurus. He can spend the journey time devising a 
way of minimizing conversations with the computer. He 
stops himself from issuing the order and considers his 
words carefully before speaking again.  

‘Computer, please tell me how long it will take us 
to reach Zetataurus.’ 

‘Journey time from our present location to 
Zetataurus at optimal cruise speed is 7.56 rotations.’ 

Arby sits back in his chair, pulls himself up to his 
full height, takes a deep breath and, trying his best not to 
grin like an idiot, says, 

‘Make it so.’ 

In that moment he is once again a happy man.  

As he speeds towards his destination, Arby 
decides to carry out as much of the original plan as 
possible. He will collect genetic material; select only the 
best to merge with the superhuman DNA and start the 
process of cultivating the Myriad embryos. His small 
onboard laboratory is not as well-equipped as the one on 
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Earth, but it will suffice. He is confident that he can 
create the new race of sentient beings by himself and 
then find a planet to populate. He is  a true pioneer. 
Sometime in the future, there will be awards in his name, 
theses on his methodology, poems in his honor and 
statues to his memory. It feels good to be Arby Starbuck 
again. 

 

In the time it takes to reach the outer edges of 
Zetataurus, Arby tinkers with the computer’s voice 
software but is unable to make any significant changes. 
He slowly comes to accept the fact that he is stuck with 
the aggravating sound. He is going to need to interact 
with her so had to find a way to make their exchanges 
bearable. He decides to give her a rank and a name. He 
will call her ‘Number One’ in formal situations and ‘Franji’ 
when he is feeling more casual. She will call him 
Commander Starbuck. It doesn’t change anything, but 
Arby feels a little less stressed about their relationship. 

As expected, the Zetataurean DNA has nothing 
Arby wants. However, the time spent on their planet is 
invaluable. He discovers that Zetataurus is a popular 
stop off point for space travelers. The indigenous 
population has become a willing and easily pleased work 
force for several opportunist species. The Selooto have 
set up a catering business, supplying the favorite food of 
every passing race. The Macivors can repair or replace 
any kind of broken equipment. Accommodation services 
are run by the Hiltonites.  

The beings he encounters on Zetataurus are 
friendly and helpful. They refer to Earthlings in the same 
kindly patronizing way they speak of the Zetataureans. 
They tell Arby that Planet Earth had been rejected as a 
stop off point for inter-Galactic travelers because 
Zetataurus is more civilized and more accessible. They 
also mention the obstacle course of debris that would 
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have to be negotiated to reach the planet. Arby can't 
decide whether he should be delighted or insulted that 
his home has not become a service plaza on the 
Universal freeway.  

The variety of races and species that pass 
through Zetataurus teach Arby space etiquette and 
useful survival tactics. For example, he learns never to 
look a Hevarian Camel in the fifth eye unless he is 
offering himself as lunch. He is shown the Universal Sign 
of Friendship and Peace, which is the same as a yawn 
on Earth. He also learns that a Delacrop sandwich might 
look and taste vile, but will sustain even the most active 
individual for at least a month.  

Unfortunately, Arby’s arrogance once again blinds 
him to opportunity. He immediately rejects the Selooto as 
possible Myriad contributors because they look ‘too 
human’. They work in the service sector, so he assumes 
that they are of average intelligence, at best. He really 
does not like their complexions or coloring. He concludes 
that they have nothing to offer.  

If Arby had bothered to investigate, he would 
have discovered that these highly evolved people 
originate from Ireland, which accounts for their red curly 
hair, blue eyes and pale skin. In 1947 an entire small 
village from the mountains in Connemara had vanished. 
It was thought that they had perished in the severe 
weather of that February. There were 64 men, women 
and children living in the isolated and exposed spot 
before the snow fell. When the thaw came, no trace of 
them remained.  

What really happened is that the inhabitants of 
Torbeg, believing they were about to die, had gathered in 
O’Toole’s house to pray together. It was the only one with 
a tin roof and the villagers believed they would be 
warmer and safer there. The O’Toole clan always knew 
that they were destined for much bigger things than 
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Torbeg could offer. They were an enterprising bunch, 
always open to new ideas and looking for ways to make 
life better for themselves. This attitude resulted in a 
mixture of respect and resentment from the other 
inhabitants. However, on that exceptionally bitterly cold 
night, all differences were put aside for the sake of 
survival. 

Michael O’Toole led the prayers. His strong voice 
was a source of comfort. As they recited the familiar 
words over and over their combined energies were 
picked up as a distress signal by a passing spacecraft on 
a surveillance mission. The captain immediately made a 
detour to rescue the villagers and bring them to safety. 
The villagers never had the opportunity to thank him 
properly because he crash-landed over Roswell, New 
Mexico a few months later. 

Initial communication issues led to the small 
human tribe being known as Selooto. As soon as they 
recovered from the shock of being transported into a new 
reality they realized there was no going back. Nobody 
would ever believe their story and they would be labeled 
as mad or possessed. So, they set about making 
themselves useful and did a very good job of it. They 
began by specializing in providing food for unexpected 
events – all of which they defined as either ‘comings’ or 
‘goings’. The Selooto became famous as the creators of 
as many different versions of the ham sandwich and tuna 
casserole as there are customs and cultures in the 
Universe. By the time Arby encounters them, they hold 
the catering contract for the entire Cosmos and are 
highly respected wherever they go. There are Selooto 
catering outposts scattered throughout the Galaxies.  

The Selooto are true social entrepreneurs, 
funding their free ‘comings and goings’ service from the 
profits created by their outpost business. They have a 
team devoted to watching out for unexpected events and 



20 

organizing the anonymous delivery of appropriate 
sustenance. Most civilizations had evolved to the point 
that nothing came as a surprise, however, the inhabitants 
of Planet Earth kept the Selooto busy. Human Beings 
never seemed to be prepared for anything out of the 
ordinary. What’s more, their tastes were constantly 
evolving. Even though vol au vents, cocktail sausages, 
pieces of fruit and cheese on sticks, and sushi have been 
fashionable at times, the Selooto know that the ham 
sandwich or tuna casserole is always welcome.  

The Selooto ‘recruited’ their workforce by making 
regular trips to Earth and seizing able bodied, creative 
people. Creative people work best because nobody on 
Earth believes that their abduction stories are more than 
the working of an over-active imagination. The 
recruitment process is helped greatly by Human Being’s 
dogged insistence that time is linear and one 
dimensional. The recruited believe they have been away 
from their everyday lives for a very long time but their 
families and friends may not even notice their absence. 
The Selooto look after their staff extremely well and 
always return them to their homes in the same (or better) 
condition as they found them. They occasionally and 
humanely collect samples from some of their ‘guests’ to 
ensure that their gene pool remains fresh. Now and then, 
one of the abductees asks to stay and that request is 
usually granted.  

Arby would have discovered all of this if he had 
not been so narrow-minded. He would also have learned 
that not long after he arrives on Zetataurus, a Selooto 
vessel docks and 100 healthy human beings disembarks. 
They were abducted from Planet Earth that very day - 
about two lunar months after Arby believed the planet 
had been destroyed. He would have recognized John, in 
his green overalls, who had been mowing Arby’s front 
lawn at the moment of his ‘disappearance’. Arby could 
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have gleaned a great deal of vital information from the 
Selooto and saved himself a lot of trouble, but he never 
gives them a second glance. He never even samples the 
food they have to offer. Instead, he sits alone every 
evening and eats the pre-cooked meals he brought with 
him. 

The Zetataureans have goldfish memories and 
never tire of Arby repeating his experiments. He 
continuously collects samples and makes minor 
adjustments to the process until he has it just right. Some 
of the blow-in beings are happy to be involved too. By 
the time he is ready to leave, Arby is confident that he 
has determined the most simple and efficient means of 
gathering genetic material from any race. It turned out to 
be a lot less complex than he imagined. A small amount 
of any bodily fluid was all he needed. The real skill would 
lie in getting the human to non-human ratio just right. 

Another advantage of his sojourn on Zetataurus 
is that it allowed Arby the headspace to reconsider his 
future. He comes up with a new plan, an ambitious plan, 
a plan that does not involve Myriads or finding another 
place to call home. His own life experience and the 
stories he hears from fellow travelers convince him that 
who or whatever was in charge of the Universe is clearly 
incompetent. Somebody needs to take over as leader of 
All That Is and put it right. Arby becomes convinced that 
he should build the Perfect Being. He will use the 
superhuman DNA as the foundation and enhance it with 
the best he can find everywhere else.4  

The Perfect Being he is imagining will be 
compassionate and generous. It will abolish pain and 
suffering and bring harmony to all races. It will tidy 
everything up and make sure the Universe is always in 
perfect working order. There will be no more space 

                                                 
4  It can be argued that Kavak comes into being at this point, but Arby’s 

motives are still noble. 
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debris or wandering asteroids, no more natural disasters 
or ecological crises, no exploitation or violence or lack of 
any kind. There will be nothing but perfection.  

Arby’s vision of the Perfect Being captures the 
hearts and minds of every civilized society he visits. He 
has no difficulty gathering the finest genetic codes in the 
Cosmos. Every race he approaches wants to be 
included. He takes his time; carefully selecting 
contributors, recording each encounter and collating the 
material meticulously. He experiments with the procedure 
and discovers that he can break each sample down into 
its component parts. He develops the means of 
eliminating anything he considers unworthy or 
undesirable. He goes back and manipulates the 
superhuman DNA to filter out the curly red-hair and left-
handedness one of the donors contributed. Meeting the 
Selooto reminded Arby that he would prefer if his 
creation does not carry the potential to display either of 
these traits, which he deems ‘aberrations’.   

He isolates the Lazaranians exceptional immunity 
to disease and the Whaskin’s highly developed intellect 
and powers of reason. He retains the Monconians’ 
flexible tail, believing that it could prove useful. He 
harvests 360 degree vision from the Pholarts and the 
ultra-acute hearing of the Broutz. Strand by strand, Arby 
painstakingly gathers the individual building blocks of his 
Perfect Being until he is confident that he is ready to 
begin the assimilations.  

That’s when it all begins to fall apart. 

 

Arby always knew that balancing the samples 
would be crucial to the success of the project so he is 
prepared for a few unproductive attempts. The real 
problem manifests after the assimilation has occurred. 
One after another the embryos’ development decelerates 
and then stops. One after another, they die. Arby begins 
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to dread looking into his microscope and seeing another 
collection of lifeless cells.  

He tries everything he can think of to rectify the 
situation. He adjusts temperatures. He tweaks ratios. He 
fine-tunes environments. Nothing works. Arby’s 
superhuman sample is almost depleted. He is not ready 
to accept defeat, and yet the thought that he might be 
doomed to spending the rest of his days floating 
aimlessly around the Cosmos has started to play at the 
edges of his consciousness. Desperation is setting in. 

The answer comes, as answers often do, in the 
form of a question. The answer comes when Arby isn’t 
actually looking for it. He has given himself a rare day off. 
He sleeps late, lingers over breakfast and listens to 
music. He has amassed a comprehensive collection of 
musical work from all kinds of artists but nothing gives 
him as much pleasure as Leonard Cohen’s 2009 ‘Live in 
London’ album. He is sipping his Zielon tea, absorbed in 
the croaking voice singing ‘Ring the bells that can still 
ring. Forget your perfect offering. There is a crack in 
everything. That’s how the light gets in’ when he 
suddenly thinks, ‘What if the embryos need a living host 
to reach full gestation?’ 

It is a ‘eureka’ moment. Everything makes sense. 
In that instant he knows he has solved the problem. He 
only needs to identify the most suitable host. His day off 
is forgotten and Arby’s mind is in overdrive. Using one of 
the lesser life forms he has encountered on his travels 
will be the simplest option. There will be no messy 
politics involved. He searches his records but cannot find 
one that feels just right. The Frandians from the Sota 
Field would be genetically compatible but they have a 
serious body odor issue. The Xooplas are sweet 
creatures but emit an incessant high pitched squeal. 
Even the Kishopialites, who are little more than high-
functioning jelly, would irritate Arby because they are 
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whiney and needy. They are also, in Arby’s opinion, the 
ugliest beings in the Universe. Whatever Arby chose as 
host will have to live on S.S. Redeemer until the embryos 
are fully developed. There will be a lot of trial and error. It 
will take years. Arby cannot share his living space with 
anything for long. Every race he considers is offensive to 
him in some way.  

The ultimate solution starts as one of those 
random notions initially dismissed as ridiculous. It slowly 
grows into a viable proposition as all other avenues are 
explored and rejected. Arby will be the host. The more he 
allows the concept to roll around his brain the more he 
begins to see that it is ideal. He can infuse himself with 
the DNA strands one by one and allow them to mature. 
Arby Starbuck will become the Perfect Being. 

This is the greatest experiment of Arby’s life and 
he is really excited about it. He scrutinizes the 
components of every single sample he has collected 
from across the Galaxy. Now that his own body will be 
the test tube, he wants to be absolutely certain that there 
is nothing hidden in the cells that can do him harm. He 
painstakingly calculates the best sequence for 
assimilating the alien DNA with his own, correctly 
concluding that it is most prudent to start with the least 
robust in terms of disposition. Arby has it all worked out, 
right down to the last detail, and he has a failsafe 
reversal protocol in place. Nothing can go wrong. 

Arby begins by withdrawing his own DNA from 
the human sample. He has a strong feeling that he 
should keep something that is purely him. He puts it into 
two vials and labels them ‘Essence of Arby’. He puts one 
into the pouch he always wears around his neck and 
stores the other away. He then carefully divides the 
remaining material into separate vials, each one 
containing just enough human-ness to reverse any 
adverse effects of alien genetic code. Arby’s plan, at that 
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time, is to introduce the blueprint for non-human traits 
into his body one at a time. If the result is satisfactory, 
another will be added. If not, Arby can redress the 
balance with a drop of his stored super-human DNA. If at 
any stage he thinks he is losing control of the 
experiment, he will use Essence of Arby to return to 
himself. 

In the end, it is Arby’s arrogance that is his 
downfall. He assumes that he will recognize anything 
potentially dangerous. He never for one moment 
considers that his knowledge has its limits. He neglects 
to factor in what could happen when foreign genetic 
codes meet each other and mix. He forgets that, even 
when you’re trying to save the Universe, the end does 
not justify the means. 

Kavak was not planned, conceived or born. He 
evolved from a thought. It took a very long time. The 
process was not pleasant and the outcome was not 
pretty.  

 

Little by little Arby, transforms into a strange-
looking being. Naturally tall, he eliminates the need for 
hair and body fat and becomes long, lean and bald. His 
skin grows thick and scaly and has a blue-grey 
translucence. His eyes move independently of each 
other and his large pointy ears swivel in every direction. 
He head gets bigger to accommodate his growing brain. 
To prevent him from falling over, his feet become broader 
and flatter. He can no longer wear shoes or socks. He 
develops thick spongy pads on his soles. He has to 
modify his clothes to accommodate his tail but eventually 
discards all clothing as his body shape alters. He is 
delighted when he finds a long black hooded robe, left 
behind by some Time Lord, on a forgotten star. He feels 
more comfortable in the black robe; more like himself. 
Sometimes he puts the hood up, even when he’s not 
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cold. He now has five fingers and one thumb on each 
hand and every digit has sprouted an extra joint. 

The physical changes are obvious, some are 
quite painful and difficult to adjust to, but the shifts in 
character and temperament are much more subtle. Arby 
attributes his cravings for meat and salty foods to the 
effects of living in space. His wholesome vegetarian 
meals no longer satisfy him. He feels tired, hungry and 
unable to function. As soon as he abandons his healthy, 
meat-free diet his energy levels soar. The fear that his 
mission will be hijacked by another race escalates into 
an obsession and he becomes secretive. He grows 
possessive about everything and deeply suspicious of all 
other beings he encounters.  

By the time Arby wakes up to the fact that he is 
being consumed by a twisted being of his own creation, it 
is too late. Kavak is in charge and Kavak has no interest 
in saving anybody or anything – not even Arby Starbuck. 
Kavak’s sole aim is to control All That Is, to command the 
Universe and to have total power over everything in 
existence. In that position, he will create new realities 
and eradicate anything that does not please or serve 
him. He will be the absolute ruler, wielding absolute 
power.  

At first, Kavak approaches his mission 
aggressively, taking whatever he wants, forcibly if 
necessary, and without any consideration for the well-
being of the donor. He quickly learns that material 
retrieved without consent is always contaminated by 
negative proteins. He has to adapt his methods. It 
doesn’t take him long to devise a foolproof way to 
convince any race to agree to donate DNA.  

A very particular kind of fear, he discovers, is the 
best motivator. Instill the fear of extinction into any 
species and they readily agree to compromise 
themselves for the sake of survival. It is a trait he 
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despises and admires in equal measure. Usually, fear in 
a donor would result in an unusable sample, but Kavak’s 
method is ingenious because the very act of providing 
DNA to avoid extinction replaces the fear with a sense of 
immortality. An unexpected advantage is that the genetic 
material collected this way is imbued with positive 
energy. Kavak cannot lose. 

He becomes the busiest scavenger in the Galaxy. 
He extends his hunt to include non-organic beings and 
assimilates useful high-tech attributes from a wide range 
of mechanisms. Kavak sacrifices his big toes for USB 
connectors. By plugging his feet into Franji’s ports he can 
upload the information in his memory through his right 
foot and download the computer’s records through his 
left. He begins to look forward to these intimate 
exchanges of data. Franji’s voice no longer annoys him. 
He feels connected to her in a unique and special way.  

Kavak is tantalizingly close to fulfilling his mission 
to become the Perfect Being and take control of All That 
Is. His only stumbling block is his persistent and 
inconvenient need to breathe. The modifications to his 
respiratory system have broadened his options and he 
can now survive on a variety of compatible gases, which 
he calls ‘C.G.’. He would dearly love to eliminate the 
need for air of any kind. Until that happens, he is 
committed to ensuring he has a steady supply of C.G. 
Empty tanks would be the death of him and the end of 
his dream. 

Then he runs into big trouble.  

 

Kavak has become addicted to Zelpters on his 
travels. These popular delicacies are produced by deep 
frying Gloppon ears in Dewwa fat. Gloppon are reared in 
high-intensity factory farms in various locations around 
the Universe. Kavak visited several of these farms to find 
out if the Gloppon’s ability to regrow their ears could be 
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extended to other body parts. He thought it would be a 
useful skill for a Perfect Being to possess. His 
experiments were unable to find a way to broaden the 
range of regeneration. He briefly considered adopting the 
Groppon ear growing facility but rejected it because it 
was essential to remove both Groppon ears at the same 
time for regrowth to be stimulated. While they were 
earless, Groppons had no balance and staggered around 
giggling, like drunken teenage girls in high heels. It was 
amusing to watch but certainly not dignified, and not 
appropriate behavior for the ruler of All That Is. 

Dewwa were tiny bird-like creatures with an 
unusually low boiling point. When any heat source is 
applied, the entire Dewwa melts. Dewwa need to be bred 
and stored in carefully controlled conditions. To make 
Zelpters, the ratio of Dewwa to Groppon ear has to be 
100:1. When the Groppon ears are harvested, the 
temperature of the Dewwa silo is increased and the ears 
tipped into the boiling fat. The result is a crispy salty 
delicious snack. They could be difficult to get so Kavak 
stockpiles Zelpters at every opportunity. Over time, they 
become his only food source. 

At that time, the side effects of prolonged 
consumption of Zelpters is unknown. Kavak is unaware 
that he is snacking his way to destruction. He ignores 
Franji’s gentle teasing about his circuits becoming 
clogged and his brainpower slowing down. Luckily for 
him, a freak electrical storm upsets the thermostats in his 
food storage area and every batch of Zelpters is spoiled. 
The withdrawal process is extremely dramatic and 
painful but mercifully quick. Lesser beings have been 
known to destroy themselves in desperation before their 
systems have been cleansed of the poisons built up by 
Zelpters.  

When his mind clears he is able to assess his 
situation rationally. He plugs himself into Franji, knowing 
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he needs a complete physical and technological 
examination to determine the damage. There is good 
and bad news. The good news is that his life expectancy 
has not been altered. The bad news is that his body is 
now toxic and can no longer serve as host. Even 
Essence of Arby, Franji informs him, cannot help him 
now. She then has to remind him what Essence of Arby 
is and why it was isolated and kept. Only then does he 
notice that he has lost his pouch, but that is the least of 
his worries. 

He is too busy comprehending the news that he 
will need to find a different way to continue his quest. 
The Perfect Being will have to be created outside Kavak. 
He is disappointed, but not despondent. He can still 
control the process and ensure that he is the dominant 
force of the creation. It’s not the end of the world. With 
some modifications, the original method of assimilating 
samples without a host can be successful. He will create 
the Perfect Being in some kind of container and ensure 
that his DNA is dominant.  

What is much more pressing is that, in his 
Zelpter-induced delusional state, he has allowed his 
reserves of Compatible Gas to run critically low. He 
urgently needs to find a source and replenish his tanks. It 
seems like a simple task, but collecting C.G. quickly 
proves to be more difficult than anticipated. Redeemer is 
so conspicuous that she has been thwarting his efforts. 
In some instances, she is just too big to get close enough 
to the source of the gas without destroying it; in others, 
the C.G. is closely guarded and impossible to steal 
without causing an Inter-Galactic incident, or worse.  

Eventually, Kavak has no choice but to leave the 
ship in the long-term vessel park at the Gozia Hub and 
set out by shuttle to search for Compatible Gas. This is 
the first time he has been away from S.S. Redeemer for 
more than a few hours. Kavak usually commutes to and 
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from the planets he is exploring via his Particle Ionizer- a 
very useful device that enables him to travel through time 
and space by temporarily atomizing then reconstituting 
himself. He has no idea how long it will take him to locate 
a source of C.G. or where the journey will bring him but 
his only reservation about the trip is that he will have to 
leave Franji behind. He copies as much of her as he can 
and transfers it to the shuttle computer’s motherboard. 
Just before he enters the shuttle, he retrieves the stored 
vial of Essence of Arby and puts it into the pocket of his 
robe. 

The shuttle computer sounds just like Franji. It 
has the same software, the same programs, even the 
same memory, but it is not Franji. Kavak tries but he 
cannot bear to call it by her name. Instead, when he 
needs to interact, he addresses it as ‘Computer’. He 
regularly connects remotely with Franji but it’s not the 
same. He misses her soft lights and the gentle hum of 
her hard drive. He misses her presence. Once, he tries 
to exchange data with the shuttle’s computer – a practice 
that gave him great comfort with Franji – but it feels like 
he is being unfaithful and he does not complete the 
process. He is alone. 

Hovering on the edge of Omega Centauri Beta, 
warning lights flash on all but one of his C.G. tanks and 
the gauge of the last one sits on E. The exterior sensors 
are silent. The Black Hole looms outside the window. The 
choices facing him are grim. He can stay where he is 
until he suffocates or he can enter the unexplored realm 
of the Black Hole. With a sigh, he makes his decision 
and maneuvers into position. The unknown outcome 
offered by the Black Hole seems a slightly better option 
than certain death. At the moment of no return, he closes 
his eyes and takes a deep breath, knowing it could be his 
last.  

Just then, the C.G. sensor on his port bow begins 
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to click. He jams on the brakes and sticks the shuttle into 
reverse. He scans the surrounding space for signs of life 
but there is only darkness. The sensor falls silent. His 
eyes search the blackness outside his windows but 
cannot locate anything to explain what his sensor is 
detecting. Almost afraid to hope he gives the order: 

‘Computer, engage magnifying lens 200’ but there 
is still nothing to be seen except the Black Hole, looming 
ever larger as Kavak orders the computer to increase the 
magnification by degrees. When he gets to 2000 a tiny 
speck appears. He walks to the window and wipes it with 
his sleeve. Is he seeing a speck of dust or a scratch on 
the lens? 

He orders super-maximum magnification and the 
speck becomes larger. Kavak can see a very small, very 
pink, bowl-shaped planet. Diagnostics reveal that it is 
bathed in a rich mixture of gases registering as 
compatible with Kavak’s complex biology. He doesn’t 
know, or care, what is causing the pink hue. Rubbing his 
hands together he goes back to his seat behind the 
control console. He wraps the five long bony fingers of 
each hand around the port and starboard joysticks and 
places his thumbs on the highly sensitive touch pads on 
top. Constantly making minuscule adjustments to avoid 
the pull of the Black Hole he edges forward until the 
sensor comes to life again. 

By the time Kavak is ready to fill his tanks the 
situation is serious. He is finding it increasingly difficult to 
breathe. He closes his mind to all other possibilities and 
focuses. He has to make sure not to burst the membrane 
around the tiny planet. It’s not a simple matter. He needs 
to adapt his narrowest nozzle to make it even finer but it 
still makes a small tear as it enters. The gas begins to 
leak out but Kavak is so relieved to be breathing freely 
again that he doesn’t notice.  

The pink gas flows. His tanks fill and Kavak 



32 

relaxes. With extinction averted, his devious nature 
begins to smell an opportunity. Whatever is creating this 
amount of Compatible Gas would be a valuable asset to 
him in his quest to create the Perfect Being. The little 
planet below is definitely worth investigating.  

The computer identifies it as Planet Lilly, home to 
a race called Dungo. There is no further information 
available but no reports of anything hostile or dangerous 
on the surface. Kavak decides it seems safe enough to 
risk a quick visit. He puts the shuttle on Auto Cruise and 
begins to adjust the settings on his Particle Ionizer. As 
he’s about to start the carefully controlled process there 
is a sudden flash of light and a surge of power. Kavak 
feels himself fragment before being sucked into his 
extractor hose. 

 

CHAPTER 2 

REMO 

Everything is always perfect on Planet Lilly. From 
a distance, she looks like a tiny bright pink smile hanging 
in the darkness of the Universe. She is perched at the 
very edge of a Black Hole on the outer perimeter of 
Omega Centauri Beta. This position ensures that Lilly 
remains undiscovered, unexplored and untouched by 
any influences other than those brought home by the 
Dungo, her only inhabitants. 

Planet Lilly is a happy and peaceful place. Her 
striking color is due to the cloud she gathers like a 
blanket around her. This gas is generated by the Dungo’s 
digestive system. It emanates from their bodies in little 
pink bubbles that float upwards and gather under the 
protective membrane. Dungo have a unique ability to 
convert anything they consume into Compatible Gas. It’s 
a quirk of their make-up that is never given any thought. 
However, Dungo flatulence is about to become the first 
real threat to their idyllic lifestyle. 
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On the surface, Lilly is like a shallow soup bowl: 
flat in the middle, rising gently and evenly to the outer 
edges. Rows of neat and colorful crops, interspersed 
with streams of crystal-clear water sparkling under the 
pink sky, lead to the flattest point where grows a tall 
purple plant with spreading branches that the Dungo call 
'The Meeting Tree'. This is where they gather at the end 
of every day. Stories are told and retold, songs are sung, 
work is planned and parties are celebrated under the 
Meeting Tree.  

There are about 300 Dungo on Lilly, living in 
interconnected-burrows along the sides of the planet. It’s 
an advanced community-based society, with every 
Dungo sharing responsibility for the well-being of the 
whole race and of the planet supporting them. The 
population is self-regulating; as soon as there is any 
imbalance, some Dungo will feel the urge to leave or 
return.  

Dungo embrace life joyfully and love storytelling, 
travelling and partying. They are self-sufficient, 
vegetarian and eco-friendly with no enemies and no 
concept of fear or lack. Small and pear-shaped, they 
come in a variety of shades of pink. They each have 
three separate brains. The minor brain, between their 
ears, is responsible for essential life systems and 
movement. The central brain, in the chest, looks after 
secondary sensory functions and emotions. Their bellies 
house the primary brain, which looks after the other two 
brains and directs all sensory function and the Dungo’s 
most powerful asset, intuition. Several factors, including 
which brain is in use, influence their color at any 
moment. When the minor brain is operating, Dungo are a 
deep, almost red, shade. As they age and learn to rely 
less on this basic system, they emit a rose-tinted light. 
The most advanced Dungo function from the primary 
brain and have a brilliant white aura. 
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They have big, wide, flat feet with three toes. 
When those feet start to itch it is a sure sign that an 
Adventure into the Great Unknown in imminent. This is a 
major cause for celebration on Lilly because it marks the 
beginning of a psychic journey for the travelling Dungo. It 
is an opportunity to explore new worlds, experience 
different cultures and expand their consciousness. By the 
time a Dungo gets back from their Adventure, their entire 
being will have been refreshed and replenished, ensuring 
that life on Lilly never becomes stagnant. 

The Dungo motto - 'we are who we are and we 
like it that way' – suggests an arrogant, insular and rigid 
race but nothing could be further from the truth. They are 
well-travelled and broad-minded, commuting to and from 
Lilly by surfing the Solar Pulses: sporadic waves of 
energy that wash across the Universe. Their broad feet 
ensure that keeping balance on the Solar Pulses comes 
naturally but learning to navigate and control where they 
are going is a skill that can only be gained through 
experience. Well-travelled Dungo decide where the Solar 
Pulse will bring them and can explore the entire 
Universe. Beginners must go where they are carried and 
embrace whatever Adventures they meet. First-time 
travelers usually stay within the Milky Way, the Galaxy 
next door. 

The Milky Way is the perfect place for a Dungo’s 
first taste of the Great Unknown. It is relatively safe and 
there are plenty of fascinating and exciting levels to 
explore and discover. Planet Earth is a continuing 
favorite, even among seasoned Dungo travelers. The 
inhabitants are friendly and curious, if a little backward. 
Dungo never cease to be amused by the Earthlings' 
insistence that time is one-dimensional and by their total 
lack of understanding of their own potential. (Earthlings 
believe themselves to be the sole inhabitants of the Milky 
Way and that their tiny and fairly insignificant planet 
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sustains the only and the most advanced life form in 
existence!) Stories of the arrogance and short-
sightedness of Earthlings are guaranteed to have the 
entire population of Planet Lilly rolling around in 
convulsions of laughter.  

Dungo are happy, sociable and inquisitive 
creatures with a particular fondness for hats. Dungo yet 
to experience the Great Unknown and all it offers wear a 
simple beanie hat woven from the soft and silky leaves of 
the Merino plant. All returned Dungo wear an Adventure 
Hat - chosen on their travels - and every Adventure Hat 
is named as a mark of respect to its origins.  

Shoona – the Elder - brought his favorite 
Adventure Hat from his last visit to the 1970’s on Planet 
Earth. He calls it Noddy Holder in honor of the famous 
Earthling and musician who made it popular there. 
Shoona is the most experienced traveler. He has been 
farther and deeper into the Universe than any other 
Dungo. His descriptions of the places he visited, the 
beings he encountered and the wonders he observed on 
his many Adventures into the Great Unknown are 
enthralling.  

Shoona has had so many Adventures that he is 
starting to become opaque. The light from his belly is 
translucent. He knows that the next time his feet get 
itchy; he will become one with All That Is. His stories will 
continue to be told and Noddy Holder will be placed in 
the Memorial Garden. Becoming one with All That Is 
remains the Ultimate Adventure for Dungo and provides 
a reason to party like no other. The celebrations when a 
Dungo passes on to this state are exceptional and 
legendary. 

 

Remo can pinpoint the exact moment the itch 
starts. It is Seezaberry harvest time on Planet Lilly. Every 
Dungo is busy in the fields. Seezaberries are delicious, 
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pale pink, soft fruits that only ripen once every six cycles 
so there is a sense of festivity in the air.  

Like every Dungo, Remo has grown up listening 
to fantastic stories of faraway places. She wants her first 
Adventure so much that she has been dreaming about it 
lately. She wants it so much that at first she wonders if 
she could be imagining the itch, but rubbing her foot on 
the ground isn’t helping. She sits down and gives it a 
good scratch but that has little effect and now her other 
foot is starting to tingle. In the Seezaberry field, at 
precisely half past breakfast (or half to lunch, if you 
prefer) Remo’s feet are creating the perfect excuse for a 
big party. 

It is customary for each Dungo to choose one 
favorite song from the vast repertoire of ditties Dungo 
collect around the Universe. This becomes their 
individual Sing-Off Song and is the last thing a Dungo 
hears as they leave Lilly and venture into the Great 
Unknown. Remo has chosen a simple little tune, sung in 
a round, which is very popular under the Meeting Tree. 
She begins to hum it to herself as she scratches in time 
to the beat. Almost every other Dungo is too engrossed 
in their Seezaberry picking to notice Remo’s itch but they 
all quickly pick up the tune and join in enthusiastically.  

All around her Dungo are laughing and singing 
and chatting as they work. Between bursts of song they 
talk about the feast they will share that evening under the 
Meeting Tree and about all the ways they will make sure 
their supply of Seezaberries lasts as long as possible. 
They will start by baking plenty of Seezaberry pies. Then 
they’ll make jam and wine and beer. Planet Lilly has 
been generous and the harvest is plentiful. Planet Lilly is 
always generous.  

Only Shoona notices what is happening to Remo. 
He had been sensing a Solar Pulse building and is 
keeping a careful watch for itchy feet. He is glad that it is 
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to be Remo’s turn for an Adventure. He hopes that she 
will be the one to take over as Elder when he becomes 
one with All That Is. How she fares in the Great Unknown 
will be the test. Shoona knows, better than any other 
Dungo, the challenges Remo will face and the difficulties 
she will have holding on to the pure essence of her 
Dungo self. Perfection is hard to sustain outside Planet 
Lilly. 

Remo looks up to see Shoona standing beside 
her. His smile tells her that it really is time to embark on 
her first Adventure. 

‘Come, Remo, he says. ‘Let’s get you ready.’ 

Word of Remo’s imminent departure spreads like 
wildfire. Before very long there is a party in her honor in 
full swing under the Meeting Tree while Remo is being 
briefed by Shoona. Although this will be her first time 
leaving Planet Lilly and her first time being alone, she is 
not fearful or anxious. On her return she will bring 
knowledge and wisdom gleaned from her travels around 
the Universe that will help the Dungo be a better race, in 
accordance with the Dungo Traveler Code; ‘Leave every 
place a better place. Return to us a better Dungo.’ 

As well as her named Adventure Hat to symbolize 
her favorite part of the journey, Remo can also bring one 
Gadget of Choice from somewhere she has visited. It is 
widely accepted that the Gadget of Choice should be 
something useful rather than decorative, because Lilly is 
already as beautiful as she can be. 

On their travels, Dungo carry by a Homogenizer, 
which is contained in a small backpack. The 
Homogenizer is the Swiss Armey Knife of Inter-galactic 
travelers and has a multitude of functions. Its Universal 
Translator enables the bearer to communicate in all 
languages and understand all cultures. It can convert any 
liquid into water and any solid into a nutritious food 
source. It immediately detects when the carrier needs 
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anything essential to survival and automatically provides 
it (or an acceptable temporary substitute). Most 
importantly, it contains the key to the Collective Conduit 
which will carry any species to their home planet in the 
event of an emergency.  

Remo has heard this many times before but it 
sounds so different now that Shoona is speaking directly 
to her. He runs through the basic operating instructions 
for the Homogenizer. She is almost ready to leave. 

‘I have one last thing to tell you,’ Shoona says, 
‘and you must listen carefully.’ 

Remo nods. She knows she is about to hear 
something really important because of the tone of 
Shoona’s voice and she makes a special effort to pay 
close attention, in spite of her mounting excitement. 

‘Never forget who you are’ Shoona says and 
then, as if to underline how crucial this message is, he 
repeats ‘never forget who you are’, stressing the ‘never’ 
part. 

Remo is confused. How could she ever forget 
that she is Remo, a Dungo from Planet Lilly? Shoona 
says it again, this time putting the emphasis on ‘you’ and 
Remo nods, as if she understands. This seems to satisfy 
Shoona. He smiles and says ‘Party time!’ 

The entire population of Planet Lilly is eating and 
drinking and dancing in Remo’s honor. She stands at the 
edge of the celebration and breathes in the sweet scent, 
as small bubbles of pink gas escape from the dancing 
Dungo and float lazily upwards. She watches the bubbles 
rise and tries to absorb the moment; the flowers and 
trees and rivers that have sustained her, the beautiful 
pink sky, the music, the feast, and her friends and family, 
ready to bid her farewell for now. 

When the music stops the Dungo gather around 
Remo and, led by Shoona, carry her shoulder high to the 
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Go-Rounder. The Go-Rounder came from Planet Earth 
as a Gadget of Choice. It is believed to be an ancient 
machine for drying the garments the inhabitants wore to 
protect themselves from the elements. The Dungo have 
no need for protection from anything on their beloved 
planet. They believe that if they treat Lilly with love and 
respect, she will do likewise. The Go-Rounder simply 
marks the best spot for jumping into and surfing the Solar 
Pulse.  

The central drum of the Go-Rounder has already 
started to spin when they all arrive, a sure sign that the 
Solar Pulse is building. Remo is excited and happy as 
she climbs the ladder to stand on top of the vibrating 
machine with Shoona beside her, but she barely hears 
him making his famous farewell speech. She knows it by 
heart anyway - 'explore, experience, expand your 
consciousness...' The drum spins faster and faster. The 
Dungo raise their voices and deliver her sing-off song 
with gusto.  

Shoona and Remo stand facing each other. 
Suddenly nothing else exists and she hears him, loud 
and clear as if his voice is inside her head. It’s the same 
message. ‘Never forget who you are, Remo’. 

He jumps down just as the Solar Pulse washes 
over her. Remo is swept away on a rush of energy and 
passes for the first time into the Great Unknown, 
wrapped in the sound of her family and friends singing 
'Twinkle. Twinkle Little Star.....' and Shoona’s strange 
words in her heart.  

 

CHAPTER 3 

KAVAK ON LILLY 

Sliding down the hose, through the membrane 
and into the pink cloud Kavak has time for several 
thoughts. 
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His first is ‘what the …?’ but this is quickly 
followed by ‘Oh yes, I see what’s happened. Damn Solar 
Pulse!’ Next he thinks about whether or not this is the 
end of him. Will his particles reassemble correctly or will 
he be splattered all over the planet? He thinks about 
Franji and what will become of her if he never gets back 
to S.S. Redeemer. The Universal Laws of Salvage will 
come into effect and the ship could end up anywhere. 
Franji would probably be dismantled and sold for parts. 
His heart aches. Then he starts to wonder if his tanks will 
empty now that he has temporarily reversed the direction 
of the extraction or will the Automatic Correction Systems 
override this glitch. 

He is trying to recall if he had set the Automatic 
Correction Systems when he is squeezed out through 
the nozzle and deposited in a jumbled mess on top of a 
vibrating white rectangular box. When he reconstitutes, 
he is surrounded by a crowd of small creatures, staring 
at him open-mouthed. He organizes his parts, checks 
that everything is in order and realizes that the creatures 
are offering him the Universal Sign of Friendship and 
Safety. He instinctively yawns back, half-heartedly. 

The white box has stopped vibrating when he 
steps down. The paler one in the strange hat, who 
appears to be the leader, comes forward and introduces 
himself as Shoona. He invites Kavak to join their 
celebration but Kavak doesn’t answer. He is too busy 
trying to determine whether or not his tanks are 
continuing to fill. His eyelid computer is still rebooting so 
he has to do it manually. He tightens the focus on both 
eyes to form a single powerful beam of sight and adjusts 
his ears to block out all ambient noise. Then he smiles to 
himself as he sees the extractor hose firmly in place and 
hears the unmistakable and reassuring sound of sucking. 

Mistaking this smile for a signal that he is ready to 
party, the Dungo surround Kavak and lead him away, 
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singing and dancing as they go. As they move along, 
Kavak notices that each of these creatures is emitting 
small clouds of pink gas. He smiles to himself once more 
and allows his tail to wag in sheer pleasure. He has 
found his missing piece. His mission to create the Perfect 
Being is back on track. The dream of controlling All That 
Is has just moved closer to fruition. Any thoughts about 
the end of his existence seem very far away.  

He can clearly see how the Dungo's facility for 
excreting Compatible Gas will provide a quantum leap to 
success. When Kavak’s Perfect Being can create his 
own C.G., he can travel anywhere, free from the 
restrictions involved in the search for a supply of 
breathable gas. It will be the ultimate genetic 
assimilation. The entire Universe will open up to him. 
Who knows what other amazing abilities he can glean? 
He will be unstoppable. A fitting ruler of All That Is. 
Kavak’s name will be spoken throughout every galaxy as 
the creator of the Perfect Being. He will be awarded the 
Hawkin’s Prize for Science and receive an Order of the 
Universe from the current ruler, just before he is ousted 
by the ultimate entity about to be created with the help of 
these strange and flatulent creatures. 

These are the scenarios Kavak is envisioning as 
he sits and watches the Dungo partying around the 
Meeting Tree. As the celebration continues he becomes 
so deliriously happy that he is almost tempted to join in 
the dancing. The more the Dungo eat, drink and jump 
around, the louder, longer and richer their emissions 
become and the clearer Kavak‘s vision of the Perfect 
Being grows. All he has to do is convince them to agree 
to assimilate their genes with his. He just has to lead 
them to believe that they are in danger and they will be 
begging for his help. Timing is crucial to avoid either 
panic or complacency – the twin enemies of serviceable 
fear. Kavak will need to bide his time, get to know the 



42 

Dungo and their ways and nurture their trust in him. For 
now, he sits back and deeply inhales the wonderful 
aroma of fresh gas as he watches his dreams unfolding 
in front of him. 

The Dungo are delighted to have their first visitor. 
They are eager to hear Kavak’s stories and adventures. 
At first, he is a little uncomfortable with almost 300 pairs 
of inquisitive eyes on him but he soon recognizes that he 
simply had an audience hungry for news. Kavak 
discovers that he is an excellent story spinner. He can 
speak at length without repeating himself or revealing 
any information of worth. He regards this as his 
opportunity to build their trust in him but sometimes even 
surprises himself by the stream of nonsense that spews 
effortlessly from his lips, becoming more and more far-
fetched as it goes on. 

Most Dungo hang on every word and seem to be 
totally captivated by his vague tales of travelers and 
locations and organisms and societies around the 
galaxies. Only Shoona, he senses, is not wholly 
convinced. This is the one Dungo Kavak really needs on 
his side. Shoona is obviously a popular and influential 
leader. He looks slightly different to the others and has 
an air of authority about him. 

So Kavak decides to be quiet and helpful in the 
hope that Shoona will begin to trust him too. He turns out 
to be really useful on Planet Lilly. He can pick the highest 
and sweetest fruit and berries without a ladder. His large 
and plentiful fingers and toes are perfect for drilling the 
soil in preparation for planting. He can carry enough 
buckets of water along his arms that one visit to the river 
fulfills the needs of the entire planet for a day.  

He insists that he prefers to listen to Dungo 
stores of Adventure than recount any more of his own. 
Around the Meeting Tree at the end of every day he 
appears to be paying close attention to the tales being 
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told when he is actually working on his plan or tuned in to 
the comforting sound of his extractor hose doing its work. 
Any time he suspects that the process might be slowing 
down; he suggests a party and the Dungo readily agree, 
immediately increasing the quality and quantity of gas 
being emitted.  

The inside of his left eyelid contains the screen of 
his Optical Computer, which gives him access to all the 
controls and systems on the shuttle and keep him in 
touch with Franji on the SS Redeemer, still in the vessel 
park, awaiting his return. By closing this eye he can 
engage his retinal cursor and make all necessary 
adjustments to the shuttle’s position and the extraction 
process. He has already programmed the Particle Ionizer 
so that he can make a quick exit from Planet Lilly when 
the time comes. 

Kavak has calculated precisely how long it will 
take him to complete the genetic assimilation and ensure 
that the result is satisfactory. He is planning it all to 
coincide with his tanks being full to capacity so that he 
can leave as soon as possible with maximum benefit 
from his visit. He also knows that he has no interest in 
the early development of the hybrid and is content to 
leave those messy details to the Dungo. His plan is to 
get back to SS Redeemer and deposit the gas from the 
shuttle before returning to Lilly and repeating the process 
until the Mother Ship’s tanks are full to capacity.  

He thought it all out carefully as he pretended to 
listen. The gravity field around Planet Lilly is not strong 
enough to prevent a ship as large SS Redeemer from 
being dragged into the Black Hole. Compatible Gas is a 
rare and highly-valuable commodity. He can name his 
price anywhere in the Galaxy – and maybe even 
elsewhere in the Universe. Kavak has no intention of 
alerting any other beings to his cache so he decides that 
it was wise to leave the Mother Ship in the vessel park 
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and use the shuttle to travel to and from Lilly. 

By the time he has filled all the tanks on SS 
Redeemer, the result of his Dungo assimilation will be 
ready to leave and they can continue the mission 
together. 

For now, it is time to start sowing the seeds of 
fear. 

 

Kavak is really frustrated. Try as he might, he 
cannot convince the Dungo that they are in any danger. 
Their total trust in the benevolence of Planet Lilly and her 
ability to sustain them is thwarting all his efforts to instill 
fear and pave the way for his suggestion that they agree 
to assimilate with him. He starts, as usual, by dropping 
hints about a vague threat but that has no effect. He 
eventually resorts to telling them that Lilly is dying but 
they thought he was joking. The more graphically he 
describes how this death will come about, the funnier 
they find his story. He is tired of watching Dungo rolling 
around laughing at his efforts to frighten them and, more 
importantly, he is running out of time. 

Sitting under the Meeting Tree, his left eye closed 
as usual, he manipulates the shuttle and scans the 
status of the SS Redeemer. He has just made the 
decision to abandon his plans and leave Lilly when he 
senses Shoona beside him. By now, Shoona is almost 
totally transparent, even with Kavak’s exceptional 
eyesight, but his presence is as strong, distinctive and 
palpable as ever.  

‘You will leave us soon but you are troubled’ 
Shoona says, and, before Kavak can answer, adds, ’you 
want something from us. If you tell us what it is, maybe 
we can help you?’ 

For a split second Kavak considers denying that 
he wants anything from the Dungo but quickly recognizes 
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that he has nothing to lose by coming clean. He tells 
Shoona his entire history and his quest to create the 
Perfect Being, carefully leaving out the part about 
wanting to take over All That Is. He explains how the 
Dungo ability to excrete Compatible Gas would greatly 
reduce the possibility of his extinction. Shoona nods and 
asks how assimilation works. 

Kavak had refined the process again so that he 
can conduct the assimilation without the need for a living 
host. He explains that all that is required is a Dungo DNA 
sample and a container. Kavak will stir in his DNA and 
leave the mix to ripen. 

Shoona listens carefully. When Kavak stops 
speaking he says ‘Why didn’t you just ask? That sounds 
like a good and noble thing to do! What happens next? 
We can give you spittle for DNA.’ 

Before Kavak can comment or object Shoona is 
announcing the news to the Dungo.  

‘Our friend Kavak must leave us soon, but before 
he does, we are going to help him create an offspring!’ 

When the ensuing party is over, Kavak carefully 
explains that, once the hybrid is created, it will need time 
to mature. That is the slowest part of the procedure. It is 
also the part Kavak is least interested in so he tells the 
Dungo that the assimilation can only happen if they 
agree that the offspring can stay on Lilly until he returns 
This seems to delight them all and they have another 
party. They have really enjoyed having Kavak as a guest 
and look forward to taking care of his heir until he comes 
back. 

Kavak knows that it will take the entire population 
of Planet Lilly to produce a DNA sample strong enough 
to hold its own with his powerful genes. They line up and 
spit enthusiastically into a Gamonut shell.. Kavak’s spit is 
colorless but the Dungo contribution is bright pink. Time 
and time again, the pink begins to fade, then disappear 
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completely as the Dungo DNA is destroyed.  

Once more Kavak is ready to give up in despair. 
He contacts Franji to tell her he will be back soon. He is 
aching to be with her again. She is the only good thing 
left in his life. She reminds him about the vial in his 
pocket. He is skeptical, but he has nothing to lose. He 
had taken Franji’s word that Essence of Arby is important 
and now perhaps he will find out why.  

The Dungo are happy to give the experiment 
another go. Kavak adds the contents of the vial to his 
DNA in one container and collected Dungo DNA in 
another. There is silence under the Meeting Tree as he 
prepares to introduce the two very different genetic 
codes, drop by drop. At first, it looks as if the Dungo DNA 
is being overwhelmed again but little by little, the 
pinkness returns. 

‘It’s happening,’ Kavak whispers. ‘The 
assimilation is in process.’ 

‘Party!’ Shoona says. 

Kavak keeps a close eye on what is transpiring in 
the shell as the Dungo celebrate. The cells divide and 
multiply and he can see a life-form emerging from the 
chaos. He senses Shoona beside him. 

‘What is the first thing a new hybrid would do? he 
asks Kavak. 

‘A new hybrid would look for opportunity’ he 
answers, without taking his eyes off the ever-growing 
embryo.  

‘What is the first thing a new Dungo does?’ 

‘A new Dungo looks for food of course! Shoona 
replies. 

There is no doubt that the creature being created 
is physically very like Kavak. It is long and lean and 
almost white. It has bulging eyes and large ears. As it 
develops, Kavak and Shoona can distinguish long fingers 
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and toes. It seems to have wispy blonde hair, which 
puzzles Kavak. 

Just as Kavak is beginning to wonder if his DNA 
has overpowered the Dungo traits, the hybrid leaps from 
the container and heads for the nearest table. The 
Dungo all stop dancing and watch in wonder as it buries 
its long face into a pile of food and makes loud munching 
noises. Kavak is confident that there was seems to be 
enough Dungo in the creature to balance his natural self-
denial.  

‘We will call him Loola’ Shoona announces. 

Loola lifts his head from the food and smiles.  

‘Welcome Loola’ the Dungo chant and the 
dancing started again.  

Kavak watches the creature, eating, drinking and 
dancing, all at the same time. He is pleased with the 
result but not entirely satisfied yet. When he sees the 
pink bubbles escape from Loola’s body he slips away, 
engages his Particle Ionizer, detaches his hoses and 
enters the coordinates for the long-term vessel park at 
the Gozia Hub into the Satellite Navigation system on the 
shuttle. In that moment, he fully believes that everything 
is working out perfectly. 

If Kavak had checked his rear view mirrors he 
would have noticed the stream of pink gas escaping from 
Planet Lilly and could have repaired the puncture in 
minutes and it would all have happened the way he 
planned it.  

Oblivious to everything except his vision of the 
Perfect Being, he is feeling very smug as his shuttle 
speeds through the Galaxy back to Franji. 


