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Chapter 1 - The Children 

 

The series of explosions prompt different reactions across the base. 

The men, trained to the highest level, go on auto pilot, lifting weapons, racing to pre-assigned positions. 

Their wives, some pausing to gather up younger children, dash in panic to the school-house. 

No one yet knows what is happening. 

In this elite outpost on a deep sea loch on Scotland’s west coast all the forces personnel are male. 

The only women are their wives and some support staff. 

The establishment is remote, ultra-secure and top secret. 

The men are specialists, highly skilled, the finest in the Union. 

They are confused but alert. 

The reconnaissance is fast and effective. 

They see nothing. 

It appears that there are no injuries. 

There is no visible damage. 

Nothing. 

Then they hear the hubbub from the school. 

The children are gone. 

All except for Theo who is in a wheelchair with both ankles in plaster after an over-ambitious adventure 

on a roof-top. 

He cries softly, sadly. 

I was sleeping, he sobs, I was sleeping. 

When asked what happened to the others he just shakes his head, tears in his eyes. 

I was asleep…. 

And Debs arrives, hysterical. 

My Sophie was home in bed with a cold, now she is gone! 

I checked on her when I heard the commotion – gone! 

I was in the house, she couldn’t have got past me. 

Two men are immediately despatched to her home. 

Meanwhile the school building is searched, and searched again. 

Then the surrounding huts and sheds. 

Then the entire base. 

Quickly and efficiently. 

Nothing. 

Eighteen children, aged between 5 and 9 years old, have disappeared. 

It is clearly impossible. 

The three teachers, also highly trained, admit to running to the door when they heard the blasts. 

The children did not pass them. 

The windows are child-proof, with louvred tops for ventilation. 

By now the mothers are frantic, the fathers agitated, everyone stunned. 

Patrols go out on foot, on land vehicles, and in helicopters. 

The internal search is repeated, futilely. 

But there is no sign of any child, inside or outside the base. 

Fifteen hours pass. 

No one sleeps. 

It is 6 a.m. 

Two mothers, heads together, have an idea. 

Their youngsters, Leanne and Jack, like all the others, are keen, perhaps overly keen, on an online game. 

Elephants and Unicorns, it is called. 

Why don’t they post a message on the site, try to contact their children? 

The Commander is sceptical, but clearly it can do no harm. 

The mothers carry out their plan. 

There is, of course, no response. 

Time passes. 

Then, late that afternoon, there is a report from the gate-house. 

A child is outside. 



It is Leanne. 

Smiling and happy, totally unconcerned, she seems surprised at the fuss, at her mother’s emotional 

reaction. 

Then Jack appears at the gate. 

Questions are fired at the two friends who look at each other and giggle. 

Other children arrive in ones and twos. 

In less than an hour all are accounted for. 

All are unperturbed, unmarked and uninjured. 

But, in the way of normal lively kids, they do not give straight answers to any questions. 

They seem to be unaware that anything unusual has happened and, if anything, find the fuss somewhat 

disquieting. 

Families disperse to their homes, relieved and happy. 

Although investigations are ongoing and a state of high alert is in force, business as usual resumes. 

Then there is another call from the guard at the gate. 

There is a child outside. 

This causes some consternation. 

They know that all are accounted for, hours ago. 

This little boy is as happily insouciant as the others. 

He tells them his name and age, not much more. 

A quick check tells them that he is from Edinburgh, over 100 miles away. 

He has been missing from home for two weeks. 

The next child is from Sunderland, in north-east England, and has not been seen in ten days. 

Then Ayr, south-west Scotland, 12 days missing, then Deal on the English Channel, 6 days. 

And so on. 

Within 2 hours they have 13 healthy, cheerful children in their care. 

All reported as having disappeared in the past 3 weeks. 

What did your message say? Carol is asked. 

Children, you are all loved and needed, please come home. 

 



Chapter 2 - The Commander 

 

The Commander is at his desk, shuffling papers, staring at nothing. 

He ponders the events of the past 30 hours. 

He has no ideas. 

For a man of his exceptional talents, this is unprecedented. 

None of his men or their wives has gleaned anything of use from their children, who seem unchanged, 

exactly as before. 

Standard answers of nowhere, nothing and nobody are interspersed with laughter and some confusion. 

He has not yet reported the explosions, because no traces can be found. 

There are no scorch marks or blast points, everything is as before. 

Security cameras show nothing. 

No sounds are on record, although everyone on the base heard the explosions. 

And yet he must report it, for word will surely get out. 

His men, loyal to a fault, have sworn silence from themselves and the women. 

But he knows the reality. 

He will certainly lose this post, will struggle to retain his commission. 

He loves it here. 

It has cost him his marriage and his children, all long estranged. 

It is the top position in this, the elite, branch of the services. 

The pinnacle of international security, it means vast responsibility and intense pressure. 

He lives for it. 

His telephone blinks. 

Gatehouse, sir. We have a visitor. 

Well? 

He is curt, he expects information, not clues. 

Civilian, sir. 

And? Edinburgh, Whitehall, Brussels? Speak, man! 

No, sir, not that kind of civilian, sir …. 

Ten minutes later he is at the gate, face to face with the man he has been studying on screen for the past 

seven minutes. 

He has learnt nothing. 

He steps towards the tall, lean figure before him. 

The coat has a strange oily sheen.  

The hat is similar in colour and texture. 

They have a slightly unearthly quality to them, as have the boots and gloves. 

The Commander is unconcerned, his inner circle is with him, ready to immobilise the stranger instantly. 

Who are you? 

My name is Dr Merman, Commander Conway. 

He hears the intake of breath behind him, his name is not in the public domain. 

Why are you here, doctor? 

To talk about the children, of course. 

 



Chapter 3 - The Background 

There is a stunned silence in the conference room. 

Conway’s staff mutter their irritation. 

Jim Cameron, his second in command, who has a reputation for being normally very calm, is slightly red 

in the face. 

Richard Page, his technical adviser, is clearly incensed and disbelieving. 

Fraser McCallum, chief of Logistics, honest to a fault, is almost growling. 

Phil Burns, the most creative member of the team, famous for thinking outside the box, looks puzzled and 

unhappy. 

No one can even contemplate an answer. 

They look at the Doctor aghast. 

Showing no emotion, the Commander applies his trusted breathing techniques. 

He asks the Doctor to continue. 

Dr Merman affirms he did not take the children. 

He found them and he returned them. 

Where he found them is less clear. 

As is how. 

I feel their life forces, he explains, and some are stronger than others. 

Hence the delay in sourcing some. 

Please convey my apologies to the parents for any distress this may have caused. 

Commander Conway considers his options. 

He can detain the Doctor, of course. 

But for what? 

For turning up with an absurd story and an untenable demand? 

Is it blackmail? 

No, he insists, it is only a request. 

The Commander will never allow excessive interrogation techniques even in extreme circumstances. 

Which these clearly are not. 

No child is missing or harmed in any discernible way. 

On the contrary, they now have more than they started with. 

And these must be returned home soon with some sort of explanation. 

He knows he must now inform his First Minister. 

Scotland is in the throes of rediscovering itself as an independent nation. 

The newly elected government has many urgent priorities. 

But he does not want to report this to Brussels, and have the place swarming with undercover agents from 

all over Europe. 

And probably the USA. 

The base is an international facility, but he is a Scot, in Scotland, and fiercely protective of what he 

considers his territory. 

The Doctor is explaining about the other children. 

The message was not specific, so he delivered all the children he could find. 

On mainland Britain. 

He can extend his search across to Ireland and Europe, if the Commander wishes. 

The Commander does not wish, at least not yet. 

But he is a father, and the thought of any parent missing a child tugs at him. 

On the other hand he already has an excess of children and no credible explanation. 

If he starts to gather them from France, Belgium, Holland, no one will believe him ever again. 

Of course, says Dr Merman, there are always other options. 



Chapter 4 - The Visitor 

 

He appears to walk fully clothed out of the sea. 

Technically at this point it is still the River Clyde, famous for its ship-building past, but it is salty, tidal 

and about three miles wide, stretching across to Greenock on the southern banks. 

He walks up the beach, exchanges a few words  with two boys there, and then seems to step effortlessly 

up onto the promenade wall, which is around eight feet high. 

Ron Benjamin, who is leading the internal investigation, stares in disbelief at his screen. 

Having very little to start with, they spread their net wide and fast. 

They picked up ‘noise’ from Helton-upon-Sea, a douce beach resort about fifty miles away. 

Pulling pictures from the town’s security CCTV they identified people with photographic and recording 

equipment.  

Fortunately many of these were passengers from the paddle steamer Waverley which had a brief stopover 

at the pier just adjacent to the beach. 

When it headed for Rothesay, on the Isle of Bute, Ron’s men were able to intercept it and take copies of 

everything useful. 

He can see it is the same man, wearing the same coat, hat and gloves. 

But the pictures are confusing. 

When he walks, his strides are longer than normal, but he moves languidly. 

Everyone else seems to be in slow motion, as if he is somehow superimposed on the screen. 

He walks swiftly out of town, out of range of the cameras. 

And appears outside the base less than two hours later. 

Which means that he had transport somewhere. 

But local CCTV shows him striding through the town of Gareloch, close to the halfway point, less than an 

hour after leaving Helton. 

It is clearly impossible. 

Furthermore, all witnesses say he came out of the water onto the beach. 

He was fully dressed, and wearing his hat and gloves. 

And he was not wet. 

Can they all be mistaken? 

Mass hypnosis? 

The more Ron discovers, the less he understands. 

 

As he ponders this information, his Special International News (SIN) screen lights up. 

This a link to information provided exclusively to the worldwide intelligence community, before being 

suppressed, filtered or edited prior to release to television networks across the globe. 

 

SIN Bulletin: 

Fighting has once again broken out in the Middle East. 

Israel and Syria are issuing threats and counter-threats as the death toll starts to rise. 

Tensions are high on the India/Pakistan border where there are further reports of skirmishes. 

On the border between the Democratic People's Republic of Korea, better known as North Korea and the 

Republic of Korea (South Korea) a renewed build-up of troops is under way following a breakdown in 

talks between the two countries. 

Updates to follow. 

 

He sits for some minutes, putting the increasingly grim news out of his mind and trying to focus on his 

task in hand. Then, on instinct, he reaches for his phone. 

Oleg is his counterpart somewhere near Archangel, northern Russia, on the White Sea. 

He is a shrewd, tough old warrior. 

Hello Ron, he answers, I was half expecting your call. 



Chapter 5 - The Requests 

 

The Doctor shows no emotion in the face of the outrage from the others. 

Only Commander Conway remains calm, as expected, studying him carefully. 

The Doctor has explained that he has two requests, and two requests only. 

He cannot divulge the second until they agree on the first. 

It is, he suggests, relatively simple. 

He wants two children, a girl and a boy, preferably Leanne and Jack, for one hour per year for the next 

eight years. 

Where will they be taken? 

Of no importance. 

These children are under my protection, the Commander reminds him, somewhat brusquely. 

The Doctor smiles, says nothing, but the implication is clear. 

He does not have to state what they are all thinking. 

McCallum looks as though he is about to speak, then changes his mind. 

Burns sketches thoughts on his pad, his mind working feverishly. 

Finally the Doctor speaks. 

They will come to no harm. I have already returned them unhurt. 

Conway points out that he does not yet know how they came to be outside the base, and equally has no 

way of knowing how, or even if, the Doctor is involved. 

You question my words? 

Until I get answers I question everything. 

The Doctor smiles again. 

The conference room door swings open. 

Leanne and Jack walk in, looking around curiously, but unconcerned. 

Behind them the two guards are gawping at each other in confused embarrassment. 

Commander…. one begins. 

Close the door! 

Hi, Commander, giggles Leanne. 

Good afternoon, sir, grins Jack. 

What are you two rascals doing here? What can I do for you? 

You sent for us, sir. 

He looks at the Doctor, who inclines his head very slightly. 

Okay, thank you, run along back to school now. And be good! 

He raises his voice. 

Guards, make sure it is locked this time! 

Sir, the guard shuffles his feet, the key is on the inside. 

All heads turn to Jim Cameron, his trusted aide, who is staring very hard at their visitor. 

I locked it. 

Again the Doctor’s nod is barely perceptible. 

You don’t need to take children, the Commander returns to the discussion. 

Take an adult. I will meet you wherever you say. 

This is not an option. 

Adults, according to the Doctor, are not free thinking, they are trained. 

So you want to train the children? 

No, to learn from them and to teach them. 

To teach them what, exactly? 

Whatever they want to learn. 

Whatever they want to learn? 

Of course, or there is no point. 

And what do you expect them to teach you? 

Whatever they want to. 

So, for one hour per annum you want Leanne and Jack to tell you what they want to know and then teach 

you whatever they choose? 

Precisely. 

So thirty minutes learning and thirty minutes teaching per year? 



The Doctor’s smile suddenly looks sad. 

No, it is the same thing. You have just forgotten that. 

And where did you say this will this take place? 

You are asking the wrong questions, Commander Conway. It is not about who, when, where. Ask 

yourself why. All answers are in why. 

A quiet buzz tells Conway he has an urgent message. 

He squints at his screen. 

You need to see this! 



Chapter 6 - The Analysis 

 

Commander Conway’s face wears a look of confusion as he looks at the big screen in Ron’s office. 

Courtesy of Oleg, it shows a man sitting at a table in the Russian base. 

It clearly cannot be the same man, although he looks identical in every detail, including his mannerisms. 

Both sites have surreptitiously scanned, measured and weighed their visitors with state of the art 

equipment. 

Their equipment seems to have difficulty analysing what is under his clothes, but his heartbeat is sound, if 

remarkably slow. 

They are also unable to determine the material of the garments without a sample to test, but this is new 

technology as yet unproven. 

The results are identical. 

Not just similar, but exactly the same. 

And the same is true in Alaska, New Zealand, Chile, South Africa, Canada and India. 

Indeed in every friendly site which has responded. 

In each of which children have disappeared and returned in the same inexplicable way. 

Because, following his conversation with Oleg, Ron contacted the investigating officer on each base. 

Other countries are more reluctant to share data, but Ron is confident that the same strange events have 

happened in those countries where relationships are more strained. 

The flat denials, vague responses or, in some cases, lack of response, tell him that it is probably a global 

phenomenon. 

He suggests blood tests. 

The Commander asks why, it cannot be the same person. 

No fingerprints are available at this time, all their strange visitors keep their gloves on. 

 

Then Ron’s International News screen activates itself again. 

It flashes up a brief report of seismic activity in North Korea. 

 

SIN Bulletin: 

Seismologists report unusual earth tremors in the south-west of the Democratic People's Republic of 

Korea, measuring 5.4 on what is commonly known as the Richter Scale. 

Some structural damage is expected to buildings in the area of Hwanghae Province which is at the centre 

of the quake. 

There have previously been no tremors over 4.0 recorded in North Korea. 

 

Conway and Benjamin lock eyes. 

They both know exactly where. 

And they think they know why. 

The Commander feels the hairs on his neck start to prickle. 

This is the area where the North Korean equivalent of their base is situated. 

 



Chapter 7 - The Threat 

 

Commander Conway repeats his very first question. 

Who are you and where are you from? 

I am of no importance, I am only a messenger. 

From who, from where? 

Others who share this small planet, Commander. 

The Doctor explains his view that nationality is irrelevant, location often temporary. 

He is in Scotland only to help them reach an agreement. 

Once again Conway’s staff is restless. 

He stays calm, and reminds the Doctor that he said he had two requests. 

He asks again for the second. 

Do we have agreement on the first, the simple one which you and the parents can grant? 

Conway laughs, slightly bitterly. 

In a very short time I will not be able to authorise a paper clip. My career is over. Perhaps thanks to you? 

Not at all, says the Doctor, no one need know what happened here. 

Are you mad, Doctor? Everyone in every base like this around the world knows, thousands of people. 

Newspapers and internet bloggers are probably running the story as we speak. 

The Doctor assures him that this is not the case, and will not be. 

That people have already forgotten about it. 

Do you really think you can prevent it, that you have so much power? 

I am but a messenger, the Doctor repeats. 

The Commander grows frustrated. 

I can have you arrested and interrogated, make you tell me who you are, where you are from, who you 

work for. 

But we both know that you will not, Commander, because you are an honourable man. 

You think you know so much about me, but if I need to …. 

The threat is clear. 

The Doctor’s face grows sad. 

Ah, yes, that worked out very well in North Korea, did it not? 

How ….? 

And in China. And Iran. 

Conway calls Ron, listens, his brows darken. 

And then sits back and stares at the Doctor. 

None of their scans have shown any trace of communications equipment. 

He has been in this room, under close observation, since his arrival. 

And yet he is aware of events taking place on the other side of the world, seemingly as they happen. 

Either he has ultra-sophisticated comms gear or …. 

Or what? 

Once again what seems impossible becomes mundane where he is concerned. 

There is no doubt that the children could learn much from him. 

But at what cost and, more critically, at what risk? 

What happened in North Korea, he asks. 

The Doctor looks puzzled. 

What makes you think I might know? I am here as your guest, am I not? 

And yet you knew before I did, as head of an installation containing the most advanced technology 

known to man. 

You are an intelligent, educated, experienced and resourceful man, Commander, and yet so limited in 

your thinking. 

Do you not want the children to understand a little better? 

The Commander surveys the faces of his colleagues around the table. 

They are calm, intelligent, brave men. 

They show aggression, confusion and doubt, perhaps even fear. 

He thinks back over the discussion. 

Why do you say that people have already forgotten, that is sheer folly. 

The Doctor gestures around the table. 



Ask any of your associates, Commander. 

Richard? 

His technical adviser, an Englishman, superbly fit, perhaps the smartest man under his command, 

straightens his back, years of discipline bringing him to attention in his chair. 

What do you think? 

Sorry, Commander, what are we talking about here? 

 



Chapter 8 - The Strike 

 

Commander Conway stops in Ron’s office again. 

There are unexplained earth tremors, even small quakes, in various unexpected but probably significant 

places. 

North Korea, China, Iran, Pakistan. 

Mostly countries with a high level of WMDs and dubious Human Rights records. 

All information suggests that they have had the same visitor. 

Data is hard to collect, given their normal unwillingness to share added to some disruption to their 

communications infrastructure, but the pattern and the message are clear. 

If you mess with your guest bad things happen. 

Who are these people? 

What do they want? 

And why are they here now? 

 

SIN Bulletin: 

We are receiving reports - as yet unconfirmed - that the first nuclear weapon since 1945 has just been 

launched ……. 

 



Chapter 9 - The Agreement 

 

The reaction is again predictable. 

Richard, apparently, has recovered his memory. 

The Commander can barely suppress a grin at this man for whom he has so much respect. 

Ricky, he asks, do you know what happened in there just ten minutes ago? 

He looks round the table at the trusted faces of his inner circle, men he knows, loves and trusts with his 

life. 

They all stare back at him blankly. 

All meetings are recorded, he reminds them, pulling up the pictures. 

They all laugh and point. 

Brilliant, Steve – in private they use first names – how did you do that? And so quickly! 

Not one of them acknowledges that Richard could not remember about the explosions, just minutes ago. 

Analyse it, Conway snaps, and then all of you think seriously about what is happening here. And what 

our choices are. I am going to speak to him alone. 

Enough, he silences the dissent, this is not open for discussion! 

With a last shake of his head he returns to the conference room. 

He abruptly orders off all recording devices and studies the Doctor for some time. 

What happens if I just refuse your request? 

Nothing, except that you will not hear my second request. 

What is it? 

I cannot tell you until you agree to the first. Those are my instructions. 

From whom? 

We all answer to someone, Commander Conway, you and I are mere foot soldiers. 

Is there nothing you can tell me to help me to understand? 

It is in your best interests, that is all I can say. 

In my best interests? 

No, Commander, your collective best interests. 

But can you not tell me who you are and who do you speak for? 

I speak for everyone, Commander, and for the planet we share. 

There is a long silence while Conway stares at the Doctor. 

I will speak to the parents. 

The Doctor nods his thanks. 

And your second request? 

It is sadly not within your power, Commander, but I would be grateful if you would introduce me to 

Scotland’s First Minister. 

The Commander laughs aloud. 

I understand that she is a busy lady, Commander, but this is an opportunity for her to stand alongside 

Ghandi and Mandela as one of the greats. 

Conway stares at him in disbelief. 

He shakes his head. 

There is no way that he can get her to this outpost at this time, the new constitution is still going through 

Holyrood, the Scottish Parliament. 

She will be at your gate within minutes of our agreement on the first request. 

The Commander laughs again. 

Even you cannot, surely….. 

His voice trails off, he is no longer sure of anything where this man is concerned. 

And he sees the shrug, the open hands turned upwards, and the smile. 

 



Chapter 10 - The Failure 

 

SIN Bulletin: 

It now seems that reports of the launch of a nuclear strike in the Middle East were premature. 

Although various reputable agencies reported that this did in fact take place, no consequent explosion or 

retaliation has occurred. 

 

Commander Conway and Ron are in his office again. 

Could he do that? 

Could they do that? 

Whoever they are? 

Surely no one could. 

But they are less sure than they were a very short time ago. 

They look at each other with worried faces. 

Even men such as these are wary of the unknown. 

This is perhaps not the Middle East, but tensions are high nonetheless. 

 



Chapter 11 - The Game 

 

Before you speak to the parents, let me tell you about the game. 

We created Elephants and Unicorns specifically to enchant the young. 

It is all about magic. 

Children love magic, they believe in it, they want it to be true, and so it is. 

For example, who does not adore Puff the Magic Dragon, the character as much as the song? 

Then we have AnElephant, the ‘real’ character. 

Everyone loves elephants. 

In cartoons they are funny and totally adorable, from Horton by the fabulous Dr Seuss, to Dumbo and 

Babar, and Colonel Hathi with his tiny son in Jungle Book. 

They are gigantic and gentle, they grieve and care for their families, they have trunks, which fascinate. 

A child can safely feed an elephant a peanut from her hand, and then see a tree uprooted by that same 

ridiculous long nose. 

In short, they are magic.  

Unicorns are mythical, mysterious and magical, all the characteristics that capture the imagination. 

And the young have an excess of imagination until it is trained out of them. 

This is happening earlier and earlier. 

They are young for such a short time and then old forever after! 

Their dreams are too quickly crushed by the reality of life, by the assault of commercial interests, before 

they can enjoy the freedom to be innocent and enchanted. 

So, in contrast, we make a point of introducing them to other fantasy creatures and then they bring their 

own, depending on their cultural background. 

So we show them Mermaids and Seahorses, the Duckbilled Platypus and the three-legged Haggis, 

Dinosaurs and Griffins. 

Children are thrilled by T Rex, by polar bears and penguins, by pelicans and peacocks, robots and flying 

saucers, Superheroes and flying carpets, fairies and elves and giants. 

And here in Scotland they have their Nessie, your Loch Ness Monster, while in Canada there is Ogopogo, 

and in China they still have dragons! 

You think some are ‘real’ and some are not? 

To a child it does not matter. 

To them Santa and the Tooth Fairy are more relevant than their Uncle Jim who lives in Australia. 

And the end of the rainbow is much nearer than Edinburgh Castle. 

Anthropomorphic animals are normal and natural, it is no stretch for a child to imagine a talking dog, cat 

or fish. 

All of these become part of the game, and part of the magic. 

I suppose, at the lowest entry level, it can be loosely compared to chess, with the Mermaid as the all-

powerful queen. 

But as one progresses, it becomes multi-dimensional, encompassing music, stories, pictures and, of 

course, magic. 

It is more akin to Herman Hesse’s Glass Bead Game, which I am impressed you, Commander, as a career 

military man, are familiar with. 

To summarise, we get them to teach us their culture, their beliefs, their dreams. 

And of course the game, and indeed the site, is only accessible to those who believe. 

That is how their mothers could reach them, because they believed they could find their children through 

this magic they had heard so much about, and still retained enough youthful innocence to trust it. 

But the point, Commander, is that we understand your children better than you do. 

He pauses briefly, watching Conway contemplate his words. 

Can you not see how badly you are failing them? 

They are poisoned with a diet of mindless pop music and videos which lead them to have adult ‘values’ 

when they are as young as 5 or 6 years old. 

They either get stuffed with junk food or are allowed to become obsessive about their appearance. 

Are you not concerned that they are willing, no, happy, to leave their schools, their homes and their 

families for a dream of magic? 

Our minds are amazing devices, Commander, so why not allow yours to open up and understand that 

what you think of as magic is in fact perfectly real? 



And that a whole generation will leave for ever unless you, as a race, do the impossible, think the 

unthinkable, and accept the inevitable! 



Chapter 12 - The Arrival 

 

Stunned, excited and bemused, the Commander hastens down the steps, pulling on his hat for the first 

time in memory. 

The parents agreed to the Doctor’s request. 

Well, the mothers agreed and the fathers followed along. 

The mothers were largely persuaded by their children, who expounded with great enthusiasm just how 

wonderful the Doctor is as a teacher. 

How they know this is not clear. 

Within minutes of confirming this to an unsurprised Doctor, he gets a call. 

There is an official limousine at the gate. 

Once again the impossible has happened. 

But perhaps it is not her? 

The limo that sweeps up to the main buildings is flying the Lion Rampant, Scotland’s Royal Emblem and 

the Saltire, or Cross of Saint Andrew, the national flag. 

I cannot begin to tell you how excited I was to get your message, Commander Conway, you have an 

extraordinary talent with words! Although I should not be surprised, should I? I have been reading your 

file, you are clearly much more than a soldier, are you not? 

The Commander stares in bewilderment at the First Minister. 

There are several questions he would like to ask, starting with what message and what words! 

But he stays calm. 

You are too kind, First Minister, I hope you will not be disappointed. 

He shows her into the main building, waxing eloquent about the facilities, the staff, the work they do. 

She smiles at him as he talks, paying close attention to his words. 

He is totally impressed by Janine Sturrock, the first ever leader of an independent Scotland to be 

democratically elected by the whole population, and not just the gentry, as was the case 300 years ago. 

She is still well short of fifty years old, but yet looks younger than he expected. 

If the pressure of creating a born-again country is getting to her, it does not show. 

She is alive, interested and energetic. 

And growing impatient. 

As soon as they reach the conference room she invites him, very politely, to get started. 

But he is looking around aghast. 

The Doctor is nowhere to be seen. 



Chapter 13 - The Aftermath 

 

SIN Bulletin: 

In the Middle East new peace talks are being arranged with a haste and enthusiasm never previously 

witnessed. 

Confusion still surrounds the earlier reports of a nuclear weapon launch and retaliatory strike. 

No comment is available from any of the nations involved. 

 

Commander Conway looks relieved as Ron relays this information to him. 

The base is still on high alert, but the release of tension is palpable. 

Perhaps, just perhaps, the nightmare scenario can still be avoided. 

And he has his own problems at this moment. 



Chapter 14 - The First Minister 

 

Find him now! 

The message goes out while the Commander procrastinates, sketching a vague picture, a wild promise of 

incredible change to come. 

The First Minister looks disappointed, then becomes mildly irritated, then grows annoyed. 

As she rises from the table, frustrated, the Commander gets a message. 

The swimming pool. 

With a smile and a sweeping gesture he escorts his slightly confused guest to the indoor sports area. 

It is empty. 

Where is he? 

The attendant points, bewildered, he was there when he called just minutes ago. 

He must be in the water. 

The water in the pool is clear and empty. 

They all stand around looking at each other in embarrassment. 

The First Minister is curt. 

I am not sure… she begins, when there is the hint of a splash. 

The pool scarcely ripples and the Doctor stands beside them, bone dry. 

Ignoring the raised eyebrows the Commander makes the introductions. 

First Minister, the Doctor beams, so good of you to visit. 

She studies him carefully, clearly fascinated. 

You were in the water? 

Yes, ma’am, I apologise for my poor manners but I required to immerse myself briefly. 

But we could not see you. 

Under water I am more myself and less what you see now. 

She takes his arm. 

And you are not wet. 

And do you not remove excess moisture when you finish your bath or shower? I simply do not need a 

towel. 

She smiles widely. 

I think we need to talk! 

 

 



Chapter 15 - The Breakdown 

 

SIN Bulletin: 

In the Middle East the latest rounds of peace talks are rapidly disintegrating amidst accusation and 

counter-accusation of information manipulation. 

Although no usable quotes are forthcoming, this news service understands that all the major parties to 

the discussions are unhappy about the lack of information integrity regarding recent reports of nuclear 

warhead deployment. 

 

Conway gets a quick briefing from his team. 

It seems clear to everyone that nuclear missiles were in fact fired by both sides but that, inexplicably, they 

did not reach their targets. 

Neither side now has any belief in anything the other is saying. 

In barely diplomatic language accusations of ‘Liar!’ are hurled to and fro. 

Emissaries are being physically restrained from actual violence. 

War seems inevitable. 

 

 



Chapter 16 - The Plan 

 

Within the hour the two are talking and laughing like old friends. 

The First Minister has cleared her diary for the rest of the day. 

You were right, Commander, I had to meet him, and to hear his tales on the folly of mankind. 

And this game, Elephants and Unicorns, is fabulous, the best thing I have ever seen. 

And I have seen many, we have a thriving video software industry here in Scotland. 

Ah yes, the Doctor nods, Dundee is your focal point for that, I believe. 

She beams at him.  

Once again you prove your knowledge of our small country. 

But time for serious business. 

Now, talk to me about our children, explain to me why you want them. 

And, of course, you realise that you can never take them from us. 

We will never do that, he insists, we will only try to save them, and perhaps all of you in the process. 

The discussion is friendly but passionate. 

The First Minister is adamant that no child can leave its parents. 

In Scotland, until they are 16 years old, they are the responsibility of their parents, in their care. 

But they have free will? 

Sturrock pauses. 

Is that wrong? If they can be saved from a nuclear holocaust, do we have the right …. 

She wrestles with her conscience. 

The Doctor interjects. 

We all know the current situation. You are on the brink of a war that will probably wipe out mankind and 

maybe every living thing on Earth. 

If there is a possibility that they can survive with us, will you prevent it? 

If there is a possibility that, with no children, there will be no war, will you accept that? 

This war may, as you say, Doctor, eliminate our species. I will do everything in my very limited power to 

prevent it. What do you expect of me? 

Tell me, ma’am, how did you win your independence vote? 

We won by appealing to the hearts of the Scottish people. 

It was not about oil or money or power or being against our neighbours. 

It was about who we are, not better or worse but separate, different. Why? 

I expect you to use that same honesty, that same self belief, that same passion for our cause now. 

She listens carefully to his words, and five minutes later she takes a deep breath. 

Wow, she says. 

 



Chapter 17 - The Escalation 

 

INS Bulletin: 

Tension is growing in the Middle East following a series of rocket attacks across the Israel-Syria border. 

The world’s super-powers are once again trying to defuse an increasingly hostile situation, which is 

exacerbated by a build-up of troops along Egypt’s border with Israel. 

Updates to follow. 

 

As Conway receives yet another instant update the base is put on Red Alert. 

There now seems to be no way back from the brink. 



Chapter 18 - The Truth 

 

We were old, First Minister, when your ancestors crawled out of the slime. 

We watched you evolve with amused interest. 

We saw dinosaurs come and go. 

Even when you developed what you think of as civilisation we viewed you as mildly entertaining. 

When you exterminated entire species, including subsets of your own, we were frankly appalled. 

Then when you started to destroy the environment we became concerned, started to watch you more 

carefully. 

But we did not interfere, because we had faith in you, that you would see sense. 

But now it seems that you are about to destroy our home, our planet. 

We cannot allow that. 

So we were faced with a choice. 

Either stop you, or ask you to stop. 

We prefer accord, agreement, harmony. 

If you do not want to stop you will always find a way to continue. 

Sadly, even in some of your so-called democracies, you have power-hungry egoists who manipulate their 

citizens via media lies for the purpose of self-aggrandisement. 

You require motivation, the right motivation. 

You have to think that it is good to stop. 

Ultimately, and inevitably, this brings us to the children. 

The masses, the man and woman in the street, will not tolerate the loss of their offspring. 

The Pied Piper is a recurring tale in many of your cultures. 

So you are shown an allegory, the loss of your children, making it obvious that they can disappear. 

Of their own free will! 

But this war will probably make all children disappear, perhaps even including some, or all, of ours. 

They are about to be annihilated along with the rest of humanity. 

We can only stop so many warheads. 

Each one takes immense concentration, effort, even loss. 

But we can give the children the opportunity to leave you, because they want to visit our land. 

We offer them the only thing that they really want – magic. 

They can swim with whales, sharks and Mermaids. 

They can play with octopi, manatees and sea horses. 

They can fly with great gulls, albatrosses and eagles. 

And they have a chance to survive your nuclear holocaust. 

Or they can stay and die with you. 

So if this war is unavoidable we will open our doors and try to accommodate all children who want to 

walk through. 

You will lose your children. 

There will, as before, be no coercion. 

If they believe, then they will come. 

And we will try to save them, and ourselves. 

And we will inform every parent of every child why this has happened. 

We have the ability to do that. 

Even those in what we think of as less enlightened regimes will know the truth, that this self-destructive 

war has cost them their children. 

Will they still fight? 

Or will they demand peace? 

Because, ultimately, everyone, regardless of nationality or belief, fights for their families, for their 

children. 

Even those who program warheads or only press buttons. 

You ask how we can survive if the planet is destroyed. 

We will return to our original home, in the deepest part of the ocean. 

Yes, dear lady, when you crawled out of the slime onto the land, we stayed. 

The ancient legends are all true. 

We come from Atlantis. 



Chapter 19 - The Proof 

 

SIN Bulletin: 

Unconfirmed reports are reaching us of civil unrest in Pyongyang, capital of the Democratic People's 

Republic of Korea, better known as North Korea. 

We hear that there has been a general uprising with tens of thousands of people, mainly women, taking to 

the streets and bringing the city to a standstill. 

They appear to have taken over the spiritual heart of the nation, the Kumsusan Palace of the Sun, the 

mausoleum for Kim Il-sung, the founder and eternal president of North Korea, and for his son Kim Jong-

il, who succeeded him as the country's ruler. 

Troops have apparently defied orders to fire on them, and are instead showing support for their actions. 

The cause of this is not yet clear. 

 

Conway’s team do an instant debriefing. 

We now know for sure that these guys are not bluffing, says McCallum, they can do everything they say. 

More importantly, adds Burns, everyone else knows it too! 

Cameron grins at the others. 

This may give quite a number of aggressors pause for thought, he observes, if it causes this sort of 

reaction in North Korea, can you imagine the outcome in some of the other trouble spots? 

There is a sudden release of tension all round the table. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mausoleum
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kim_Il-sung
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Eternal_President_of_the_Republic
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/North_Korea
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kim_Jong-il
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kim_Jong-il


Chapter 20 - The Explanation 

 

I have to confess to a small misdirection, First Minister. 

I am not a man as you understand such things. 

In fact, not even by Atlantean standards! 

No, we have progressed far beyond the need for a physical presence in our being. 

We are more what you might call spirits, the essence of our intellects. 

We can take a form if the need should arise, but it can be one of many. 

Perhaps a sea-bird, or a creature such as a dolphin, if a solid body is required to perform a certain task, 

such as providing assistance to a child in need. 

And yes, Ms Sturrock, as you so astutely observe, we love your children, we share their understanding of 

magic, their independence of imagination, their freedom of thought. 

But I digress. 

I am not even one of these spirits in human form. 

I am a collective force of multiple energies, from many of our intellects, from many of our cultures. 

That is how I communicate with my fellows, we are in fact one and the same, those who are scattered 

around these establishments such as yours, and those who remain in the oceans. 

And yes, of course we have many cultures, we are as varied in our beliefs and environments, views and 

opinions, music and cultural pastimes as you are! 

We are not all at the same stage of evolution, but we can co-exist peacefully, generally speaking! 

And in a time such as this, then of course all minor differences are an irrelevance. 

One of the advantages we have is our ability to manage time more usefully than you do. 

For you it is always linear, for us …. 

Well, let us just say we can use it more to our advantage. 

We can alter the pace of its passing, and even displace it to a certain degree. 

Does that help you? 

We also have the mental capacity to play tricks with your minds, and your memories, individually or 

collectively. 

As we did with Mr Richard Page and then the others of the Commander’s team. 

No, he smiles, it was not just for fun, it was part of what was required to convince Commander Conway 

that he is invaluable to you and to us. 

And of course we can utilise these human shapes much more efficiently than you can, and perform 

physical feats far beyond your capabilities. 

What else? 

Door locks, really, child’s play, if I may use that expression! 

Ah, you enjoy my little joke, dear lady! 

And the pool, of course. 

It requires much mental effort to maintain so many forms for so long, especially when we found it 

necessary to act on that foolish missile launch. 

Immersion in water allowed me to separate the different spirits for replenishment purposes and I simply 

reformed on exit, so this body was never actually wet. 

And now the $64,000 dollar question! 

No, we did not take the children, but we did open a door that allowed them to leave. 

They each went to their own magic space, scattered across the universal subconscious. 

Their bodies? 

Although not precisely accurate, it is perhaps easiest to explain by saying that they accompanied the 

minds. 

The human body is a temporary home, a transient entity, for the spirit or soul, as you are all too aware. 

Useful only while you are on this planet, for this lifetime. 

My apologies, but I am not permitted to discuss what happens thereafter. 

We do not feel that we would be justified in removing the uncertainty of death that is clearly necessary 

for you at this stage of your evolution. 

Ah, the extra children. 

They were out there in their own places but, for whatever reason, were unable to return. 

I found those who wanted to be found. 

And brought them here, for where else could I put them? 



But back to our current situation. 

The effort we have expended is massive, and is already causing dispute among my kind. 

There are those who think you are not worth saving. 

The debate continues as we speak. 

I, or to be more accurate, my collective, will strive to ensure the safety of your children. 

Some of us would feel deep distress at the loss of such wonders as you have here. 

Others of my kind, sadly, not so much! 

So if we do not act fast, we may all become quickly irrelevant. 

And no one will be safe. 

 



Chapter 21 - The Catalyst 

 

If we make it possible for the children to leave, then they will. 

Perhaps not all, but enough to make our point. 

Keep in mind that here on this base, with the high level of individual intelligence and creativity, it was 

100%. 

And, as has just happened in North Korea, when the next foolhardy despot decides to start this war, we 

will re-open the window in his country. 

And leave it open longer. 

The example we set through the bases world-wide was necessarily a very short one, for maximum impact. 

So poor Theo, for example, slept through it. 

And, indeed, through our somewhat theatrical diversion! 

The children will pour through and the parents will react. 

Because we will tell every parent, every grandparent, every aunt and uncle, brother and sister, why they 

have no youngsters. 

Yes, we can do that. 

If they cannot stop it then we will open other windows, beginning with the most vulnerable or aggressive 

areas. 

Wherever the children are most at risk. 

If public opinion and action is not enough of a deterrent then we will ferry the children to our safest 

havens and let you exterminate each other. 

But, on the other hand, as soon as we know that the planet is safe we will return all children to their 

parents. 

Then they – the children - will start the re-education process. 

And that is why we want selected children to join us on an annual educational basis. 

To ensure that your species never gets into this situation ever again. 

We will learn from them what really makes you tick. 

And we will teach them the other ways to achieve their goals, and humanity’s needs. 

But, as I explained earlier, you have to want to stop or it will not work. 

If we just impose our will on you, you will eventually rebel. 

Ah, yes of course, First Minister, your role in all this. 

You are scheduled to make your maiden speech at the General Assembly of the United Nations very soon. 

You will tell them everything that you know, everything that I have told you here. 

And you will convince them that there is no choice. 

Don’t look so concerned, the Doctor laughs, the other leaders will already know what you know, but will 

not have the courage to be first to speak. 

Can you imagine the representative of the USA or China or Germany standing up with this story? 

Yeah, I was talking to this chap from Atlantis ….. 

But when they all see each other’s faces, they will understand. 

And so they will back you, hopefully all of them. 

You are the catalyst for the biggest change in the history of mankind. 

You have that honesty and passion that we just discussed. 

That is why, of all the world’s leaders, we chose you to state our case. 

You are young, dynamic, persuasive and credible. 

And your country is reborn. 

It was a leading nation before the Europeans set forth to conquer the rest of the world. 

In fact, Scotland played a leading role in the colonisation of those countries who still speak English as a 

first language, the United States and Canada, Australia and New Zealand, South Africa, and even India. 

And is highly regarded in all of them. 

The renowned French writer and philosopher Voltaire said, more than 250 years ago, We look to Scotland 

for all our ideas of civilisation. 

If you have the courage, First Minister, you can reignite that belief across the world. 

So that is my second request, that you announce that Scotland is unilaterally disarming herself rather than 

risking the loss of its children. 



Chapter 22 - The End 

 

BBC News Bulletin: 

The General Assembly of the United Nations today witnessed perhaps the most stunning speech and 

amazing scenes of celebration in its 64-year history. 

Janine Sturrock, the First Minister of Scotland, began her maiden speech to an almost empty hall but, 

within minutes, this great chamber was filled to capacity, with Presidents and Prime Ministers applauding 

her every statement. 

Her first words were electrifying. 

I bring you a message from Atlantis. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The End 

 

 


