Chap 1 

The words came quickly. Without premonition. Without cognition. At one moment, his thoughts were quiet and reflective, and now, a torrent of thought from virtually nowhere. His mind became awash with words, like a scrolling, electronic billboard across his mind’s eye. The words however, were not like written text, but feelings enmeshed with ideas, which provided a vivid thought narrative. Those thoughts came upon his mind exactly like a dream, deep and illuminated with colour; deep stirrings of feelings that evoked unbridled emotion.  

But whilst he sat, driving in his car along a busy suburban main road, the tears cascading like an unstoppable stream down his flushed cheeks, his transfixed emotional state blinded his practical reality. The car hit the median strip, forcibly lunging the steering wheel from his hands. Uncontrolled, he swerved instantly into the travel of a provisional driver speeding excessively with youthful verve up the left lane.

The scratching, tearing, howl of metal and violence, combined with the ‘G’ forces of his tumbling vehicle, drove his mind from his cognitive reach. Suddenly there was a peace. A resolution of fate. And whilst the seatbelt tore deeply across his chest and abdomen, and bent, torn metal flew around his head in slow motion, the words continued to envelope him. Until there was nothing. Not even pain.

The first Lochy Vale knew of his condition was the feeling of unbearable tightness from the bandage wrapped untenably around his head. Then came the realisation, and the dull, consuming thickness of pain from his cracked scull. Trying to pry open his eyes, he felt the cloth low across his brow, stopping him from opening his eyelids. He strained to clear the muddled blur of his eyesight, made worse from the small slits that his efforts could only afford to configure. But through his slender field of view, Lochy caught the first vision of his body, strewn in salubrious hospital white. Gingerly, deliberately forcing his upper back away from the wall of pillows behind him, he tried to use his once reliable abdomen to level himself upwards for a better view of his slowly awakening body, to assess his condition. He noted his legs, hoisted and seemingly defying gravity, suspended a foot high from the bed. 

“Damned traction”.

And slowly but steadily, the pain evolved through his lower back, into his legs, through his chest and arms, and ending in serial progression at his head. Discretely, he felt the pressure and unbearable flood of pain throughout the elements of his head. His eyes, ears, jaws and neck joined in a symphony of firstly, localised misery. Then, the enormity of his injuries and their consequential wave of terrible pain washed him into unconsciousness. The last thing he felt was a hand. And barely discernable, but unmistakeable, the ring on the little finger on the hand that slipped gently into his. The hand of Pastor Paul.

The muffled voices were disconcerting. Close and hushed, and not clear enough to understand.

Lochy understood that whoever it was, they were using his name, but the bandages were muffling his hearing. The frustration was starting to build. Suddenly, there was gentle picking and tugging. The bandages were coming off. His head, tilted forward with a strong hand gently cradling his neck, swayed ever so gently back and forth, with streams of crepe bandage flowing downwards upon the nape of his neck. The voices became starker. He couldn’t rationalise time, nor events as they had unfolded. There was still pain, but his stifled, motionless state felt strangely familiar and intractable. How long had it been? What was going on?

“The doctor feels that the fracture has healed enough to get rid of this mess…” The fingers gingerly plucked the underlying gauze from the gash on his forehead. He felt the searing grab of sting as the bloodied scab began to pull from the wound. 

“Sssssss…” The sucking hiss of quick air filtered through the nurse’s teeth as he gritted under the realisation that the scab had begun to remove. He felt the hot blood begin to pool on the remaining gauze, and trickle down Lochy’s closed, right eye.

“Oh, I’m sorry, mate.” Swabs blotted the hot, thick fluid across his eye, down his cheek, and under and over his chin. “It’s not as if you haven’t lost enough of this stuff in the last two months, hey fella…”

The conscious and emerging realisation that he knew nothing since leaving his home for the church, seemingly now, two months ago, filled him with terror.

My family? My wife? Work? 

“I’ll just re-dress that, then it’s a matter of waiting and seeing if he comes around.” The comment hinted at a lack of certainty. Doubt. It heightened Lochy’s anxiety to the point of tying his already painful insides into an unbearable knot. He felt the unrelenting heaviness in his eyelids slowly give way to a splinter of light, bringing a dull ache to his already hurting eyes. As he slowly overcame the weight his lids, he began to distinguish silhouettes by his side. Light and shade shifted unreliably in his periphery, as he strained to make sense of the figures.

“Lochy…babe, I’m right here”. The comfort washed and chilled his whole body. But it was his heart that finally heralded life. A warm, sweaty hand brushed his forehead. Then, soft lips rested like a settling butterfly on his warm cheek. 

“Hi you”. His eyesight swirled, his mind desperately tracking the shape of his wife’s face, barely a shadow, but starting to emerge into those definite features he longed to identify. Slowly, he fixed on her delicate lips, and the gentle, loving, kind smile he had come to crave over their fifteen years of marriage.

“Don’t worry sweetheart. Everything’s OK.” The dryness of his throat, tongue and lips became obvious as he feebly tried to respond. He didn’t need moisture. He needed strength.

“Where…” Her hand held his face. “Don’t…try to talk, Lochy. You’ve had a tube in your throat for three months, babe. Look, I’m OK. The kids are all OK, too. Babe, you had a really bad car accident. But, the doctors say that you’ve come through well, considering what happened. They reckon you’ll be on your feet within six months. Your recovery has been miraculous, sweetheart. Doctors have nicknamed you ‘Superman’. You’ve just healed so quickly, Lochy. You’re doing so terribly well. Even though you were in an induced coma for three months. You’ve got eight breaks or fractures in both legs. Six cracked ribs. Your lungs moved two inches, babe. Both your shoulders were fractured, and your arms had three fractures. Oh babe, you were in such a mess. But we were most worried about the scull fractures…” His wife’s voice trailed off into a swirling, mingled state of confusion. Whilst he had mustered every ounce of fortitude to regain a coherent response to his visitors, the stark realisation of his injuries firstly numbed, then terrified his head and heart. Tumbling into a pit of dark and terrible confusion, he fell again into his restorative, unconscious state. 

The nurse (Christopher)
 pottered around the bed, tidying sheets and re-positioning pillows. Whilst Tanya slumped back into the guest chair. Grabbing his hand, she held it to her face and sobbed again, like so many times over the last, terrifying months. Trying to understand why such a tragedy had befallen her precious partner. His life had been an unbroken and reliable chain of trial and hardship so stifling; she wondered how her God of love, mercy and kindness could callously allow this to happen. And to such a precious and faithful heart? For a moment, a long moment, she resented Him. Her husband had been such a faithful servant, as she had been, and even whilst Lochy had just re-committed his life to his Lord’s service before the accident. And this is how he is repaid?  Tanya’s heart ached at the thought that her God of such supposedly tender mercy had forsaken such a beautiful and spiritually beautiful soul. Anger welled within her heart as she gazed at Lochy’s broken body. How could He allow it? She lost sight of Lochy’s presence so close to her, while she centred on the anger. As she began to delve deeply into the vexatious emotions swamping her heart, Lochy suddenly groaned, whimpered and settled. Refocussed on his damaged body lying beside her, she took his hand once again, and placed it upon her face. Whilst re-claiming her warm and deep feeling for this ever faithful husband, so fragile but so seemingly resilient, she marvelled again at his remarkable recovery. But more remarkable, she thought, was the discovery of his naked body, limp and slumped forward across the fire-ravaged and still smoking dashboard, moments after the accident. 

Coming to an upright rest after tumbling several times across the centre of the two-laned street, the car burst into ravaging flame, which engulfed the entire engine, then spread to the cockpit. The young man who had rear-ended him, watched the frightening consequences unfold moment-by-moment before him. By some grace of God, his vehicle, badly crunched and torn up to the windscreen, had not suffered any damage to the cockpit. Indeed, he gazed down unbelievably at his feet, with his toes gently leaning back, still on the accelerator and brake, but only forced back a matter of millimetres from the buckling firewall to the engine. Once the blinding violence of the impact had stopped, he saw in his periphery the flames. Lochy’s vehicle had disappeared completely in blinding hues of yellow, red and orange. Not a symmetrical line or shape was discernible. The young man’s regard for his own condition disappeared instantaneously as he watched, horrified at the thought that someone was still in the car in front. The door latch moved with surprising predictability as the door swung open freely. Fumbling with the seat belt, it seemed an instant that he was standing now, metres away from the fireball, catching glimpses of the body inside, enveloped in flame. Then his body ran cold, as Lochy appeared to move and lurch. With no regard for his own safety, the young man blindly ran into the flame, until onlookers, screaming and wailing, lost sight of his outline amongst the searing flames. To women who had been walking along the footpath on their routine afternoon stroll, had witnessed in complete disbelief the unfolding events, and had began to weep uncontrollably as they watched the young man unflinchingly give his life in a vain attempt to save Lochy from his incineration. In the grip of their consuming grief however, they did not see the figure emerge again from the violent rage of fire, carrying the limp and broken Lochy from certain death. They young man struggled to the footpath, and laid Lochy to the grass. The women stopped crying almost instantly as their disbelief, and consuming relief, was replaced by throes of rapturous joy. They wondered how these two men, so completely encapsulated within the murderous flame only moments ago, had emerged from the hell with barely a scorched spot on either of their bodies. Indeed, both men were almost completely naked as their clothes burned from their bodies, but remarkably suffered no injury from the flames whatsoever. As the police scribbled notes from the astounded bystanders, ambulances wailed upwards up the street until the blur of blinking and flickering lights and sirens disappeared amidst uncertain fates.

Tanya stood silently now, at the foot of he husband’s bed, wondering how all this would turn out. Would he be crippled? Will he have brain damage? What type of a husband will she have when and if he recovers? Instinctively, she placed both hands together in prayer and raised them to her forehead. But slowly, her hands dropped, revealing the pathetic and prone figure lying helplessly in the bed. She again grew angry.           

“No need praying”. She thought. “Forsaken and left for dead”.

There was complete silence as Lochy lay with the perpetual wave of pain flooding his body. But distinctly, he suddenly felt, starting at the tip of his head and rolling like a subtle but definite line of light down his body, the pains disappear. He became acutely aware of the tingling sensation the ‘rolling light’ appeared to leave as it progressed down his entire length, and the relief was like silence amidst chaos. As he lay, startled and bewildered at this strange phenomena that overtook him completely, the words returned vividly, frightening Lochy as he realised that it was this sensation that distracted him immediately before the accident. The words appeared again as before. Word images that pre-empted feelings indescribable. And he immediately recognised their familiarity…

Through your life I shine. 

Through your days I count my return.   

Be calm and ready, my child.
My works will bring the universe asunder. 

And all will return to Me.

The small, turban-clad figure beneath the foliage rocked back and forth persistently. Sitting cross-legged beneath the tree, the child sage was meditating silently, like he had done every night for the last four years. Villagers came and sat, wondering at this small child’s unrelenting routine, and busily chatting as to what it all meant. Days of torrential rain had all but stayed the most determined, yet the child wandered from his home to the same tree, to begin the same ritual, whilst village elders pondered his extreme devotion. The religious elder’s had convened a meeting with the child and his relatives twelve months after he began to practice his strange and silent devotion. 

“Why do you sit beneath the tree and mediate, my boy?” Queried one elder.

“I don’t know why”, the boy replied.

“Surely, you meditate on things, little one?” he continued.

“No. But I feel needful of my time with God, elder.”

“And of what things do you pray for child?”

The child sat, confused and worried that he was unable to give the elder a reply he sensed he needed to give for the elder to feel satisfied.

“I know not of things, elder. I do not pray for things. I meditate in silence, for this is what I simply feel to do.”

The elders became frustrated that they had not had an explanation of why the little boy showed such devotion. They turned to his parents.

“Mother, you say your son does not eat or drink for days on end? Surely he is sustained silently at night when he returns to your home? Father?”

The parents looked shyly at each other. The father leaned forward.

“I have sat with him on many days through worry. I have watched him and not left his side for five sunsets on many occasions. I was sheltered, fed and watered by my wife and children whilst I stayed. I swear, as the scriptures warn me not to do, but I must swear on my God, that he had no need for food or water. He has not responded when it is offered. He has had no opportunity, nor showed any sign of interest”.

The elders pondered this astounding devotion. They themselves had fasted over many days as a cleansing and sacrificial ritual, as required by their faith. But the boy’s devotional routine had left them profoundly baffled. 

Four years later, as the boy continued his devotion with precise and simplistic reliability, the word of his devotion had passed hundreds of miles over the Indian mainland. Pilgrims from towns that took seven days to travel from came to watch the boy sit and rock with intense, yet peaceful devotion. 

And as the sun faded gently behind the boy’s tree to the west one afternoon, the visitors began to proceed back to their villages. An elderly man was being helped to his feet, as he caught sight of the boy, still rocking silently and steadily, but quickly disappearing in a ball of wild flame. The man panicked, and soon bystanders were screaming hysterically, as they stood helplessly, forced back by the searing heat. The only water available would have been twenty minutes away, and as locals realised the uselessness of embarking to fetch it, they dropped to their knees and wailed with excruciating horror. Through his flood of tears, the old man watched startled, as the flames began to die down, until all that was left was the boy, all his clothes burnt from his body, lying naked beneath the scorched tree. They ran to him, only to be shocked at his condition. Not a burnt or scorched area of skin on the boy’s entire body. The boy roused, and bewildered, began to ask what had happened. A pilgrim sat him up and covered his little body with his cotton wrap. “You were consumed by fire, little one. Had I been here to witness it alone, not a single man would believe me. You have survived by a miracle, my son. You are truly blessed.” The old man ran over. “Are you alright, my son?” The man shook and stumbled, clearly shocked by what he had witnessed. 

“I…I...” The little boy quivered at the sudden chill of the evening air. “I…saw words. Many words. And then I awoke to you.” The locals and pilgrims gathered the child up, and carried him to his home. As they battled to compile a complete story from the many who had gathered inside and outside the home, the boy lay on his straw bed and slept. Stories flowed throughout the night as he rested without murmur or flinching. People simply staring at this boy sage who defied nature. Soon, his parents had ushered the last remnants of visitor from their house, until it fell silent. They were aware that there still waited at least two-dozen people outside, but at least their home was theirs for now. They entered their son’s room quietly, his mother running her hand across his dark, silken hair.

“What fate awaits you my darling son? And what is this that is happening to you?” The morning sun rose, gently revealing those that slept outside the house. They were sitting now, praying fervently as the morning dew dampened their clothes almost transparent. And as his mother entered the room to gently wake the child, she recoiled in horror, as his bed lay empty.

As he rocked gently beneath the tree, Sungari, the boy sage, suddenly felt a force, gently stirring from the tip of his head, roll steadily down his body. The words that had entered his head and heart that fiery day before came once again. And as he felt the looming wave of unconsciousness consuming him again, the words vividly resounded…

Through your life I shine. 

Through your days I count my return.   

Be calm and ready, my child.

My works will bring the universe asunder. 

And you will return to Me.                  

Chap 3
The computer whirred to life. Her coffee sat monemts away from the mouse pad, just enough for a life-saving flick of the wrist to grab the handle and raise it to her mouth. Instinctively sipping her first morning brew without even watching the cup, Winona Shouding gazed into the raw data scrolling across the screen as if in a trance. Numbers seemingly screamed and flowed in a blur of seemless data verification. She had been home processing received data from the ‘Search For Extraterrestrial Intelligence’, or SETI, website. By the use of radio telescopes, the SETI organisation hoped to use the radio technology to listen for narrow bandwith radio signals from the outer reaches of our known galaxy. Any detection of a signal would provide evidence required to prove the existence of extraterrestrial technology. By discretely searching the received data digitally, SETI soon realised that they alone would not have enough computing power required to search the vast array of frequency ranges. Therefore, in an innovative attempt to give the organisation the facility to verify digital data received, SETI had designed a small, home based processing software application, downloaded for free from the www, so that the average home computer and ET enthusiast could become involved in their search. Winona had been involved for five years in the SETI search, but today, she had turned on her new PC, complete with all the bangs-and-whistles to keep her entertained for ages. The data scrolled whilst she minimised the window, and with a quick prod at the mouse, she was soon viewing her favourite Podcast, “Speaking In Tounges”. Since surfing around months before looking for interesting Podcasts, she had stumbled upon this half-hour exploration of religious and thoelogical issues purely by accident. What she found was an uproariously comedic and witty forum of ‘info-tainment’ styled banter between a catholic priest and jewish documentary producer. She delighted in the irreverence of the young jewish presenter, contrasted by the old-world wisdom and conservatism of the elderly priest. As she chuckled at her latest episode, she quickly noticed the screen go black. Poking at the power button, Winona placed her coffee cup down, and glancing back at the screen, saw that the screen was still black, but was displaying floating, unrecognisable text across her blank screen. Stunned, she sat and watched the text slowly float in random sequence across the VDU. She glanced again at the power button, looking for the tell-tale activity light flicker. She stood and strained to look across the PC tower, to check the power cord, which she found intact. The television was blaring from across the loungeroom of her flat, which proved that there was no problems with power. As she sat back down, she again amazed at what was appearing from her screen, The text had become sequentially arranged. The font appeared familiar, but was more alike symbols than alphabetical text. In a moment of unusual clarity, Winona deliberately pressed the ‘PRTSCN’ key on the keyboard. The ‘Print Screen’ button, she instinctively knew, allows the user to take a literal ‘photo’ of the screen, and places it to the computer ‘clipboard’. She sat trying to decipher the unusual text, but as she pressed her head towards the screen, it instantly resumed it’s normal desktop window, exactly as it was before the abberant glitch. She imediately opened her wordprocessor, and selected the ‘paste’ function. Amazingly, a picture of the black screen, complete with symbols, attached itself into her document. She pulled the edge of the image to widen it’s size, until it fit across the page. Still, Winona wanted a greater sized view of this strange photo, and ‘zoomed’ to view the page at 150%....  











Bewildered, she saved the document with the name, ‘Sillyscript’, in her document folder, moments before her sight began to fade.

Fumbling with his keys, Christopher gently swung the lock, and tentitively pushed the door to. The darkened room was gently lit by the glow of the monitor screen on the far side of the third story, Melbourne apartment. Christopher had recently been trusted enough for Winona to make and give him a set of her keys, and this was the first time he was using them without her being there with him. However, he’d attempted to phone her as previously arranged, and unusually, the land line phone was completely dead. And her mobile immediately went to voicemail the three times he tried to ring. Something wasn’t quite right.
The room reflected an ethereal glow. Christopher scanned left to right, looking for his girlfriend. But it was not the light that stimulated his senses, as much as the smell. An acrid, overpowering burnt smell assaulted his nose and throat to the point that his head instantly started to ache. And such was the power of the smokey stench, that his eyes started to water uncontrollably. His blurred vision, the instant and dull ache in his head, added to the circumstantial distress emerging within him, created a cocktail of almost overwhelming panic. But as he walked into the room, he suddenly stubbed the toe of his shoe upon a protruding leg. Lying unconscious in front of the lounge, Winona was on her side, naked but for a large cushion that had obviously slipped from the lounge and across her torso. The carpet around her, and part of the lounge, was lightly smoldering, but unmistakeably burnt. Christopher dropped to the ground and lifted the cushion. The side that had rested upon her was burnt also. Christopher pulled the throw rug from the top of an adjacent lounge chair, pulling it across Winona’s body. Lying her on her back, he urgently tried to gain a response. As a nurse, he instictively fell into the first aider’s ‘DRABC’ emergency response. Checking her breathing, he was relieved to feel her breath on his face as he leaned closely into her. Searching her face for some sign of consciousness, he became frustrated from the lack of light. Christopher stood and leaned towards a wall lamp, switching the light on. The scene that was suddenly revealed startled and confused him. The study desk, upon which the computer, text books and various stationery sat, was completely scorched. The entire contents that sat atop the desk, was reduced to a mess of lava-like designs of melted plastic and piles of ash that once was paper or cardboard. The officer chair was represented now as a metal skeleton, with anything that could burn, destroyed and reduced to a mess upon the wooden veneer flooring. With confusion increasing with every scene he confronted, Christopher turned again to Winona. Fleetingly, he deduced a possible sequence of events. There appeared to have happened a fire that originated at the desk, fierce, but localised. But somehow, Winona had seemingly been at the desk at the time, and was either blown from the desk, or had somehow propelled herself from it. The computer appeared scorched or melted at places, but was still functioning, as evidenced to the screen still active before him. The keyboard was an undescernible, melted mess. Either way, she had to have been on fire herself, because the environs around the immediate area that he had found her lying, was burned and scorched. Furthermore, her clothes had been burned from her body. At this realisation, he fell again to her side, and gingerly lifted the throw rug to assess her injuries. Starting with her hands and arms, he noticed no sign of blemish. He feared the sight of her body, as he modestly lifted the rug to expose her legs, then her side, and her stomach. There appeared no sign of burn, blemish, scorch or redness. Winona’s stirring startled him, as he dropped the rug to attend. 

“Wha.., what happened? Chris?” Winona looked dazed, struggling to focus.

“Sweetheart, how are you feeling? I..I’m not sure what’s happened Winny.” He held her hand, but firstly checking it for injury. 

“I can’t remember…what’s happened Chris?” Her voice conveyed an increasing confusion and concern. She strained to look down her body. “Where’s my clothes, Chris?”

Can you remember anything, Winona? Look, there’s been a fire, but you look okay. Your clothes look like they’ve been burnt from your body, Winny.” Christopher was now as confused as Winona, but he was mostly concerned with ensuring those parts of her body that he modestly refused to look at whilst she was unconscious, was not injured. 

“Sweetheart, I’ve checked your legs, arms, your face and your tummy, but can you tell me if you’ve got any burns anywhere else. Winone gently lifted the rug, momentarily realising that Christopher must have draped it on her, to check her body.

“No, I look…there’s no problems. Chris, what happened to my clothes?” Although she’d asked him before, she still struggled with the reality as it consciously emerged for her. Christopher struggled to understand the events as they appeared to him to have happened. But his main thought was for any injury she would have suffered, sensing that with most burns victims, the deep damage to the skin would have obscured any pain, thus lulling Winona into a false sense of security.

“We’ll have to get you into a cool bath, sweetheart. We’ll need to cool your burns until the ambulance gets here”.

Winona’s incongruence heightened as she sensed and searched for signs of injury. She could find none.      

“Chris…Chris, I feel OK. I’m not burnt. I’m just, oh…fuzzy. I need some clothes. I’m cold.”
With that, Christopher assisted Winona to her feet, gently ensuring the rug was secured around her. They left the room and convoluted mess behind them, as he led her to the bathroom. Gingerly, she closed the door behind her, leaving Christopher to return to the scene that confounded and concerned him, the likes he had never known. 

Chapter Start
The lab was always a peaceful, liberating place to work. Lochy sometimes reflected on the words of his much-loved grandfather when he was a curious youngster, facinated by anything he could find at the end of a microscope. 
“Mate, when you get old enough to work, find something to do that you love, and you’ll never have to work a single day of your life.”
Indeed, Lochy had followed the sage advice, and right to his Pop’s word, never tired of his work as a geneticist. The miraculous discoveries of the human genome project
, which resulted in the development of a ‘road map’, for the development and function of a human being, had fascinated him since researching emerging genetic discoveries whilst at high school. But it wasn’t just the fascination of a complex, interesting science that at first hooked him, but a conversation with a school friend at the cafeteria one seemingly inane day.
Lochy had offered Michelle a bite of his pork sandwich, at which she instantly screwed her face in disgust.
“No, we don’t eat pork in our family. But thanks.” She continued with her noodles. 

“You a muslim?” He queried nonchalantly, but with a wry grin.

“No..”, she hesitated, “…I just won’t ever eat pork”. Lochy was fascinated with Michelle’s tone of reply. He pressed her again, until she sat silently. The uncomfortable pause leaving a scent of alarm hanging between their conversation.
“My granddad was a WWII vet. He was in the Army. He was in New Guinie, fighting on the Kokoda Track. But, he got captured, and the Japs were going to kill him, ‘cause they had no food, and apparently, that was their way. 
“And well, the Japs had no food, and they were going to kill him, but they didn’t, and sent him back down the track. Grand dad said they were building a bridge at this crossing, and he was ordered to help. So, he was there for about two weeks, and he was only getting a tiny bit of pastey rice every now and then. Anyway, one afternoon, these soldiers came back from wherever they’d been fighting, and one took a huge chunk of pinkish white meat out of his pack. Grand dad said it looked like pork, and that they’d probably got it from the wild pigs or farm animals around they areas he’d been in. So, they cooked it up, and gave him some. He reckoned it was the best tasting pork he’d ever had, complete with crackle.

“As they were taking him off the island, the ship he was being held on got bombed, and grand dad eventually got picked up and returned to Port Moresby.

“But when he was in the Hospital, he saw his mates there, and one of them had heard that the Aussies had found some of his mates who’d been killed on the track. One of them had a huge chuck of his thigh cut away, like a lot of the bodies had along the track. Pop never ate pork again, and wouldn’t let us either. It wasn’t until I was a lot older that Dad told me the full story.”

Lochy sat mesmerised at the story. At first horrified and disgusted, but as he thought about her story, he became facinated with the fact that human flesh shared a similarity in physiology to the swine. This fact added to his emerging fascination with other physiological similarities with lower-order animal species. He immediately audited his rudimentary knowledge of other similarities that he’d heard of; skeletal, physiological and behavioural similarities in primates, the human tail bone, organ similaries      
�This is ‘Christopher’, who’s girlfriend Winona is the third character who experiences ‘the gifting’.


�“The Human Genome Project is expected to produce a sequence of DNA representing the functional blueprint and evolutionary history of the human species.”





