
The Forgetting

In the beginning two titanic empires fought for control of the world, of mankind. One empire was 
founded on the rock of magic, while the other was founded principle of science.

The Empire of Science built large machines that crawled across the surface of the world, causing 
death and destruction everywhere they went. The Empire of Magic created balls of fire which 
scorched the earth and destroyed the large machines of the Empire of Science.

The Empire of Magic sensed an opening and attacked the factories where the machines were being 
made. In retaliation the Empire of Science targeted the places where the Empire of Magic was 
weaving its curses and its spells.

And so the conflict escalated, and the people sheltered in caves and vaults underground, while up 
above the factories of the Empire of Science still produced the clothes, the furniture, and the other 
goods that people could no longer buy.

The Empire of Magic had no audience for its plays and shows, its love potions and its medicines, its
spells and its cures. The war had driven people underground, and they starved and died and lived in 
fear.

One day a young man named Simon climbed out of the basement, where he had been hiding and 
starving, and searched for food on the surface, in spite of the danger. He filled his bags with as 
many tins as he could and walked back to his hole in the ground. Just as he was about to duck out of
sight a machine of the Empire of Science spotted the movement and a charm of the Empire of 
Magic also noticed him.

Both weapons hit him at the same time and knocked him sideways through all the many spaces that 
are a step away. He arrived rather shaken in a space where the dark was light and the light was dark.
Grey shapes slithered over grey rocks and slid into and out of a grey sea. The only colour was the 
golden glow that surrounded him.

“THIS STOPS NOW!!!!” he shouted, and the grey shapes slithered away or dived into the grey sea.

Simon stepped back to human space and raised his hands. A pulse of gold spread out from him into 
the distance. All the machines stopped and the curses and spells tumbled from the sky and rolled to 
a stop. The golden glow still surrounded him, and he sat on a rock and waited.

When the representatives of the Empire of Science reached him, he said “Bring me the Chief 
Scientist.”

When the representatives of the Empire of Magic appeared, he said “Bring me the High Wizard.”

Of course, they did not come alone. The Chief scientist brought along his most trusted aides and as 
much scientific equipment as they could manage. They directed their instruments at Simon and tut-
tutted at the results.

“If I could just take a sample of your blood, please, sir,” said one of the medical scientists moving 
forward. Simon gestured and he stopped frozen to the spot.

“I said ‘THIS STOPS NOW’”, said Simon. “Chief Scientist, what do you think of Magic?”



“Stuff and nonsense, of course. Silly superstition that should be routed out!” answered the Chief 
Scientist and most of the other scientists nodded in agreement.

“Really? Then it would surprise you then that your gunners cross their fingers before they load their
big guns. That the riflemen kiss a bullet before they load it. That many of them carry a small round 
pebble for luck. If you believe that Magic and superstition should be routed out, move to the left.”

Most of the delegation moved to the left, leaving only four of the younger scientists shaking in front
of Simon. Simon turned to those on the left.

“Your blind bigotry has devastated the world. You are banished to a space where only Science 
exists. Where there is no Magic. When you get tired of a space without Magic, you merely have to 
express your regret and you will return to our human space.”

Simon gestured and the group of scientists on the left vanished. He gestured to the four remaining 
scientists to come closer.

“You are now the representatives of Science in human space. Do you have a preference for your 
leader?”

They looked at one another and mutually selected one of the two young ladies, one with a dark skin,
dark eyes, and dark hair.

“I’d be honoured to be the representative of Science,” she said, “and I certainly am not in favour of 
routing out Magic. I believe that there should be a balance between the two.”

Simon put his hand on her shoulder and the golden glow momentarily expanded to include her.

“I hope that you don’t regret that decision, my dear. Please stand by me.”

He gestured. “Now you have control of your machines back. I suggest that you remove them and 
maybe dismantle them, but it is up to you. Please, return to your laboratories and my thanks to you.”

The High Wizard also brought a delegation.

“I demand that you release our curses and spells. We need them to defeat the evil scientists.”

“What do you think of Science, High Wizard. Is it really evil?” said Simon.

“Of course it is! It denies the reality of Magic, and strives to force all things into its abominable 
straight-jacket.”

“So do you measure the ingredients of your spells and potions or do you just guess? Do your junior 
wizards experiment with new spells or variations of old spells?”

The High Wizard spluttered a bit.

“All those of you who think that Science is evil, please move right.”

Once again, only five nervous youngsters were left in the centre. Simon turned to the group on the 
right.

“You want a world where Science has been banished. Well, I banish you to a space where there is 
no Science. If you find that you miss Science, as I suspect you will, you merely have to say so, and 
you will return.”



He gestured and the delegation disappeared.

“I want you to pick a leader,” he told the remaining five. “A representative of the Magic 
practitioners.”

They chose a young man, whose skin was olive rather than dark. He had sparkling brown eyes.

“I’m honoured, sir,” he said.

“Please come and stand with me,” said Simon. “The rest of you, please return to your studies, and 
please tidy up your curses and spells. They will only cause problems if they are left lying around 
and people stumble on them.”

He gestured and released the curses and spells. The remaining wizards left.

Simon turned to the new leader of the Magic delegation.

“I hope that you don’t regret your elevation,” he said, and laid his hand on the young man’s 
shoulder. His golden glow briefly extended to include the young wizard.

“My friends, we have a big task ahead of us,” he said. “I can see some problems to come, but not 
the solutions. Such is life. You, sire, will be my Mage, and you, ma’am, will be my Boffin. Can we 
join hands, please? Interestingly you are not the first, and you will not be the last.”

They joined hands.

Simon said “The weapons that hit me gave me such power! But it was just mine to give away. You, 
sir, and you, ma’am, are the recipients of this charge. Do only good with it, please, for the world’s 
sake. Your first challenge will be soon, but I will give you a week to get to know each other, and 
then we will start work. Magic and Science will wax and wane in influence, but neither will ever 
completely dominate or disappear. Now!”

Simon’s golden aura flowed out of him and into the two young people. Simon sighed and collapsed.
The new Mage just caught him as he fell.

The Mage looked at the new Boffin. “He’s just passed out. I think that he thinks that he gave us all 
his power, but a tiny bit remains. He’s going to be a great king, I think. He can’t escape his destiny. 
None of us can.”

“He’ll need our help,” said the Boffin. “What did he mean, he would give us a week to get to know 
each other?”

The human space faded out, and they found themselves on a beach. The sand was white with bluish 
swirls. The vegetation that backed the beach was dark green again with a bluish tinge. The sun was 
much like the human space sun and was high in the sky.

“Oh, it’s beautiful! Are we here for a week then?”

“Let’s try,” said the Mage. He stepped forward and frowned. Then he stepped forward again.

The Boffin was laughing at him. “Are you so eager to get away from me?” she asked.

The Mage realised what he’d done. “Oh, sorry, no, of course not.”

The Boffin was still laughing at him when she turned around. “Oh. Look!”



Behind them was a small cabin. The Boffin ran up and in through the open door.

“Wow! Everything we might need.”

She dashed through into one of the two bedrooms. “Oh, boy’s stuff. Yours!”

She dashed into the other. “That’s more like it. Yeah, swimming togs.”

In a few minutes, she came out of her room dressed in a bikini. The Mage gulped. She didn’t seem 
to notice, but dashed out of the cabin into the surf.

The Mage hurried to change and soon they were splashing about, dunking each other and having a 
wonderful time. Eventually they tired and headed back to the cabin. The Boffin changed into a 
floral dress that wrapped around her, while the Mage changed into a t-shirt and shorts.

“Hmm,” said the Boffin, fiddling with a chrome and glass box on the kitchen bench. “An automatic 
oven or something.”

She pulled a menu card out of it. “What do you fancy?”

They selected their meals and entered the codes for them into the oven. When it pinged they 
brought out their meals and sat down, only for the Mage to jump up and look in the fridge.

“Wine?”

“Yes please, something aromatic, please.”

They chatted over their meals and wine, and discovered that each was interested in the other’s field 
of expertise, even though officially they were supposed to hate it. They showed each other their 
favourite tricks.

“Mmmm,” said the Mage, “I’ve a feeling that this space was made by Simon for us, and won’t exist
after we leave.”

“There are others almost as good,” said the Boffin, reaching out to hold his hand. “Have you been 
to dragon space?”

“No, you will have to take me there,” said the Mage.

They realised that they were holding hands, and awkwardly took them back. A brief silence ensued.

“We’ve got a big job on, back home,” said the Boffin.

“Yes, I want to do it though. Don’t you?”

“Yes, but it gives me the shivers.”

“That’s possibly the wind through the window.”

“Very funny,” she said, laughing.

The first day they walked along the beach exploring. They found rock pools and caves, they found 
starfish and crabs. They found blue seaweed and purple seagrass. They found a large daisy like 
flower that grew between the rocks high above the waterline. Seagulls patrolled the sky and probed 
in the sand and the rock pools.



The second day they were holding hands. They walked around the point and in the distance they 
saw a huge twin peaked mountain on the horizon. The bay beyond the point swept round in the 
direction of the mountain, the blue swirled sands inviting them to walk as far as they could. They 
declined and turned back to their beach. They talked and talked. They swam, they just lazed around.

The third day they kissed. They had been for swim and the Boffin had put on a wrap-around skirt. 
They leaned on the bar at the edge of the veranda and looked out at the blue-green sea. They both 
started to say something and turned to look at each other. The Mage leaned in and kissed her.

She said, “Oh!” and turned away for a second.

Then she turned back and kissed him back.

“Do you think that Simon knew something?” she said between kisses.

“I don’t know. Maybe. I don’t care. Do you?”

“No. Of course not.”

“Oh look! A humming bird.”

The big climber that wreathed their cabin had come into flower and the small birds were hovering 
over them sipping nectar from the deep flowers.

“Oh they’re lovely.”

The fourth day they climbed the small hill behind the cabin. Half way up the hill they came across a
clearing and rooting in the ground under a tree was a small pig. It was almost as surprised as they 
were and grunted and ran off away from them. They pressed on up the hill, and found that the top 
was a rocky outcrop, and scrambled up the last couple of metres. They sat on top of the outcrop and 
ate the sandwiches that they had dialled up on the ‘oven’.

“This space of Simon’s is beautiful, isn’t it.”

She squirmed around and laid her head in his lap. He stroked her hair.

“Yes,” he said. “But we could do the same.”

“Mmm, maybe. Or we could just explore others, like dragon space. That’s beautiful in other ways.”

She sat up. “What’s that down there?”

“It looks like a temple or something, covered in vegetation. It’s just behind the beach, about one 
hundred metres from the cabin, I’d say. Want to take a look?”

“Yeah. It should be safe. I don’t think anything here will harm us. But tomorrow?”

They lazed around the top of the hill for a bit, then strolled back down to the beach. There was no 
sign of the piglet, except for a few patches where it had been rooting around under the trees. A few 
birds with fantastic tail feathers flitted between the trees.

They swam in the ocean, diving to pick up shells from the bottom and watched the multicoloured 
fish that swam around their legs unafraid. They walked on the beach and spotted a bush in the 
vegetation above the tide line with small round succulent fruits on it and ate their fill. The Mage 
dropped one of the fruits and a small furry hopping creature made a dash and claimed it in its small 



furry claws. It was so comical that they dropped a few more fruits, and others dashed out to retrieve 
the bounty.

On the fifth day they visited the temple. It wasn’t a proper temple, they decided, but only a building 
built to look like a temple. They couldn’t detect and Magic or Science in it, so they decided to enter 
it.

Inside it was bright, with tables and chairs, and what they decided to call the altar. The altar was 
covered in a lined cloth and had a lighted candlestick at each end. The Mage tried to lift one of 
them, but it was attached to a lever. As he pulled it the wall behind the altar rose into the roof, 
revealing a corridor behind it.

The Boffin ducked into the corridor and the Mage let go of the candlestick, only for the wall behind 
the altar to descend, cutting him off from the Boffin. He pulled on the candlestick and nothing 
happened. In a panic, he lifted the other candlestick, but it was just a candlestick.

He searched around for another lever or hidden switch. Nothing! Then the wall behind the altar rose
once more.

“Come on,” said Boffin. “I’m holding it open. It’s a giant puzzle!”

He ducked through the entrance and hugged the Boffin.

“Worried were you?” she said laughingly.

“You don’t know how much.”

She kissed him. “I probably do. It took me a while to find the switch. Let’s explore.”

“Nothing is going to hurt us here in this space. I feel it,” she said.

“Yes, I agree. It’s designed for fun, so it’s going to be safe.”

“Interesting,” she said. “I’m supposed to be the analytical one, but I was going by my feelings. You 
had a logical reason, and you are supposed to the dealer in beliefs and dreams.”

“Maybe they aren’t so far apart after all. Or maybe Simon’s accident brought Science and Magic 
closer together.”

They spent the rest of the day exploring the temple, from the depths of the dungeons, to the 
observatory on the roof. The Boffin excelled at the logic puzzles but the Mage was as good in his 
field of excellence. When there was no obvious route to follow, at an intersection of two corridors 
for example, the Mage led the way.

On the sixth day, their last full day, they strolled on the beach, past the temple, to a broad white and 
blue sandy river mouth. They let the water run over their feet and paddled their way across. On the 
other side was a colony of seal like creatures with crests on their heads. Seagulls flew overhead 
raucously searching for titbits that the seals might drop.

“Phew, they stink!” said the Boffin.

“That’s what a fish diet does for you, I suppose.”



They strolled on for a while, watching the thin legged sea birds delving in the sand at the water’s 
edge, and peering at small darting fish trapped in the rock pools. They carried on until they reached 
a deep flowing river much bigger than the one that they had crossed. Small reptiles dozed on the 
rocks as they absorbed the sunlight.

“Time to head back,” said the Mage. The Boffin sighed and turned back. She matched steps and 
held his arm. He stopped and kissed her and they moved on.

After their meal that evening, they sat together in the swing chair on the veranda.

“I love you, dear Boffin,” said the Mage.

“I love you, dear Mage. But? There was a ‘but’ there,” she replied.

The Mage sighed. “Doesn’t it seem awfully convenient to you? That we became Mage and Boffin, 
whatever that is, and fell in love in a couple of days?”

“Do you have any married friends? How did they meet?”

“Yes, one couple met at a bus stop when the bus was cancelled. And another couple met when they 
signed up for the same course.”

“What if the bus had come on time? What if they’d decided on different courses?”

“Well they wouldn’t have met, would they, and they wouldn’t have.... Oh, I see.”

“Any life event is unlikely, if you calculate the probabilities. Any event. If you prefer another way 
of saying it, they were destined to meet. We were destined to meet and fall in love. Everything else 
follows on from that. I don’t know whether things are predestined, or whether we can choose our 
course in life. I don’t care, if I have you. Another way of looking at it would be that we were chosen
because we would fall in love.”

“Wise woman. Will you marry me?”

She snuggled up to him. “Yes of course. I thought that you’d never ask.”

On the morning of the seventh day they had just breakfasted and had a swim. They dressed in the 
clothes that they had arrived in, which had turned up in their clothes cupboards clean and neatly 
pressed.

“I could do with one of those cupboards,” said the Boffin. “Imagine! No more washing or ironing.”

The Mage laughed. “Yes, me too!”

They walked out onto the veranda.

“What now,” the Mage wondered.

“Look, there’s a boat,” said the Boffin.

It didn’t appear to have a motor but was headed directly for them. In the front stood Simon.

“That’s not Simon, that’s an automaton,” said the Mage.

The boat rammed up on the shore and the automaton Simon strode up to them.



“Time’s up,” it said. “Time to go back.”

The idyllic space faded and was replaced by the blasted landscape where they had met Simon, but 
there was no sign of anyone. They headed in the direction of the centre of the town, and there were 
a few people about. The Mage stopped a passer-by.

“Do you know where Simon is?”

“No idea. Do you mean the King? He’s at the palace, I expect.” He pointed down the road.

“Hey! I can understand you. What’s happened? You must know. Why can’t I understand anyone 
else?”

“What’s your name, sir?” asked the Boffin.

“Zeb,” said the passer-by. “Even my wife can’t remember it. Come think of it, I can’t remember 
hers.” He looked bemused.

“Sorry, Zeb. We don’t know what is going on either. Maybe the King will know.”

Zeb nodded. “Good luck to you. I hope someone can sort this out.”

The Mage and the Boffin headed down the hill. In places the recent conflicts had damaged 
buildings or the roadways. At the bottom, in the town centre was a large building, with a big sign 
outside that read “Town Hall”.

People were about, mostly arguing frustratedly with each other. Or not. Most interactions seemed to
end in frustration. The Mage and the Boffin headed for the doors which had a sign “Council 
Chamber” on them. A large man stepped up in front of them and folded his arms.

“You can’t come in,” he said.

“Why not?” asked the Boffin.

The large man reacted with shock. “You understand me!”

The Boffin looked at the Mage. “A pattern,” she said.

“Yes, we understand you. Can we see Simon now?”

“Simon? You mean the King?” He seemed confused. “I guess so.”

The Boffin and the Mage pushed through the doors, and into the room. Simon was sitting in the 
Mayor’s chair, shouting at an elderly man.

“I don’t care! Just find them for me.”

The elderly man said “I don’t understand you, sir.”

“He doesn’t understand you, Simon. Don’t be angry with him,” said the Boffin.

“Boffin! Mage! Where have you been?”

“Where you sent us, a week ago, Simon.”

“I did? What’s going on? Some guys rushed up and dragged me down here and put me in this 
throne. Why?”



“You don’t remember? You got hit by some power, Magic and Science, that gave you huge power 
for a short time. You stopped the war and made us Mage and Boffin, and sent us off for a week to a 
paradise space. You gave us most of your power, and, it seems, you made it so that people can talk 
but no one can understand anyone else. Except us, apparently,” said the Boffin.

The Boffin turned to the elderly man. “Can you please get us some tea, sir? I would love some.”

The elderly man turned to go. “They understand me, and I understand them,” he muttered and 
shuffled off.

“Simon, it seems that the little power you retained has made you King. This is actually the Town 
Hall and that is the Mayor’s chair. We can help you become King, and I suggest that we start your 
reign here and make this town your capital.”

Simon spread his hands. “I didn’t want to be King, but something tells me I must be. I am in your 
hands.”

The elderly man came back bearing a tray with the tea. “Can you tell him he’s sitting in my chair?”

“Oh, sorry, Mr Mayor. That is King Simon’s chair for now,” said the Mage.

“Thank you for the tea, Mr Mayor,” said the Boffin. “We’ll get your chair back to you as soon as 
possible. Could you please leave us for a while?”

The Mayor said “Sure. You guys seem to know what’s going on. No one ever tells me anything.”

He shuffled off, muttering.

“Let’s all join hands for a minute. We need as much power as we can get for this.”

So the three of them joined hands.

“Can we fix up the language?” asked the Boffin.

“It doesn’t seem so,” said the Mage. “But we can create a new one.”

“How can we distribute it? We can’t do it person by person.”

“Give it to me,” said Simon. “Then when I talk to anyone they will understand, and they will be 
able to speak to me in the new tongue. They will then pass it on. When everyone speaks it, it will 
stop being special and become mundane. Children will then learn it naturally from their parents.”

“Good idea. How long will it take, dear?” said the Boffin.

“Fifteen minutes if we all use our power.”

The Mage laid out his charms and the Boffin linked them with her equations, and Simon added a 
few directions and suggestions. The language started from a word, became a sentence and grew into
a paragraph, then a dictionary and a thesaurus, some dialects and a smidgen of slang and a few 
research papers and technical books of scientific words and a grimoire of magic and superstition. 
This became the core of the language.

The Mage added emotion and belief, the Boffin added logic and reason, while Simon added 
governance and direction, as well as freedom and latitude. Since it was going to be a real language 



they added a few negative elements, like bigotry, envy, and regretfully they allowed in grief and 
pain. They had to add those, even though they didn’t want to do so.

The core of the language became a silver pearl in the Mage’s hand. He gave it to Simon who 
swallowed it. The Mage gestured and the language expanded in Simon’s brain.

“I think I’ve got it,” Simon said. “Let’s start sending it out there.”

He went to the door and opened it. The security man turned towards him and Simon said “Let it be 
known that I, King Simon, require that all leading politicians and business leaders attend me here at 
their earliest convenience. You sir, what is your name?”

“Smith, sire, your Majesty,” said the confused security man.

“You will be half of my personal security guard. You will need to get someone to take your place 
outside the door and you will need to appoint another security guard to be the other half of my 
personal security. Please go ahead and set that up.”

“What about the language, sire? No one can understand anyone else.”

“That has been resolved. Anyone you talk to will be able to understand you, and you will be able to 
understand them. OK?”

“Yes, sire. I’ll get my friend Jones to be your other personal guard and I’ll start getting that message
out there.”

Smith closed the door and the Mage and the Boffin and the new King returned to the table.

“My tea is cold,” said the Boffin. With a gesture she heated it up again and took a satisfied sip.

“What little power I retained tells me that the world will be totally different from now onwards,” 
said Simon. “There will be no Empire of Science and no Empire of Magic, though I can see that 
both magic and science will still battle for dominance, just not for total domination. And you, my 
friends, represent those two paradigms. Is there anything that I can do for you?”

“We will be busy helping you establish your kingdom for the next few years, sire. We will not have 
much free time, but we can’t wait. We would like you to marry us today, sire, if you would be so 
kind,” said the Mage.

The Boffin nodded. The new King asked them to hold hands, then he declared that they were man 
and wife, and added that this was a marriage of magic and science. This is why the custom is that all
marriages are declared to be between those two paradigms.

Later, in their suite at the hotel that King Simon had arranged for them, they were cuddled up on the
sofa. The Mage had his arm around her, and she was leaning against him, with her feet up on the 
sofa.

“We’ll have to let our families know that we are married,” said the Boffin. “They will be a bit 
annoyed that we’ve done it without them, but I didn’t want to wait.”

The Mage nodded. “But communications have been terrible because of the war. They’ll 
understand.”



Just then two ghostly figures appeared in front of them, gradually solidifying until they could see 
that they were an old man and woman.

“Pure science,” said the Boffin looking at one of her instruments.

“And pure magic,” said the Mage.

They looked at each other, puzzled.

“Ooof, mind if we sit down?” said the old man. “We’re not as young as we used to be.”

“Who are you?” asked the Mage. “How did you do that?”

“We’re the Boffin and the Mage,” said the old woman. “Or we were. You’ve taken over the mantle 
now. We just had to meet you before we go.”

“You’re our predecessors?”

“Yes, and we’re ageing fast. We want to wish you luck. We have enjoyed our time in the roles.”

“Yes, we’ve not regretted a minute of it,” said the old man. “I don’t think that you will either. We 
tried too hard at the start, but learned that you can’t fix all the problems. Once we understood that, 
we managed a lot better.”

“I like that solution for the language problem,” said old lady. “Letting it spread like a virus was a 
good idea.”

The old and the old woman stood up and shook hands with their successors.

“Now we can briefly go back to our old names. What were they, my dear? I’ve forgotten,” asked the
old man.

“Adam and Eve, dear,” said the old woman as they faded quietly away.
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