
The Sleeping God
“You’d better come and look at this, boss!”

Gordon sighed. “What is it this time, Jeff? Not another ‘fossil’, I hope! The last one stopped us 
for a week, before that expert confirmed that the markings on the rock were not fossils. For the little
gods’ sake! These rocks are millions of years old, and fossils are almost non-existent!”

“Yes, boss. I know. This isn’t a fossil. At least, I don’t see how it could be.”
Jeff appeared shaken, and Gordon wondered why. What could have caused that glint of fear in 

his eyes? What would make him shake like that?
The big digger was not moving, the engine muttering to itself in idle. Gordon stepped over the 

rubble and climbed into the latest trench that the machine had carved through the rock. Several of 
his workers were standing around, and they were visibly tense as they stood there in their helmets 
and florescent safety jackets. They stopped talking as Gordon and Jeff approached.

“There,” said Jeff pointing.
A small part of the rock face, about ten centimetres long and about four centimetres wide 

reflected the sun like a mirror. It was curved and Gordon could see his distorted reflection move as 
he approached the rock face.

He spun around, furious.
“Who did this? Who stuck this to the rock? I will find out and whoever is responsible for this 

prank is out of a job! Now, who knows who did this?”
Jeff stepped back. “But, boss, no one did this. Manny ran the digger along the rock and spotted 

this, and stopped the digger. He radioed Petey, and Petey told me, and I fetched you.”
“You expect me to believe that that is natural? It’s obviously metallic and there can’t be anything

metallic in these rocks.”
“But, boss …”
There was a crack and the sound of falling rock. Several of the workers turned and fled. Gordon 

turned around and saw that part of the rock face was splitting off, revealing more of the shiny 
object. He could see the side of a humanoid head. The head turned and an eyelid clicked open, and 
an orange eye regarded the digging team.

“Everyone back,” shouted Gordon, and within a second or two the trench was empty.
***

“What’s it doing, boss?”
“Did you call the cops?”
“Yeah. I just told them that we had found a body. If I’d told them what we’d really found they 

would have hung up on me.”
Gordon nodded and peeked over the edge of the trench.
“It’s just turned its head a few times, but I think it is trying break out, because little bits of rock 

keep breaking off.”
Jeff took a look. “Oh, yes. Its head is completely free now. Wow! That was a big chunk. I can see

something, maybe its shoulder.”
“Yeah. I’d better go and wait for the police. Do you mind keeping a watch on it, Jeff?”
“OK, boss. Don’t be long.”
“OK. If anything else happens, just run for it.”
“You bet I will.”
“Good man!”



Gordon made his way down to the work cabin. He’d just reached it when a police car came 
bouncing up the rough track from the gate. It stopped and Sergeant Oliver climbed out. Gordon 
heard the police radio chitchat until the Sergeant shut the car door. Gordon was pleased that it 
wasn’t Sergeant Murphy, who looked on the work crew as strangers, and therefore a little suspect.

“What have you got for me, Gordon. The report said a body?”
“Yes, Robin. Embedded in the rock.”
“In the rock? Someone drilled a hole in the rock and put a body in it?”
“Not exactly. I’ll show you.”
Jeff was still cautiously looking over the edge of the trench. “One arm is almost free now. Hi, 

Sergeant.”
“Jeff,” acknowledged the Sergeant. “’One arm is almost free’?”
“Yeah, Robin. At first we could only see the side of the head. Now most of its side is free. Have a

look for yourself.”
The Sergeant slowly raised her head so that she could see over the edge of the trench. Her whole 

body stiffened and she ducked down again.
“What is that thing? Who buried it there?” She was trembling. “The little gods, it looked at me.”
“Are you, OK, Robin? Sergeant? Well, no one buried it, and I’m sure that it was embedded in the

rock,” said Gordon.
“But those rocks are millions of years old!”
“Yeah, and there was no humanoid life around back then. So far as we knew, anyway.”
Robin shuddered. “Well at least it was me that was dispatched here. Sam Murphy would have 

tried to arrest it by now.”
“Yeah. Let’s have another look.”
All three cautiously peered over the edge of the trench. The thing in the rock was more visible 

now, with the head completely free, and the thorax partly loose. The parts that they could see were 
definitely humanoid, and were shining bright, as if they had just been polished. The apparently 
metal humanoid had been entombed lying on its side, and with a shake the topmost arm broke free. 
The humanoid then started to clear away the rock surrounding it, breaking it away as if it was just 
cheese.

“I’ll have to report this,” said the Sergeant. “Boy, this is going to be fun. Can you guys please 
watch it for a minute?”

She slid down the slope and started talking into her radio. “Hullo, Super, Oliver here. We have a 
situation…”

A few minutes later she crawled up to the lip of trench. “The Super is going to get a team up 
here. That probably means a bunch of flatfoots and the forensic bus. What’s been happening?”

“It sort of fell out of the wall of the trench a few minutes ago, but its legs were still stuck. It 
kicked a few times and got free. Now it is just lying there.”

They could see the humanoid more clearly now, It was as tall as a tall man, with the same 
muscles as a man, the same joints. Its head was bare, a shiny dome, its hands each had five fingers 
and its feet had five toes. Its face was expressionless and its eyes were orange.

“Is it a robot?” hissed Jeff.
“I don’t think so,” said the Sergeant. “It’s more like… It’s like someone took an athlete and 

painted him with metal paint.”
The figure sat up.
“It doesn’t have robot-like joints, does it?” Graham said. “It moves like a human.”



The figure opened its mouth. It had a normal set of teeth and a normal looking tongue, except the
teeth and tongue looked metallic. It said something, but no one could understand it.

It stood up in a very human way, and started to climb out of the trench, while Gordon, Jeff and 
Robin scrambled to get out of its way. The figure looked around, and then headed towards the 
vehicles parked a little below.

The Sergeant dashed into the figure’s path and held up her hand.
“Police. Excuse me, sir, can you please stay where you are!”
The metal figure stopped and said something incomprehensible. Suddenly its mouth opened and 

its tongue shot out, like the tongue of lizard or frog, The extended tongue hit the Sergeant’s hand.
“Oh, shit! The bastard licked me!”
The base of her thumb was grazed, with a few drops of blood oozing out.
“Boy, that hurt!”
The metal figure stopped and its eyes closed.

***
Kavagara slowly became conscious and felt confused because he had never woken up in this way 
before. Usually he woke in a spilt second, one instant unconscious, then next instant fully awake. 
There was warmth on one side of his skull and he turned his head towards the source of heat. There 
was resistance to the movement. He opened his eyes, and could see out of only one of them.

He was lying down on his side, he decided. He could see a small wall of rock in front of him. 
Hmm, it seemed to have been created by a machine. At the top of the bank were the heads of three 
humanoids who were looking down at him. He shook his head and could see out of both eyes.

He tried to move and a small avalanche of rock cracked and fell away. Why was he entombed in 
rock? There was another cascade of rock and his top arm suddenly became free. He dug the rock 
away with his hands, and moved again and this time the support beneath him disappeared and his 
body slipped to the bottom of the trench. He was held up by his legs which were still trapped by the 
rock.

A wriggle and a squirm cracked more rock and his legs slid from their entombment. He lay on 
the bottom of the trench and did a full self-check. It came up clean, and Kavagara looked around. 
While he had been climbing out of the rock, the humanoids had been coming and going and 
watching him, They spoke to one another in a language that Kavagara did not understand. He sat 
up.

“Where are my Servants?” he asked.
The humanoids didn’t reply, so he carefully climbed to his feet and started to scale the side of the

trench while the humanoids rapidly retreated. Kavagara stood on the top of the bank and looked 
around. Everything looked strange. He didn’t recognize any of the plants, and the hills were deeply 
eroded. There were machines clustered at the bottom of a slope and he decided to head towards 
them.

One of the humanoids jumped in front of him and stuck up a hand which looked remarkably like 
his own, signalling him to stop. It was, he realized, a female, and she seemed to have some 
authority over the others. The humanoid said something to him, but he couldn’t understand what she
said.

“Excuse me,” Kavagara said. “May I take a small sample?”
He shot out his tongue and removed a surface layer of cells from her hand, so that he could test 

them. He wanted to know what sort of creatures these were and what they had done with his 
Servants. Apparently it hurt the humanoid because she flinched and grabbed the affected area with 
her other hand.



Kavagara considered recent events. He need to think about them, and he needed to analyse the 
tissue sample, so he went into what humans would call a ‘stand by’ mode.

***
Kavagara woke a little quicker this time. He was being jolted around in the back of some vehicle or 
other, so the humanoids had taken advantage of his pause to move him to the vehicle and, yes, tie 
him down. That was brave of them! He decided to see where they were taking him and to spend the 
time analysing what had just happened.

The last thing that he remembered, before he came to in the trench, was talking with a few of his 
Servants. What they were discussing wasn’t important stuff, just routine day to day maintenance 
tasks. The meeting had finished and he had gazed out of the window of the building at the primitive 
world on which he was stationed. Of course there was next to nothing out there except for the small 
vehicle that he and his Servants used. He could remember nothing else after that moment.

When he had woken up in the trench, he had struggled free of the rock and fallen onto his back. 
He’d seen the humanoids and climbed out of the trench. Hmm, the trench had been dug by a large 
machine. He’d seen it rumbling away in neutral not far away, and he wondered about its 
provenance. It was larger than any machine at his station, so who had supplied it to the humanoids? 
The trench had been straight and deep. He had glanced in the direction of the trench, so he reviewed
what he seen. Hmm. A long straight and level area extending into the distance. It was tens of metres 
across. Suddenly he realized that the humanoids were building a road! The sheer size of the road 
astounded and shocked him. Why would they need a road that huge? The only ‘road’ on his base 
was the two kilometre gravel road to the edge of the valley where the hut containing the monitoring 
equipment was housed.

The humanoids didn’t speak the Language, which was odd. Still, he guessed that he should be 
able to learn their language quickly enough. He considered the analysis that his body had done of 
the cells that he had obtained from the humanoid, and was shocked, shocked to the core of his 
being. The analysis showed that the humanoids were in fact his Servants!

He sat up, breaking the weak bonds that fastened him to the truck. Just then the truck he was in 
entered the town and Kavagara watched as building after building flew by. Once again he was 
shocked. His base was the only one on the planet, and he had one hundred and fifty Servants. There 
was only one main building, and a few huts.

The town was not small and it was busy. With one glance, Kavagara counted thirty or so 
humanoids, and as the truck sped down the road, Kavagara counted hundreds more. He stopped 
counting when he reached five hundred. There were thousands of them!

He was almost as impressed by the buildings. Row after row flew past, and Kavagara was unable
to guess what they were all for. As they travelled deeper into the town, buildings with glass fronts 
began to appear. Humanoids were looking through the glass and entering and leaving the buildings.

Kavagara noticed vehicles travelling in the opposite direction. Most were small, the size of the 
one vehicle at his base, but others were larger and a few were very large indeed. One had two levels
and humanoids populated both levels of the vehicle.

The truck he was in swung into an alleyway down the side of a building and then through some 
open doors, which someone closed behind them. The humanoid that he had taken the sample from 
came round to the back of the truck and gestured for him to follow her. She led Kavagara into the 
depths of the building and into a small room with a table and some chairs. The humanoid sat down 
in one of the chairs so he did too.



A younger humanoid had followed them in, and the female humanoid turned to him and said 
something incomprehensible, and then said something to the younger humanoid who turned and 
went away. The female humanoid looked at him and touched her chest.

“Officer Oliver. Robin Oliver,” she said, and pointed at him.
He pointed at himself. “Kavagara.”
“Ka va ga ra?”
He nodded. “Kavagara. Off Izer Oli Ver.”
“Hello, Kavagara.”
He guessed what she meant.
“He llo, Officer Oliver,” he said.
The younger humanoid returned with two cups of a brownish liquid. Officer Oliver picked one 

up and drank out of it. Kavagara sniffed the liquid. It was hot and smelled interesting. There was a 
stimulant in it, but that didn’t present any danger to him. He sipped it. It had a complex and 
intriguing flavour. He decided to let the stimulant act on his body. Mmm. Very pleasant.

“Nice!” He said indicating the liquid.”
“Coffee.” said Officer Oliver, guessing that he didn’t know what it was called.
“I wonder what happened to my Servants,” said Kavagara. “I wonder what happened to the 

world! I wonder why I was trapped in the rock. I wonder how that happened.”
Of course he didn’t expect an answer. That Officer Oliver didn’t understand his language was 

clear. Officer Oliver started replying to him, but of course he didn’t understand her. It didn’t matter. 
He was building up quite a library of the humanoids’ utterances. He would analyse them later. He 
guess that she was doing much the same.

After a while, they lapsed into silence. Officer Oliver just looked at him. He looked at her and 
realized that she had a device strapped to her hip which puzzled him for a while. Suddenly he 
realized that it was a weapon!

“I hope that you don’t intend to use that weapon on me,” he said, but she had been wearing it 
since they had first met, so she probably wore it all the time.

The younger humanoid stuck his head around the door and said something.
“Officer Murphy is here, Officer Oliver.”
“Thanks, Steve. I’ll come out.”
She stood up and looked at Kavagara. “I’ll be back in a minute,” she said.
Kavagara nodded. She had obviously been summoned, He was prepared to wait for a while, and 

mulled over what the young Constable had said. ‘Officer’ came up twice. Followed once by 
‘Murphy’ and once by ‘Oliver’. A hypothesis formed in his mind. ‘Officer’ could be a role or job 
designator.

Ah well, time would tell. His brain would pop out these hypotheses from time to time as it 
analysed the humanoids’ language. He shut down to let his brain continue analysing the language 
unhindered by his need to interact with what was around him.

Officer Oliver did not notice and left the room. As she left she thought about containment and 
locked the door as she went. 

***
“You’ve captured an alien, Robin?” asked Sam Murphy. “Why didn’t you report him to the 
authorities? Let them deal with him.”

Sam and Robin were friends as well as workmates. She did think that he was a little keen to draw
his gun, but that didn’t worry her. He considered her to be a bit soft on some of the miscreants that 
they interacted with, but he wondered some times if he was too strict.



“He’s not that sort of alien, Sam,” said Robin.
Sam was confused.
“He’s from up there?”
He pointed at the sky.
“Actually, no. You know the motorway project. At the moment, they’re working on a cutting and 

carving their way through solid rock. So they uncovered a metal man in the rock. Shiny. But 
definitely not a robot.”

She wondered why she was so sure that he wasn’t a robot.
“You’re joking!”
“Nope. Anyway, the Super is sending a team from HQ. We just have to keep him here until they 

arrive. I’ve put him in Holding Room B.”
“Ah, so we can look at him through the one-way mirror!”
“Yep.”
She and Sam strolled down to the interview rooms.
“Hmm,” said Sam. “Is he naked?”
“What?” She was surprised. “No. Well, maybe. Does it matter?”
Kavagara was sitting at the table without moving. Robin thought back to when she had first seen 

him. He was undoubtedly male, but had no visible genitalia, just a mound. It seemed like he was 
wearing tight-fitting trunks, but she was sure that he wasn’t. 

“Not really. We could hold him on it, if necessary.”
“I don’t think we could, Sam. He broke out of the solid rock. He was breaking it with his hands 

as if it was clay. I think that he could walk through the wall if he wanted to.”
Sam didn’t question her knowledge. “Yeah. What’s he doing?”
Robin had a close look at the alien.
“He’s done this a couple of times. He sort of shuts down. Then suddenly he wakes up.”
Kavagara woke up.

***
Kavagana considered his knowledge of the humanoid language. He estimated that he now knew one
per cent or less of it. This surprised him, because it meant that the language was very complex.

He need more data. More information. He needed to study these humanoids, and so he needed to 
get out of here. If they were his Servants, then he should be in charge. Something was telling him 
that it wasn’t that simple, so he decided leave, to learn more about these creatures,

He stood up and walked to the door and tried the handle. Mmm. Locked. Electronic and 
mechanical. The mechanical lock clicked and the electronic lock silently yielded. He opened the 
door and walked out.

***
“Shit! He’s escaping!” said Sam.

He drew his weapon, then pushed open the door and chased Kavagara down the corridor.
“Sam! SAM!’ yelled Robin, but her partner ignored her.
“Stop or I fire!” Sam shouted.
Kavagara glanced at him then continued. Sam fired, and his bullet ricocheted into the roof. 

Kavagara staggered and looked at Sam, but continued.
“Sorry,” Kavagara said.
“Sam! Sam!” said Robin. She was furious. “He crawled out of solid rock, you idiot! What’s a 

mere bullet going to do to him!”
Sam stopped. “Sorry. So what do we do?”



“We follow him at a safe distance. We watch him.”
***

Kavagara walked out of the police station. Several people tried to stop him, but he just shoved them 
aside.

“Sorry.” He said, in the humanoid language. He meant that he was not going to let anyone stop 
him, but he regretted having to lay hands on them. It was a remarkably concise way to express the 
idea, and Kavagara wondered how the humanoids had come to have such complex language.

He walked down the road, observing the humanoids. The problem with that, of course, was that 
all the humanoids wanted to observe him. People spotted him and moved quickly out of his way, 
but others crossed the road to see him better, and soon he had a small crowd following him.

“Hullo. Hullo. Hullo.”
He greeted all the people who stopped and turned as he passed. He went through a small 

shopping area, though all these glass fronted buildings were still a mystery to him. Then he noticed 
that those who went into the places carried no bags or had empty bags, and those who came out had 
filled bags. It was some sort of distribution system!

He looked at the vehicles on the road. There were small vehicles, which were obviously people 
movers. There were larger vehicles which had no windows. He passed one of these vehicles parked 
by the side of the road, with the back doors open. A couple of the humanoids were carrying boxes 
from the vehicle to one of the glass fronted buildings. Ah! Another part of the distribution network.

Kavagara passed a supermarket. Of course! The sheer number of humanoids meant that they 
needed a large and complex distribution network. He put that aside for now. He could find out more
later.

A large vehicle stopped near him and a door opened in the side of it. It was a large people mover,
and people climbed on and off it. On an impulse, he stepped on to it. Officer Oliver and her 
companion, Officer Murphy, also hopped onto the bus. Officer Oliver urged him to step deeper into 
the vehicle, while Officer Murphy showed a badge to the driver who nodded and started to drive.

Officer Oliver held onto a metal pole to balance herself, so Kavagara did too. The bus made its 
way through the traffic slowing and speeding up erratically. The bus stopped and started a few times
and each time a few of the humanoids climbed aboard or climbed off. They were all very interested 
in him.

A small humanoid climbed onto the bus, holding hands with a larger one. Mother and child, 
Kavagara assessed. The small humanoid stuck its tongue out at Kavagara, and the mother said 
something to it. Her tone was abrupt.

Kavagara was at a loss, so he stuck his tongue out at the child. The child laughed and said 
something to its mother, who replied. She was obviously still telling the child off, but not so 
severely this time. Officer Oliver said something to the woman who then replied. Kavagara stored 
up all the conversations and interactions for later analysis.

At the next stop he stepped off the bus, with the Officers following him. He looked around with 
interest. An arched gateway opened into a vegetated area. Interesting! The arch had to be decorative
as anyone could easily walk either side of it. He walked through the arch and was hooted at. He 
turned around.

A male humanoid in a car was waving him to one side, and Kavagara realized that there were 
pedestrian walkways either side of the arch. For the first time in his life, he felt a little silly. In the 
meantime, the driver had realized that he was hooting at a strange silver creature and had reversed 
away in a hurry.

“Sorry!” he said.



It was a very useful phrase, The driver did not hear him, of course, but it still felt right. The 
Officers approached him, but just stood looking at him.

“Sorry,” he said again.
Officer Murphy said something and gestured into the park That was OK with Kavagara, so he 

turned and walked into the park. He was amazed. His base was surrounded by vegetation of course, 
but the variety of plants in this small park astounded him. The tulips in particular held his attention. 
He was amazed at the yellows, the reds, the oranges. He spotted some multi-coloured plants. Did 
the humanoids really create such amazing flowers?

“These are  … beautiful,” he said in his own language, dredging up a rarely used word. 
“Beautiful.”

Officer  Oliver looked at the plants.
“They are very pretty,” she said in her own language.
Then she indicated the police cruiser that had drawn up near to them.
“Shall we go back to the police station?”
Kavagara looked at the cruiser. The implication was obvious.
“OK,” he said in his own language. “We might as well, I guess.”
They returned to the station, with Officer Oliver on one side and Officer Murphy on the other.

***
Kavagara woke up. While he was unconscious his mind had continued learning the humanoids’ 
language, and he was pleased to realize that he had learned over four per cent of it. Then he frowned
as he revised the estimate down to two per cent. What? The unconscious part of his mind  had 
apparently decided that the humanoid language was even more complex than he had thought. He 
wondered how much more of the language would he need to have a reasonable conversation with 
Officer Oliver and Officer Murphy. Robin and Sam. His unconscious mind would give him an 
answer some time, he knew.

Meanwhile, he had another issue to consider. This was not the world of his base or station. From 
the way that the humanoids were behaving, he deduced that there were no others of his kind on this 
world. If there were they would surely have brought one of them in to talk to him.

Of course, there was usually only one of his kind on a base, and only one base on a planet, but 
again, there were usually only a hundred or so of Servants on a base too. Why were there so many 
humanoids? He estimated around ten thousand or so in the town, and felt giddy. Then he got a 
prompt from his unconscious mind. It said ‘millions around the world’. He didn’t know that 
‘millions’ was a gross underestimate too.

But something told him that this was the same planet as his base was on. For one thing, the 
gravity felt much the same, and for another, the humanoids were of the same species as his 
Servants. But… how? He had a thought, or maybe his unconscious mind nudged him, and he 
reviewed the data that he had obtained from Officer Oliver’s skin cells.

His second look at the data confirmed that the skin cells were from a member of the Servant 
species, but there were differences from what he thought of as the standard genome. He counted the
differences and the number grew rapidly into the thousands and kept climbing! He pushed that from
his conscious mind and considered what would cause these differences. The obvious cause was 
mutation over time, but the problem with that solution was the sheer amount of time that this would 
take. His mind told him a number in the tens of thousands, then revised it upwards, up  to hundreds 
of thousands of years. In shock, he dismissed the thought.

He considered the flower garden he had found. All those beautiful coloured plants. They had not 
existed around his base, which was surrounded mainly by ferns and horsetail plants. All green.



He began to get an inkling of the vast amount of time that had passed while he was entombed in 
the rock.

Officer Murphy came in.
“Coffee?” he asked.
“Yes, please,” said Kavagara, in the humanoid language.

***
“We are moving, what’s his name? Er, Kavagara to the capital.”

“OK, Super,” said Murphy. “When will you do that?”
“Tomorrow.”
Sam and Robin walked away from the office that the Super was using.
“Well, that’s that,” sighed Murphy.
“Mm. I wonder if it is going to be as easy as the Super thinks, Sam.”
Sam thought for a while, then smiled. “Probably not.”

***
When Robin and Sam didn’t turn up the next day, Kavagara was surprised. They had greeted him 
every morning for the week or so that he had been at the police station. Instead, the Super and two 
burly constables arrived.

“We’re transferring you to the capital, Kavagara,” said the Super. “Please follow me.”
Kavagara didn’t move. He understood what the man said, but he wasn’t sure what his motives 

were.
“Officer Oliver? Officer Murphy?”
“Um, they will follow later.”
Kavagara instantly knew that the man was lying.
“No.”
“Um, please?”
“No.”
“Symes and Jenkins. Take an arm each.”
“No.”
Kavagara pointed a finger at Symes and Jenkins and they both halted.
“I can’t see! I can’t see,” said Symes.
He and Jenkins stumbled around, hands out.
Kavagara mentally searched his lexicon of words in the humanoid language.
“Temporary,” he said. Yes, that would do.
The Super looked at him, ignoring the incapacitated goons.
“You will have to come sometime,” he said.
Kavagara half guessed and half understood the man, so he nodded.
“Officer Oliver, Officer Murphy.”
The Super could also fill in the gaps.
“OK, Kavagara,” he sighed. “OK. We’ll defer the move.”
He left and a little later, Officer Oliver came into the room.
Kavagara concentrated. “Good morning, Robin. May I have some coffee, please?”
“Sure,” said Officer Oliver. “Sam’s just bringing it.”
“Thank you.” He concentrated again. “I want more language?”
It didn’t seem quite right, somehow.
“You feel that you need to learn more of our language?” suggested Robin. “Before you move to 

the capital?”



Kavagara pondered. “Yes, Robin. Before.”
They both knew that the Super would be listening to every word.
Kavagara suddenly remembered something. “Television. Help with language. Books. Help with 

language.”
“I’ll see what I can do. Maybe a language teacher too.”
“Yes, please.”
Officer Murphy arrived with three cups of coffee.
“Thanks, Sam,” said Kavagara, smiling.
He leaned back and sipped his coffee. He assessed his progress in learning the language. He 

understood about eight per cent of the language, but was still finding it difficult to express himself. 
His vocabulary was already impressive and he had a fair grasp of grammar and syntax, and had 
made more progress when he discovered that things could be expressed in many ways in the 
humanoids’ language. Idiom was a stumbling block.

He consider the Language, the one that he spoke to his Servants, and decided that it was nowhere
near as flexible. At first he looked on this as a deficiency of the humanoid tongue, but it struck him 
after a while, that the opposite was true! How could the Language be inferior to the humanoid 
language? It was a question that did not have an immediate answer and his unconscious mind would
work on it.

“What do you want to do, today, pal?” asked Sam, Officer Murphy.
“Walk, town centre. Sorry.” Kavagara reconsidered, “I would like to walk around in the town 

centre, please. Is that correct?”
Robin looked at Sam. “Probably ‘I would like to walk around the town centre’ would be better.”
“OK, thanks.”
Humans! That’s what they called themselves. He must try to think of them as humans, and not as

humanoids.
***

“You read very fast, Kavagara. Do you manage to take it all in?”
“Mmm? Yes. I’ve seen you humans read and you are slower. I take it all in and my mind reviews 

it, while I do other things. Like watching the television.”
Sam looked at the screen. “How much of that do you understand?”
“Well, at first I couldn’t understand it at all. Then I realized that much of it was fiction. I also 

realized that some of it was intended for children. The cartoons. Those baffled me at first.”
“Yeah. They baffle me sometimes. Talking animals. Impossible situations. Do you want to play a

game of chess?”
“Yes, let’s have a game.”
He assessed the intelligence of the humans to be higher than that of his Servants but not as high 

as his own. He was surprised when Sam taught him to play chess, and beat him time after time. 
Kavagara concentrated, used more of his brain on the task than he ordinarily would, and eventually 
managed to beat Sam. He lost their next three games. Sam could still beat him four times out of 
five, but Kavagara really enjoyed the pastime. It was like nothing else he had ever done. Robin was 
not interested in chess.

“The Super keeps mentioning a move to the capital,” said Sam.
“Yes, I know.”
In Kavagara’s mind the capital was like a super base, but from discussions with Robin and Sam, 

it was more like a bigger version of the local town.
“We would probably not get to move to the capital with you,” said Sam.



Robin sat up. “Sam!” she said. “Careful!”
“I’ve had enough! Kavagara, I guess that you know that we’ve been told not to tell you some 

things, and we have been told to ask you certain questions?”
Kavagara took an instant to think about it. “Yes, Sam. I hadn’t thought it through, but it’s 

obvious.”
“The authorities wonder what your aims are. Why you are here.”
Kavagara was surprised. “But I’ve told you! I was in charge of a monitoring station. I found 

myself stuck in the rock and I don’t know how I got there!”
“You keep saying ‘when I’m back in charge’. What do you mean by that?”
“Why, I don’t believe that you have a Leader, like me, so it is logical that I take over control.”
“Did you not think that those who are in charge might not want to give up control to you?”
“We’re for it now,” said Robin in an aside.
Kavagara stared at Sam. “What!?”
He paused. Everything that had happened since he had first regained consciousness in the rock 

was reviewed in his mind, in the light of Sam’s revelation.
“Oh! I thought that the Super would sometime, after I’d learned the language, hand over to me. I 

didn’t think that he would want to hold onto his position. I’ve been so stupid!”
“Kavagara, do you realize that the Super has his own superiors? He is not in charge of the 

planet.”
“Oh, I see. A hierarchy. Of course. Another silly error! A very silly error.”
He considered. “Ah! You have told me very little about how society is organized. Someone’s 

orders? Oh, I can probably work it out, but someone has been very clever. And I have been … 
dumb?”

He stood up and walked to the mirror. “I suppose that the guys in there are already reporting this 
conversation to the Super? And his superiors? Well, thank you, Sam, my friend.”

“Yes. You knew that people were watching us?”
“Yes.” Kavagara’s hand passed through the glass as if it wasn’t there. “You, and you, please 

leave. Thank you.”
“They’ll leave the monitoring equipment on,” Robin pointed out.
Kavagara sighed. “That’s OK. Monitoring used to be my job, and I find that I can’t interfere with

someone else’s monitoring system.”
***

The Super came to visit Kavagara, bringing with him an older man in a uniform. “Major General 
Stevenson.” said the Super.

“Pleased to meet you,” said Kavagara, and the man shook his hand and nodded.
“Kavagara,” said the Super, “I would like you to move to the capital, in the next week or so. 

Would that be OK with you?”
“Yes,” said Kavagara. “I will miss my friends, Sam and Robin. Will they be OK after I leave? Do

I have your word on that?”
“Sure. You have my word. I know that you have discussed this with them,” The Super gestured 

at the mirror. “They will probably come out of this quite well. Um, the Major General wants to ask 
you a few questions, Kavagara.”

“Um, er, yes, Kavagara, I’d like to ask about your intentions, as regards this planet and the 
human race.”

Kavagara stared at the man. He’d answered this question before, but he’d not been asked so 
directly before.



“I have no intentions. I had thought that I would be automatically put in charge, but that was due 
to my misunderstanding of the nature of your society. I now have no desire for that to happen. This 
civilization, this society, is much more complex than I thought it was. It’s more complex than I 
would have believed possible! I was very naive to think that I could easily become the Leader. That 
I should be the Leader.”

He knew that this was true.
“Thank you. Um, Kavagara, what was your station monitoring so long ago? Two hundred 

million years ago?”
“I don’t know. I and my team were sent to the base, and we expected to be picked up and 

reassigned in about fifty years. Our memories would be wiped. We just maintained the equipment 
according to the instructions. We didn’t know what it was monitoring, or why. They don’t tell us.”

“Finally, Kavagara, I am authorized to offer you asylum. If you need it.”
Kavagara was bemused by this. “I don’t know what that is. I need to do some research.”
“OK. The offer remains open. Well, I have to leave. It’s nice to have met you.”
“The same,” said Kavagara. Kavagara had learned that this last exchange was formulaic. It 

meant little.
***

Kavagara opened his front door.
“Come on in, Robin. Come on in, Sam! Make yourselves at home.”
Kavagara now wore clothes. His head was still a dome, but he had a couple of wigs that he 

sometimes wore.
“Nice place,” said Sam looking around.
“Yes, I’m grateful that the Government still helps me with a small stipend. Well, it’s been fifteen 

years since I first met you in your small town, and I still remember how shocked I was when I 
realized that everything had to be paid for. The whole idea of paying for something was foreign to 
me. Coffee?”

“Yes, please. You’re still working with the government?”
“Yes. They still ask me things like ‘how were your ships powered’. I still can’t answer them, and 

they go away disappointed. I was just an administrator! I realized from the questions how little I 
knew about my society. About my job. The government keep asking me about the society that put 
me and my Servants here, and I don’t know anything!”

“You have a job now, Kavagara, they told us.”
“Yes, a regular job, managing a part of a small factory. I almost forget that I’m not one of you.”
“Kavagara,” said Robin, “from the start I’ve always though of you as human.”
“But I’m not, am I?”
“Aren’t you? Have you ever sampled your own genetic material? After all, you told us that we, 

us humans, have almost the same DNA as your Servants.”
Kavagara froze. “Yes, I did tell you that. I think that somehow I disappeared from the base, and 

my Servants were not picked up as they should have been. They would had had a hard time, and 
probably reverted to savagery. But they survived and then worked themselves back up to become 
human.”

“But what about you, Kavagara? Where did you come from?”
“Excuse me,” said Kavagara, after a minute of thought.
He extended his tongue and sampled the back of his own hand. Ow! That hurt. 
“Sorry, guys. I just started the analysis. I’ll have the answer in a few minutes.”



They chatted about other things for a while. Robin had married and had two daughters. Sam had 
a son, but he was currently separated. Then Kavagara’s mind told him that it had an answer.

“Guys, my analysis tells me that my genetic material is very similar to the genetic material of my
Servants. That means that I am as human as you!”

“I don’t doubt it,” said Robin
***
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