
Short 
Encounters

Medway sci-fi shorts curated by ME4Writers: Issue 2 ///
In the Shadows of Endeavour by Stephen Morris / Short 
Encounters by June Winton / A Short Encounter by 
Kevin Elam ///



Short encounters: Issue 2

2

To download the podcast go to:  
http://roysmith.podbean.com/2012/10/03/short-encounters-part-two/

This podcast features stories from:
Stephen Morris, June Winton and Kevin Elam
 
featuring music from: Sauvignon Valley (Blear Moon) / CC BY-NC-SA 3.0 
and Asimov (music inspired by the writings of) (Lee Rosevere) / CC BY-
NC-SA 3.0
 
with additional reading from Nicola Price, Mdhamiri Nkemi, Stephanie 
Anderson and Roy Smith.

All stories remain the copyright of the author - and should not be 
reproduced without first seeking permission from ME4Writers. 
ME4Writers do not necessarily endorse or agree with any or all of the 
views expressed.

Please see our Code of practice for submissions 
http://me4writers.wordpress.com/code  



Short Encounters: Issue 2

3

It was an impressive sight. The 
gleaming white behemoth of the 
nearly completed HMSS 
Endeavour rose from Gun Wharf, 
casting a gigantic shadow over 
Chatham. 
   Despite all the terrible means 
to this glorious end, Seph 
couldn’t help but fall ever so 
briefly under its spell – even 
while he hated it. The Endeavour 
was a masterpiece in  
engineering: the first space 
faring vessel of its kind: a city 
among the stars commissioned 
to explore the far reaches of the 
universe.
   Hardly surprising, then, the 
underground People’s League 
Against Tactical Ordination 
should have been haemorrhaging 
members lately.   
   Despite its increasingly 
zealous leadership’s best efforts, 
the League’s glory days were 
long gone. Who could blame the 
deserters when this great white 
hope stood over the Medway, 
challenging all comers to look 
on and despair?
   Tonight’s meeting had been 
just as futile as any other. Parker 

had been full of his usual bile: his 
unworkable plans to break into 
the euphemistically named
Leisure Centres and free the 
Segregates. Or his impractical 
dream of infecting the CASTE 
computer system with a virus. 
When Seph said no one knew 
where the Leisure Centres or the 
CASTE servers were, his 
comments were dismissed, 
as ever, as defeatist talk. But 
what could Parker expect from 
the grandson of Joseph Raine, 
CASTE’s mastermind? Parker 
could never forgive Seph his 
heritage. Sometimes Seph 
couldn’t forgive himself.
   And so Seph left the Command 
House cellar a mass of emotions: 
combined loathing and 
admiration for the Endeavour, 
grief for what the League had 
once been and despair for what 
it had become. And unbridled 
hatred for what shame his 
beatified grandfather had 
branded upon him.
   The violent blow to the back of 
Seph’s skull was almost a 
welcome relief.

In the Shadows of 
Endeavour

by Stephen H Morris
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   Seph woke, groggy on the 
stone floor of St Mary’s, a disused 
church perched high above the 
League’s Command House 
headquarters. He clutched his 
still aching head and looked 
up into the gloomy room to see 
three men looming over him. 
Immediately he craved 
unconsciousness.
   ‘Who are you?’ Seph groaned.
   ‘We don’t know,’ said the man 
in the middle. ‘We don’t know 
nothing.’
   ‘So what’s happening? Why am 
I here?’ 
   ‘We got out. We’ve been trying 
for ever. Put our hearts and souls 
in it.’
   ‘Got out from where?’
   The middle man began pacing 
the floor, flustered with the 
questions.
   ‘The cave, the lights, the votes, 
the prizes. But just when we 
weren’t so fuzzy, they filled us up 
more. Then, at our last chance, 
we got out. It’s always been our 
dream. We wanted it more than 
anyone.’
   Even in the dimness of St. 
Mary’s, Seph could see these 
three men cut shabby figures. 
They were pale and weak. Where 
they had got the strength from to 
take him down he couldn’t guess. 
Even between the three of them, 
it would have been a mammoth 

effort to bring anything 
resembling a forceful blow down 
on anyone.
   Since the introduction of 
Ordination this kind of 
weakness had been almost 
eliminated from the visible 
world. People like this would 
normally make a quick passage 
through hospital if they were 
Worthy. And if not, they would be 
taken to a Leisure Centre. Which 
probably made these three – 
‘Segregates,’ Seph muttered to 
himself, both amazed and scared. 
He’d never met one before. Very 
few people had.
   ‘What?’
   ‘Segregates. Is that what you 
are?’ 
   ‘I told you. We don’t know what 
we are.’ The captor’s pacing 
became more agitated. ‘They just 
said I’m Resident 28. But these 
two made me an Idle.’
   Seph pulled himself up from 
the floor to a sitting position and 
noticed the ropes tying him to 
the wall for the first time. The 
two silent captors watched with 
suspicion.
   ‘What’s it like in the Centres?’ 
he asked. He was brimming with 
questions now. ‘Where are they? 
How did you get out?’
   Resident 28 scowled at him. 
‘Too many questions. We took 
you. Not you took us.’
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   ‘But my friends and me. We can 
help you. We’re in a League. We 
never wanted the Centres.’ Even 
as he spoke, Seph felt a flush of 
embarrassment. What real good 
could his League do? Now or 
ever? The deserters had been 
right to give up.
   ‘I told you. We don’t know about 
leagues and centres. We don’t 
know nothing. Just I’m Resident 
28. And you’re summing to do 
with it.’
   It was unavoidable. Even 
supposedly ignorant Segregates, 
deprived of the most basic of 
information, knew something 
about Seph and his inglorious 
family.
   ‘All right. So what do you want 
to know?’ Seph asked. ‘You want 
to know about my grandfather? 
You want to know how that 
bastard’s computer program 
took away any chance of 
education, healthcare or any 
kind of life the moment you were 
conceived? You want to know 
how the Utilitarian 
Alliance would rather spend 
money on that giant tin can out 
on the Wharf than help you get 
started in life? Maybe you want 
to know how you’ve been taken 
out of the real world not knowing 
how your life’s being turned to 
crap? Fine. But don’t say I’m the 
problem.’

   ‘Nice speech!’ said a new voice 
somewhere behind him. 
   Seph spun round to see an 
Anti-Terrorism Unit at the back 
of the church. The Sergeant who 
had spoken directed his men to 
arrest the Segregates and Seph. 
As the guards moved towards 
him, Seph saw Parker sneering 
in the shadows. This was how he 
had dealt with the CASTE 
creator’s grandson. 

   The caves beneath Fort 
Amherst were one of many 
Leisure Centres scattered across 
the country. While the nation 
celebrated the launch of HMSS 
Endeavour, a new Resident was 
being sedated and strapped in to 
his chair. Before him an array of 
sounds and colours were 
projected onto a wall. And Seph 
finally succumbed to a world of 
lights, votes and prizes.
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“Beware the Mind Reader,” the 
graffiti read, “He is responsible 
for starting several fires…”.  And 
so continued the large writing 
the whole length of the 
boundary wall of Medway 
Maritime Hospital.  The brick 
wall ran alongside a pathway 
which in turn bordered an area 
of Gillingham called “The Lines”.      
This was a large expanse of 
grass at the very top of Chatham 
Hill, from where the Medway 
towns could be seen in all their 
glory.  Many years ago this area 
had been used by the Army for 
shooting practice in firing lines, 
hence its name.  Now it stood 
wild and deserted, criss-crossed 
by earthen pathways used by 
dog-walkers and others cutting 
through between Gillingham and 
Chatham.
   On The Lines stood a beautiful 
white naval war memorial, which 
could be seen for many miles in 
all directions.  The lions 
surrounding the tall central 
column resembled those in 

Trafalgar Square, on a smaller 
scale.  Across the other side of 
the hill was a huge electricity 
pylon which supplied the 
hospital and various sub-stations 
in the area.
   Jack had walked up from 
Chatham Hill and across The 
Lines as he explored the area 
surrounding his university 
campus.  He then cut through the 
hospital site and found his way 
down Windmill Road, to where it 
adjoined Canterbury Street.  To 
his surprise he noticed a small 
corner shop there, filled with 
state-of-the-art metal detecting 
equipment.  This was something 
which had always appealed to 
him, and he knew that these were 
of a special quality that could 
detect gold.  Jack peered inside 
for a few minutes before his 
curiosity got the better of him, 
then opened the door and went 
inside.  The door chimed as he 
walked through but the shop 
appeared empty.

Short Encounters 
by June Winton
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   “Hello?” he called out, and 
waited some moments before an 
elderly man appeared.
   “Yes,” the man responded, 
“Can I help you?”
   “I like your detectors.”  Jack 
paused.  “Is there much call for 
them round here?”
   The old man tapped the side of 
his nose.  “Oh yes.”  He paused.
   Jack got the sense he was 
having an inner struggle about 
whether to give more away.
   “Do you know Upbury Manor?”
   “No,” replied Jack, sounding 
interested.
   “Oh no, it’s not called that now.  
The school – the one at the 
bottom of The Lines.”
   “I’ve just walked across there 
and through the hospital,” Jack 
replied.  “I didn’t see a school, 
but I did see a lot of graffiti.”
   “That was probably one of the 
inmates at the Medway, it’s got a 
psychiatric wing.”  The 
shopkeeper chuckled.  “As I was 
saying, the old Upbury Manor 
site, the clue was in the name.  
The whole site is an ancient 
burial ground for an 
Anglo-Saxon settlement.”
   “Oh!”  Now Jack was really 
interested.
   The man continued.  
   “I think it’s one of Gillingham’s 
best-kept secrets.  That, and the 
Saxon Shore Way.”

   “Oh yes, I have heard of that,” 
Jack replied, anxious to sound a 
little bit knowledgeable.  “You 
can walk all the way from here to 
Dover.”
   “Well, that’s the theory,” said 
the man.
   Jack eyed the models 
appreciatively.  He had just 
received his grant for the Easter 
term, which was burning a hole 
in his pocket.
   “This one here – ,” he 
indicated to a white detector in 
the shop window, “This detects 
gold, doesn’t it?”
   “I can see I’ve got you 
interested now.”
   Jack flushed.  “I like 
archaeology,” he replied.
   “Oh, I see.”  The slightly 
sarcastic tone had gone from the 
shop owner’s voice.
   “The Anglo-Saxon period is 
still so mysterious,”  Jack 
continued.  “We are only just 
beginning to find out how clever 
these people were from the 
artefacts being found.”
   “Well, this model here will set 
you back £350.  But it is a good 
one, I can guarantee you that.” 
   The man took it from the shop 
window and passed it for him to 
handle.  “Not too heavy.  Good 
for beginners and experts.” 
   Jack hesitated another thirty 
seconds.
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   “Yeah, go on,” he responded, 
hit by a sudden urge to buy it, 
and reaching for his wallet.
   The shop owner retreated to 
the back of his shop, found a 
long cardboard box and put the 
machine inside.  Jack walked out 
of there the proud owner of a 
Magna-Electron 500.
   “I haven’t thought this through 
very well,” he told himself, 
wondering how to lug the item 
back to his student halls.  
   Then, as if by fate, a number 
116 bus pulled up at the stop just 
beside him, in Canterbury Street.  
Jack knew that this would drop 
him back to his campus.  
   “I think this was meant to be,” 
he thought as he boarded the 
bus.  “In fact, if the weather stays 
like this I’m going to try it out 
tonight.”  
   This idea filled him with
excitement and a little 
apprehension.  What if he got 
caught – he didn’t have a 
detector licence?  What if The 
Lines was a night-time haven 
for drug addicts and other 
anti-social activities?  But as his 
excitement grew at the thought 
of trying the instrument out, he 
pushed his fears to the back of 
his mind.
   Later that evening a full moon 
was the final nudge of 
encouragement that Jack 

needed.  Packing his flask filled 
with hot coffee and after adding 
a handful of biscuits to his 
rucksack, Jack made his way 
from the campus and through 
Brompton until he found 
himself staring again at the 
writing on the hospital wall.  The 
words gleamed mysteriously in 
the moonlight, the warning more 
ominous in the dark.
   Checking that nobody was 
watching, he unpacked the metal 
detector and put on his head-
phones.
   Jack had made a plan to zig-
zag across from the hospital wall 
to the war memorial and see 
whether he received any signals.  
At first there was the odd hum 
from a dropped coin or a piece 
of metal, perhaps a stray bolt left 
over from when the electricity 
pylon had been constructed.
   He was about half-way across 
his path when a sudden high 
pitched screeching noise hit the 
insides of his eardrums.
   “Aaagh!”  Jack dropped his 
detector and pulled the 
headphones from his ears, the 
tinnitus instantly setting in.
   “Goddam it, what the hell was 
that!”
   Jack had to sit down and wait 
for the pain in his head to 
subside.  Slowly he regained his 
composure, before opening
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his rucksack and searching for 
a trowel and fork.  Only a very 
large metallic object could have 
caused the machine to emit such 
a signal.  However, after five 
minutes of digging he had not 
found as much as a rusty nail.  
   “Maybe it’s a WWII bomb 
buried in the ground.”  
   The thought suddenly struck 
him, as he knew the area had 
been heavily targeted during 
the war.  Suddenly Jack was not 
so keen on excavating his large 
metallic object.  Cautiously he 
placed the headphones on the 
back of his head and switched 
his machine on before hovering 
over the spot again.
   “Ouch!”  Even at a three inch 
distance from his ears, the noise 
was enough to cause him to 
throw both detector and 
headphones to the ground.
   A cloud suddenly obscured 
the full moon, and a cold breeze 
whistled past his head.  Jack 
could also detect a hum in the air 
as the wires from the electricity 
pylon began to vibrate.
   “Maybe I’m picking up some 
interference from the pylon,” he 
thought, looking up at the 
menacing structure above him.  
He was now spooked.
   Jack made a decision.  “That’s 
it, I’ve had enough tonight.  I’ll 
just have to join a proper metal 

detecting group.”  
   He quickly downed a cup of 
coffee and some biscuits 
before tipping the rest of his 
drink away and setting off back 
to his campus.  This time, instead 
of cutting across The Lines, he 
took the longer route past the 
school and then turned left along 
by the leisure centre.
   Meanwhile, on The Lines the 
breeze died down and the clouds 
lifted to reveal the moon once 
more.  The humming from the 
electricity pylon died down and 
a calmness seemed to spread 
across the field.
   “We are safe,” it seemed to say, 
“No one is going to disturb us.”
   Inside his metal tomb, the Mind 
Reader could rest happily in his 
grave.  There was no need to 
start a fire.  Not tonight.
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A long shadow loomed up 
against the frosted glazing in 
the old, old wooden door. Lukan 
stared at its shape, the door and 
the sound of the knock, knock, 
knock. A quick glance at the 
clock on the 7-series Iscreen told 
him the dark frame was most 
probably his 10am appointment. 
Still, that reassurance didn’t 
prevent him getting over-anxious 
and spilling his coffee.
   “Come in!” Lukan called.
   The door swung open and 
Bentwhistle entered. The visitor 
towered over desk and 
proprietor dabbing at the 
sprawling liquid running 
riotously on the surface. 
Steel-grey eyes peered along a 
Roman nose at the aged mess 
of this office space. This is a 
shipping agency? Bentwhistle 
thought to himself.
   “Hello! Sorry… Just spilt my 
coffee!” said Lukan, rising and 
extending a chubby right hand.
“So I see… That’s quite all right, 
Mr…”
   “Lukan! I’m… er… Lukan. You 
must be Mr Bentwhistle… We… 
er… spoke on the Touch! Please, 
take a seat…”
   “Indeed…”

   “So… Mr… er… Bentwhistle… 
What can I… er… do for you?”
   “Shipping, sir!”
   “Indeed… Hahaha…”
   “I have some crates I need 
shipping to HIP 33933/2…”
   “Really?”
   “Yes… Really…”
   “What… erm… what sort of 
crates…?”
   “Big ones!”
   “I… er… I kind of gathered 
that… hahaha! I meant… erm… 
what’s in ‘em?”
   “A very valuable cargo! As I 
explained to you on the Touch, 
Mr Lukan, this cargo needs to 
arrive at its destination without 
being interfered with… If you get 
my drift…”
   “I… er… think I do, Mr 
Bentwhistle… Untouched in 
transit and with very little hin-
drance when it arrives!”
   “Yes… That is exactly what I’m 
looking for!”
   “Would you mind if I asked you 
what the crates might contain?”
   “I… er… understand that, Mr 
Bentwhistle, but a Shipping 
Manifest has to be drawn up… 
you… er… understand?”
   “Of course… Antiques, sir!”
   “Antiques, sir…”

A Short Encounter 
by Kevin Elam
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   “Yes, Mr Lukan. Antiques: Ipads; 
Apple Macs; some old 
mobile phones; a few toasters 
and sandwich makers; a 
Dyson…”
   “A Dyson!”
   “Yes, Mr Lukan; a Dyson! And 
I see by the look in your eye a 
Dyson would fit well in your 
collection…”
   “I don’t collect, Mr Bentwhistle… 
I’m… er… I’m a businessman… 
I… er… just understand value.”
   “Of course you do, Mr Lukan. 
So I assume you understand the 
value of my cargo…?”
   “Of course, Mr Bentwhistle! You 
can depend on Longfield 
Logistics and Expeditors Inc. To 
get your goods to their destination… 
We’ve… er… been expediting 
for over a hundred years now… 
My great grandfather set the firm 
up… One of the first companies 
on the Medway City Estate, you 
know…”
   “Really…”
   “Really… Back then they didn’t 
have Stellar Liners, oh no sir; just 
old fossil-fuel 38-tonners! Cor! 
Can you believe that?”
   “No. So, you can guarantee the 
passage of my goods?”
   “I can… but it’ll be… erm… 
extra…”
   “Extra?”
   “Another… erm… thousand 
SDs, Mr Bentwhistle…”

   “A thousand!”
   “We’ll put it down as… er… 
insurance…”
   “If it guarantees passage! 
Okay…”
   “Great! How about we seal the 
deal with a wee dram?”
   Lukan eased a drawer open 
and pulled a dusty bottle from its 
depths.
   “Real Scottish whisky… I get 
it from the wood shippers next 
door… I do some work for 
them…” said Lukan.
   “Thank you, but no thanks!”
Lukan filled a glass.
   “You don’t…”
   “Not at all…”
   “Well, here’s to business! So, it 
is only antiques…”
   “Yes! What do you think I am, 
Mr Lukan?”
   “I have to… you know… be on 
my guard, Mr Bentwhistle: The 
Earth Council Trade Regs, you 
see!”
   “I see… Well, there’s…”
   Bentwhistle’s TouchPhone® 
buzzed.
   “Yes… Yes… I see… Splendid… 
Thank you, Grimes, that’s 
excellent news! Bye!”
   “That sounds rather nasty, Mr 
Bentwhistle!”
   “Legacy of Djeng Fever! Those 
Mini-Beasts didn’t get me!”
   “Aliens…”
   “What?!”
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   “Aliens… Mr Bentwhistle. I 
believe they’re called Mini-
Aliens…”
   “And I believe they are all 
dead! Or soon will be! And I also 
believe I do not do business with 
those who help or sympathise 
with our enemies!”
   “My mother died from 
Djeng…”
   “Oh… I see… Well… Right… 
Well, Mr Lukan, I must be on. 
Send the contract over to my 
office and I shall return it with 
your manifest.”
   “Yes, certainly…”
   The tall figure rose from the 
plastic stool he’d perched 
precariously on and headed for 
the door. Wood scraped wood 
and the shadow of Bentwhistle 
withered away.
   “There’s a one and no mistake, 
hey?”
   “Yes, he certainly was,” came 
a voice from a box on Lukan’s 
desk.
   “Still, Glevel, your dream will 
be reality soon enough…”
   At barely over half-a-foot the 
Mini-Alien stepped into view.
   “… and with the help of our 
Alien-hating friend there!”
   “Do you believe him… He’s 
not trying to smuggle weapons 
through?”
   “No… He’s an antique dealer! 
We can trust him!”

   “Good… If I was to get into a 
crate with Kemy Gas… It would 
rot me from the insides in 
minutes!”
   “Well, you just relax! You’ll be 
going home soon… though I’ll 
sorely you!”
   “I’ll miss you, too,” Glevel said, 
though behind his glazed eyes 
his mind talked of being glad to 
get away from the overweight oaf 
and his idiot kind.
   “… but I need to return to my 
world before I expire…” Glevel 
added.
   “I understand…”
 
  Outside Bentwhistle paused to 
breathe in the cold, salty 
Medway air. On it he fancied he 
could still smell the heady diesel 
fumes of Longfield Logistics’ old 
transportation. But he felt good. 
A short hop from HIP 33933/2 
they had found DH 225/qh - a 
Mini-Alien world. Earth Council 
may have stopped the army 
going in. But others waited for 
their chance. And armed with 
Grimes’ Kemy Gas, the batch 
he’d just made and would now 
go on that Longfield shipment, 
those Mini-Aliens and supposed 
superior intelligence would soon 
be history.
   Bentwhistle, wheezing and 
coughing, walked on with a 
contented gait.
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