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QUO VADIS? 

 

Dedicated to Julian Assange, Edward Snowden, Chelsea Manning, David Shayler, 

Katharine Gun and others who, at great personal cost to themselves, revealed truths 

that those in power would have kept hidden. Willing to sacrifice their freedom, 

mental health and comfortable lives to expose the truth, laws were used and 

subverted to persecute them and protect the real wrongdoers. 

 

‘If voting made any difference they wouldn’t let us do it’  

– Mark Twain  

 

11:37 pm, GCHQ, Cheltenham, England. The main sources of illumination in one of 

the smaller briefing rooms in the building were a couple of large wall-mounted 

monitors, showing pre-recorded footage of an outdoor rally that had taken place 

earlier that day at the George M. Sullivan sports arena in Anchorage, Alaska. 

Despite its relatively remote location, the event had been attended by more than 

80,000 people and 26-year-old Carrie Thwaitborg, a secular messiah to 

environmental activists for over a decade, was holding court; the huge crowd and 

the world’s media hanging on her every word. She had recently visited the Canadian 

High Arctic Research Station to witness first-hand the rapidly accelerating glacier 

depletion on the continent, and the final flourish of her thirty-minute speech typified 

her combative mood. 

“The emission of methane from overweight humans is the single greatest threat to 

planet Earth’s climate and ecosystems. We have no choice but to take immediate 

and drastic action, not only to save healthcare systems around the world that are 

suffocating beneath the weight of fat, greedy pigs with no self-control, but to save 

the planet – to save the human race. Obesity must be criminalised!” 

As one, the crowd rose to its feet in frenzied, worshipful reverence. For those in the 

stadium, the volume of the accompanying applause, cheers and shouting must have 

been roughly equivalent to standing on a runway while a few passenger jets take off 

simultaneously, in close proximity. 

“Just look at that reaction…” 

“It was the same when she spoke in Hyde Park last month. And every one of those 

hysterical idiots has a vote…” 
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“We can use this to really get the ball rolling, and not before time. The vast majority 

of the public have without question accepted anything we’ve done for years now, 

ever since they became too busy staring at their phones to care.” 

“Well, they’ve accepted the things they’ve been aware of – the things they know 

about.” 

“The turning point was when Bercow was appointed Prime Minister by Parliament. A 

ridiculous, cringe-inducing, egomaniacal, unelected dwarf whose job was to point at 

MPs to indicate it was their turn to speak – they actually made him Prime Minister. 

Utter contempt for democracy, and yet the people…” 

- “We, the people…” The interruption caused a brief ripple of subdued, mocking 

laughter –   

“…the people did nothing. But then again, what could they have done, even if they 

had wanted to act on their objections?” 

“Why people didn’t go Berserkow at that, I’ll never know. But at least a lot more 

people knew who the Irish Coffee Scare was after all that backstop crap…” 

“Coffee scare?!” 

“Sorry, Taoiseach. Y’know – the Tea-Shock…”  

The relatively new recruit grinned, however, his attempt at lightening the intense 

mood in the room was misguided. It met with nothing but a few raised eyebrows and 

not even a hint of a smile from the others. If anything, the brief silence that followed 

only added to the claustrophobic atmosphere. 

X, standing motionless and staring determinedly into the middle distance, continued.  

“We can use this to stop tip-toeing and start marching, with purpose, to where we 

want to get to. The NSA are obviously on track and way ahead of us, so we’re in the 

same position as the Germans, the French and the rest. We have no option but to 

follow suit, towards truly global co-operation. Fully centralised, total surveillance. 

Complete control.” 

 

Taking advantage of the demented protests and the panic that spread like wildfire 

across the world following the publication of the United Nations’ Global Obesity 

Commission report, the government exercised powers under the Crown prerogative 

to force through legislation introducing mandatory subdermal implanting of the entire 

population. These implants not only monitored the individual’s daily calorie 

consumption (transmitting this and other information to a centralised database), they 

also administered a relatively mild but nevertheless very uncomfortable electric 

shock throughout the body if the individual consumed more than the prescribed 
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National Food Calorie Limit and/or if food was consumed outwith the four National 

Dining Periods (NDPs) each day. You could try to continue eating through the 

discomfort, but most people couldn’t stand it for more than ten seconds. Exceeding 

the daily calorie limit would result in a sizeable automatic fine; if this was not paid for 

any reason then (on a strict liability basis) the individual would be imprisoned. The 

government also paid for every food cupboard, bread bin and fridge in the country to 

be fitted with a tamper-proof, alarmed digital lock. The Prime Minister personally 

pushed a button at the start of each NDP, disabling the locks and allowing the public 

access to food for a maximum of thirty minutes. In a ludicrous attempt to try and 

foster public acceptance of this frightening step towards totalitarianism, the smiling 

PM’s button-pushing was promoted as light entertainment: televised and coupled 

with extra National Lottery draws and boyband performances; but when the only 

chips people are allowed to have are metallic ones placed under their skin, a few 

more fifty-million-to-one chances of escaping the rat race are scant consolation to a 

gluttonous population – viewing figures soon dwindled and the programme was 

quietly scrapped. 

Every overweight man, woman and child in the country was given a maximum of 

eighteen months to do whatever they needed to do in order to reduce their weight to 

within national limits. Fasting was encouraged, and strict limits were imposed on 

fatty, sugary and flatulence-inducing foods and drinks (vegetarians and Heinz 

employees swiftly formed a demonstrative alliance outside Parliament when the 

Home Secretary announced an emergency statutory instrument banning the sale or 

consumption of baked beans, Brussels sprouts and cabbage). Citizens were 

compulsorily weighed every six months – anyone found to be over the national limit 

could find themselves subject to a variety of cruel and draconian sanctions, 

including having one’s buttocks branded with the word ‘CHUBSTER’. The threat of 

jail, mandatory termination of employment or the cessation of State benefits helped 

to focus the minds and strengthen the willpower of all the new Zumba class 

attendees across the nation, whose ability to gorge insatiably on takeaways, cakes 

and doughnuts was neglected; sidelined in favour of the feel-good endorphine rush 

brought on by exercise... 

 

Within three years the state of the nation’s health had been transformed. Being slim 

returned as the norm, and the NHS was taken off life support as fewer resources 

were required to cope with obesity-related health issues. Fast food corporations 

symbolised all that had gone wrong with the nation’s eating habits, and as such they 

became the target of hostile vilification from a febrile public and media: the chief 

executive of Just Eat was hauled before a Parliamentary committee to explain the 

company’s apparent lack of corporate social responsibility, insofar as it appeared to 

put company profits above the nation’s health via a strategy of wilfully irresponsible 
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marketing. His (quite reasonable) rebuttals at the hearing – essentially that no-one 

was forcing anyone to consume an excessive amount of junk food – were met with 

disdain and the company was forced to change its name to HogTrough.com. Sales 

plummeted and HogTrough went into administration less than six months later. 

The government ordered the construction of dozens of prison ships to cope with a 

prison population expanding as rapidly as the nation’s collective waistline had, prior 

to the introduction of the new measures.    

The subdermal implants were designed to be future-proof and updated remotely, 

without the knowledge or permission of the individual. 

 

16-year-old Perseus and his grandfather had been sitting by the fire. So entranced 

were they by the flames, which contrasted with the fading light in the sitting room of 

the old man’s remote farmhouse, that a few minutes’ silence had passed before it 

was abruptly broken. It was the strength of the love he had for his son, and for 

Perseus, coupled with an inflammatory sense of grave injustice, that gave the 

grandfather’s voice its edge. 

“I think about your father every day, lad. The way he was all those years before they 

did what they did to him. The good things…the good times. But I’ll never forget what 

they did to him. Never. How could I? – he was my son. For them to say it were blood 

poisoning caused by what he did for a livin’ – they wouldn’t look your mother and I in 

the eye, because they knew it was…they knew it was a lie. The number of people 

who worked in that place, but no-one else ended up dying of sepsis, did they? They 

knew it were that god-forsaken thing under his skin, leaking some damn chemical 

into him. Your mother read about the other cases around the world, spoke to 

lawyers about bringing a class action, but they were warned off, they wouldn’t touch 

it. I’ll tell you lad, what they’re doing in this country now, it’s plain wrong. 

It’s…demonic. Unnatural, is what it is. Forced to watch their grotesque displays of 

power, designed to intimidate – makes me sick just to think of it. The bastards have 

got it all sewn up! My great-grandfather fought in the First World War, my 

grandfather in the Second, and I hope to god you don’t have to fight in a third for it –  

Freedom.” 

The old man’s voice softened slightly as he sang a few lines from a wartime song 

his grandfather had taught him. 

“Find the cost of freedom buried in the ground;                                                      

Mother Earth will swallow you –                                                                                   

Lay your body down…” 
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In the semi-darkness, the flickering flames illuminated Perseus’ face. His closed 

mouth tightened and his eyes narrowed. 

“Live freely in spite of their mad parades, Perseus. Good people must be able to live 

freely.” 

“Good people must be free…” 

The young man watched as his stick-thin grandfather pushed his shirt sleeve up to 

expose a small, faded scar from his implant. 

“I could eat a scabby horse. Another four hours before I can have so much as a 

boiled egg…” 

Perseus knew what his grandfather was about to ask him. 

“Did you hear anything else about that bloke selling the lock-breaker gadgets?” 

“Oh, he’s gone, grandad. He disappeared.” 

 

Following the French Revolution, governmental, legislative and judicial institutions 

across the world individually and collaboratively strengthened their intelligence 

agencies, police and armed forces in order to detect and eliminate any similar threat 

to the established order – to prevent any large-scale popular uprising from ever 

happening again. 

However, only in a totalitarian society could the very idea of individual liberty be 

considered subversive. 

The authorities had abandoned any pretence of respecting what were once 

assumed to be inalienable human rights; yet the Sycamore processor network 

detected any and all forms of planned public protests ahead of time, even small-

scale demonstrations. Procedural rules were used as a means of control, as a 

means of obstructing justice. Even if the shell-shocked population decided to take 

up arms, it would be sticks and stones versus mass surveillance, tasers, guns, 

helicopters, tanks, missiles, the police, army, navy, MI5, MI6, SAS, the FBI, the 

CIA… 

Perseus hugged his grandfather, said goodbye and gave him a warm smile, 

betraying his increasing inner sense of hopelessness. The autumn winds had 

gathered strength and pace in the two hours since his arrival at his grandfather’s 

home, and as Perseus stepped outside there was a sharp intake of breath as his 

body adjusted to the shock of the cold air. 
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The swish and scrape of the blown dead leaves on the ground provided percussive 

accompaniment to the song playing in the boy’s head, as he began his long walk 

home in the dark: 

“Find the cost of freedom buried in the ground;                                                        

Mother Earth will swallow you –                                                                 

Lay your body down…” 


