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Part 2 The Dark Secret of the Fire 
Engineer

Chapter 4 - The Beginning

Memories are a window, the only portal we have to 
review the events of the past. If we are truly honest 
with ourselves sometimes these glimpses into the 
past are rose tinted; but sometimes they are bleak. 
When something bad happens the memory is tined a 
darker shade of grey. For Steven a dark secret lies 
behind the facade, which is the Fire Engineer.

In the depths of the sky natures voice rumbled. 
The clouds shivered and shed their load on the 
unsuspecting population below.
‘It’s snowing!’ the boys voice trembled with 

excitement as he threw back the curtain.
‘Stevie, there will be plenty of time for that later,’ 

the voice held a hint of controlled annoyance.
‘But mum, it might be gone.’
His mother came over to the window pushed back 

her long blonde hair and stared out at the snowfall. 
It was now settling on the Ground. ‘No, I think it’s 
going to last.’
‘But it might not!’ said the anxious voice of the 

thirteen year old boy.
‘Trust me,’ she said, ‘your going to see Simon this 

afternoon, aren’t you? By then it’s gonna be deep.’
‘But…’
‘But, Stevie, I checked the forecast last night and 

they said heavy snow. You could go out now and 
help me this afternoon if your prefer, or you could 
wait until this afternoon when it’sa bit deeper and 
you and Simon will have a better time.’
He thought a moment, ‘yeah OK,’ pausing again 

he looked up at her, ‘mum... can you stop calling me 
Stevie? I mean, I’m not little anymore.’
‘Stevie! Stevie! Stevie!’ the shrill voice was 

behind him. He turned. Jema, his younger sister was 
standing there.
‘Shut your mouth Jema,’ He got on well with his 

sister - most of the time. But sometimes she had this 
irritating habit of playing upon something, which 
irritated him. Now he had reached thirteen he felt he 
was no longer a boy, and deserved to be treated with 
more respect - this included not being called Stevie 
anymore.
‘Both of you should treat each other with more 

respect,’ their dad entered the room and stopped 
beside their mother.
‘I’m glad you think of yourself as a man Steven, 

but a man would not tell his sister to “shut her 

mouth”. And if both of you were to respect each 
other more, you’d both be happier.’
A “but” almost formed in Stevens mouth, until he 

thought about it and realised his dad was right.
‘If being grown up means you can’t have fun 

anymore I don’t want grow up!’ said Jema.
‘No Jema,’ said their mother, ‘growing up means 

- you should not have fun by making fun of others - 
you won’t have many friends like that.’
‘Now shake hands and make up,’ said their father.
They did and Steven never realised this would be 

the last time he would ever shake hands with his 
sister again.
The morning dragged for Steven, and he did his 

chores, but eventually the afternoon came, and he sat 
in his bedroom checking that everything worked on 
his new radio controlled car. He was sure he could 
beat Simons Porsche. The cars were identical apart 
from the outer casing, but the shiny Ferrari red gave 
Steven a symbolic vision of power. He had spent 
every spare minute since Christmas day honing his 
driving skills for the racing challenge, he and Simon 
had planned for today. One more lap around the tight 
corners of his bedroom and he would leave to meet 
his adversary. However on this last lap the speed 
seemed to slow for a moment then the car stopped.
‘Won-der-ful,’ he exclaimed out loud.
His first thought was the battery; removing it he 

used his battery tester, which showed only half 
power. He knew there were no shops open on 
Boxing day and suddenly he realised the contest he 
had been looking forward to could not happen. He 
began to think of what else in the house used the 
same type of batteries.
Taking a chair with him, he went out onto the 

landing and reached up to the smoke detector. The 
chair tipped onto two legs, he shifted his balance 
by moving a foot and the chair shifted back onto 
four legs. He reached up again and removed the 
battery, and then getting down he tried them in his 
car. It worked as expected; dad had only replaced the 
smoke detector battery last week. He was now ready.
Once downstairs he put on his coat.
‘Is that you Steven?’ shouted his mother, she 

walked out from the kitchen and answered her own 
question, ‘we’re going to see aunt Stephanie, so we 
may not be in when you come home, do you have 
your key?
He nodded. ‘See you tonight then,’ He poked his 

head around the living room door on his way out. 
Jema and dad were watching TV.
‘Next time you see me I’m gonna be champion!’ he 

said.
‘You drive carefully,’ said his dad.
Jema turned from the TV, ‘see you Stevie!’ and 

smiled sweetly.
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Steven gritted his teeth. ‘See you Jema,’ it was not 
worth it, ‘buy mum,’ he shouted as he opened the 
door.
The cold hit him. It had stopped snowing leaving a 

white covering over every surface, a few footprints 
and tire tracks marked the passage of people, but 
otherwise the snow had barely been touched. Steven 
wondered whether they would still be able to have 
their race outdoors. Whether or not, they could still 
have the race, he was sure they would have some 
fun, they always did. He pulled the scarf tighter 
around his neck and put on his gloves, then holding 
his new radio controlled car in a box under his arm, 
he started walking to Simons home.
He looked back at his house, a two storey dwelling 

in a row of terraces. A few streets further on, the 
main road was clearer of snow than the side streets. 
The snow was predicted so they must have gritted 
the main roads. It was still heavy on the pavements, 
not many people were around this time of year due 
to the Christmas holidays, and therefore the snow 
was still mostly untouched. As he turned from the 
main road he could see where Simon lived. The 
block of flats was a design popular in the 1960’s and 
was showing its age although it had recently been 
repainted. The entrance to the flats was a stairway 
open to the elements, which ascended to external 
balconies from which all the flats were accessed. 
The snow on the steps was already turning to ice 
and Steven had to be careful, stepping on the soft 
snow as much as possible. He made his way onto the 
second floor balcony, which had been protected from 
the snow by a wall, which served as edge protection 
to the balcony. He scooped up a handful of the snow 
lying on the top of the wall and patted it together 
between his hands.
The entrance door to Simons home was at the far 

end of the balcony, he stopped in front of the door. 
Steven put the box containing his car on the balcony 
wall and held the snowball in his hand poised for 
throwing at Simon when he opened the door. He 
pushed the doorbell. The sound of feet descending 
the stairs could be heard from outside, and then the 
door opened. The snowball found its mark, hard wet 
and soggy. But it was Steven who let out the yell. 
The snowball he was holding dropped from his hand. 
Simon let out a burst of laughter.
Steven wiped the snow from his face. ‘How did 

you...?’
‘How did I what? Know that you would come to 

my door with a snowball or how did I keep one in 
here?’ said Simon.
‘Both!’ shouted Steven wiping his face.
Simon put on a dignified English accent, his best 

impersonation of Basil Rathbone. ‘Elementary my 
Dear Watson; Knowing you as I do, you couldn’t 
resist picking up a snowball. Predicting this I 
picked up my own snowball earlier, and put it in the 
freezer.’

Simon was a sharp-featured boy the same age 
as Steven; he had a grin on his face, which was 
virtually permanent. His eyes were deeply set under 
strong eyebrows.
‘You win this time, said Steven, picking up the box 

containing his car, he held it up in front of Simon, 
‘but not for long!’
‘Is it the Ferrari?’
‘Yeah I’ll show you,’ said Steven, ‘is the track OK 

with this snow?’
‘I’ve already been out there, but why waist time 

telling you,’ said Simon putting on his coat, ‘lets go!’
Shortly they had reached their destination, two 

levels up from Simon’s maisonette, on the fifth 
storey, a concrete balcony about six meters square 
lay partially open to the elements. Snow lay about 
one hundred millimetres deep in patches. The 
patches had been formed by hand into a regular 
pattern - exposed between the piles was a continuous 
path showing the surface of the concrete balcony, in 
the figure of an eight.
‘I got out here early, had to get up at – can you 

believe - ten O’clock this morning to clear this!’ said 
Simon.
‘That’s great,’ Steven carefully walked over the 

snow making sure he didn’t disturb Simon’s work. 
Already the miniature concrete racetrack had 
received a light covering of snow, but the partial 
covering to this balcony area had prevented Simon’s 
work being completely covered.
They both placed their cars on the track and stood 

back. The race began.
As the snow continued to drown the world, Steven 

and Simon were somewhere else; the racetrack 
vision Simon had carved in the snow transported 
the imagination of the two boys into another world. 
A world where they were both rally drivers facing 
the harshest of winter conditions, speeding through 
snow covered mountains, icy conditions that only 
their driving skills could save them from. A world of 
innocence and a world of dreams, and the very last 
time Steven could truly remember being a child.
The wind changed and the snow started to fall 

heavier, now blowing into the balcony.
‘It’s getting a bit cold,’ said Simon.
 They had paused following a particularly furious 

race, culminating in both cars colliding at a bend. 
‘Now you mention it - it’s freee-ezing.’
‘Lets go inside, you want some hot chocolate?’ said 

Simon.
 Shortly they were sitting on stools in Simon’s 

kitchen drinking the hot liquid.
‘I wish it was warmer out,’ said Steven, ‘but that 

was great, so the Porsche is no match for the Ferrari 
then?’
‘What, you only beat me by one race!’
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‘The Dancing angel triumphs!’ exclaimed Steve.
‘Dancing angel?’
‘Yeah, that’s what I’m gonna to call her - my car a 

red streak in the night - the Dancing angel, beating 
all comers.’ said Steve proudly.
‘So what’s it mean - what’s a Dancing - fairy?’
‘Angel! Not fairy, you - you’re just a sore looser. 

Anyway, I saw it on TV you know there was a 
program about fire, they had this real fire man and 
he said that he saw these streaks of flame from a fire 
inside a house where there was the fire he’d been 
called to. He called them dancing angels. Then they 
showed a video of a test they’d done, and they were 
like they were alive; these streaks of flame, not from 
the fire but in the smoke, they looked so cool.’
‘You mean hot!’
‘Yeah, and that’s what my Ferrari’s like - a streak of 

flame - The Dancing angel!’
‘Alright, no need for you to keep on about it, but 

you wait - next time my Porsche will be dancing 
rings around your Angel - you just wait!’
‘You wish!’ Steven looked out of the window at the 

snow and finished the rest of his hot chocolate, ‘so 
what now?’
‘Hey did you get any superhero annuals for 

Christmas?’
‘Yeah I got the Spider-man one but you know their 

just reprints from the American comics. You know 
what I wish? I wish we had our own superhero, you 
know? A UK one, our own in Britain,’ said Steve.  
‘Yeah that would be so cool! But you don’t mean 

like - now what was it called... the Dreaded Dr… 
what was it called?’ said Simon.
‘Dreadnaught... the Dreaded Dreadnaught!’ Steve 

burst into a laugh, ‘Ha - The Dreaded Dreadnaught - 
we really got you didn’t we?’
‘Now Steve you’re not gonna let me forget that are 

you?’
‘Err... NO! That was so funny you should have 

seen your face, right? There’s Alex dressed in 
this costume; you know it was just jumpsuit style 
pyjamas? And that helmet a plastic bin with a single 
slit for the eyes and that red light at the centre. And 
he comes to your flat knocks on the door, and you’re 
there and he goes...’
I AM THE DREADED DREDNAUGHT - 

mimicked Simon.
‘And you – you’re standing there with your mouth 

open - and I’ve still got the photos.’ said Steve.
‘So where were you?’ asked Simon.
‘On the balcony above, leaning over with the 

camera,’ said Steve, ‘…and Alex, or should I say - 
his alter ego, throws down this disk right by your 
feet..’ 
‘A TOKEN OF MY TESTIMONY,’ mimicked 

Simon, ‘and then he’s gone! That guy can run. I 
couldn’t believe it, and I’m thinking - this can’t have 
happened, but it did! And I’m standing there closing 
the door and the next minute the door bell goes again 
and its you and Alex standing there, and I’m thinking 
- I know you two are coming over, and I’m looking 
at Alex and I’m seeing’ the same size of bloke as that 
Dreadnaught character, but then I’m thinking’ there’s 
no way he could have changed that fast - no way, 
I mean you two were ringing my bell less than 30 
seconds after the Dreaded Dreadnaught left - I mean 
30 seconds! There’s no way it could have been Alex. 
But if its not him, who is it? There’s no way this guy 
can be for real, but who?’
‘You know how we did it?’ said Steve.
Simon shook his head.
‘The arms and legs of the jumpsuit were cut along 

the back and we glued Velcro to the edges. Then 
Alex could take the costume off quickly, he didn’t 
even have to step out of it; with his ordinary cloths 
underneath he was changed in less than 20 seconds.’
‘Well it worked on me, but it was you who cracked 

up!’ said Simon.
‘I know, we pulled it off perfectly but I just 

couldn’t help it - I mean, it was just so funny. You 
should have seen your face.’ Steve laughed.
‘I got you two back though with the Chinese 

laundry windup,’ said Simon.
‘Oh Yeah, that one,’ concluded Steve. 
Simon leaned back in his chair, ‘...hey I’ve got it... 

you fancy a wind up now?’
‘What?’
‘The Chinese laundry. Let’s do it now.’
‘Oh Yeah, you sold my mum on that, so who you 

gonna do?’
‘I reckon Alex,’ said Simon. ‘The Dreaded 

Dreadnought himself.’
Simon jumped down from the stool and raced over 

to the phone, which was in the hall containing the 
stairway leading to the upper floor of the maisonette. 
Steve followed.
Simon held the phone in his hand having dialled 

the number and adopted a formal pose. As he looked 
upward waiting for the phone to be answered he took 
on the role, his eyes narrowed, at last he began to 
speak.
‘A’llo, Mrs Thorson? This is the Chinese laundry,’ 

Simon carried the accent perfectly, ‘...your washing 
is ready to pick up’
‘...oh, you didn’t leave any laundry with us? Your 

name is Mrs Thorson isn’t it?’
‘...no there can’t be a mistake - your son brought it 

in three days ago... Alex - that is the name of your 
son?’
Steve started to laugh; he put his hand over his 
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mouth, but could not contain it. He run out of the 
hallway back into the kitchen and shut the door, 
hoping his giggles hadn’t spoiled the illusion.
A few moments later Simon opened the door. He 

raised a fist in the air, ‘she bought it!’ They both 
burst out laughing, ‘She...she’s gonna collect the 
washing tomorrow... you imagine it when she goes 
in there... to the Chinese laundry!’ said Simon.
‘That would be so funny, I wish we could be there 

to see it.’ said Steve.
‘Yeah, you know we’re missing the best bit of 

this wind up,’ said Simon, ‘If only we could do 
something like that - but see the result.’
‘You know who I would like to see wound up like 

that?’ suggested Steve.
‘What someone at school?’
‘Trevor,’ said Steve, ‘I can’t stand that bloke, he 

thinks he’s so flash.’
‘What about... hey what about if we were to ring 

up the Police and get them to go round there about 
something?’
‘But how would we do that, there not gonna listen 

to a couple of kids - anyway what are we gonna tell 
them that they would go round his house for?’
‘You’re right I suppose.’
Steve suddenly threw up his arms in exclamation, 

‘hey I know! Oh this would be so funny - just so 
funny...’
‘What?’
‘The Fire Brigade... ‘
‘Yeah that would be so cool, they drive up to 

Trevor’s house, sirens blaring, in their fire engine.’
‘And we could see it all from the park, you know 

at the top of the hill, it’s a perfect view of Trevor’s 
place,’ said Steve.
‘But...’
‘What?’
‘I dunno - you think we should do it though? I 

mean calling them out for notthin?’
‘Come on Steve, you know Sam down the road?’
‘Who fireman Sam?
‘Yeah... I think his real name’s Yosomite or 

sumthin’ but you know everyone calls him Sam; 
he says their waitin in the fire station all day for 
somefin to happen, so they’re gonna be pleased to 
get out,’ said Simon.
‘Oh well that’s alright then,’ agreed Steve.
‘Lets do it!’ said Simon.
Within minutes Simon was on the phone, this time 

they had taken the precaution of using a phone box, 
near the flats.
‘Now you are quite sure there is a real fire?’ said 

the voice at the other end of the line.
‘Yeah it’s real I can see the smoke from here, it’s 

black, must be from a fire and I can see the fames 
comin out the windows,’ lied Simon.
Steve was leaning against the wall facing Simon, 

far enough away so that his sniggering could not 
be heard at the other end of he phone, at least that’s 
what he hoped. Simon turned towards him smiling. 
‘OK so your gonna send the Firemen,’ he said into 
the phone for emphasis as he continued to look at 
Steve. ‘Thanks!’ he concluded and put down the 
receiver.
He punched a fist in the air, ‘Yes!’
‘Come on lets get to the hill,’ said Steve beginning 

to run.
Once they were in the park, it was a short steep 

climb and now they could see Trevor’s house. They 
crouched down low and concealed themselves 
behind a bush, and before long they could hear a 
siren sending its banshee wail through the streets. 
Trevor’s house was some distance from the fire 
station which was located in the centre of town, 
his house was in fact on the edge of the borough 
boundary, but soon they could see the fire engine 
making its way along Trevor’s street. The vehicle 
stopped close to his house, and the fire crew stepped 
out. They were looking in all directions probably 
wondering where the smoke was that Simon had 
described on the phone.
The two boys were too far away to hear what they 

were saying, One of the fire-fighters approached the 
house and rung the bell. Trevor’s mum opened the 
door. After a few moments the fire-fighter entered 
the house.
‘Look Steve,’ said Simon, ‘they’re gonna look 

anyway - Look it’s Trevor - excellent!’
Then Trevor appeared outside the house looking 

bewildered and staring at the fire engine. The two 
boys started laughing, Steve was the loudest and 
had to go back down the hill for fear of being heard. 
Simon closely followed him. He stopped at the 
bottom of the hill, sat down and continued to laugh, 
now unrestrained.
‘Hey that was so good - did you see his face - 

Trevor’s face!’ said Steve in-between bursts of 
laughter.
Through the laughter a buzzing sound struggled 

to make itself heard. Steve realised it might be 
his mobile phone and reached for his pocket. The 
laughter had died to a snigger as he looked at the 
display, which read MUM.
‘Oh great what’s she want now,’ Steve pressed 

the answer button and held the handset to his ear, 
‘yeah?’
‘Steven?’ It didn’t sound like his mum, but it must 

be her ringing from his home number.
‘Mum?’ He said.
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‘No it’s Audrey, you know Audrey next door.’
‘Oh, what’s happening?’ Steve wondered why she 

was calling from his mums phone.
‘Steven - you need to come home, there’s been an 

accident...’
‘What do you mean? What’s happened to Mum?’ 

He stood up, suddenly the laughter was forgotten.
‘Your mums OK - Steven its your sister. Can you 

come home?’
‘Of course I can, but what’s happened to my sister?’
‘It’s easier if you come home.’
‘OK, I’m on my way,’ Steve held the phone in 

front of him, his mind racing with possibilities, and 
switched it off.
‘What’s up?’ Asked Simon.
‘I don’t know, It’s not good though, something to 

do with my sister. I’m gonna have to go.’
It had stopped snowing now but Steve’s shoes 

left deep imprints in the newly covered pavement. 
Carrying his Ferrari under his arm, he made his 
way to his house, wondering all the time what had 
happened. Why hadn’t his mum used the phone? 
Why didn’t Audrey tell him what had happened? As 
he came closer to his street the air seemed different. 
It somehow felt denser than a crisp winters day 
should allow. He looked around and then upward. 
The sky was darker than it was when he had left this 
morning. As he looked more carefully he realised 
the sky was denser the closer he came to his house. 
It was like a storm brewing over his street. Then as 
he turned the corner the answer to all his questions 
confronted him. A small crowd had gathered at the 
end of the street, blocking his view, then looking 
up he saw a column of smoke, and he realised what 
was different about the air he was inhaling. It was 
burning, he could smell burning, but nothing like the 
odour he had ever smelt before; this was intense.
As he made his way through the crowd, the pieces 

of the puzzling telephone message fell into place. As 
he quickly realised what this all meant. He hoped it 
was one jigsaw he would not be able to complete. 
But destiny had spoken and tonight he would fall 
into her arms.
‘Steve!’
Steven saw his mother standing in the street. It was 

definitely his mother but she was unlike he had ever 
seen her before. The calm woman who was always 
in control was not what he saw, and this made him 
realise just how bad this situation must be. Then he 
saw their house.
He had been concentrating so much on what 

may have happened to his mother, the scene that 
had drawn the crowd, had momentarily escaped 
him. But now he saw it. The house was perhaps 
six meters away and was almost unrecognisable 
as their house. The windows on the ground floor 
were gone. Replaced by swirling torrents of flame, 

which seemed to curl up the wall merging into a 
black column of smoke, which clung to the wall 
on the upper floor. The smoke column continued 
to rise above the house and mushroomed outward 
to a dark cloud. A cloud marked the spot like a fist 
with a finger of doom pointing down on the scene of 
devastation.
‘Steve!’ She ran towards him grabbing him in her 

arms, hugging him. He was still trying to take it 
all in, and would not have let her do this normally 
particularly in front of all the neighbours, but he 
didn’t say anything - she seemed to need to hold 
him. Then he saw dad walking slowly towards them.
‘Where is she?’ asked Steve.
There was a long pause as if his dad was trying to 

make sense of the question, or trying to find some 
easy way of answering it. 
‘They’re looking for her inside,’ said his dad.
He turned his head to look directly at the house; his 

mother was still clutching him. Now he realised for 
the first time since they phoned him, exactly what 
was going on.
And he remembered the smoke detector.
‘No!’ he flew himself from his mother’s arms, 

walking swiftly towards the house. A fire-fighter 
came towards him motioning him to stay back. 
Like everybody else he could do nothing but watch. 
The amount of smoke pouring out of the windows 
was unbelievable, but his only frame of reference 
was TV and they had got it all wrong. The TV 
shows, even the Towering inferno, they had got it 
all wrong. Steve’s thoughts rambled, connected but 
disconnected to the events unfolding in front of him, 
an attempt perhaps to divert his own attention to the 
true unquestionable fact that his sister was in there. 
She was in that house with all the black smoke, 
which rasped his nostrils with its toxic poison, even 
at the distance he was standing. The smoke was 
black it was so black.
All this awakened him to the realisation of what it 

must be like in there, in the dark impenetrable black 
un-breathable air. If only she could only hold her 
breath long enough, and he remembered the time 
when they both sat in front of the TV watching a 
TV magician being lowered into a tank of water, 
recreating a famous Houdini escape. The presenter 
of that TV show invited the audience to hold their 
breath just like the magician had to do. Whilst he 
made his escape from the chains and sealed water 
tank. Jema had been able to hold her breath longer 
than Steve could himself, and now he held his 
breath. If he could hold his breath until they brought 
Jema out then she would be OK. The desperation of 
that thought merged with an overwhelming feeling 
of what would happen if he could not hold his breath 
that long, and also anger. Anger at the filmmakers. 
Why had they not shown fires as they really are? So 
that we know. It was the fault of the filmmakers, not 
his own. They should have sown it like it really was 
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– then he would not have taken the battery out.
A figure emerged from the front door of their 

house, a fire-fighter carrying what appeared to 
Steve to be a bundle of cloths, which he placed on 
the ground. What followed was a calm but decisive 
attempt to bring Jema back to life. All too quickly 
he realised the mask he had been painting across 
his thoughts was just that. He had no one to unleash 
his anger against, because he could not accept the 
reality of the situation. He could not accept that he 
had caused this to happen. In the moment he saw 
her still face he realised how utterly immature he 
had been to think that way, and when he realised for 
the first time that she would never be here again, he 
had to accept the pure and simple fact that he was 
responsible for this. He looked down at the plastic 
car still clutched in his hand containing the stolen 
batteries inside, raised it above his head and cried 
out with a hellish rage, smashing it to the ground.
He knew from this moment on his world would 

never be the same again. And he had made it so.

Chapter 5 Fighting fires

Steven’s mind refocused from the past, as he 
finished the story he was relating to Sally
‘So that is how I killed my sister. They found her 

inside her wardrobe - she was apparently clutching 
her teddy bear. That’s how she died. This was the 
beginning of the end of my happy family,’ said 
Steven, ‘my dad never forgave me.’
‘You told them then?’ asked Sally.
‘Yeah, it was something which both my parents 

had instilled in me. Lying is a dangerous thing, if a 
kid gets used to getting away with things by lying it 
shapes his character. Mistakes are things to learn by. 
They may not be nice at the time but the lessons you 
learn make you a better person. But if lying helps 
you get off the hook, you don’t take care anymore, 
don’t learn the lesson. Liars get found out and they 
are known to be untrustworthy. That’s what my mum 
and dad told me and they were right. Lets face it 
we all know someone who is a liar; and do we trust 
them?’
‘I had one at work; once you got to know her, you 

took anything she said with a pinch of salt, good for 
a laugh but that’s about it,’ said Sally.
‘So I told them I had taken the battery out of the 

smoke detector, I didn’t say then, not right away out 
in the street, I told them later.  To be quite frank I 
think I would have gone mad keeping that to myself. 
And what if they found out later, say the battery was 
found missing in the remains of the smoke detector - 
no lying was not an option.’
‘So I told them, knowing they would hate me.’

‘Did they?’ asked Sally.
‘My dad went mad. I had never seen him like that 

before, he shouted and raged at me, telling me how 
stupid I was, and I inwardly agreed with everything 
he said. 
‘My mum cried. And that was the worst. When my 

dad had finished his outburst, I knew exactly where 
I stood with him. But my mum said nothing and yet 
I could read her every thought. I was ashamed to be 
alive.’
‘It became very difficult then. Mum and dad always 

seemed to be arguing - they never did that before. I 
just felt guilty all the time.’ 
‘What about Simon,’ asked Sally.
‘You know on the day, it never occurred to me 

about the hoax call Simon made, it was only when 
I saw him again when he mentioned it. When the 
whole incident was reported in the local paper they 
mentioned the fact that the fire brigade were delayed 
due to a hoax call. Simon did the opposite to me and 
didn’t tell anyone. I was the only one he had to talk 
to about it. And of course I was in a state about it 
myself. I told him the hoax call to the brigade was 
as much my fault as his, but he reminded me how 
I questioned whether it was a good idea. I said to 
him we were both just going to have to accept that 
we caused her death, and I still felt I was mostly to 
blame. Without the smoke detector she didn’t even 
know there was a fire until it was too late. We talked 
about this constantly. Then I didn’t hear from him 
for a couple of days. The next I heard he had killed 
himself.
If Simon had just talked to me about what he was 

going to do.’
Sally head was racing with this revelation of 

Steven’s involvement with his sister’s death. This 
was totally unexpected. ‘When we first met, I 
though you had everything going for you. You had 
everything sorted out.’
‘I said this might change everything Sally.’

‘No Steven. What I mean is that I didn’t appreciate 
what you have been through, what you still have to 
deal with. Simon took his life co’s he couldn’t deal 
with it. But look at you, look where you are today. 
You must have saved lots of people from fires. And 
of course you saved me in another way, you saved 
me from doing something stupid, I know it took a 
while for me to see he light but you never gave up 
on me, if not for you I’d probably be in prison now 
for arson and regretting that I’d killed someone. I 
can hardly criticise you for something you did as a 
kid.’
‘We’ll I was hardly a kid,’
‘You make a mistake, but look what you’ve done 

since!’
‘None of it makes up for it though, Sally.’
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‘So what happened then?’
‘Well when my dad left us, I just needed to 

understand how much I had contributed to her death, 
I just couldn’t leave it alone. So I started looking up 
things about fire, you know on the Internet. I learnt 
a lot that I had never even thought about. I learnt 
that smoke detectors are only one part of the escape 
equation, and at the time of my sisters death only 
3 storey houses needed to comply with any means 
of escape requirements and existing houses could 
basically have nothing to assist means of escape, 
despite over 400 people a year dying is house 
fires in the UK. So I started to get angry with the 
government for allowing this to happen. All smoke 
detectors do is give a warning so in our house that’s 
all we had and I had taken that away.
It was only a year before I was due to leave school 

and at that time there was only one thing I wanted to 
do - be a fire-fighter. So that’s what I did, I was just 
obsessed, and also it must be said, guilt driven.
‘And of course meeting Lisa and what happened to 

me, led to this place and what I am today. But if I’m 
totally honest it all comes back to one thing. This 
whole persona of mine - the Fire Engineer its a guilt 
trip. You see Sally if my sister had been murdered 
at least I would have had somebody to hate, but the 
only one I have to blame is myself and that simple 
fact is hard sometimes. It’s hard to live with.
‘I have this dream; I’ve had it a thousand times. 

I’m back there on that day, but I’m as I am now and 
I’m standing on the landing in the stairway of our 
old house and I’m watching myself as I was then, 
taking this chair out onto the landing and standing 
on it, reaching up to the smoke detector. I shout 
out at myself not to do it, I try to grab myself but 
the younger me can’t hear or even see me. Then 
I’m in the house later that day, I see Jema on her 
own playing in her bedroom, I scream at her to get 
out but she doesn’t hear me either. I go downstairs 
and see the fire, its already started in the living 
room, smoke’s already forming a layer across the 
ceiling and flowing out the living room door up the 
stairway. I desperately try to close the door, but it 
won’t budge, no matter how hard I try to push it 
closed, and the smokes pluming up the stairway, a 
layer is forming upstairs, its starting to get hot, I rush 
upstairs. The door to her room is closed and I look 
at the gaps around the door, knowing that smokes 
pouring into her room. I can’t open the door. Then I 
hear her scream, I’m willing her to come out, at least 
try to get out of the room and I can feel the burning 
in my eyes, my mouth involuntarily opening seeking 
oxygen and she screams.
“Mummy! Mummy, make it stop!”
‘Then all I know, all I’ve learnt about the effects 

of toxic smoke run through my mind. A list of cold 
facts telling me one thing - that my sister can’t 
possibly survive this and as I crumple down outside 
her bedroom door she becomes silent and I know 
she’s sitting in that wardrobe clutching her teddy 

bear as the drowsiness which takes over the bodily 
functions tells her she just wants to go to sleep.
‘I sit there, the Fire Engineer, knowing there is 

nothing I can do to help her.
‘When you loose someone, it comes in waves. 

Some days the tide is out. They say times a healer, 
well that’s a bad saying, time don’t heal, all the 
time does is make it fade a bit until the day the 
tide all comes washing back, and hit’s you with a 
vengeance. And you know you just have to ride it 
and you have to accept - that you have to cry.’
Sally didn’t know what to say. She was stunned 

by all of this. Did it change the way she felt about 
Steven, she had to admit it did.
‘I’m sorry Sally; I’m sorry that I’m not the man 

you thought I was. If you want to leave, I will 
understand. I should not have kept this a secret from 
you.’
Sally stood bewildered. Had she not stumbled upon 

this room containing the monument to his sister, she 
would never have known about Steven’s secret. Did 
Lisa know? Could she ever trust him again?

Chapter 6 The Inauguration

Tradition says, and the records of the Great Book 
(the Book of Dzyan) explain, that long before the 
days of Ad-am, and his inquisitive wife, He-va, 
where now are found but salt lakes and desolate 
barren deserts, there was a vast inland sea, which 
extended over Middle Asia, north of the proud 
Himalayan range, and its western prolongation. 
An island, which for its unparalleled beauty had no 
rival in the world, was inhabited by the last remnant 
of the race which preceded ours.
This race could live with equal ease in water, air, 

or fire, for it had an unlimited control over the 
elements.

The Secret Doctrine Vol 2 Page 226
by H. P. Blavatsky

Following his chance encounter with Aradia 
in a second handbook shop in London, Anthony 
Valentine had thought fortune had smiled upon him. 
Aradia had similar views to his own regarding the 
natural order of things and an interest in ancient 
occult texts, which appeared to point to the true way. 
However unbeknown to Anthony, the encounter 
was anything but chance. He agreed to meet again, 
together with a friend of hers.
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‘Ah Jason! At last,’ said Aradia looking towards 
the doorway of the coffee shop. A tall man framed 
the doorway opening; he was wearing black trousers 
and a black jacket with a white t-shirt. His hair 
was longer than the present trend would dictate, a 
usual sign of an older man either being locked in 
the fashion of his youth or as in this case, that he 
dictates his own style.
Jason walked over to the table.
‘Aradia, I see you have managed to lure our new 

recruit into the open,’ Jason turned to Anthony 
attaching a smile, ‘nice to meet you, now let me just 
get myself a coffee. I guess you two would like a 
refill?’
‘And a piece of that chocolate cake for me Jason,’ 

said Aradia.
‘Now I thought you were watching your figure?’
‘I’ll watch it tomorrow,’ she countered, Jason 

smiled and made his way to the counter.
‘He’s younger than I thought,’ remarked Anthony 

noting Jason’s age was about the same as his own.
‘Did you expect a wise old sage with a white 

beard?’ said Aradia.
‘We’ll to be quite frank - yes!’
‘Age is not necessarily a mark of wisdom, Anthony. 

Some people live long lives and learn nothing.’
‘Ah “you see but do not observe, Watson”,’ quoted 

Anthony in a pronounced English accent.
Jason returned to the table, coffee laden and sat 

down.
‘Your quote from Sherlock Holmes is very true; 

too much made of what we think we see - what we 
assume,’ said Jason.
‘We make a connection when none are there. No 

wonder the world is a mess,’ said Aradia.
‘And speaking of the world being in a mess, Aradia 

tells me you share our views regarding the natural 
order of things,’ Said Jason.
‘Yeah when I bumped into Aradia in that book 

shop, I was amazed to find we both shared the same 
views about the modern world,’ said Anthony.
‘Tell me Anthony, how should the world change?’ 

said Jason.
‘Where do I start? I think the essential problem is 

the way mankind works against the natural order of 
things, we plunder the earth resources rather than run 
our lives in sympathy with nature.’
Anthony turned toward the window. ‘Look at them 

outside, in their cars. Polluting the atmosphere and 
for what, they’ve got fifty years and its all gone.’
‘Fifty years is optimistic Anthony, the oil has more 

like forty years left,’ said Aradia.
‘We’ll whatever, that’s just one example and they 

know the problems; the politicians, but they do 

nothing. And everybody just goes on living their 
lives in this kind of blinkered vision not giving a 
thought to the future of the planet, not even about the 
environment their children’s children will be living 
in, just take, take, take - its madness.’
‘I couldn’t have put it better myself Anthony,’ said 

Jason, ‘we believe as you do. In fact we predict there 
will be a time when the world will not be able to 
recover from this consistent plundering as you call it. 
That time is not far in the future.’
‘That’s just it, we are going to end it all,’ said 

Anthony.
‘Like the dinosaurs,’ added Aradia, ‘we’ll be 

extinct.’
‘Actually they will have lasted longer than us, 

we’ve been here a fraction of their time,’ said Jason.
‘It’s just so pointless, humanity the selfish race who 

destroyed their own future,’ said Anthony.
‘But that does not have to be,’ Jason paused for 

effect.
Anthony sat back in his chair adopting a pose of 

futility, ‘if only you were right.’
‘So you’re a pessimist?’ said Jason.
‘No I don’t think I’m a pessimist, just a realist,’
‘Ah but reality is based upon our own perceptions,’ 

added Aradia.
Jason turned to her and smiled. ‘She’s right you 

know Anthony. You perceive the world to be on it’s 
way out, why? Because you see no way of changing 
the way our fellow human beings are treating the 
world, is that true?’
‘Yeah I suppose your right.’
‘Yet how many people have changed the world 

with a simple idea? But it’s not just the idea that’s 
important, it’s the ability to persevere with the idea 
- to hold on to it no matter what the odds, no matter 
what the personal consequences.’
‘That’s a tall order,’ said Anthony.
‘Not if you truly believe. Would you like me to tell 

you of my vision?’ said Jason.
Anthony nodded, ‘of course, please do.’
‘Mankind has done much to destroy this world. 

Some of it is out of ignorance, but much is also with 
knowledge of the consequences. There is much, 
which is unrecoverable. But there is much, which 
can be saved. I do believe that we have reached a 
stage where before long it will be too late, but now 
we just have a chance.’
‘How do you know this? I mean how can you be 

certain?’ said Anthony.
‘Guarantees are hard to come by, even the gods 

would be foolish to offer guarantees about the 
actions of nature, but I have it on good authority that 
we have a very good chance,’
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‘Good authority?’ questioned Anthony.
‘Yes,’ said Jason.
‘Do you mind if I ask who this good authority is?’ 

said Anthony.
‘No I don’t mind you asking,’ said Jason and 

paused.
‘Jason! Stop winding him up,’ said Aradia.
‘Aradia, you know as well as I do that Anthony 

may not be ready for this,’ said Jason.
Anthony leaned forward quizzically, saying nothing 

but looking backwards and forwards between Aradia 
and Jason.
‘I think Anthony is at least ready to accept the 

possibility,’ said Aradia.
Jason turned to Anthony. ‘So Anthony, are you 

ready?’
‘I don’t know what you mean,’
‘Aradia tells me you have ancient texts in your 

possession, the Secret Doctrine for example. You 
told her that you believe we have at some point in 
the past diverted in the wrong direction.’
‘Yes that’s right, I think that mankind has moved 

away form the natural order, the natural path for this 
planets development.’
‘Go on,’ said Jason.
‘We’ve found these resources and perverted them, 

milking the planet as I said before. But I believe that 
people used to know the true path, when we were in 
sympathy; synergy with nature if you like - taking 
and replenishing as necessary.’
‘Well we seem to be in synergy with that thought. 

Now what about the elder races?’ said Jason.
‘The elder races?’
‘Yes tell me what you know.’
‘I assume you’re referring to references to the 

pre-history of man, reffered to in such texts as 
The Secret Doctrine. It’s a very difficult book to 
interpret, at least for me, but you’re right; there is 
reference to a race that predated mankind, but the 
reliability of this book is - is questionable.’
‘But would you not agree that the existence of an 

elder race is scattered in mythology all across the 
world, and in particular - this Country.’
‘We’ll yes in myths, but myths are just myths.’
‘Until we can prove otherwise, Anthony. Let me 

tell you what we believe. What I am about to tell you 
has however come about through years of extensive 
study and is no wish fulfilment of some fashionable 
legend. We sought to understand just as you have, 
the true path by which we can live in synergy with 
this planet.
The key rests within these ancient text; the Kabala, 

the Apocrypha, the Secret Doctrine, to name but 
a few, all tell a different version of the same story 

and by interweaving these texts it is possible to see 
common elements. What we see is a tale of how 
man was nurtured by an elder race; a race who 
understood the elemental forces.’
‘The Elohim?’ said Anthony.
‘They have many names, depending what version 

of events you read, I believe in England they were 
referred to as elves. Although we believe popular 
story telling in this country has reduced them to an 
unnatural cuteness.’
‘Tolkien depicted them rather elegantly,’ said 

Aradia.
‘Tolkien is a storyteller, but interestingly his 

depiction has a slight semblance of accuracy, I 
suspect he researched thoroughly.
‘In order to avoid any preconceptions of earlier 

fragments of truth, we prefer to call them by a 
different name - The Ancient Ones.’
We understand that at some point the Ancient ones 

decided to leave us, but this was not until they felt 
we were able to take care of this world - as they 
would have liked. In the intervening period there 
was a split in the opinions of mankind. One group 
felt the ways of the Ancient ones were too restrictive 
and saw the power available to them if they used the 
natural forces of nature to their own advantage. This 
group gained a strong following and with no direct 
influence from the Ancient ones, eventually gained 
the upper hand. History is written by the victors, the 
old ways were forgotten and drifted into myths and 
legends, which is where we stand today.’
‘It’s an interesting theory, Jason. I admit it does fit 

in with what I’ve read myself, although I had not 
connected the events as you have. If what you say is 
true I wonder what the Ancient ones would think of 
us?’
Aradia looked at Jason, and the latter continued 

to look at Anthony, he leaned back taking a sip of 
coffee, and then replaced the cup on the table. ‘Well 
I think we can trust you.’
Anthony looked at Jason - the silence of the pause 

held him in expectation.
‘You see Anthony we know what the Ancient ones 

think of us - the Elohim. You see, we have made 
contact and they are not happy Anthony. They are 
not happy at all.’

Chapter 7 Sally’s Decision

Sally walked over to the railing guarding the edge 
of the drop to the cavern below. She looked at the 
flame rising upward from the monument in the 
centre of the cavern.
‘Do you think things happen for reasons?’ said 
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Sally.
‘Oh you’re going to suggest my sister had to 

die - that was her sole purpose in life to create the 
environment for the Fire Engineer to be born? So 
you believe in fate do you?’
‘I don’t know, but that’s what’s happened isn’t it? 

Your persona as the Fire engineer would not exist if 
she hadn’t died.’
‘Of course I really don’t know, none of us do, but I 

would like to believe we have control of our actions. 
I made a mistaken, a terrible mistake and now I’m 
over compensating.’
‘But it’s not just you doing this, I mean you would 

just be a fire-fighter in the brigade, if not for the 
accident.’
‘If not for the accident. But that’s just it Sally, 

it was an accident that gave me my abilities, an 
accident. I can’t hide what I did behind an unproved 
theory that our existence is shaped by a grand plan 
that we have no control over. If that was the case 
wouldn’t we have proved it by now?’
‘But perhaps that’s it, if we could prove it, then it 

would have no meaning, if we knew our lives were 
planned we would not try of strive for anything, we 
would just be tempted to wait for things to happen,’ 
said Sally.
‘Well, I’m not convinced but thanks anyway Sally 

for at least trying to make me feel better about it  - 
but I never will.’
‘And to answer your original question, I don’t feel 

any different about you, but I do understand you 
more. And I understand why you kept this a secret 
form me. It really is very personal. You have been 
very good to me Steven and that reflects the man you 
are today. You said you were sorry that you were not 
the man I thought you were; we’ll your right; you 
are much more than the man I thought you were.’

Chapter 8 Lisa’s beginnings

‘This is a nice place,’ Lisa looked around the small 
restaurant as she clutched the glass of mineral water 
in her hand, and looked up at Arthur. Earlier that 
week he had been the victim of a particularly bad 
fire in his factory and Steven, Sally and Lisa had 
helped him escape unscathed. Lisa had accepted 
Arthur’s invitation to lunch as a token thank you. 
Steven had noted the advanced robotics technology 
employed in the factory and had suggested to Lisa 
that a meeting of minds may be beneficial to their 
own fire fighting equipment projects. Robotics was 
something they as yet had not experience of.
‘Its one of these out of the way places that nobody 

seems to know about, I’ve been coming here for 
years, its never changed. We’ll Lisa I’ve told you 

how I got into robotics, how did you get into fire 
engineering, and how did you meet the costumed 
hero who saved my life earlier this week?’
‘We’ll you see its all my dads fault. He owned 

a successful business in fire extinguishing 
installations, I just naturally was always interested in 
what he was doing.’
‘What about your mother?’
‘Oh my mum died when I was about five years old. 

I only have theses vague memories of her, so you see 
dad brought me up so I suppose that’s why I kind of 
gravitated to his interests. It all seemed so exciting 
to me at a young age - you know - fire fighting and 
all that. It just stayed with me so when I got older 
the science was interesting. It’s like maths. You 
know when you’re at school it all seems so pointless 
- apart from money of course - but the rest of it just 
seems pointless - all theses calculations, statistics, 
algebra, differential equations - I mean you ask 
yourself what’s it all for?
Now when dad told me that you can predict what 

a fire would do, how fast it would grow and how 
the smoke would move - and you could do it all 
with maths - I thought; wow this is like magic, and I 
got interested enough to make me break the barrier 
of the maths because now I had some practical 
application for it and of course when I saw what 
these computer models can do - visualising smoke - I 
was hooked. And I’ve been hooked ever since.’
‘Your colleague the fire engineer doesn’t use 

conventional gear, are you responsible for this 
equipment,’ Asked Arthur.
‘My dad was always active in research. He never 

rested with a business selling just conventional 
gear; he wanted to move things forward. He brought 
together a team of people from various fields 
to realise the ideas he had. Many of these ideas 
were quite radical and in reality, many were not 
marketable. Fire authorities need to be convinced 
and it’s difficult to get them to change their 
practices. So after dad died I had all his projects, 
which I inherited. And of course it was at that time 
I met Steven and he was really the catalyst. Do you 
want to hear the whole story?’
‘Of course I do Lisa, The pasta was great - an 

exciting story would make for a great desert,’ said 
Arthur.
‘Ok then, let me transport you back in time a few 

years. My dad had made me go out and make my 
own way in the world for a bit. He said that you 
need to experience the real world, before you can 
make valued judgements as a fire scientist. So I got 
a job as a consultant for a Building Control body, 
you know a Council who deal with the building 
regulations when building are built. I used to look 
at the fire aspect of the building regs applications. 
He was right of course it gave me an insight. My 
naive feeling that everybody must want a fire safe 
building quickly disappeared, and I discovered 
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that what people really want is a building which 
looks the way they want it to look and spend zero 
on fire safety. The problem being that fire safety 
requirements generally conflict with the way people 
want buildings to look.
I did that for five years, and then dad said I would 

be ready to work for him, and of course he was right. 
And it is when I started working for him that the 
story starts.’
Lisa set the scene and told Arthur the story of 

how she met Steven, but that story can also be told 
from a different perspective and thus a different 
beginning. As Lisa’s story takes shape in the factory 
owned by her father, the strands of memory can be 
stretched to encompass a small fire station a quarter 
of a mile away, and a conversation between a newly 
transferred fire man being introduced to his new 
watch.

Chapter 9 Jema’s legacy

‘So there he was, tied at the top of this ladder, in 
his underwear, propped up outside the fire station, it 
was just so funny.’ Jack Anser was a storyteller. You 
learned to believe half of what he said. The pity of 
it was, if he had kept the story accurate it would not 
be a bad story anyway. But he had the one fatal flaw 
for somebody who is a storyteller - a bad memory. 
It was always interesting to hear him tell the same 
story twice, and look out for the difference, the little 
bits that got added. After hearing the story about five 
times, you could almost interpret the truth.
‘Course you’d not get away with it now you know, 

they’ve got a lot tighter on that sort of thing these 
days,’ continued Jack. He had been introducing 
Steven to his new fire station. Steven had been 
working in London for his first year in the brigade; 
he had liked the action of the big city, and had not 
been looking forward to his new posting outside the 
city.
‘Its all nonsense, you got to have a laugh,’ 

continued Jack.
‘Yeah, course you have,’ Steven did not know 

whether he really approved of these kind of pranks 
any more, not after the hoax call to the fire brigade 
he was involved with just before his sisters death. Of 
course there were pranks and there were pranks and 
the edge between going too far was seen by some 
but not always by others. He was more careful these 
days to predict the consequences. “Your actions have 
consequences,” as his dad was so fond of saying. He 
wished he had listened.
So here he was, and as if to make his dad’s little 

piece of philosophy come true he was here today, 
a member of the fire brigade because of what he 
had done just six years ago. It started as a means of 
understanding what had happened to his sister in 

the fire and escalated to an all-consuming passion 
for the subject. When it came the time for choosing 
careers, there was only one thing he was interested 
in. So he became a fire-fighter. Was it guilt? He tried 
to convince himself so many times that this was not 
the case, but failed time and time again.
‘Now tomorrows’ interesting,’ continued Jack now 

changing the subject, ‘there’s this local factory, they 
produce fire extinguishers.’
‘Yeah that really will be interesting,’ they both 

looked up, a tall muscular man had entered the rest 
room and poured himself a coffee.
‘Stan, I’d like you to meet Steve, he just transferred 

from the Styx,’ said Jack, ‘now Stan, you’ve not 
been here long yourself, so you’ve not been to this 
factory before either, it really is good. They invite us 
there every year and show us what they’re working 
on. Believe me there doing some interesting stuff - 
but I think I’ll let it speak for itself. Now I’m gonna 
get some shut eye, were leaving in two hours, See 
you guys.’ Jack left the rest room.
‘You know, when he says you’re from the Styx, do 

you know the way he spells it?’ said Sam leaning 
against the sink, coffee in hand. Steve shook his 
head.
‘S T Y X; like the river, the river of the dead - its 

like his way of saying its dead boring outside of 
THIS town,’ said Sam.
‘Do you get some stik,’ asked Steve, not being able 

to believe this was the second fireman Sam Steve 
had known.
‘Oh what the name? Fireman Sam? No not really, 

see I’ve been in the Brigade long enough to know 
how to play it. You don’t let them know it bothers 
you, once you do your finished, they’ll just keep on 
with it - so learn that one - its for free.’ 
‘Thanks.’
‘So why are you in this game then?’ asked Sam.
‘Fire is something I’ve been interested in for some 

time and when it came to a job, I thought I’d give 
it a try. I couldn’t sit at a desk all day, you know 
- I suppose it’s the adventurous side of me that 
persuaded me as well.’ Steven hid the real reason. In 
fact he had never spoken to anybody about it apart 
from his parents. He wondered for a moment why 
he had chosen a profession, which was set to remind 
him so often about his part in his sister’s death.
‘I did if for the adventure as well,’ said Sam, my 

dad was in the services and you know you either go 
one of two ways, you go with it co’s you’re dads 
always saying how good it is, or you go against it 
co’s your fed up with your dad saying how good it 
is. Well I was easily taken in. He never mentioned all 
the wait’ in about for the shout, the cleaning the fire 
station, mucking out generally - he never mentioned 
that at all. But I don’t mind, its the rush I like, you 
know, the rush..’
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‘Adrenalin,’ offered Steven.
‘Yeah the adrenalin, that’s it, you just never know 

what its gonna be. Most of the time round here 
though its car fires; you know kids and stuff. But 
we do get a few good’uns, there’s a lot of factories 
round ‘ere. They can be dodgy, you know, real 
dodgy, they could have anything in here you know. 
I just wonna get in, but the STO he’s careful like, 
before we go in, but he’s right you know he’s right 
really.’
Just then a face appeared around the door to the rest 

room. It was small and thin and judging from the 
distance to the head of the door, the face must belong 
to a short person. A red spiky plume of hair sprouted 
from the head top. The face suspended there and a 
broad grin widened across it. Sam saw that Steven 
was looking over his shoulder at something. He 
turned but the face was gone.
‘Who was that?’ said Sam.
‘I dunno,’ said Steven.
‘Was it Carrot?’
‘Carrot? Oh Yeah he had red hair,’
‘That’s Carrot.’
Steven looked up and he was there again, just 

his face at the edge of the door, the wide grin 
unchanged, Steven thought he must be not more than 
five foot two inches, and wondered how he got into 
the Brigade at that height.
‘They can’t discriminate now you know’, said 

Carrot as if reading Stevens thoughts. ‘So you know 
my name already then,’ Carrot unhooked his head 
from the side of the door and walked in the room, 
all six foot, six inches of him. ‘Huh, fooled you,’ he 
said. Steven burst out laughing.
‘This is Steven in from the outside world,’ said 

Sam, ‘and Steven; meet Carrot the comedian.’
‘Pleased to meet you,’ said Steven.
‘You are? You may eat those words,’ the grin 

reduced to a smirk and widened again as if to ‘say’ 
he didn’t mean it really. ‘Now I don’t suppose Sam 
has told you yet, but we have this kind of ritual.’
Steven looked at Sam, who held a blank expression.
‘No, so what’s this ritual then?’ said Steven.
‘Well you see at the moment I’m the fastest,’ said 

Carrot.
‘The fastest what?’ questioned Steven.
‘To the pole of course, I’m the fastest one to get to 

the pole. Now you being a new here, well you see,’ 
he gestured rubbing his chin, ‘you may be a threat to 
me co’s you just could be faster. So we’ve gotta see, 
ain’t we?’
‘Is this true Sam?’ said Steven attempting to get 

into the spirit of the thing, ‘is he the fastest?’
‘Yeah he’s the fastest alright.’

‘Now Steven, I’ve got ten pounds on the table; ten 
pounds that I can beat you to the pole.’
‘We’ll you’ve had practice, seems I’m gonna lose 

ten pounds if I agree to this.’
‘No,’ said Carrot, ‘you don’t lose nothing; you see 

that’s the ritual. The fastest puts ten pounds on the 
table and can lose it if he gets beaten, but you lose 
nothing, you can only win.’
‘I see,’ Steven though he was being set up for 

something but he couldn’t determine what it was, 
‘well I’m not one to break a ritual or spoil the fun... 
so your on. But lets look at the course before shall 
we? After all you must be familiar with it, where as 
me...’
‘Oh no! That’s part of it you see, you had the 

chance to check it out on the way up here, if you 
missed that chance well that’s just bad luck,’ said 
Carrot.
‘Why is it you want to win this so much if you 

don’t win anything, what’s in it for you?’
‘Oh the fame and the glory. Now you ready?’
‘OK, lets do it then.’
‘Come on Sam you start us.’
Sam got up, ‘OK both outside then.’
Steven and Carrot stood in the corridor ready. 

Carrot stood on one leg as if a camera had caught 
a shot of him in mid stride. Steven stood ready, 
elbows and knees bend ready for a swift start. He 
had remembered where the fireman’s pole was, at 
the end of this corridor was a sharp right turn and 
he thought it was about five meters past the bend 
on the left. He noticed that Carrot had positioned 
himself on the left, to gain an advantage in relation 
to the position of he pole. Steven felt his best chance 
was to get off to a fast start ahead of Carrot and 
manoeuvre over to the left in front of him. That was 
his plan anyway.
‘OK, pole racers, ready?’ said Sam.
They both nodded.
‘Go!’
Carrot shot off with a bounding leap, immediately 

destroying Stevens plan. Carrot was ahead. Now 
if Steven was to win he needed to make up double 
the ground to move over to the left, he gave it his 
best shot. Carrots initial stride actually caused him 
to slow as he changed gear between striding and 
running, so Steven made up the ground, but he was 
blocked by Carrot in the narrow corridor, as they 
reached the bend Carrot slid on the floor slightly, 
giving Steven, a narrow opening to slip past, if he 
was fast enough. He did not let the opportunity 
pass, narrowing his body with a sideway swerve he 
overtook his competitor and it was as if the success 
of this move had suddenly given him more power, 
he accelerated and flew at the pole, grasping it with 
both arms and legs. Carrot had stopped, recovering 
his position following the skid; he stopped and 
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stood, looking on. His face held an expression of 
determination, which had defined it since the race 
began, but slowly his face changed its expression 
and broke into a smile.
Steven hit the ground, pleased with himself. Then 

he looked down. His arms, legs, chest and hands 
were covered in something red. He looked up to the 
top of the pole. Carrot was there looking down the 
hole, smiling. He stroked a finger down the pole, 
and a red substance stayed on his finger. He licked it. 
Tomato sauce. He had painted the pole with tomato 
sauce!
‘Steven Morrow!’ Steven looked up.
‘So, is this what I am to expect from you?’ A man 

was standing there feet astride; arms folded, a wide 
frame of a body, six feet four inches tall. It was 
Gregson, the Station Officer. The man in charge of 
the fire station.
‘When we met this morning you impressed me. 

Your record is impeccable, your interest and grasp 
of our profession was all I could have expected. You 
know what I thought to myself Steven Morrow?’
‘No, Sir,’ said Steven.
‘I thought; there’s a man who’ll make Station 

Officer in a few years. You know what I think now?’
‘No, Sir,’ said Steven.
‘I think you’ll be cleaning this station out for years 

to come co’s you’re NOT station officer material. 
Now what are you?’
‘Not Station Officer material Sir.’
‘Now get yourself cleaned up’. Gregson swivelled 

on his heals and marched away. Steven heard a 
snigger from above. He looked up and saw Carrots 
head again, through the hole for the fireman’s pole. 
He raised his hand, finger pointing.
‘Carrot I’ll...’ he stopped in case the Station officer 

was still in hearing range.
‘Welcome aboard Steve!’ whispered Carrot.
By the time he had cleaned the pole of the tomato 

sauce and changed he had just five minutes. Hastily 
straightening his tie, he made his way to the 
appliance room. This time his descent was by way of 
the stairway. The large bi-folding doors dominated 
the front of the room, doors large enough to allow 
two fire engines to emerge on to the street. Of course 
the term fire engine was not one the fire brigade 
used, as Steven quickly learned when he was a 
recruit. Fire appliance was the brigade term for these 
mobile fire fighting vehicles. The appliance room 
contained two such vehicles, a pump and a pump 
escape. The latter carried a large ladder for rescue.
‘Course, you don’t remember the wheeled escape’s 

do you?’ The voice broke Steven’s daydream. 
Gregson was standing beside him looking at the 
pump escape. Steven turned. ‘No Sir.’
‘Bigger and much more stable. At least that’s what 

I’m told. Truth is I don’t remember them either, but 
my Station officer was always going on about them, 
so much so that he convinced me how good they 
were at a shout,’ said Gregson.
A ‘shout’. Steven still found this a strange term 

to refer to a fire, which you attended, but each 
profession has its own language.
‘Steven, I’d like to have a word,’ said Gregson.
Steven turned around fully to face him.’ Yes Sir.’
You don’t want to be like a sheep Steven,’ Gregson 

paused and the stony appearance dissolved from his 
face.
‘A sheep?’
‘ I meant it when I said I thought you were Station 

Officer material. You need to focus. You can make of 
your life what you will, throw it all away and follow 
the buffoons in this station if that’s all life means to 
you. But some how I don’t see that in you. You’re 
new and I’m going to let you show me your made of 
better stuff. I almost made you stay here today and 
clean this place up, but where we are going will be 
an education.’
‘What do they do at the factory Sir; develop fire 

extinguishers?’ Asked Steven.
‘They do more than that. This firm have some 

unusual ideas, very advanced as I see it. What I like 
about them is that they not only talk to the higher 
ups in the Brigade, they also invite us. The ones who 
actually do the job on the ground. And they listen to 
what we say.’
Stan, Jack, Sam and Carrot, the remainder of the 

personnel had now arrived in the appliance room. 
Carrot walked over to Steven and Gregson. ‘So is 
he gonna be the guinea pig this time, Sir?’ Carrot 
motioned to Steve.
Steve looked at Carrot quizzically. Gregson turned 

to Steven. ‘They usually have something at the 
factory they would like us to try.’
‘Thought you let him off lightly Sir - all that mess 

on the floor on his first day an’ all?’ said Carrot.
‘Enough ‘Carrot’. Just make sure you replace the 

tomato sauce in time for my chips tonight; you 
understand me?’ Said Gregson.
‘Who me Sir? I didn’t even know we run out of 

tomato sauce - oh I see, you mean our new friend 
here used it all up on the floor! But shouldn’t he go 
and get some?’
Gregson gave Carrot a stern look.
‘Oh, its like that is sit Sir - well in that case, I 

don’t mind getting the tomato sauce if it helps our 
new friend out here.’ He turned to Steven, ‘Course 
you’re gonna have to owe me, I mean - nothing for 
No-thing; get it?’
‘Carrot, just make sure the tomato sauce is there,’ 

said Gregson.
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‘Me Sir, oh yes Sir, you can rely on me Sir.’
‘Ok, now everyone’s here, I just want to make it 

clear - everyone is to be sensible; you all to leave the 
jokes back at the station. That means you Carrot.’
‘Me Sir?’ Said Carrot, he turned to Steven, ‘what’s 

he talking about Stevie?’
‘OK, lets move out.’
‘Thinks he’s John Wayne, he does; that one,’ Carrot 

whispered. 
Thirty minutes later a red vehicle emerged from the 

mist at the top of the hill, it pulled sharply through a 
set of gates, stopping to park across three car parking 
bays. In jovial mood the small group of fire-fighters 
emerged from the ‘fire engine’. Gregson led the 
troop over to a large building. A slight man was 
standing by the door, smiling as they approached.
‘Its the man himself, muttered Gregson. He stopped 

and half turned to the rest of the group, ‘that’s what 
I like about this lot, no one else but the man himself 
come to meet us and stands outside his building. It 
says something.’
‘It could be he has nothing else to do, said Carrot.
‘It could also mean he’s an excellent time manager, 

responded Gregson, and continued to walk toward 
the building.
‘Good afternoon gentlemen, said the slight man. 

‘For those of you who have not visited us before, 
my name is Raymond Yashioko.’ His accent and 
appearance quickly identified him as Japanese, 
‘welcome.’
Raymond’s office was on the first floor of the 

factory and soon the group were sitting on cushions 
on the floor drinking Japanese tea in small china 
cups, served by a pleasant Japanese girl in traditional 
Gisha dress. Then Raymond entered the room 
clutching a large mug. The visitors looked up at him 
in surprise.
‘What is wrong gentlemen,’ he smiled, and 

followed their eyes, ‘Ah the mug? You have to 
understand the tea is for guests I can’t stand the stuff, 
give me coffee any time!’ and he walked over to sit 
on a chair.
They all spontaneously burst out laughing.
Then Raymond continued, ‘now gentlemen we will 

begin with a tour of the factory, you’ll see the bread 
and butter work we do, then we get to the interesting 
part, something my daughter has been working on 
for some time in conjunction with some ex-nasa 
aerospace engineers - and that’s the only clue I’m 
giving you.’
The main business of the factory was fire 

extinguishers of various forms, water suitable for 
most solid fuels, foam for liquid fires, a gaseous 
substance know as CO2 for electrical fires. The 
company also had a few innovative products, which 
made them market leaders in the field.

The group approached a section of the factory built 
as an office like interior with corridors.
‘This office layout demonstrates one of our new 

products. You are all familiar with fire doors 
across corridors being held open on magnetic door 
holders?’ said Raymond.
The group nodded in unison.
‘This is our solution.’ Raymond motioned to the 

corridor. It was a plain panelled corridor with doors 
opening into it at various locations.
‘Does this corridor exceed 12m in length?’ 

Questioned Gregson.
‘It does indeed, it is in fact 16m in length,’ replied 

Raymond.
‘Then you need a fire resisting door halfway across 

the corridor,’ said Gregson.
‘Ah, but we do.’ Raymond turned to a small control 

panel. ‘When I press this switch, simulated smoke 
will be generated in one of the rooms, that’s where 
our fire is.’
In a few seconds smoke was leaking into the 

corridor from one of the rooms. Then an alarm 
sounded.
‘Where is the smoke detector?’ Asked Steven.
‘In the light fittings.’
Then a panel in the wall of the corridor moved, and 

in a few seconds the panel pivoted like a door and 
closed across the corridor.
‘Your fire resisting door gentlemen.’
This was impressive. The technology of door hold 

upon systems with smoke detection had been around 
for a number of years, what had been achieved here 
was a process of integrating the various technologies 
into a neat product by a process of miniaturisation 
and tasteful practical design.
‘We are attempting to look at conventional products 

which although necessary in buildings for fire safety 
are awkward and undesirable,’ explained Raymond.
 The fire brigade officers were impressed with the 

aims of this company. Telling occupants of buildings 
not to wedge open fire doors was a constant task. A 
concealed door such as this would provide a good 
solution.
‘It’s a good idea, but I suppose it’s expensive?’ Said 

Raymond.
‘Well its a difficult balance but we aim to give a 

comparative price, its slightly more expensive than 
a conventional fire resisting screen and door, but 
our product is factory made so we feel we have the 
edge over installation costs, but our clients must 
realise this and if you factor that in we are not more 
expensive.
‘Now Gentlemen, I’d like to show you a little 

project my daughter and I are working on at the 
moment, this way please.’
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Raymond led the group on a short walk to another 
part of the building. The factory was huge with 
a high ceiling; steel roof trusses supported the 
corrugated roof. Finally they approached a wall with 
a steel door. Raymond entered a code in the digital 
lock and the door opened. A short corridor led to a 
further door and a short stair flight upward to a small 
room, Raymond led the group inside.
The room consisted of a glazed front, which 

overlooked the hanger, but presently the windows 
were covered by blinds, which obscured the view 
from the window. Just in front of the glazing was a 
bank of control panels illuminated with a blue and 
red glow. Sitting at the control panel was a girl with 
long black hair; she turned and stood up, as they 
entered the room.
‘Gentlemen I would like you to meet Lisa my very 

talented daughter.’
Steven looked at her. Behind him Carrot nudged 

one of the others ‘Wow she’s alright...’ Gregson 
scowled at him, but Steven was oblivious. He just 
looked at her face and her eyes. He felt as though 
time had stopped, and he had kissed the lips of 
destiny and embraced his future. She looked at him 
and smiled. He smiled back.
‘Lisa will explain this little project,’ said Raymond.
‘As you probably know we are interested in new 

innovative ways of fire fighting,’ began Lisa, ‘one 
particular area we felt had not been fully explored 
was ariel fire fighting. The fire industry has limited 
itself to helicopters which although useful are 
restricted in their use due to the wide space needed 
around the craft for the rotor blades. Their speed of 
travel is also limited. We believe that a faster moving 
highly manoeuvrable craft with the ability to deploy 
fire fighting liquid gas, or vapour has a role in a 
number of applications.’
It was the British designed Harrier ‘jump jet’ which 

inspired us. This craft is able to travel at the speed 
of sound and yet when needed can move at slow 
speed using its rotating jet thrusters to hover like a 
helicopter. With no rotors a carefully designed craft 
using these principles could be manoeuvred very 
close to a building without fear of damage. Although 
my father introduced me as being talented, it must 
be said that my role was more in the capacity of 
coordinator of the various experts we employed in 
the field, to bring together a craft which meets our 
needs.’ Lisa turned to her control panel and activated 
a switch.
The blinds rose in the control room and gradually 

revealed that they were located in an observation 
room high above a large hanger. Located in the 
centre of the hanger was a crescent shaped craft. A 
cockpit was located in the centre of the crescents 
‘wings’ and contained two seats one behind the 
other. The cockpit was covered with a transparent 
dome on the top. The wings of the craft circled 
around both sides pointing toward the front and 
formed the distinctive crescent shape. The silver 

surface over the entire body of the craft made it glint 
under the lights from the hanger roof far above.
‘Well Station officer Gregson, what do you think?’ 

Asked Raymond.
‘It looks impressive but I would have to reserve 

judgement until I saw it in action.’
‘I am glad you said that sir, because we would like 

one of your crew to give us a demonstration,’ said 
Raymond.
‘Well none of my men are pilots so...’ said Gregson.
‘That is not necessary, your man will be fully 

supervised, you have nothing to worry about.’
‘In that case ... ‘ Gregson looked at his five men, 

would anyone like to volunteer?’
As Gregson turned back to look at Raymond, the 

four men on either side of Steven, in unison took a 
small step backwards. Carrot put a hand on Stevens 
shoulder almost immediately they had performed the 
manoeuvre.
‘Good for you Steven, ‘ Carrot announced.
Gregson turned back to the men, ‘Ah good, 

Steven’s just transferred to us for another station 
- its good to see enthusiasm - particularly for the 
unknown.’
Steven opened his mouth first in disbelief and in an 

attempt to say something, but did not get the chance.
‘No Steve, don’t worry about us, you beat us to it, 

you go and do it,’ said Carrot.
Although Raymond and Gregson had missed what 

had happened, Lisa had seen it all and had to contain 
a giggle.
‘Lisa will get you kitted out,’ said Raymond.
Lisa led Steven out of the control room out onto 

a gantry and down a flight of metal steps to the 
aircraft.
‘It was good of you to volunteer!’ She said and 

smiled.
‘I just can’t resist adventure,’ he said.
Upon reaching the aircraft they both climbed 

up to the cockpit. Steven climbed inside and Lisa 
explained the procedure.
‘I’m going to take the craft through a number of 

manoeuvres by remote control, extinguishing a few 
controlled fires. Finally you get to deal with the 
last one yourself.’ Lisa continued by explaining the 
main controls of the craft. Then closing the hatch she 
climbed down to the hanger floor and returned to the 
control room and started the demonstration.
The onboard thrusters erupted and the craft floated 

ten metres from the floor. Gregson and his fire 
brigade team watched intently as Lisa manipulated 
the craft by remote control from inside the control 
room. The craft slowly moved forward then speeded 
up as if intent on flying straight through the wall 
of the hanger, only to stop suddenly and twist 180 
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degrees. The craft then circled the hanger; all of 
these manoeuvres were demonstrating the craft’s 
ability to manoeuvre in tight situations. A bright light 
then appeared in one corner of the hanger, its source 
was a gas-fuelled flame, which ignited a pile of 
combustible material on the floor.
The craft hovered into position and a targeting 

screen appeared on Lisa’s console. On board the 
craft Steven felt a jolt and a short concentrated 
stream of water fired from the underbelly of the 
craft. The deluge hit the flaming target and rapidly 
the cooling of the water globules cause the fire to 
die.
‘Steven now it’s your turn to fly.’ Lisa gave him 

some basic tuition as the discussion in the control 
room continued. 
‘Is that straight water or have you added something 

to it?’ Asked Gregson.
‘Well observed,’ replied Raymond, ‘the water 

globules contain an additive to increase the 
efficiency of water-cooling. Hence the need only 
to fire short bursts of the substance which has the 
equivalent effect of a sustained water hose deluge.’
‘Our aim with this craft,’ continued Lisa, ‘was to 

create an aircraft of high manoeuvrability coupled 
with efficient fire suppression systems.’
‘Speaking of which, we will now demonstrate an 

interesting idea we are developing,’ said Raymond, 
‘as fire-fighters you are no doubt familiar with the 
concept of backdraft?’
Gregson smiled and turned to his men, ‘Perhaps 

one of you would like to remind us about backdraft? 
Lets see - Carrot tell us all about it?’
‘What me Sir?’ Said Carrot.
‘Yes. You Sir.’ Said Gregson.
‘Well its lucky I know then. Well, its when you’ve 

got a fire where there is little or no vent like a 
Basement fire that has burnt all the usable oxygen 
in the room but it’s still hot and so when you go 
in - you know – go in the room and open the door - 
woof! The air rushes in and all the unburt gas, it just 
ignites in one go and explodes!’
‘Implodes is perhaps a more correct description, but 

yes essentially you are correct, well done Carrot.’ 
Said Gregson.
‘Can’t catch me out Sir.’
‘So the lack of oxygen puts the fire out in your 

basement situation, now what if we could take 
advantage of this fact and create a small controlled 
backdraft anywhere with an explosion which 
disposes of all the unburnt gas? Now what we have 
done gentlemen,’ said Raymond, ‘the backdraft 
missile is a device which artificially removes the 
oxygen around a fire using a gas, just long enough 
for it to go out. Then the gas almost instantaneously 
disperses allowing the oxygen in the air to rapidly 
mix with the unburnt gas - thus causing a mini 

backdraft effect in the area just around the fire, 
which instantaneously ignites the unburned gas. 
But as it does this it effectively causes all the gas to 
explode and the fire is no danger any more.’
‘What about the explosion surely that’s as much a 

danger as a real backdraft?’ Asked Carrot.
‘You are quite correct, however we are creating our 

own mini backdraft close to the fire itself, its not 
a whole room full of gas that can ignite. Perhaps a 
demonstration would speak more eloquently than my 
words - Lisa!’
This time, an artificial fire rise up from the floor in 

the centre of the hanger whilst the craft was circling 
overhead.
‘I am now handing over the control to you Steven,’ 

said Lisa into her mike.
The craft circled the hanger now under Steven’s 

control, with Lisa’s hand hovering over the remote 
control ready to take over at any moment, but she 
was pleasantly surprised to see Steven handling the 
craft well. 
‘This is amazing to fly!’ Said Steven.
‘Well now you’ve got a hang of the controls this 

fire’s yours!’
The craft swung round to face the fire and hovered. 

Steven reversed the craft to gain maximum distance 
between the craft and the location of the fire.  The 
targeting system was not complex at all, it was 
intuitive, just like the crafts flight controls. Locking 
on the target he released a backdraft missile. There 
was no sharp bang, which Steven had expected 
instead, when the missile reached the centre of 
the fire, a spherical bubble appeared to immerge 
very quickly from the centre of the fire and rapidly 
expanded until it enveloped the flames. Almost 
instantaneously the fire self extinguished due to 
the lack of oxygen now rapidly used up by the fire 
inside the bubble. This was followed by a bright 
light, which appeared as the ‘bubble’ burst. A 
loud explosive sound resonated in the warehouse, 
followed by a shockwave, which rocked the craft 
and was felt in the control room. Where the fire had 
been was now just drifting smoke.
‘Yeeha!’ Shouted Carrot.
Gregson turned to Carrot with a disapproving gaze.
‘Sorry Sir, its just my American roots, they come 

out sometimes,’ responded Carrot.
‘We’ll Carrot there’s no need to apologise this 

time,’ Gregson turned to Lisa, ‘a very impressive 
display - I certainly wouldn’t mind a couple of those 
on the watch.’
‘Perhaps one day you will,’ said Raymond.
With Lisa’s assistance Steven managed to land the 

craft and leaving the control room she helped him 
out of the cockpit and soon they were walking back 
to the control centre.
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‘That was amazing, with something like that we 
could tackle incidents so much faster,’ said Steven.
‘It’s OK for certain fires, but not everything,’ said 

Lisa.
‘Your too modest, what you have created here is 

just miles ahead of anything we have at the moment.’
‘Thank you Steven. It means a lot to us to have a 

real fire-fighter test our equipment and let us know 
what they think,’ said Lisa.
‘What do you call it?’ said Steven.
‘X239A.’
‘No you’ve got to have something better than that!’
‘Its the project number.’
‘Some name which captures its essence.’
‘Yeah, I suppose your right. Got any ideas then?’
‘What about...’ Steven paused a moment, ‘yeah 

why not... what about – the Dancing Angel.’
‘That’s interesting Steven, Dancing Angel - yes 

that’s what you fire-fighters call the flaming trails in 
the smoke layer of a pre-flashover fire isn’t it? That’s 
very clever’
‘Its also the name I once gave to my radio 

controlled car I used to race when I was a boy,’
‘Yes I like the name – I will use it!’
They returned to the control room.
‘Well done,’ said Raymond to Steven.
‘I feel the compliment should be returned, Mr. 

Yashioko, what a fantastic craft.’
‘And Steven has even given it a name, “Dancing 

Angel,” ’ said Lisa.
‘Ah very clever and very fitting, we will have it 

en-scribed on the body before the day is through!’
‘We’ll we have had a good day Mr. Yashioko,’ said 

Gregson.
‘You will be invited back, as you know you are 

always welcome.’
‘And thank you,’ said Lisa to Steven, ‘for being my 

guinea pig; and of course, for the name.’
‘Oh it’s my pleasure,’ and Steven wished that 

everyone else in the room were not there, his 
thoughts raced – would he ever see her again? Was 
there someone in her life? Would she seriously be 
interested in him? He who killed his own sister? Was 
she the key to his happiness? Or something else? But 
his thoughts were broken by Gregson’s command 
to return to the fire station. All the way along the 
journey home he wished he had said something 
meaningful to her.

---
Back at the fire station Carrot read him like a wall 

thumbed book.

‘So – got the hots for the chink have you,’ Carrot 
squinted and pulled his eye sockets to make them 
slanted.
‘Don’t talk about her like that! And she’s not 

Chinese, you red headed idiot!’ said Steven.
‘Oh so you do have it bad don’t you!’ Said Carrot.
Steven then realised he had made a mistake with 

this reaction. Sam had told him, ‘... don’t let them 
know what bothers you, once you do your finished.’
It was too late now, and of course Carrot did not 

stop, Steven decided to let it wash over him. In 
truth he could not be bothered just now with Carrots 
taunting, the simple fact was that Carrot was right. 
She had got to him, in the nicest possible way. They 
finally retired to bed with Carrot announcing that he 
was chef next week and would Steven really want 
Japanese on the menu all week? And the fact that he 
must realise – having Japanese meant that he would 
feel hungry again an hour later.
Steven countered by suggesting that he would have 

basmati rice, but it seemed to go way over Carrots 
head. Steven’s very serious intricate explanation of 
the glyceamic index left Carrot numb but he added 
basmati rice to his chef’s duty shopping list. Those 
not on watch, went to bed.
Two hours later they all woke at the sound of the 

bell. Steven had not slept much and was one of the 
first down in the appliance room.
‘It’s the factory,’ said Gregson, ‘it was Mr. 

Yashioko himself who made the call, I’ll fill you all 
in on the way, lets get into the appliance’
‘How can a fire extinguisher factory have a fire?’ 

Carrot said climbing into the cab.
‘The message from control said he was apparently 

able to give a coherent description of the situation. 
He thinks the fire is in the front of the building, 
something experimental apparently got out of 
control, they are located in the rear section and cut 
off from the exits,’ said Gregson.
‘They?’ Said Steven.
‘His daughter is with him,’ said Gregson.
Was this the hand which fate had played him; 

thought Steven. To finally meet someone who had 
such a profound affect upon him, only to have the 
hand of fate take her away; by the very elemental 
force which seem to plague him.

Next: The Origin of the Fire Engineer


