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FIRST THREE CHAPTERS
Butterflies, Beetles, Beginnings
“Chance is always powerful. Let your hook be cast in the pool where you least expect it, there will be a fish.” - Ovid
“One, two. One, two.”

Simmons taps the microphone. It’s a dull, woolly sound that takes me back to the time I shared a flat with students; the bass drum of their Ibiza club-mixes seeping through my bedroom wall. The memory is unpleasant and I shift in my seat, almost spilling my drink.
“Is it working?” I ask.
“Yep,” says Simmons. “Okay, let’s start.” He pauses for effect, hamming it up if you ask me because we’re alone in my study. He begins. “It’s November the fifth. Three p.m. Interview with Ade Griffiths, ex-manager of –”
“The ex-co-manager. You mustn’t forget Terry.”
“Who could?” Simmons laughs. I laugh too. He’s my guest and I want him to feel at ease in my home but I’m torn. I miss Terry. Poor Terry. I cover my face with a hand and push my glasses back up to the bridge of my nose. I’m a multimillionaire and I still can’t find glasses that fit.

Simmons is perceptive. He cuts the laugh, coughs, and continues. “Ok. Ex-co-manager of The Myth Makers. Ade, I’ll start with the question everyone wants me to ask. Where were you the day The Myth Makers died?”

I expected the question and launch into a prearranged statement, more hesitantly than planned. “Th-the police closed the case two years ago. The event is well-documented and –” I protest neither too much, nor too little. Terry would have approved. He was always more skilled in dealings with the media.
“Hey, nothing sinister,” says Simmons. “Just curious. I’m a journalist, remember?”
“Can’t blame you. I guess it’s the fashion nowadays: to start a tale at the end. Blame Citizen Kane, the granddaddy of the fragmented story…” I stop, despite the opportunity I’ve created to talk about my favourite film. Simmons is scanning my study and I know what he’s looking for. Most visitors seek it. Even family and friends rummage through my belongings when I’m away. They’re looking for the Holy Grail of Rock and they’re always disappointed. “You’re looking for a photo of the band, aren’t you?”
Simmons smiles. “Yeah.”
“Would I leave one lying around? In front of a journalist? And how could a picture exist? They never met until the day they died.”
“So it’s true?”
“Yes.” I wait for the fact to sink in. “I’m sorry. I know you liked them.”
“Liked them? I loved them. I was a big fan. The album –”
“The only album.”
“It’s a phenomenal work, a landmark.”
“The sales figures confirm that.”
“And I was hoping –”
“What everyone hopes for: That the Myth Makers are living in seclusion, writing the fabled second album. But it’s not true.”
“Oh.”
I smile. I’m not skilled at emotional nuance – it’s a medical condition – but I hope Simmons sees it as empathy. “I’ll answer your question, Simmons, but first you need some background. To understand what we did, and why we did it.”

That’s seems to cheer him up, as it should do. This is the first interview I’ve agreed to do since the band’s tragic end. I selected Simmons from a shortlist to write my biography because of his integrity in keeping off-the-record off the record.

“Ok, shoot,” he says. He leans back into the easy chair, leaving me to ramble alone with a soft-whirring tape recorder.

I begin. “The weeks leading up to the band were a catalyst, a crucible in which I was tried, tested, broken. Experience is a harsh teacher, Simmons, but if I had to go through it again then I would. It spawned The Myth Makers, decided my nation’s political fate, and taught me the two most important lessons I’d ever learn.”
I’m going to tell Simmons as much as I can. The safe parts. The believable parts. The parts that Terry and I agreed upon. But not everything. You see, the band changed the world, but the band also changed me. It forced me to question the nature of this thing we call reality.

For example, was it Luck or Fate that produced my particular tale from all the countless possible outcomes? The story of a beer-bellied, balding thirty-something, his shady sidekick, and how they conned the world with a make-believe band. How they broke the music industry’s endless procession of boy band-girl band clones. How they dominated the charts for a year and then chose obscurity over fame.

Was it Destiny or Chance? To answer that, I need an illustration. So I’ll start with a single beat of a butterfly’s wing. Picture a rainforest - The Amazon will do - its foliage passes in a blur as insects clack, parrots shriek, and monkeys howl. Against this backdrop, a butterfly’s wing-beat disturbs the warm air, deflecting a raindrop. The raindrop strikes a leaf and dislodges a beetle. It somersaults into the river below like a Bell-Huey chopper tossed into the sea from the deck of an American carrier at the close of Vietnam. A starving fish eats the beetle and the fish now reaches the spawning grounds. In three month’s time, the fish’s offspring are downstream, consuming and being consumed. They’re muddying the flow of time, creating ripples that will reach beyond the Amazon, affecting your life and mine.
And everything hinges on that single wing-beat.

The Amazon is a vast place, with millions of butterflies, beetles, and fish. So at the precise moment I spun my little myth maybe a real butterfly deflected a real raindrop.
The ripples of cause and effect have begun their voyage and who knows what they’ll bring in their wake.
Somewhere in a principality, far, far away
“Rewind four years, to my last week as an administrator. I’m two days from breakdown. I’m the fly waiting for a windscreen.” - Ade Griffiths in Ade: The Man behind The Myth Makers by D. Simmons. 

I clamber out of the car and reach for my briefcase. I open it, select a file at random, and toss the case back inside the car. The contents spill across the front seats but I don’t have time to pick them up. I barely have time to curse. I’m late. Again.

I run across the car park and pass the security hut, ducking under the window. A bored voice calls out from within, “Morning, Ade.”

I groan, straighten up, and raise my free hand in acknowledgement. A few more steps and I pull open the door to the office’s main reception. I turn left and push through some swing doors. Getting inside was the easy part but now the corridor beckons. I’m Indiana Jones; this is my Temple of Doom.

A deep breath and I’m running up the passage, slowing to a walk as I pass each window, trying to convince onlookers that I’m going about my normal business. But they know. They know I’m late and I know they know. I still maintain the pretence of caring but I don’t know how long I can sustain it.

My inner life is out-of-synch. I’m the Third Reich, fighting a war on two fronts. I can’t gain control in one area of my life without a Stalingrad, or a D-Day, threatening the stability of another. More and more things bug the shit out of me. Odd things, too. And that’s strange because I’ve always been a patient person.

I’m outside my department door, hesitating before the last hurdle: The Boss. Perhaps I’ll be lucky. Maybe The Boss is late, or lying pissed in a ditch, or maybe won a makeover at the mortuary. Ah, who am I kidding? The definition of luck in my dictionary is: Luck (noun), something that happens to other people. I reach for the door handle and tap it three times.

“Be late. Be pissed. Be dead.”

I open the door and step inside.

Our Glorious Leader

“A nation of sheep will eventually beget a government of wolves.” - Edward R. Murrow 

“Shall I let them overtake?” said Davidson. He referred to the row of gesticulating drivers trapped behind his new white Porsche.

His passenger, the education minister from Mali, looked over his shoulder and commented, “They do seem in a hurry.”

“Ah, screw ‘em,” said Davidson. As Leader of the National Assembly, he wasn’t concerned whether his electorate arrived at work on time. David Davidson had more important concerns. His car remained in the outer lane and the queue of agitated drivers continued their crawl into the Cardiff Bay area. It reminded Davidson of a joyless, impotent conga line.

“It was good of you to invite me over,” said the Malian minister.

“The exchange trip? My pleasure.”

“Why, thank you. I’m deeply –”

“Don’t thank me. It gets Williams, my bloody travesty of an education minister, out of the principality for a month.”

“Oh.”

“I’m joking. We’ve a lot to learn from the Malawian school system.”

“Mali.”

“Pardon?”

“I’m from Mali, not Malawi.”

Oh, bugger, thought Davidson. How could his Education Department aspire to educate when they confused Mali with Malawi? It was time for some damage limitation. “Did I say Malawi? I meant Mali.”

“The brass band played the wrong National Anthem at the airport.”

“Oh.”

“Ah, don’t worry. It gets me out of my country, too.”

“Did you ever hear about The Commonwealth Games fiasco?”

“Yes,” said the Malian

“That was Williams, as well.” Davidson reddened at the memory. It was the first time that the principality had hosted a major competition. It was likely to be the last time, too. The Australian team stayed at home, waiting for an invitation that wasn’t coming. On the plus side, the Austrians made an impressive debut. “I knew something was up almost immediately.”

“How?” asked his passenger.

 “I found myself speaking to the ‘Australian’ delegates without the need for an interpreter.”

The car behind beeped its horn. Davidson ignored it. “Tell me something. Are your plebs as awkward to govern as mine?”

“Malawian plebs or Malian plebs?” said the Malian with a grin.

“Who cares? Plebs are plebs, wherever they live. That’s what I say.”

“Since the coup, public opinion isn’t so important. What matters now is how popular we are with our leader.”

“Lucky bleeder.”

“Who needs luck when you control the military?” 

Davidson sighed. He imagined how easy his job would be if he could flaunt a Kalashnikov during cabinet debates. “Take my situation. For years, the plebs moaned about how green their valleys once were. When we closed the pits and grass covered the slag heaps and railway tracks, they complained they had no jobs. How can you govern a people who don’t know what they want? Tell me, eh?”
His passenger made no reply. Davidson glanced in his rear-view mirror. The driver behind flashed her lights and made an obscene gesture, as if she was wanking the Invisible Man. He grinned and eased his foot off the accelerator.

“After all I do for them. They don’t appreciate me,” he said to the minister. “I provide the bin-men to cart off their filth. Though God knows how the bin-men can tell the difference between the plebs and the rubbish they produce.”

“And if you let the rubbish rot in the streets, they’d sack you,” said the Malian.

“Exactly. It would be simpler for the bin-men to recycle the lot - plebs and rubbish. And when they’d finished, they could throw themselves in, too. At least they’d be some use to me, converted into kilowatts.”
There was another toot from the car behind but Davidson didn’t respond; he was in auto-rant. “I supply libraries for their entertainment and education but, as far as I can see, they’re content with top-shelf magazines and TV gossip weeklies. And I ensure that all the crap they produce is flushed out to sea.”

While Davidson holidayed in the Seychelles, sipping single malts by pristine waters, his plebs concentrated on not swallowing as they negotiated the undigested sweet corn and toilet paper, floating in the slate-grey sea off Porthcawl.
Davidson relished the contrast. To site the discharge of effluent next to a popular beach took true planning genius. Awesome. If only he could think of something like that.

As he brainstormed ideas, something drifted into the road ahead and, instinctively, Davidson stepped on the brake as hard as he could. It was a wrapper from a chocolate bar. Within seconds, the outer lane came to a standstill. In the background, Davidson heard the squeal of tyres and distant hollow thuds as drivers lost their no-claims bonus. He slipped into first gear and moved off.

“Shouldn’t we stop?” said his passenger.

“Did they hit my car?”

“No.”

“Then what do I care?”
END OF SAMPLE
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