Kids \Sci Fi for male teenage market�How to Create a Lion 


The boy and his genetically created pet. an adventure to go back and find the residual animal kingdom...not all gone to the orgon vats.His pet carries him on his back..boy himslf has gills for swimming...not the usual hunt the animals have to be found as genetic information in cyberspace..Then he has to make his own orgon vat and culture them up(Get intro from Prof John Burns)





The Lake of London spread before them as they flew in from the west. Ignoring the chill of the thin and icy air at one thousand feet Dave always enjoyed having his head out of the flyer's pouch when they were approaching the Lake.


''Wow! My ears are popping you climbed so fast Olly.''


'' Look at those clouds over the sea, they look as if they are on fire!''


The flyer could only nod and cackle like an old grannie as he swooped and soared on the upper winds.


They had concentrated on breeding carrying power into the new flyers and given scant attention to giving them vocal chords and bigger brains to empathise with their human passengers. But the boy and his flyer understood each other as if by magic.


A hairy fringe of willow trees marked the outer shores of the lake. From their cloudy viewpoint the duo could make out a geometric pattern where heavily overgrown roads and disused rail lines cast a fuzzy spiders web that seemed to point to the centre of the vast sheet of water.


Ancient skyscrapers were like glass-sided islands in the centre of the lake.


They both knew exactly how to find the under water lions amidst this limitless lake.


''There he is'' shouted Dave as the lonely stone figure of Nelson came into sight as Olly drew in his wings to allow them to drop swiftly towards the surface of the lake that covered old London.


This was the part Dave loved as the wings of the flyer rippled back and they plunged dagger-like downwards. The air screamed past his ears as the giant muscles of the wings tensed in anticipation of the powerful flapping force that had to be applied ''Now!'' screamed Dave to remind the dumbo flyer of the need to slow their stomach churning drop from the sky.


Like a tiny island the half blind stony figure of Nelson seemed to be paddling all alone. A warning laser beam on his hat alerted all comers.


Dave could remember seeing the old pictures of how Nelson stood atop a huge stone column. But the rising water level now created the strange effect of the paddling admiral. ''Somedays after heavy rain the poor chap only just keeps his nose out of the water'' thought Dave.


As they circled lower and were about to do their usual belly flop Dave scrambled out onto Olly's wing and jumped off.


''Yahoo'' he screamed as he splashed a load of water over the stern Nelson's trousers.


The boy liked to use the stone collumn as a marker by which to dive deep beneath the surface. 


He ran his hand over the smooth ripply stonework as he went deeper.


Olly his faithful pet flyer could be seen paddling about on the surface as Dave swam deeper through the sunken temple of old London.


 It always made the boy laugh to see the flyer's webbed feet plodding away above him. He had to force himself not to laugh out loud and get a mouthful of salty water. His neck gills were perfect at giving him life below the waves, but  an open mouth meant a nasty shock and a spluttering return to the surface.


Both Dave and Olly owed a lot to the power of the genetic datatbases. In fact Olly was a totally man-made creature designed as a living 'slave' to the boy. Needless to say neither of them would dare to use the word slave to decribe their roguish friendship.


Dave dive bombed upwards to give the flyer a jolt. 


Dave's mother had naturally wanted the best for her baby and had opted for some of the best genetic add-ons that had been all the rage in the recent years. But luckily she hadn't fallen for the usual sales patter and opted for the highest possible IQ for her son. She hadn't needed the stress counselling many other mothers were now going through as they tried to cope with the current rash of hyperactive Eisnteins. No, Dave had been given a stable average IQ but also the new enhanced lungs and gills that meant he could both swim safely in shallow waters, but also be flown aloft into thin upper airs.


And therein was the explanation for his feathered gene mate, Olly. Olly was a new breed tough high flyer. His marsupial back pouch gave his young passenger a warm pocket to shelter in for long or high altitude flying.


''Why did they flood the cities?” Dave had once asked his mother. She had again shown him the old data stored film of life all those years ago. Thousands of people hurrying alongside the cancer causing cars and lorries that hammered back and forth across the teeming city. She told him that people had even tried to escape by using cramped sardine tin like trains that burrowed deep below these congested and dirty streets. 


The old history films also showed that people lived shorter lives in the polluted cities.


But the boy sometimes hated the clinical home in the rolling countryside, he was drawn to diving and exploring the under water streets, even though he was always being warned of dangers.


''It only needs a falling building to trap you and you would never escape.''


A sudden noise echoeing through the water made Dave turn and look upwards. Olly had shouted a loud squalk to his master. He did this by dunking his head underwater and burbling his loudest shout. He knew it looked daft, but it always worked, the sound carried so well through the water.


(Stumble on old digital memory chip with images of elephants swimming in the sea. All sorts of creatures are held only as images alongside their DNA codes)


As Dave's head broke the surface Olly pointed a wing towards the distant hills. A flashing laser beam showed a safety patrol had seen the boy and his flyer. Olly paddled clumsily towards Dave and the tenager grabbed feathers and scrambled aboard. He snuck down quickly into the back poutch.


''Now let see if you can perfect your take-off this time.''


They both remembered the last mishap when they tried to take off under overhanging trees and had had an extremely messy crash landing in the river. Olly's massive wings pounded the air as his feet did a laughable high speed paddle. It looked funny, but had the desired effect as they rose and skimmed across the surface. The patrol did not bother giving chase,


Dave always enjoyed feeling the powerful flyers muscles flex around him as they slowly climbed higher and higher. The Lake of London was fringed by strings of hamlets where people lived alongside their army of genetically created servants. Even from two hundred feet up Dave could clearly see the giant Fat Cows dotted across the rolling green hills.


He knew from old history tapes that cows used to be a tenth the size of these imobile giants. His mother had told him.


The cluster of churches and minarets came into sight. Olly circled their home hamlet before doing the sort of dive bomb landing he knew his master insisted on. The pair of them dropped like a feathered stone until at the last minute Olly started flapping his wings like fury. ''Beat those wings'' Dave always screamed in excitement at the last heart stopping seconds.


Dust and sand cascaded against the house as they belly flopped into the yard. Olly had a nasty cut right along one wing. It would need a speed heal patch over it tonight to get the rapid regrowth and healing.


It was Islam this week and the eerie chant rose from the top of the minaret. The holographic windows in the mosque showed a live view of the holy city of Mecca via a link line.Thousands of pilgrims could be seen on the screens. The week before it had been live scenes from the holy city of Jerusalem and the Vatican that were beamed into the village. All the different ways of praising the mystery of God were everyday experiences to Dave and his friends. But as he sat cross legged on the multi coloured tiled floor Dave's mind was back below the waves and swimming around the giant bronze lions, Landseer's giant bronze lions. He determined to find out about the wonderful creatures. Slipping his shoes back on at the doors of the mosque he rushed homewards.


He often dreamt about the orgon vats and what happened there..He knew it was not all bad I mean just look at Olly-the perfect flyer and friend..he came from those same vats. But how were all the creatures made in the vats. The giant elephants that bulldozed new roads, the giant cows.Worshipping God was such a laugh to Dave and the other teenagers. Some of their parents still looked uncomfortable at the sight of their children kneeling and bowing to where the Mecca of Islam.  It was hard for them to remember the days when families all went to church and other religions were ignored or positively hated.


It had been explained to Dave by his mum: ''So many wars were caused by religion that it was suddenly agreed, as if by magic, that we were all in fact worshipping the same God, he just had different names in diferent cultures. The idea was subtly promoted by Comput came as such a refreshing revelation that it just became accepted as the new norm.


''So now you are encouraged to try as many religions as you like..it is a case of finding whichever key unlocks the door to the mystery and helps you see God. Dave was still what they called ''awaiting''  this discovery of God. Maybe he never would, many didn't. But he was happy to keep joining in all the different songs and chants from the many religions.


He especially liked the Hindu colours and those sexy writhing bodies on the temple walls.


"See you later Olly" Dave shouted as he rushed towards the minaret. The flyer gratefully headed for its cosy stable. Porky, the fat simpleton was sweeping out the stable area and put down his broom. ''That wing wound looks nasty Olly,''


As he left the stables he heard a 'Psst' from the doorway to the schoolrooms. It was May, the girl who thought she was a boy. Or that was what the boys used to joke behind her back.


'Hi May' said Dave, who enjoyed some of May's tricks on Miss Baxendale in class. He also felt a tingle of interest at the fringe of his mind when he noticed...as he always did, May's breasts neath her scruffy shirts. "One of those days your crazy landings with Olly will end up with the poor bird splattered across this yard.”


At the Minaret Dave slipped off his shoes and placed them alongside the neat rows already waiting the return of their owners. Dave often thought when he saw the shoes like this that each pair told a story. There were the big white trainers with flashy letters across the side that belonged to Rasta, they were next to the shiny black leather shoes of Peter the teacher. Dave loved the wailing hums and chants of the muslim way of worshipping God. The holy book the Koran was being read from and across the way he could just make out May's bottom rising in the air in line with all the other worshippers


In the distance a Jumbo flyer was causing the woods to quake and billow in the powerful downdrafts from its massive wings. The thunder like claps beat out as the huge bird ponderously passed over head. Gripped in its massive feet were two massive drums. These mega movers were the way most bulky foods and goods were shipped across the world. They had been granted just enough brain power to be ordered to make their deliveries. Motorways these days were quiet and rather bumpy but still used for some cargoes that flyers could not manage.


Keeping an eye on all that was going on were the 'watchers', birds with huge heads and fly like multifaceted eyes were intelligence gathering busy bodies working for Comput.


Comput had enabled hundreds of new lifeforms to be created just for specific roles. Just as trees were evolved in the winds of time to sway and resist storms, so wood is genetically perfectly evolved to give living strength and lighteness. The same principals were Comput's playbook.�Everyone got their milk from the 'fat cows' that had no legs of course just stubby wings with which they fanned away the summer flies. They no longer had to forage as they were served by the equally bizarre 'milk maids'.


The milk maids were just like hamsters storing the grass in their huge face pouches. They also had been given powerful badger-like front claws to enable them to dig the endless holes in which they buried the cow pellets. 


Meanwhile indoors house cleaning hedgehogs were always on the move, under your feet, hoovering up dirt and dust mites. They no longer had fiersome spikes, these had been removed from the genes and just soft spikes so clumsy humans could just football them aside with no harm to hedgepig or mortal. The big screens across each house wall, one inside and one outside were a living masss of algae that changed colour at a flash of electricity.


Dave was still excited by the image of the bronze lions deep beneath the waves. He shouted at the vidoe screen to 'Go search!' and started to throw questions at the 'know it all systems' 


'Lions I think they are called.....show me all you can...everything!'


There was the briefest pause as Comput accessed. The screen lit up with old films of the golden haired beasts panting on a hot African plain as a ponderous voice over explained that ' The sadly now extinct lions were known in their day as the Kings of the Jungle' It went on to explain that an early genetic project that went AWOL led to the creatures being infected with a genetically engineered tic that had been supposed to wipe out rabid dogs.. Unfortunately someone overlooked the fact that the tics interbred so fast that they acquired the killer ability for a vast swathe of species before man woke up to his error.


Later that day Dave meets the old mullhah. “Sir, do you remember lions, those wonderful creatures with wild orange  hair!”


“I know what you speak of, but I never saw one. They are all gone now, as were so many wonders when the genetic tinkerers made mistakes.”


“The only way to get to know about all the animals that vanished is to get hold of the sacred genetic codes, but they are kept totally secret these days, quite right too. That is the only way to make sure man doesn't once again tamper with the old species or what faint recorded memories we have of them.” �He muttered to himself: “The sacred codes, how sad.”�He could see Dave wanted to say more, but he suddenly clammed up.


'Go on tell us, what do you mean? You used to what?


The mullah quietly told Dave that there was still a database of the lost and extinct. He looks around nervously before telling the youngster of the old tunnel to the abandonned underground railway that had side access to war bunker that has old database link.


“It's all down there, but Comput will never allow anyone near the data.”


So it came to pass the next day curiosity got the better of Dave. It didn't take him long to persuade his friends Otto and May to go on a madcap search for the database. Thanks to hints from the old mullah they left the busy town behind and made there way into what seemed to be a jungle of blackberry bushes and willow trees. There was a faint track and rusty railway tracks that squirmed its way through the worst of the briars. Clothes and feathers were tugged and torn but such was the excitment that nobody noticed.


As they plunged downwards Dave realised there was a black 'something' ahead though the trees. “Its the tunnel'' explained.


The gravel and granite underfoot crunched and echoed. "Have you got a glower'? May produced an orgon glow worm that had fortunately sucked up plenty of light to its bacterial pouch last time it was left outside.


It cast a powerful but phospherous glow helping them make thre way into the musty calm of the old tunnel. 'Kings Cross Two miles' could be made out in old lettering. “That was one of the really big stations used by thousands every day.”


“Bring the glow worm to this side.” said May. In the sooty brickwork a rusty steel door could be made out. As the fused iron groaned open it revealled a clinically clean passageway beyond. Underground 'cleaner' bugs were obviously present keeping at bay any spec of dust or cobwebs. Dave voiced aloud his thoughts; “People must pass through here or the 'cleaners' would have died out long ago.''


“Maybe they just left them an orgon source or a symbiotic companion bug to make a mess'' said May.


They walked around a bend in the gleaming clean tunnel to come face to face with a large warning sign that emitted its own self fluorescing message 'Danger-Electrified security.''


Oh that's just a bluff said Otto. But Dave held the others back and said: 'Just for my peace of mind.'' He took out his old faithful ancient penny coin and rolled it ahead of them on the corrider floor.


There was whip crack flash as the coin was suddenly grabbed and welded to the floor by what could only be a powerful electric shock. There was a wisp of smoke in the air and Dave cursed “That penny was precious.''�There was hiss and the danger sign faded, ''Well that finally used up what power it had  Said Otto trying to sound cocky about their narrow escape.


His voice had all risen an octave in their excitement at having cheated being frizzled alive. They hardly took in their surprise as a winged messenger flew out and shot over their heads. “Oh shit, that poor creature must be a rapid match sentry flyer set into life by the last surge of the security system, still hopefully it won't be able to find whoever or whatever it is supposed to warn.”


Around the bend they entered a cavernuous vault. A row of desks each had a comput screen..but all seemed lifeless.  Otto eagerly stabbed at the controls of the first machine.  And amazingly it seemed to still have some sort of access, allbeit slowly. �Otto can you find the data for those long lost lions?


"Maybe, if it is still saved."


He tip tapped away for several minutes.� "Well  methinks the efficiency of Comput can be relied on sometimes.The mighty Being is awake. I can see a catalogue of all extinct lifeforms..all that genetic information whirling around on Comput's servers up there."


They all automatically looked upwards even thought the giant servers in upper orbits would certainly be invisible through the layers of London clay over their heads.


Dave decided now was the time to share his ambitious idea of bringing lions back to life. “Everyone knows how we grow whatever useful lifeform we need. Well what is stopping us using this genetic code and make our own lions.”


Otto was first to respond. “In theory I suppose. But we would need a large tank and lots of Orgon growing medium...it wouldn't be easy.”


“Agreed, but it can be done. Let's have a go. Just imagine bringing the lions back to life, it would be epic.”�But Otto would not be rushed. “It won't be much good creating the lions and there being no environment they could be allowed to roam in.”�Dave nodded, but wouldn't let his dream die. “There are parts of the world classified as off limits, we all know such areas exist. All we need do is generate some of the former native species, such as antelopes and other mammals to populate the landscape?”


He sensed some doubts about this idea, but Otto had decided  he liked the sound of that and his fingers were dancing over the keypad.


It soon became clear that not only was there a huge quantity of genetic data needed but creating an entire ecosystem was a massive task.


May also had her fingers running over the flexi keyboard. “Right I think I have a line to carry the coding and its precursor genetic lines'' On her screen a flickering array of thousands of lines of code were hovering ready to make life. She had to route her hacking via an ecrypton generator that turned her Comput address into a mish mach of unsolvable equations. She now added: “We need a tank of orgon growing medium and a steady supply, any suggestions?”�Otto spoke first:”There are large tanks in many of these emergency underground bunkers...I will do a data trawl.


Ten minutes later he pointed at the screen. “There just one level above us. You guys stay here with the data link....


But Dave knew they needed to get fresh orgon supplies to keep any created lion embryo growing. “Otto go out and hail  a passing flyer was the order, but make sure it’s a “simple soul” as the low intelligence carriers were nicknamed. Bred not for their brightness, but for their usefullness in lifting and fetching bulk loads.


And for gods sake don’t attract any “info seekers” they will all be on the watch now. “All the birds of the air are not necessarily our friends at this time.”





Otto emerged from the old tunnel and breathed deeply, glad to be out again, He scrambled up the thickly overgrown railway cutting, checking now and then skywards.


He could see occasional distant flyers lazily flapping their way across the sky, but they were too far off. Round a bend in the old disused trackbed he came upon ruined buildings and steps leading up. Pushing through the brambles and trees he came into a woodland. But hidden in the woodland he realised was a shopping street like Otto had seen in the old history tapes. Trees and bushes now grew in what had been the pavement and even through the roofes of the crumbling ruins.


Comput could not quite keep track of Otto...nature was reclaiming the night and day. Comput’s sensors were everywhere, but man had not included a constant update system, for the thousands of cameras and sniffers that tried to give Comput a total view of his domain.


Comput had been regarded as a friendly, if sluggish sort of caretaker for dear old mankind. But the caretaker in orbit over earth had become an erasable bully over humanity.


As Otto ambled through the bushes and crumbling buildings he was soon lost to the watchers. It was soon after that Otto emerged into a glade. It used to be a busy traffic island at the start of the M4 motorway. Here he spotted a dozer bird foraging among the trees. “Here” Otto shouted. The dumbo flyer looked up and immediately stumbled over to Otto. 


“Orgon...I need you to take me to orgon vats...” He felt he had to keep it simple...He tried to mimic the bubbling surface of the “soup that was all” Thinking on his feet he then scratched out the word orgon in the dirt.


The flyer nodded. “Eureka” thought Otto putting his hand on the giant flyer’s feathered shoulder. The creature seemed OK so Otto clambered into its left riding pouch and shouted a Go command.


The 14 foot high creature started to hop about looking for enough room to take off. It gave a satisfied humph and Otto held on tight as the usual lumbering and absolutely terrifying attempts at flight gained their usual success. “They say take offs and landings are the most dangerous parts” he remembered reading in an old book about jet travel...well they ain’t tried hitching a ride in a dumbo flyer’s pouch!’’


Once you got used to the sheer power of the muscles pounding away around you it was always pretty exhilerating riding the thermals and winds in the care of a semi intelligent genetically bred slave bird. “Orgon vats” he shouted in the dumb ones primitive ear.


They swooped north away from the overgrown symetry of the former city and out over the new forests that covered the downlands. Even in the feathered pouch Otto was started to feel the chill. But fortunately it was not far to the flatlands to the east and the first of the the life giving and taking lakes of putrifying orgon.


It was always the smell that first hit you, Otto felt like retching but the thought of airborne vomit flying around seemed to force a calm on his stomach muscles.


 There were more and more flyers of all shapes and sizes as they approached the Lakes. Some were corpse clearers bringing remains of animals or the occasional human, neatly wrapped in discrete biodegradable shroud. Other Jumbo flyers had huge cargoes of waste vegtation to be dumped.


It was sort of weird aerial ballet as the flyers drifted down and around each other in the final busy and noisy chattering approaches.


The flocks and lumbering Jumbos swooped around each other to drop their loads as they glided over the steaming and bubbling lakes. The lakes that were a flux of life and death.


Fish leaped into the air they were were so dense in places as they scavenged over the rich deposits of discarded organic material.


Looking east this teeming scene of life was edged by a strangely clinical finale. A sort of living curtain.


This was the specially bred microbe film that fed on the decayed lake and amidst occasional flashes of static electricity produced the pure orgon that wept into the placid lagoons downstream of the will-oh-the wisp living curtain.


Otto shouted in the ear of the flyer telling it to land by the shore of  the lagoon to take on the liquid needed to feed the lion. They swooped down and amidst heavy wingbeats and a clumsy  run came to a halt at the water’s edge. “suck away” The flyer extended its trunk and used this to squirt several loads of the orgon into the carrying pouch that had been bred to carry almost anything. Like a huge expanding beer belly the pouch stretched to cope with the liquid cargo. Eventually Otto had to order a halt fearing they would not be able to get airborne again if he overloaded the swollen pouch.


Every now and then a skimming sentry watcher would flit across the lagoon on a routine look see for Comput….Otto knew his gathering of the orgon would be filed away and he would have to ensure they were not traced on their fight back.


Talking of flying, there now came the worrying task of taking off again with a full load of orgon. Otto ordered the winged mule to take off. He clung onto its heaving back as the giant wings drummed out a noisy applause on the lake surface as the flyers webbed feet frantically slapped away at the surface. There was always that tense moment when a bulk flyer tried to pull away from the earth's gravity. This time all went well. The flyer's immense wingbeats flung its body and a nervuous Otto away from the bubbling surface of the orgon lake. Half an hour later the giant flyer swooped low and made a clumsy but manageable landing in the woodland alongside the tunnel entrance. Otto and the flyer shuffled into the gaping cavern and after much squaking and fumbling arrived at the tunnels holding the vat readied for the birth. Their chaotic arrival was greeted with cheers from the expectant group. After more prodding of the giant flyer the creature allowed its side pouches to spew the life giving liquid into the awaiting vat.





On a fainter background screen the comput had a digital image of a theoretical egg flickering waiting to be told how to grow. Awaiting the thousands of lines of code sleeping within the dna coils. As May connected up the loop of thousands of lines of code the whole system seemed to  blink for a nano second as it digested and then spewed out its instructions. It was a quickfire string of go-stop-go-stop and which proteins to spin out in which direction. The on-screen presentation of the reality in the vat could be seen to grow in stops and starts. A pea shaped head could be seen at one end.


''Are you ready with the orgon flux?


“Yes.” But he hesitated. They all sensed the primal disquiet that comes as man fingers or tampers with life's genetic codes.


In his mind's eye, whereever that be, was the huge bronze lion sculpture.


He stabbed at the Yes command.


The lifegiving fluids flowed into the vat to nurture the rapidly growing thing.


But even as they watched in fascination the comput screens flickered and a high pitched squark program came alive. Before anyone could react it had sent a signal out worldwide that the life DNA codes were being touched and used. It was a safety net to protect life or abuse of the sacred codes for life, but on this occassion it could lead to life being halted for the lion. Hans reacted in time to hit the mains switch to the vats.


“Why did you do that” shouted Dave.


''It will halt any auto destruct causing the vats to destroy any life forms...such as lions! We can now switch to any backup power in the caverns. Looking on, all seemed calm in the orgon vats, it seemed his swift action had saved the infant.


“But the game is going to get harder from here on in”


“Why?”


“Every system round the world is now alert to our little birth here.


I suggest we all batten down the hatches and get some kip....growing takes time...even with the perfect conditions in the orgon vats, these things cannot be rushed. The cells divide at an incredible rate, but it will be a couple of weeks before we have ourselves a lion.�Deep below the lake of London an apparently inert bronze statue shuddered...almost as if flexing long sleeping muscles.


Meanwhile Comput and every computer system he controlled round the world was in a state of frenzy. For so long Comput had kept life on Earth in a steady state...no rogue growth was permitted, yet here was someone trying to create a lion!


So great was the shockwave through the Comput net that birds and insects  rose in flocks. They didn’t know why and it must have been the worldwide net’s “twitch” and its effects on the bio-generators that ruminated and produced valuable electricity for the few hard wired machines that had not been replaced by specially bred flyers.��For a good hour they all watched the glass walled vat as the tiny embryio wriggled and started to pulse with life. “Well this is going to take many days so I suggest we close all the outer doors and try to get some shut eye, we need our strength tomorrow to look after our new arrival!”�Yet even as the infant started out on its journey Comput was scampering down every digital tentacle around the globe. The mega brain was aware the lion's dna had been captured, but many circuits were overheating as they tried to answer the questions; how and why? But at the end of each searching digital probe was the scrambled digital mashup that May's generator kept creating. Each time Comput thought it was about to break the code...it changed. It was almost a quantum effect, as soon as you look, what you are looking at will morph away.�The next day they all woke refreshed and eager to see their lion grow and thrive. Once again they asked Otto to head back to the orgon lakes to get a fresh batch of the life giving fluid for the infant's tank. Otto had actually enjoyed the aerial supply mission and was already heading for the door.  Once again he paused at the cavern's outer doors and waited to catch the attention of a flyer sleeping in the shrubland. Soon they were aloft again rising slowly with the dumb flyer's usual drum beat of massive winged power.











As the weeks flew by the growing tank became ever more agitated by the now massive young lion flexing its limbs ...”How do we know when he will be able to survive outside the tank?”�Even as Dave and Otto thought about this conundrum..the thrashing became more worrying  and a thrashing limb thumped the glass tank. Minutes later as they watched in shock the infant started a methodic stabbing and punching out ...the glass cracked and mionutes later started to weep Orgon fluid over the cavern floor. “I think he is telling us he is ready!” Dave stepped forward and quickly unbolted the tank side releasing an ever growing tide of odd smelling fluid. As the front panel crashed to the floor the baby lion half slid and half jumped forwards and free.


“Has anyone got milk for this baby!” May looked at the shocked faces staring at the young and slippery lion cub thrashing about on the floor.


Otto had fortunately thought ahead and rushed through to the next room. He returned beaming with a  teat and bottle. “Here May, you be mother” He said passing the bottle across. She was happy to play Mother to the new arrival.�They all watched in amazement at what they had created...but then there was a sudden deep hum through the cavern...”Well I see I am too late” The voice of Comput was instantly recognised by the group. “Oh No” muttered Otto. It was as if the mind of the giant orbital computer network was in their heads. “He is using the very rocks to carry his voice” whispered Otto.


The deep but calm voice echoed out again: “Quiet right, son...You have broken the law by using the genetic codes despite my best efforts to stop you all. ….”


They all droppped their heads fearing the next news..the rock borne voice  was briefly silent then added: 


“But as I am programmed to look after all life I cannot undo what you have started..”


The group seemed to let out a collective sigh of relief.�“In fact I had been wondering where fate was taking us all. Now I see clearly . I need to revive all the organisms that make up the savannah home to your precious lion and its future generations.”


Otto said: “You mean you will help our lion?”


“That and much more.” Over the next few hours Comput told the group how he had had to revive thousands of acres of African Savannah. “Fortunately my databases had all the genetic codes for the plants, insects and animals your precious lions need. For the past century we had allowed them all to fade away as we engineered the perfect world you have lived in..but strangelly I find it uplifting that the old gene designs are returning..you have awakened the old planet...quite an achievement with your naive meddling.”��Unseen by the group a lifeless desert was being seeded from the skies by living cells and actual plant seeds. It was as if Darwin's theories were being rekindled by the all powerful Comput above the earth. As a stream of millions of genetic codes were flowing, life was being re-engineered back from its slumbers in the data vaults. Meanwhile May was looking very content as she gave the thriving lion cub its two hourly feed. The youngster lapping up the milky life giving liquid.�The booming voice from above once again reverberated: “Of course I have also had to reproduce more of your lions...this cub on his own would not be a good idea. So. By the way, you need no longer hide away down there...I guarantee you can safely bring the youngster out into the open air.”


May said: “I suppose now he knows where we are we have to take him at his word..lets get out of this claustrophobic cave. They placed the cub on an improvised strecher and each took one corner as they made there way up and out.


“Wow” seemed to be spoken in unison as they stepped out into a vibrant scene of savannah trees and grasslands stretching away . The new growth even stretched up to the shore of the Lake of London.


And the noise of chattering wildlife and birds almost overwhelmed everyone's senses.


Comput felt a strange conundrum spinning away in his millions of processors. He had been programmed all those centuries ago to resist any tampering with the dna of the planet he was custodian of. But equally he could not act in a way that harmed its human occupants.Now those very same humans had opened up the dna of long lost creatures.


Thus allowing thousands of other lifeforms that had been extinct to return.�Comput suddenly realised his work is done. He almost felt an unheard of Comput emotion ...the emotion of exploration and adventure. He had quietly been studying other viable parts of several galaxies as a sort of mind occupying game. Now he could actually enter the game...Long evolved to feed off sunlight and happy in the vacuum of space..Comput was unlimited in the breadth of his imagined adventure...


So it came to pass that as Otto and the others released the lion cub into the long grass high above them several giant solar panels were folding safely away and plasma motors started to nudge the massive brain that was Comput slowly but surely out of the earth's gravitational embrace...


“Adieu’’ whispered Comput as the final links dried up. The orbital brain felt liberated as it  could now pursue its future anywhere in the galaxies. Behind it could leave the ancient Earth with its ant-like humans, restored wildlife cornucopia and all their genes to evolve into the future.


