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Chapter 1

The last thing Chris Bellamy saw with his
original, organic, eyes was the word HATE
on the scum-bag’s fist as it slammed into his
cheek. He dropped to the Martian ground,
banging his head on the side of the hover car
that they had been arguing over. Chris’
a acker fled towards the centre of Tiresias, a
red dust cloud thrown up in his wake until
he got to the more affluent area where the
streets were actually paved. Chris slipped
into unconsciousness, the blood-spla ered
dark bruises on his face matching his dust
flecked black hair. The area around his hazel
brown eyes started to swell as Chris’ bu on-
like nose was in danger of being lost in the
swelling.

Chris was morally right in picking a fight



Paul's Book

2

Chris was morally right in picking a fight

with Austin Edwards who had been trying
to break into Mrs. Lau’s hover car. On the
other hand, he was never going to win, he
was short at 5 foot 7 - at 17 years old he was
still hopeful for one last growth spurt - and
he was slightly overweight. On the other
hand, Austin seemed taller and wider than
Olympus Mons. There was no way that
would ever end well for Chris which he
knew from the other times they had bu ed
heads. 

But pick a fight he did and his
punishment for the god deed was to lie in a
crumpled heap on the floor underneath the
large dome that separated him and the other
100,000 inhabitants of Tiresias from the
suffocating Martian environment. The only
movement in the side street was Chris’
lungs creating a cloud of vapour as he
breathed out into the cold winter air.

And there he would have laid waiting as
both the temperature and his chances of
surviving the night dropped. Fortunately
for Chris, his friend Adam Flannigan had
been searching for him, as Chris was late for
games night. This was sacrilege! Adam and
Chris had had a gaming night every
Thursday for the past 6 years and for Chris
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Thursday for the past 6 years and for Chris

to be late for it was very odd.
Adam was quite tall, lean and had a shock

of red hair which he thought was
appropriate for living on Mars. He was
quite pale, which he insisted was because
living further away from the Sun was an
impediment to ge ing a tan, and that it was
nothing to do with his genes.

Adam had been searching for Chris for
about half an hour using a scanner he had
built a few years prior. He had started at
Chris’ house and had taken the most well-lit
route which had taken him along the main
streets of Tiresias. When that resulted in
nothing, he went back to Chris’ house and
took the most direct route, which took him
through the back alleys and side streets of
the residential area that were only
illuminated by the stars in the Martian sky.
The funding for street illumination had ran
out before they got to the residential suburb
that both Adam and Chris lived in. 

Adam continued looking for Chris until
his scanner started beeping loudly,
indicating that there was a life-form nearby.
He looked in the direction the scanner
indicated and saw a dark shape next to a
hover car. As he got closer, he bathed the
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hover car. As he got closer, he bathed the

dark mound in torchlight and realised that it
was Chris. As soon as Adam saw what a
mess Chris was in, he yelled at the top of his
voice.

“EMERGENCY 999!”
This activated the nearest listening posts

that were do ed around under the Tiresias
dome. In less than a minute he heard the
hum of one of the 7 drones that belonged to
the se lement emergency services. As it
came into view, it moved in an elaborate
dance to try and take in the whole scene.
Eventually the drone barked at Adam.

“CITIZEN. AN AMBULANCE HAS
BEEN DISPATCHED TO YOUR
LOCATION. DO YOU REQUIRE A
POLICE PRESENCE?”

It was obvious that Chris had been in a
fight. Knowing the arguments that Chris
had been having with Austin Edwards
lately, Adam guessed Chris must have once
again had a fight with the son of the Chief of
Police. Not wanting to get his friend into
any more trouble, he declined the drone’s
request.

A couple of minutes later, the ambulance
turned up and whisked Chris away, leaving
Adam to walk home where he phoned
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Adam to walk home where he phoned

Chris’ mother to let her know what had
happened.

*  *  *
Chris woke to the sound of a man on the

TV talking excitedly about Earth President
Robert Nelson having just left Earth for his
first visit to Mars. From the TV acoustics he
knew that this was not his home. The smell
of disinfectant, the stifling warmth and the
occasional moan from somebody nearby
told him he was in a Hospital. He tried to
open his eyes, but something prevented him.
He touched his face to find there was
massive swelling around them both.

The sound of the TV was suddenly
drowned out by the reassuring voice of his
mother, Linda. 

“Oh you’re awake. How are you feeling?”
“It feels like Phobos fell on my face.”
“What happened?”
“I can’t remember.” Chris replied as

images of Austin Edwards trying to break
into Mrs. Lau’s car and the ensuing fight
played through his head.

Chris’ mother sighed. If Chris had been
able to see her, he would have noticed that
his mum was intensely worried. Her brow
wrinkled up as she spoke and her streaked
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wrinkled up as she spoke and her streaked

face suggested she had been crying. She
made small talk with him for a while until
she got interrupted by a deep voice behind
her. She recognised it as Dr. Spinelli, the
doctor that had examined Chris when he
first arrived at the Hospital.

“Ah Mr. Bellamy, you are awake.”
Chris knew that Doctors should project

the feeling that everything was fine, but he
thought this guy was a bit too happy. As if
he felt that his cheery demeanour could cure
people all by itself. The Doctor continued.

“How are you feeling, young man?”
“Like Deimos fell on my face.”
“You are due some painkillers shortly.

That will help. The swelling will start
coming down very soon.”

“That’s great. Thanks.” Chris tried
masking the hollowness of his gratitude, but
the pain he was in did not help. This seemed
to be lost on the doctor though as when he
next spoke, his voice had suddenly got a lot
more serious.

“Chris. We’ve scanned your eyes while
you were asleep.”

“Oh?”
“I’m afraid it’s bad news. You’ve

detached both of your retinas.”
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Chris thought to himself that he hadn’t
detached his retinas - Austin’s fist had. 

“None of the traditional methods we have
available would work to regain your
vision.”

The Doctor paused to let that sink in.
Chris was silent as he mulled it over. The
silence was broken by a hopeful sounding
Linda.

“There is some hope though, Chris. Tell
him Doctor.” 

“Your mother is correct. We have been
developing a new bionic eye here at Tiresias
University Hospital, which we think will be
suitable for you when we conduct the first
human trials in 3 months time.” 

“And that would give me back my sight?”
“I will not lie to you, Chris. This is

experimental technology. While we have
done all of our due process, there are no
guarantees.”

“What do you think, Mum? You are a
scientist.”

“I’ve been through it thoroughly with Dr.
Spineli and looked at all of the data. I  think
it is your only option.”

“How would it work?”
Dr. Spineli explained that fake eyeballs
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Dr. Spineli explained that fake eyeballs

would replace Chris’ current ones and they
would contain cameras and transmi ers.
These would transmit video signals the
short distance to the receiver which would
be a ached to the Occipital lobe and would
convert the signals to the electric pulses the
brain uses. 

Chris thought about this for a few
minutes. On the one hand, one of the few
things he liked about his body was his eyes.
But if they didn’t work anymore, then he
had li le choice.

“Let’s do it.”
*  *  *

The operation was scheduled to take place
twelve weeks after the fight. The first ten
weeks were unbearable for Chris. The
oppressive darkness that was his entire
world seemed timeless, with the date of the
surgery never feeling like it was ge ing any
closer. Would it succeed? He tried to think
about anything but that, as he didn’t want to
get his hopes up. In fact, he started learning
how to read braille and how to walk with a
cane, such was his desire to not think of the
surgery succeeding.

Preparing for failure did not fill up all of
his time though and Chris found himself
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his time though and Chris found himself

bored during the day while his mum was at
work and Adam was at school. Adam was
the only friend that visited him, and
regularly brought round audio books for
him to keep him occupied. His other school
friends felt weird around him, not knowing
what to say, so they all stayed away. Chris’
days consisted mostly of lying around
worrying about the future. People talk about
hoping to have a “bright” future, but in
Chris’ case even a dim future of low-light
images would be a great future.

Christmas came and went, the only
notable thing about it was it was the only
interruption in the first 9 weeks of Chris’
monotonous routine. However bad the
tedium was in the first 10 weeks, Chris
craved it during the final two weeks of the
pre-surgery period. Periods of lying around
doing nothing were now punctuated with
agonising torture as he took trips to the
Hospital as the staff measured his eyes with
what felt like 17th century torture devices,
prodded him with needles and administered
a cocktail of drugs that made it feel like his
eyes were on fire. The first time the pain had
receded from this necessary torture, Chris
had allowed himself a small smirk at the
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had allowed himself a small smirk at the

thought of eyes that could not see but could
cry tears of pain. This good humour only
lasted until the next cocktail of drugs were
administered to him. 

As Chris was scheduled to be the first
surgery of the day, which was first thing in
the morning, he was admi ed to Hospital
the evening before. Chris stayed awake until
2am, tossing and turning as the sheer horror
of what was going to happen to him the next
day made sleep nearly impossible. His
Mum stayed with him the entire night and
tried to soothe his nerves to help him get to
sleep.

When the time of the surgery came, Chris
was helped out of his bed and onto a trolley
and began his short journey down to the
operating theatre and was left there in a cold
room, on the cold trolley bed, with only his
underpants and a hospital gown on. He was
pre y sure that he was not alone, but the
only sound he could hear was the hum of
what he assumed was the lights. His
stomach felt like it had twisted into a tight
spiral as his nerves got the be er of him.
Chris was not sure why he was nervous, for
three months he had been wishing for time
to hurry up and now the time was here, he
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to hurry up and now the time was here, he

wanted to be anywhere else, but in that
hospital, in that room, on that bed. To calm
himself, he thought about what was the
point of enduring everything he had been
through - the boredom, the torture
instruments and the cocktail of drugs - if he
was not going to go through with the
procedure. Chris realised that there was one
final chemical that would need to be
administered before the operation could
start. Right on cue, the anaesthetist spoke.

“I’m about to put the needle in your arm
for the anaesthetic. I  will count back from 10
and you will be asleep.”

The anaesthetic surprised him with how
cold it was. He could feel it creeping around
veins.

“10, 9, 8, 7…” 
Chris feel unconscious again. 
Ten hours later Chris woke up. He

opened his eyes and light streamed in to
form a blurry picture. Chris was trying to
temper his worry that this was all he would
ever see with the fact that it was a big step
up from what he could see yesterday. It took
him a while but gradually his muscles and
brain co-operated to finally get a crystal
clear picture.
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The doctors kept Chris in overnight to
monitor his vitals. In the morning they were
happy that the procedure had not placed
undue stress on Chris and allowed him to
go home. A follow-up appointment was
scheduled for two week’s time which was
the same day as the first meeting of a
support group for all of the trial’s
participants to a end.

Chris’ Mum drove him home and they
were both a lot happier than they had been
for a long time.

*  *  *
Chris and his Mum got home just before

lunchtime. After a couple of hours there was
a knock at the door.

“Mum. I ’ll go and SEE who it is.” 
“Glad to see your mood has brightened.”
Chris got to the door and looked through

the peephole to see Adam standing there.
Chris closed his eyes and opened the door.

“Let’s have a look, then!” 
Chris opened his eyelids to show Adam

his new eyes. 
“Aw man, they look just like normal

eyes.” He sounded disappointed.
“What were you expecting? Them to be

coming out of the side of my head on
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coming out of the side of my head on

stalks?”
“Ha, yeah, I  guess they want to make

them look as natural as possible. So how do
they work?”

Chris repeated what Dr. Spinelli had told
him. Chris knew Adam would be excited
about this and Adam did not disappoint.
Chris had always admired Adam’s technical
acumen and if Adam had designed this
system himself, Chris would not have
hesitated to accept the technology.

“Do you mind if we go to mine so I  can
look at the tech in more depth?”

“Sure.”
Chris yelled out to his Mum.
“Mum, it’s Adam, I ’m gonna go round

his.”
“OK. But don’t let him ruin your eyes!”
Adam and Chris walked to Adam’s house

and went up to Adam’s bedroom where he
kept all of his tech. His room looked like an
exemplar of what not to do from a Health
and Safety awareness video - cables all over
the place, overloaded plug sockets and
paper all over the place. Adam found the
gadgets he had made and started scanning
Chris with them. 

“Hmm. That’s interesting, your
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“Hmm. That’s interesting, your

transmi er is much more powerful than it
needs to be. Ah. It is transmi ing data other
than your video signal. The researchers
must be collecting the data for the trial and
are monitoring your condition.”

“Wait, what? They didn’t tell me that.
Will they be able to see what I  am seeing?”

“Potentially. I  think they are just
collecting data that will help them with their
research. I ’m sure they would have had to
tell you that if they were actually going to
see through your eyes…”

Adam trailed off and grinned at Chris.
The kind of grin Chris knew only too well -
it always meant he was about to get in
trouble.

“What?” Chris asked in a slightly
resigned voice.

“Oh nothing… I think we are going to
have some fun with this.”

Chris rolled his eyes. And then smiled as
just a few days ago, he didn’t think that was
ever going to happen again.

“How?”
“If we switch the frequency your receiver

is looking for, to one of the other trial
participants, then you can see through their
eyes!”
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“What? That’s stupid, why would we
want to do that?”

“Cos we can? Think about it, you’d be the
first ever person to see through someone
else’s eyes. It would be a great technical
problem for me to solve.”

“I’ve got to meet these people over the
next few weeks in the support group. I  don’t
want to invade their privacy - or anyone
they are with. What if they are having sex or
something when we vision-switch?”

“You just say the word and I’ll switch you
back to your frequency.”

Chris paused and thought for a while.
Adam sensed Chris was wavering so made
one last pitch.

“There is no way they can know that we
are doing this. Think of a TV transmi er - it
is broadcasting the signal whether anyone
had a TV switched on or not. Similar thing
here, the eyes are transmi ing the signal
regardless of whether you tune in. Just think
of what you could experience. They will be
doing things that you may never do
yourself. You’ll be able to see what it’s like.”

“OK. But when I  say stop, you switch me
back immediately. This is my vision, my
memories and my mental health we are
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memories and my mental health we are

dealing with.”
“OK. Deal.”
Adam spent a few minutes rummaging

through his various boxes retrieving cables,
computers and power packs. Chris stared
out of Adam’s bedroom window while
Adam was se ing up, just happy knowing
that he had got his sight back. The scene
before him was just a row of functional
houses with trees lining the edge of the
dusty roads, but the fact that Chris could see
it at all meant it was one of the most
beautiful scenes he had ever seen. His
wistfulness was interrupted by Adam.

“Right. I ’ve got the other 11 frequencies
they are using. If you’re ready, let’s switch
your receiver to the first one.”

“I’m ready.”
“One small change in visual frequency for

a man, one giant leap into another person’s
life for mankind.”

Adam hit the big green GO bu on on his
tablet with a theatrical flourish. There was
roughly a 1 second delay before Chris’
vision changed from seeing what was in
front of him to the illicit image of one of his
fellow trial participants. He found himself in
a Marvee - the vehicles that were used to
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a Marvee - the vehicles that were used to

travel between se lements on Mars. The
nearest se lement to Tiresias was Chariclo,
a town that provided Tiresias with much of
its water. Chris had never left the Tiresias
dome before and being able to see what
Mars was like so far away from the
se lement thrilled him. He could not smell
or hear anything inside the Marvee, - only
the visuals were being transmi ed, but he
figured that the inside of a Marvee would
not smell or sound unique anyway. Chris’
excitement did not last long. The landscape
of red rocks strewn across a red dusty
surface, under a red sky was rather
monotonous. The only place where there
were no rocks was the “road” between
Tiresias and Chariclo, where they had been
cleared when Humans first se led on Mars
40 years ago. Whoever it was that was
unknowingly lending Chris their eyes held
their head pre y still, which Chris
appreciated as he realised that this whole
exercise could give him motion sickness. He
described what he saw to Adam and after
about 10 seconds of the same boring
journey, they changed to another frequency.

This time his vision was much more
dynamic, the head moving around along
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dynamic, the head moving around along

with the person’s body. The glimpses Chris
caught suggested a Sports Hall and a five-a-
side football match in progress. After a
minute or two Chris had had enough.

“I’m starting to get motion sickness. One
more and then we’ll stop.”

“Fair enough, I  don’t want you throwing
up on my Batman rug. OK. Let’s go with
47Ghz.”

Adam set the new frequency. Chris’
vision switched to him standing in a field,
looking at a workbench set up on the grass,
which only had one thing on it - a high-
powered rifle with a telescopic sight
a ached to it. Two gloved hands appeared
in Chris’ vision and picked up the gun. The
scope was brought up to the right eye and
the vision in Chris’ left eye winked out as
the host closed their eye. The gun swung
round to a photograph nailed to a tree. The
photograph was of the smiling face of Earth
President Robert Nelson. The picture was
only there for a second before a bullet
obliterated it.

“Oh fuck.”


