
It's Science, Matey!

A Short-short by HORansome

It started with a kiss. Whoever thought it 
would come to this?
 Frank 
Hardcastle, 
Esquire, provider of  
foodstuffs to the 
Royals of  the 
Antediluvian Plateaus of  
the Outer Rim, was a 
famous man who liked to 
look at red cups. Nothing 
sinister in that. He also liked 
to murder renown curators 
and often made bad films, 
described as “Diabolical 
screenplays, inexpertly filmed” 
about said murders which he then 
turned into excretable, but profitable, 
novelisations.
 Today, however, he was 
puzzling over a pigeon.
 "I think it's a dove," he said 
to the not-so-famous woman who 
collected blue cups and often acted 
as the exposition character in short stories.
 "Nonsense. It has all the features of  a 
pigeon and it's Roman to boot. The Romans 
didn't make statues of  doves."
 "I disagree."
 This argument had been on-going for 
near three years. Not continuously, of  
course; that would be stupid in the extreme. 
No, the argument had frequent pauses, 
usually to allow Frank to go and look at red 
cups or murder renown curators. Sometimes, 
but only sometimes, did the argument pause 
for blue cup collection; rarely, if  even, did 
the argument pause for the purposes of  
exposition. Indeed, often the dove-qua-
pigeon was the very reason for the 
exposition.
 Anyway.
 The statue was the centre of  a dispute 
that went back longer than the memory of  
the participants themselves. It had been 
found in a well in the backyard of  some 
racist hobo and was due to be sold to the 

highest bidder as soon as a suitable 
description of  the item could be found. 
Given that dove statues were in vogue and 
pigeon statuettes were considered vulgar, 
base and definitely non-hoopy it would be 
better for all concerned that the statue was 
found to be dove-like.
 Which sounds like the most boring 
debate ever recorded in these particular 
annals.
 And it was.
 Indeed, the writer thought something 
exciting would come out of  this particular 

train of  thought but, really, it has not. Oh, 
sure, there have been a few 'witty' 

references to Dan Brown's 
writing style and 

some of  
the 
writing has 

a little bit 
of  charm to it, but, 

really, what this story needs is a twist.
 Suddenly, from out of  
nowhere and for no real purpose 
other than the raising of  a smile, 
Hone Harawira and Robert 
Langdon appeared.

 "Shit, Langdon, what the hell is 
going on?"
 "It's the Celts. The conspiracy against 
them, hiding their true past and the 
prevalence of  their culture has made the 
spooks thrust us forward through time to 
this place where what we know can never be 
made public."
 "I've got half  a mind to bash your 
skull in with this here dove statue," Hone 
said.
 He did. Graphically.
 Frank and the unnamed (but not 
famous) woman looked on stunned.
 "Dove you say," she said.
 "Yep. Dove. Bloody dove," Hone said 
with a rakish smile.
 "Well, that confirms it. If  Hone 
Harawira says it's a dove, then it's a dove."
 And so it was set down in the auction 
book and sold for three pebbles and a shot 
of  gin. The future economy is not much to 
talk about, but that is a story for another 
time.


