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The Brain
Foreword
It is, perhaps, customary to have forwards written by another person of some significance to the book. However, I am not only extremely conscious about the contents of the book, but am poor and have not the funds to pay a master of humour or a professor of technology to write a suitably inspiring forward. I shall, therefore, write it myself, using the convenient space to introduce characters and the situation.

It is a small possibility that a select few intellectuals, having read many books, would have already guessed the species of our main character, The Brain. He is, quite obviously, a human brain perfectly preserved in Royal Blue Goo, in a nastily scummy fish tank, in a medical research laboratory. The Brain used to be an exceptionally intelligent professor. It is unsure, at this stage, what it was he was professor of, but I am sure it was an unpleasantly tricky academic subject to study for such a length of time.

It is inevitable that you are wondering just how, exactly, our hero became trapped in Royal Blue Goo, in a nastily scummy fish tank, in a medical research laboratory, and the answer is fairly simple. He was put there.

I feel it acceptable to also introduce to you a character that shan’t feature in the book until slightly later, but should have a mention nonetheless. His name is Dominic Kisz, or Dom, and he is the enjoyable, drunk side of 17½. Although he is engrossed in a small, circular world of girls, beer and crude jokes, it has to be said he is strikingly handsome, although in dire need of a haircut.

We will also now bring in our evil villain, Doctor Schmall.  A Russian biologist who gets over-excited at the prospect of a new set of probes being delivered, and who captured The Brain in Royal Blue Goo, in a nastily scummy fish tank, in a medical research laboratory, in the first place.

The Brain’s Royal Blue Goo, in a nastily scummy fish tank, in a medical research laboratory, is positioned inside an iron cage with a sturdy padlock, inside a glass isolation tank, inside a large and expensive research laboratory, and is protected by many advanced security systems.

The laboratory is white, very white. Everything about it is white, and, if you weren’t a professor of science, you would think the air and oxygen inside the laboratory to be white also. Doctor Schmall, it must be mentioned, has a slight compulsive cleaning disorder, and is fond of scrubbing imaginary dirt and general filth from the already clean, polished and glittering floors and worktops.

And so this is where we shall begin our tale. I might suggest tissues for tears of laughter, I might suggest cocoa for cold winter winds, or I might suggest a pillow for comfort and softness, but I shan’t – I feel my readers intellectual enough to cope with being uncomfortable for a few measly hours.
Chapter One ~ The Laboratory of Doctor Schmall

It was in a large and overly polished laboratory that The Brain was forced to endure long and lonely hours, with nothing to occupy him except sloshing about in his much-loved-and-appreciated Royal Blue Goo, which, unfortunately, he didn’t particularly enjoy that much. The Brain couldn’t sing, for he had no mouth, and for the same reason he couldn’t hum either. He couldn’t twiddle his thumbs, for he hadn’t any thumbs, and he couldn’t tap his feet, and I feel it obvious why not. In fact, The Brain’s days were filled with not very much, and this is exactly how he didn’t like it. This is, of course, completely understandable. The Brain had been an exceptional professor, with days filled with discoveries and excitement, and now his intellect was wasting away in a nastily scummy fish tank of Royal Blue Goo.

The Brain would have sighed, if had been able, but instead he slowly swayed from side to side in his Royal Blue Goo. It was a sad life for a brain, he thought (for he was able to think), and that is when it suddenly struck him. It struck him as a hammer would strike a nail, or a bat would strike a ball, and It was this: ‘If I am dissatisfied with solitary days simply laying in Royal Blue Goo, in a nastily scummy fish tank, in a medical research laboratory, I should get a new life. But,’ The Brain continued to think, ‘ That is impossible, so therefore I must alter my life to make it more like someone else’s, which means changing my life, and escaping.’ And that is what It was, and how The Brain began to plot, plan and scheme. 

The Brain began his plotting, planning and scheming as soon as he had finished some urgent swaying in Royal Blue Goo he had been meaning to do for months. He initiated his plots, plans and schemes by calculating the weakest areas of his nastily scummy fish tank.
‘Aha!’ Thought The Brain, ‘the weakest point of this particular nastily scummy fish tank is by both the input and output manifolds.’ And he was right. Evidently, The Brain then came to the dilemma of how, exactly, to apply enough pressure to the correct point of the nastily scummy fish tank to shatter the glass. This, though seemingly simple enough, was truthfully a hideously tricky task indeed. It was, therefore, dismissed for the time being, considering that there were other issues concerning The Brain’s escape to be considered.  

*
*
*
Dear Reader,

Felicitations, I am the author of The Brain, and I do hope you are thoroughly enjoying The Brain so far. If not, you are clearly choosing the wrong variety of books for your personality, and I beg of you to choose again. It is those of you (and by that I mean the severe majority) that are completely enthralled by the witty humour and touching storyline of The Brain that I address now;

It is at this moment that I choose to introduce you to a new, and highly exciting character. His name is Strangenose, and he is a post-graduate from a nearby university. He is a rather humorous little character with small build and a rather unhealthy, paleness about his face.

Strangenose was aware that The Brain was watching him. He was aware that The Brain was charting his every move, and he was aware that he didn’t like it at all. In reality, it annoyed him intensely, and he wished The Brain would stop. He could not order, direct, nor advise The Brain to do so as (as far as he knew) The Brain was only just managing to produce inaudible vowel sounds through the wave-interpreting machine (which shows how little he actually knew) and that The Brain was in no position at all to receive and act upon orders, directions nor advice. Strangenose began an extremely sensitive and highly complicated experiment concerning the total mass and percentage of sucrose (and/or similar substances) in sucrose-based products, whose function was to provide nutrients to the consumer. Strangenose hoped that this would deter The Brain, and stop his insistent staring.

The Brain was watching Strangenose. He was aware that Strangenose knew he was charting his every move, and he was aware that Strangenose didn’t like it at all. In reality, The Brain knew that it annoyed him intensely, and he took great pleasure in this. The Brain knew that Strangenose could not order, direct, nor advise The Brain to stop staring as (as far as Strangenose knew) The Brain was only just managing to produce inaudible vowel sounds through the wave-interpreting machine (which shows how little Strangenose actually knew) and that The Brain was in no position at all to receive and act upon orders, directions nor advice. Strangenose began an extremely pathetic and highly straightforward experiment concerning the amount of sugar in lemonade. The Brain knew that Strangenose hoped that this would deter him to stop his insistent staring. The Brain thought it all incredibly entertaining.

Just as The Brain thought the day’s amusement had passed it’s peak, in strolled Doctor Schmall, and The Brain settled down for some pant-wettingly hilarious entertainment.

As a warm-up act Doctor Schmall Delighted The Brain by tripping over a large and brightly coloured cable that lay, in full view, across the laboratory floor. Any fool could see it, and a fool Doctor Schmall was. After spinning across the polished floor, the malevolent Doctor, crashed gracefully into a carefully cleaned and stacked pile of glassware, which shattered instantly. The Brain was highly amused, until a rather large triangle of glass came flying into his tank, having got trapped in the pipe of the manifold and was sent hurtling across the Royal Blue Goo towards the Brain, who was forced to splash out of the way hastily. This, it is safe to say, did not amused The Brain In fact, he was ever so slightly and extraordinarily miffed. To rectify these feelings The Brain had to be treated to a class ‘A’ panic attack from Doctor Schmall about the complete mess he had made. Unfortunately, this included large, dramatic circles of the arms, which sent the remaining glassware soaring through the air, and smashing on the floor.

In the middle of the kafuffle was poor Strangenose, who was now dancing from foot to foot like a child in desperate need of a wee, with his hands over his head although he was being shot at. His nose had turned an flamboyant shade of magenta, and was showing signs of flushing purple at the very tip. That, thought The Brain, is a very colourful and unique nose. He was truly amazing at Strangenose’s nasal abilities.
Chapter Two ~ Meanwhile, at Bilberry Lane

Bilberry Lane is a rotten sort of lane. Not a shrubbery-bordered thin country road, winding gloriously by many a blue glittering lake. Neither is it a grand road in the large-houses-and-Mercedes part of town. No, Bilberry lane is the sort of lane that comes in between smoking factories and council estates bursting with drug-abusing twenty-something’s. It’s blackened walls hold stories that not even hardened army corporals could sit and listened to without some large degree of discomfort. Stories of defiant mutiny, unexpected arrivals, scandal and inconceivable violence. Yet Bilberry Lane’s rickety housing facilities and poor excuses for gardens provides a home for some, and a fundamental ground for distributing illegal substances to all of those drug-abusing-twenty-something’s.

If you risk walking (or to be more safe, sprinting) to furthermost end of the lane, past the large industrial waste containers, you will arrive at a very small house, even according to the standards of Bilberry Lane. This particular house has many bullet holes in the door, chipped windows and has a distinct lack of gutters as there is evidently a plumbing-thief living in the vicinity. In fact, according to this information, the very small house is indistinguishable from the other houses in the lane, aside from the fact that it is so mind-blowingly small. Within this astoundingly tiny abode, dwells a young man (or to apply pronoun to the nature of his mind, a young boy) who lives permanently with his parents. It is likely that he will continue to do this forever and always, because of his complete inability to keep any one girlfriend for longer than about four hours. His resides in the small bedroom at the front of the house, overlooking the particularly shabby tarmac of the lane below. He is young, and to be fair, quite handsome when compared to your average citizen, and his name is Dominic Kisz. He is the enjoyable, drunk side of 17½, known as Dom to all of his slap head mates, and a stunner like Dom has a fair few slap head mates, never all sober simultaneously of course.

At this particular headache of moment, Dom is feeling squashed. This is mainly because he is squashed. To be more accurate, he is lodged firmly between 20 or so police cones. At the time, like so many other things in life, it seemed pant-wettingly hilarious to steal as many police cones as possible from the drug-remnant-encrusted road. On reflection, I am positive that being unable to move his legs and left arm, and having a numb right cheek would be enough to convince Dom that perhaps it wasn’t the year’s most side-splitting gag. But then again, he is particularly squashed, and this may be affecting his brain’s ability to function.

Now the more intelligent half of readers will be wondering why on Earth we started talking about Dom, and the answer, luckily for the unintelligent half, is simple. He is in this book because I have decided to put him here. It is obviously his only reason for existence, as steamy nights with various girls and the vigorous abuse of alcoholic beverages cannot be considered particularly purposeful. But contrary to his introduction so far, Dom has a particularly interesting role in our tale. However, telling readers precisely what this role is would involve revealing large quantities of thrilling storyline, and a week’s worth of reading material for the train-travellers among the audience. I shall instead tell you only three things involved in Dom’s particularly interesting role, and those are a sock monkey, a pirate ship and a bagel. Yes, my dear readers, that was a buccaneer’s vessel used in the same sentence as a squishy breakfast made from a dough-like mixture.

In the last paragraph of Chapter Two is an interesting fact. This fact is quite mind-boggling, although not nearly so mind-boggling as the size of Dom’s house (and the number of borrowed police cones in it). This uncannily interesting little fact is the simple fact that Dom has a pathetic job delivering a Russian affairs magazine. It is interesting in this story because he is about to deliver a copy to our unmentioned (as yet, that just changed) doctor, Doctor Schmall. We should also mention, for Dom’s reputation as a nitwit, that he is poorly paid, and recently he has begun to forget to put the magazines into the letterboxes, meaning that if it rains (and in England that is quite likely really) they get soggy. At least he has made progress from last year, where he forgot to deliver the magazines altogether, and ended up extremely squashed indeed (and he hadn’t even borrowed the police cones yet!) He truly is a little bit of a thick adolescent, but very lovable.
Chapter Three ~ Doctor Schmall
As usual in a tropically climated country, or maybe just soggy little England, it was raining. Not just rained though, really chucking it down. Forget cats and dogs this was an entire zoo. Dom had a large fluorescent satchel of Russian affairs magazines and was delivering then (although I use the term ‘delivering’ lightly). In a similar fashion to all of the other bad-hair-cut-teenagers that decide to go for a jolly stroll, Dom had earphones jammed in his ear’oles and was shattering a few more brain cells to the hefty whack-thump-whack of the most recent favourite tune. His trousers were muddy from being dragged through numerous puddles, and his fingers were shining red with cold.

*
*
*
Dear Reader,
Salutations once again, and I do hope that you are immensely enjoying the book so far (even if you are bored, cold and uncomfortable). I am greeting you with a fact that cannot be written in the novel text, and that is that we are just about to skip a small, insignificant and generally boring section of the book. This is what happens in brief bullet points:
 Dom discovers he must deliver a Russian affairs magazine to room 24 of Doctor Schmall’s laboratory
 Dom has never done this before and gets lost in the large laboratory
 This is where we pick up the story

And so without further ado, my dear, audience, we shall continue our quest, and no breaks for cocoa!
Dom was making a large puddle on the floor. He was dripping with a mixture of mud, water and general filth. Now to he average reader, this would not be too much of a dilemma. Once quick clean up with some Flash Liquid and a sponge and all is sorted and everyone content to run around jumping and trying to act like kangaroos. Unfortunately, it is not the average reader who is responsible for the cleanliness of the particular floor that Dom is dripping onto (Didn’t see this one coming did you?!) It is the floor of Doctor Schmall (shock horror!) and it used to be a gleaming white colour, but is now brown and slippery.

Dom was standing in the middle of a large, white room thinking to himself “this is a very large, white room”. Dom was hopelessly lost. He was two floors to high, nine corridors too far left and seventeen rooms too far north, and didn’t know it. In fact, he was beginning to wonder why on earth a brain, perfectly preserved in Royal Blue Goo, in a nastily scummy fish tank, in a medical research laboratory would need a Russian affairs magazine.

Staring around, Dom became unnerved. This particular emotion is liable to occur when one is standing too near to bubbling, fizzling purple liquids and white hot tubes of metal feeding into growling and grunting machines that stood ten feet high. Luckily for Dom’s remaining sanity, he was not forced to dwell on this emotion, as at that odd little moment in shuffled Strangenose.

Strangenose stood on the opposite side of the laboratory to Dom, with his hands clenched together like a small rodent. His abnormally large nose hung stupidly under his greasy mop of hair. For nearly one whole minute Strangenose just stood staring at Dom, blinking his small, watery eyes, and Dom just stood there not blinking his large blue eyes and staring at The Brain.
“What are you doing here?” Strangenose demanded in a sharp, yet bizarrely squeaky tone. Dom turned his gaze to the nervous laboratory assistant, and held up a copy of the Russian affairs magazine.
“Delivering a Russian affairs magazine,” he replied bluntly.
“Well,” Strangenose squawked, “It doesn’t look like that to me, to me it looks like you are meddling with delicate and highly sensitive scientific experiments!” Strangenose’s voice was getting higher pitched by the second, he wasn’t used to communicating with strangers, particularly ones tat delivered Russian affairs magazines. Dom looked puzzled,
“No,” he said, “I’m just watching that brain bobble about it that slime.” Strangenose’s frustration was only too obvious, but to someone as dim-witted as Dom, his emotions were a blur and completely unfathomable.
“You’re on the wrong floor, and, for that matter in the wrong part of the building!” Strangenose began flapping his arms wildly, and managed to send several of the test tubes of bubbling purple liquid flying. As they shattered on the floor Strangenose emitted a violent high-pitch shriek of anger, aggravation and stress.

In strode Doctor Schmall. For someone of such small stature, Doctor Schmall generated an enormous amount of cleanliness. After tripping over Strangenose, who was scrabbling about on the floor, Doctor Schmall lay with his eyes on centimetres away from the large patch of watery mud that had dripped onto his clean white floor. After a few large gulps of air, and a little gagging, Doctor Schmall managed to emit an odd squealing sound. It would not be completely incorrect to liken this peculiar howl to the discordant cry of a bird in pain.
“Ag! Arch! Mien got in Himmel! Vass hass zee done to meiner floor?” Cried the obviously distressed Doctor Schmall, to which Dom, in his idiocy, replied, “Sorry mate, I ain’t too hot with Arabic” as he stared blankly at the spoiled floor and offered Doctor Schmall a muddy hand to help him up. Doctor Schmall looked, if possible, even more disgusted than he had been at lying tummy-down in a large pile of spilt laboratory chemicals, in fact he looked as though he would like to add to the sloppy mess by vomiting violently into it.

It is at this point that I feel it necessary to enlighten all readers unto a small detail of Doctor Schmall’s personality – that of his compulsive leaning disorder (very nasty when it has gone unnoticed for as long as Doctor Schmall’s has). For someone developing developments as explosive as Doctor Schmall’s developments, it is an unfortunate drawback in a personality when confronted daily with the mountainous quantities of brightly coloured fluid that goes flinging itself across the room in small waterfalls, burning not-so-small holes in the gleamingly clean lino floor.

