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Chapter 1
New Chapter


Book Of Marillion, Chapter
1 Verse 1

In the beginning Roy created
Aylesbury and the earth.

And the earth was formless,
there was a darkness over the sea, and a void over the
land.

And Roy said, “LET THERE BE
AYLESBURY.”

And Roy saw Aylesbury and saw
that it was good. But Roy had already created Aylesbury in the
first sentence.

And Roy said, “OH BLOODY HELL.
TWO AYLESBURYS. I WONDER IF I CAN SELL ONE.”

And then Roy saw that
Aylesbury was also part of the earth. (The part called Aylesbury,
near Tring). And thus there were now three
Aylesburys.

And Roy in his mightiness was
getting fed up, but then he did see the amusing side, and did
create a fourth Aylesbury, for a laugh.

Four Aylesburys, and in all
these Aylesburys with all their roundabouts and learner drivers,
there was no one to take driving tests for those that were not very
good at driving. So Roy said he would do this for anyone who asketh
him, for fifty pounds. And he did put up a sign advertising his
services. But there was still darkness over the earth, and no one
could read Roy’s sign. So Roy said, "LET THERE BE A £1000 LAMP,"
and there was a lamp. Roy saw the lamp, that it was quite good, but
probably not worth £1000. But at least his sign was visible now:
“DRIVE TESTs £50. CHEEP!”

Then Roy had a rest as he had
to create Britney Spears the day after, and he didn’t know much
about pop music.

And the next day came. And Roy
started to create Britney, but got bored and said unto Tim, “CAN I
BORROWETH YOUR COPY OF LOVELY LADIES?”

And this demand did vex Tim
mightily for he did not like the idea of someone looking at his
porn, yet it was his lord, Roy.

And so Tim sayeth: “You can
buy it off me for £2.”

And Roy’s face did darken, for
he thought £2 a lot for rubbish like Lovely Ladies, “TIMOTHY, TWO
QUID IS A LOT FOR LOVELY LADIES!”

And Tim did say, “Take it or
leave it.”

And Roy did think, and said
“YOU CAN STUFF YOUR LOVELY LADIES.” And Roy was mightily angry, but
then he calmed down, and he said, “I WILL CREATE A WAY TO GET PORN
FREE. AND I WILL CALL IT THE INTERNET, AND THE PORN SHALL BE MUCH
BETTER THAN IN LOVELY LADIES. AND THE INTERNET WILL ALSO BE GOOD
FOR BUYING BOOKS, AND STEALING BANK
PASSWORDS.”

And Roy did create a magical
beast called the Internet that had a head of an ox, and the belly
of a Commodore 64, and a tail that was a plug. And Roy did also
build websites, and URLs, and porno websites that one would go to
if one typeth a URL a bit wrong, or sometimes on
purpose.

And when he had finished Roy
smiled upon what he had done. But even though Roy had made all
things, and all things were good, Roy was not
pleased.

“IT’S TOO EASY DOING STUFF,”
thought Roy, “I KNOW I’LL SET A TASK FOR ONE OF MY CREATIONS. AND
IT WILL BE A DIFFICULT TASK.”

And on the third day Roy came
up with a task, “I WILL MAKE ONE OF MY CREATIONS ROUND UP A GANG OF
DISCIPLES TO WORSHIP ME.” And this pleased Roy for his ego was
mighty, “YEAH AND MAYBE THEY CAN FIGHT A BATTLE OR SOMETHING.”
Thoughteth Roy, getting all excited.

The first 17 years of Tim’s life
had left him feeling discontented. Despite a happy home and social
life, he felt there was something missing, that he lacked a
purpose, but he had no idea what to aim for. Perhaps when he left
school things would become clearer. He hoped that would be the
case, but he knew that a future at college did not appeal, nor did
any careers excite him. He felt that he was just marking time,
drifting along.

He was in his final year at
secondary school, and had just started a part time job at a food
manufacturing company, Aylesbury Dried Foods (ADF), which was not
too far from Tim’s house. He worked weekends and one evening a
week; a significant workload for someone still at school. But Tim
did not mind: for him working at ADF was a dream come true. Well it
was a job with free food anyway, and he was fascinated by food:
consuming several tons of it each day. He was thrilled when he got
the job, but he could not have begun to realize how everything was
about to change.

In his first week he had been
working on the doughnut filling machine with his co-worker, Jeff.
Tim idolised Jeff, as he was the only professional doughnut maker
he had ever met. They soon struck up a friendship with their common
interests of doughnuts, and the local football team, Aylesbury
Vale. At the beginning of a Saturday shift the foreman Chris called
Tim into his office.

“You don’t have an office Chris,”
Tim told him.

“OK, well, we need privacy – let’s
go to the toilet.”

“That’s weird, but maybe he’s
trying to be like the Fonz. Which is also weird,” thought Tim as he
followed Chris with some trepidation.

“Tim you’ve been on doughnuts all
week haven’t you?”

“Yes Chris.”

“And how many doughnuts have you
eaten in that week?”

“Not many.”

“Not many eh? Well how come
production is down by 500 this week?”

“I haven’t eaten 500 doughnuts
this week.”

“No you’ve had
468.”

“I haven’t had over
450.”

“I’m not going to argue with you
about it. But we can’t have someone on doughnuts who is eating more
than they are making. I’m going to reallocate you to bag
packing.”

This was dreadful news for Tim.
Bag packing meant working on a production line, packing dried
ready-meals into bags. He would no longer be able to eat 70 donuts
a day, only a few pounds of dried curries.

“OK Chris. Can I go
now?”

“Yeah after you wash your
hands.”

“OK.”

So Tim left Chris in the lavatory,
and headed off to the bag packing production line. Standing by the
line was a young man whose radiant glowing skin seemed to be
diffuse, much like a Star Trek energy cloud[1].

“Hi my name’s Tim. What’s
yours?”

”IT’S ROY!” It was the first of
many times Tim would hear that phrase.

“Hi. Chris sent me to pack
bags.”

“TIM: IT’S ROY!”

“Yeah I know.”

“I AM YOUR FRIEND
TIM!”

“Great.”

“I AM THE BEST BAG PACKER ADF HAS.
AT THE MOMENT. I WILL TEACH YOU TO FILL BAGS FULL OF FOOD. THEY
WILL BE BRIMMING WITH FOOD. I WILL SHOW YOU MY STEREO ONE DAY. BUT
FIRST I MUST SET YOU A TASK.”

“Er…OK.” The thought of being
taught to expertly pack bags full of food was very tempting for
Tim. He was so eager to learn such a skill that he would agree to
do any task Roy asked.

“TIM I WANT YOU TO FIND ME 12
DISCIPLES PLUS ONE SUBSTITUTE. SO 13 DISCIPLES. AND TO WORSHIP ME
AND STUFF. HERE IS MY CARD” He handed him a card, then Roy waved
his magic wand and Tim fell fast asleep.






[1]
You know like the clouds that trap the ship the bald
bloke drives, which turn out to be the Borg or something. I don’t
know I have not watched Star Trek since I was about 15. Oh except
the new film: that’s good.














Chapter 2
New Chapter


The rest of the book is available 100% for free (no registration
required) on www.royble.com as
a pdf. If you want another format email me at mail@royble.com
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