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Nanologue (2009) 

A 12 year old boy, Alex and his grandfather Ray, an eccentric genius, have a SETI (Search 

for ET Intelligence ... Oh you know, OK) experiment going on in their back yard. They detect a 
signal coming from inside a bird. They catch the bird and bring it gently into the lab. Some of their 
background is told, in the context of Pa’s research and Alex’s hereditary genius. They are far from 
ordinary hobbyists, and their lab is highly improbable. 

They travel into the bird in a vehicle of the grandfather's invention, that works by shrinking 
them in a purely dimensional trick related to an aspect of cosmological string theory that Pa is 
exploring, but which he explains as a trick of perspective: they travel in a dimension as though 
moving away so as they appear smaller when they move, in fact they are smaller and can easily 
travel down in scale by just moving off in the right direction. 

Entering by the bird's nostrils they explore the lungs, locating the source of the signal in a 
small crater-like dimple on the wall of an alveolus. Just then an accident occurs, a lever is bumped 
and they suddenly shrink down to near atomic dimensions, they become locked in a virtual quantum 
state and cannot restore to larger scale. 

They have a bizarre journey on a quantum ocean of the bird's folded cellular proteins, 
seeking a way back up, and eventually they find the source of the signal again, the walls of the 
dimple like a vast landscape around a huge dark object, an alien spacecraft if they ever saw one, 
enormous from their perspective but registering on the grandfather's instruments as also using their 
dimensional perspective technique to travel. 

They signal the ship and receive a strange reply, in a language completely foreign but which 
they understand as easily as seeing the ideas it conveys. The aliens rescue the two explorers, restore 
them to a more macroscopic scale and bring them into the ship via a conventional airlock system. 

Aboard the ship they learn more about the aliens, strange creatures each like a clutch of 
earthworms, who communicate by neural signals transmitted by their powerful brains and easily 
able to hear the two humans' minds in reply. They use a universal translation system based on 
Gödel's theorem (Alex of course recognises this) to speak in self-evidently truthful sentences, which 
do not need you to understand their actual language in order to understand what they are saying. 

These space pilots use the same dimensional trick to travel interstellar space or even 
intergalactic distances: they explain this as a simple matter of taking the flat perspective in the night 
sky, the idea that the stars appear as though on the surface of a bowl-shaped sky, apparently all the 
same distance away, in fact by this trick the stars and everything else are all the same distance. The 
astronauts can therefore travel any distance by simply aiming for a nearby star but actually arriving 
at any distance at the appropriate scale. 

They were doing this but got the scale wrong for this galaxy and wound up on a strange 
planet and were accidentally inhaled by a bird. Normally they use the shrinking effect to avoid 
detection but were wrong by several orders of magnitude. 

The two earthlings witness the execution of the navigator who made this mistake, a horrible 
dismembering of the wormlike body, and are left feeling very ambivalent about their rescuers. They 
try to find a way out of the ship but are trapped at the exit by their own still microscopic size. 

They are captured in the engine room and taken to the hold where the grandfather's machine 
has been garaged. The aliens want to extract the engine and use it to couple with their ship as a 
starter motor that will enable them to escape through upward scale and return to their own planet. 

The earthlings must come with them, even though it will involve a relativistic movement 
forward in time so they can never return home even if they could find a way back. They cannot be 
dropped off on Earth at their own normal scale as that would disrupt the launch. It involves a 



complete confirmation of Einstein, and means their families will be old or dead by the time they 
find their way back, though they themselves will not have aged much. 

The story moves to a climax when the pair escape with their own little craft from the ship 
and flee back into the bird. They can only go down in scale, and the grandfather believes there may 
be a way through past that scale, so down they go, their bodies becoming multiplied and quantized 
in the lower dimensions. 

Here they go on an Alice-in-Wonderland adventure down the rabbit hole of the bird's 
quantum structure, which incredibly turns out to be a replay in this dimension of the bird's evolution 
on Earth, expressed as a superposition in the quantised form of the bird's DNA wave function. 

They see the bird's form move from worm to fish to amphibian to dinosaur to bird, and in 
the last evolution Alex sees a clue to their escape: he sees the primitive bird striving upwards after 
insects, its primordial clawed wings pushing at the air, not in flight but striving for it, the stubby 
limbs growing and reaching out as wings. 

The boy regards his own incredibly altered quantum body and sees the same potential. He 
looks upwards and sees the stars in the quantum sky above them. He reaches out his hands and 
strives upwards. He struggles, feeling he could swim up there if only he knew how. He sees his 
hands stretched across the sky, realises that they encompass the stars, that they hold the stars within 
them, between his fingers. 

Gently, very gently, he closes his fingers, feels the softness of that vast space, its gas and 
dust. He pulls himself upwards, calls to his grandfather to grab hold of him and hang on. They 
climb enormously into the sky. They pass between the cells and organs of the bird, escaping 
suddenly from a pore in a feather. 

The real night sky emerges as they leap out into space, the world lurching down past them 
from giant size flashing through normal size to microscopic and vanishing as though in the 
perspective of distance into space, and they are falling out into the solar system and nearby stars. 

Panicked by this even worse disaster, the boy grabs hold of the Milky Way as they emerge 
into intergalactic space, then with great care and difficulty they climb down again through the vast 
reaches of interstellar space, hand over hand together, searching through dust clouds and gas, 
drifting stars, until finally they recognise the sun and Earth and its warm blue atmosphere. 

They climb still further down the scale to the international space station, where they stop, 
hanging outside the observatory window. Here the story perspective switches to the crew member 
who finds them, the story they tell so as to be believed, and their final return home to a heroic 
welcome. 










to be continued... 



 This is a collection of surviving manuscripts of short stories or outlines for longer 
stories that I have dreamed up at various times in my strangely recursive life. There's not 
many of them*, so I guess the short story is not really my form. In fact these are the minor 
end of the scale in backlogue, and even more fragmentary than usual, but still fairly 
complete and interesting in their own right as stories of survival. My surrealist leanings in 
writing (less so in art where I tend to a kind of calligraphic abstraction) get a good workout 
here and there's even some science-fiction based on quantum cosmology.


Two of the short stories (I do mean short) are based directly on dreams that I 
transcribed as nearly as possible. I kept a dream journal for a few years when I got the 
idea that dreaming is a source of natural inspiration for amazing stories, some of which 
seem to go on for hours and would actually make great movies if you could only capture 
them. Robert Rodriguez made Sharkboy and Lavagirl with this idea. These stories follow 
the dreams as nearly as I could recall them, right through to what seemed like natural 
points of ending when I woke up and wrote them down. There are other dream 
manuscripts like this that I haven't included, but these are the two most coherently story-
like.


In lieu of apology, a dedication:


These short stories are for my children, Alex, Lewis, and Zac, who really know how 

to dream.


*There are a few lost works somewhere out there, including the first (1982) which 

was destroyed and the latest (2009) which survived but had to be retyped. In most cases I 
scanned in the originals because these are the actual manuscripts and are interesting 
objects to look at, at least the old hand-typed ones are, in this digital age. There's one 
even older and more crudely typed in The Hunting of A Snark; possibly the best, but it 
doesn't belong here.



   


