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Dedication.
These Papers are dedicated to all those that have met the Reptoid alien species and especially for
those who have remained silent about it, through fear, ridicule or sheer terror.
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Chapter One
The Interview
Callan waited patiently at the red stop light, watching the slow progress of a heavy goods
vehicle as it turned into the road ahead of him and joined the rush hour traffic. The city mayor
had only recently considered the idea of prohibiting all such vehicles from certain London roads
during the times of rush hour, but any such scheme would throw up a number of other problems
instead and the idea had been abandoned.
The London south circular route in particular was always a snarl up in the rush hour, and that
applied both in the mornings and the evenings. On this October morning the heavy rain made
things even worse, just adding to the usual slow progress.
As Callan lit another cigarette, he began to think about how the next couple of hours would
affect his career as a junior psychiatrist. Callan was making his way to Richmond, where he had
an appointment with the Board of Psychiatry and one Mr Joseph Hemmingdale.
Callan had been requested to attend a disciplinary hearing concerning a complaint about his
recent professional conduct at the hospital where he worked. Remembering the very curt and
direct message he had received about attending this hearing, Callan had already concluded that
Mr Joseph Hemmingdale and his Board of Psychiatry colleagues, was probably going to ask for
his immediate resignation.
He managed to squeeze through the lights just as they changed to amber and raced up the
outside lane to quickly overtake the heavy goods vehicle, the spray from its many wheels
drenching his little car.
Pleased with himself over the small victory, Callan continued to drive on the crown of the
road, a position that let him control both the road ahead and the road behind him. Callan treated
driving as a war and the south circular road in particular as a high-combat area, giving no ground
whatsoever, unless of course, larger vehicles dictated that it was otherwise prudent to do so.
Today was no different, but there was an added urgency to his driving. Glancing quickly at
his watch, he knew he would be over an hour late for his appointment with Mr Hemmingdale,
which was something that would not help matters.
Callan mentally told himself that Mr Joseph Hemmingdale and those other ‘Dry Old Sticks’
at Richmond, would have to be satisfied with his driving conditions explanation, or, tough shit.
This was typical of Callan, who was by nature a bolshie, rebellious, sarcastic and critical
individual, which was a far cry from the normally expected relaxed and tolerant attitude of most
psychiatrists whether they be a junior grade or senior.
For a young man of twenty three, he was far more opinionated than some thought he should
be. Ex Grammar schoolboy, Psychiatry College and now seven months as a practicing junior
psychiatrist in a provincial hospital, Bernard Callan had managed in his short life to rub up a
long list of people the wrong way.
The main reason for this was his very abrupt and obtuse attitude and because he was so
outspoken to those around him. He certainly did not get these traits from his mother, a most
benign and tactful woman with a very gentle nature and disposition.
Nor from his father either, an accountant, who was always far too engrossed in his work to
display such radical behaviour.
Just on six feet tall, Callan was also slightly overweight too, even for his height and had, on
more than one occasion, regretted buying such a small car. No headroom to speak of, the driving
seat was quite uncomfortable and the only point in the little cars favor was its ability to pass a
garage.

Unlike many of his friends, with their big cylinder, petrol drinking cars, Callan’s monthly
fuel bill was very reasonable in comparison. Callan made fairly good speed on the last leg of the
journey, because the lights were at green for most of the way and there seemed to be less traffic.
Arriving outside the building that housed the Board of Psychiatry, Callan soon found a
suitable spot in the visitor's car park and edged the little car in between two much larger cars.
After securely locking the car, he hurried to the main entrance, the cold wind and heavy rain
stinging his face. Directed to the third floor by a uniformed man in the foyer, Callan emerged
from the lift and soon saw ahead of him the office of Mr Joseph Hemmingdale, as indicated by
the impressive brass nameplate screwed to the office door.
Callan knocked sharply once, opened the door and entered, startling two well suited
gentlemen standing in the far corner of the room. The nearest man looked at Callan, but seemed
to be frozen to the spot, he stared, open mouthed, his outstretched arm still raised in mid air.
The other man had spun round and looked equally startled at Callan.
Their shocked faces searched Callan’s face for a possible reason for the intrusion and slightly
amused at the reaction, Callan said bluntly, ‘Callan, junior psychiatrist, I have come to see Mr
Hemmingdale’.
The nearest of the two men, recovered quickly and said testily, ‘I am Hemmingdale, adding,
You’re here at last, by the way, don’t you usually knock on the door before barging into
somebody’s office’. Callan said, ‘The traffic made me late’, an answer which did nothing to ease
Mr Hemmingdale’s irritation over Callan’s entrance.
Mr Hemmingdale curtly told Callan to sit down and indicated a metal chair in front of the
desk. Raising both his arms aloft in a resigned gesture, Hemmingdale turned to his companion
and said, ‘Well, he has finally turned up, Gladwell, I will catch you later and maybe we can have
a bite at ‘Tasher’s Corner’, if that suits you’.
‘Yes okay, Jo’, replied Gladwell, adding, ‘I will be there around twelve thirty and then we
can sort out the Dixon thing at the same time’. ‘That will be fine’, replied Mr Hemmingdale and
striding briskly to the door of his office, he held it wide open for Gladwell.
Hurrying back to his desk, Mr Hemmingdale sat down and reached for a light blue folder,
opened it and appeared to read briefly through its pages before letting it fall to the desk.
Mr Hemmingdale stared steadily at Callan for about five seconds and finally said, ‘I must
call in the two Board members who are still on the premises, unfortunately, the other three
decided that they could wait for you no longer and left about ten minutes ago’.
After a brief telephone call, a tall man soon entered the room and Mr Hemmingdale nodded
to Callan and said, ‘Callan, this is Mr Tinsdale’. Mr Tinsdale smiled and bowed slightly at
Callan and said, ‘Glad you could make it Mr Callan, shocking morning for traveling’.
Callan smiled back and just nodded. Mr Tinsdale then sat on a chair behind another desk
across the other side of the room. Only moments later, a large built lady came hurrying through
the door and said quite cheerfully, ‘So your man finally turned up, Joseph’, and looked at Callan,
smiled and winked.
Callan quickly realized that he would have to modify his opinion about these ‘Dry Old
Sticks’ at Richmond, because this lady was on the good side of middle-age and very pleasant in
her manner, appearance and attitude and Mr Tinsdale, clearly in his late thirties, had also seemed
quite friendly too.
Seating herself beside Mr Tinsdale, the lady began to scrabble through her handbag and
finally withdrew a packet of cigarettes and a silver lighter. Mr Hemmingdale waved an arm and
said, ‘Callan, this is Mrs Fletcher’, ‘Joan, this is our young junior psychiatrist, Mr Callan from
Farnsworth’.
Introductions over, Mr Hemmingdale got down to business by saying, ‘Now, Callan, what I
want to know is, what was your problem at Farnsworth, lets hear your side of the story please’.

Callan, a bit surprised at this directness, blurted out, ‘The main problem with Farnsworth was
its sheer isolation and I mean that in every sense of the word’. ‘What is that supposed to mean?’
Mr Hemmingdale snapped at Callan.
Callan replied, ‘Day rooms and communal rooms are non-existent at Farnsworth, there is
nowhere for the patients to go, they were completely isolated from each other and they spent all
their time in their own rooms’. Mr Hemmingdale looked surprised and said to Callan, ‘I see,
would you like to elaborate on that a little please’.
Callan said, ‘It was not only the patients that were isolated from each other, it was also
several members of the staff, myself included’.
Mr Hemmingdale put his hands together and urged Callan to continue.
Callan did continue by saying, ‘What I mean mostly is that I received no assistance,
encouragement, acknowledgement or the slightest interest in me, my opinions, or my work from
other members of staff, including my boss Mr Berry the Head of Department’.
‘It did also seem to me that this isolation extended to the staff themselves who were always
aloof and remote from me and even from each other’. Mr Hemmingdale glanced briefly at Mrs
Fletcher and Mr Tinsdale and then looked directly at Callan again.
Callan then said, ‘In fact, it was as though I was made to feel unwelcome by the staff right
from the start, they did not want to speak to me if they could possibly help it, or so it seemed to
me’. ‘Can you elaborate on that a bit more Mr Callan’, Mrs Fletcher suddenly asked.
‘Yes of course’, Callan said and told Mrs Fletcher that whenever he went to the staff room,
he was lucky to get a grunt of acknowledgement about the weather, but if he tried to discuss
patients, procedures or practices, he was met with what seemed like downright hostility and more
or less told to shut up.
‘I see’, Mrs Fletcher mumbled and began writing in her notebook.
Mr Tinsdale said nothing, but spent most of his time just studying Callan. Mr Hemmingdale
folded his arms across his chest, nodded gently and said, ‘There must be more to this than that’.
Callan replied hotly that as a junior psychiatrist, he should have had a better access to his
superiors because they could have possibly furthered his advancement with regard to procedures,
techniques and practices.
He added that, as far as he was concerned, he thought that this access would and should have
been made available to him as a matter of right.
Mr Hemmingdale looked even more steadily at Callan and at last said quite loudly, ‘Okay, I
take your point Callan, but you knew that Farnsworth was not a Teaching Hospital and in any
case they have a perfectly good library there and one of the best IT Centers in the south’.
Pushing the light blue folder away, Mr Hemmingdale gave a shake of his head and said,
‘Surely you could have got your information from those alternative sources instead’.
Mr Hemmingdale, not pausing then said to Callan, ‘No Callan, that’s not really what I want
to know, I want to know more about why you were so argumentative, disruptive and
uncooperative with so many of the staff at Farnsworth’.
‘There are a number of complaints here about this, and he tapped the blue folder three times
with his forefinger’.
Callan, ruffled at that, lifted both arms in a gesture of innocence and said, ‘I can well imagine
who made those complaints, that old fool Mr Harman for one, who should have retired long ago
and probably Mr Jennings, who is a senile old goat anyway and of course Mr Atkinson, who
sides in and agrees with Mr Jennings about everything’.
Mr Hemmingdale’s face went red and he said quite loudly, ‘Mr Atkinson has not made a
complaint against you Callan, but you answer your own question and mine with your
disrespectful and disgraceful attitude towards your colleagues’.

Mr Hemmingdale then recited some of the complaints against Callan and invited him to
reply. After a few moments silence, Callan said rather defiantly, ‘Those complaints arose during
staff-room discussions’.
‘Tell me where I was disruptive and uncooperative in my actual work’, and quickly added,
‘You will find no complaints against me about being disruptive and uncooperative whilst I was
actually working’.
Mr Hemmingdale looked down at the top of his desk and began to shake his head slowly
from side to side, eventually saying, ‘Now look here Callan, from what I see of this and now
having met you, I do rather think that you're a high-spirited young man, with some good
potential I might add, but you clearly have a slight attitude problem with figures of authority’.
Callan decided not to reply to this diagnosis and although he was still smarting because it
was Mr Harman who had made the most complaints about him he decided to say nothing and
just wait for the outcome.
After some length of time, Mr Hemmindale held both his hands up and said to Callan,
‘Would you wait outside for just two minutes Callan while I say something to my Board
members, there’s a good chap’.
It was more like five minutes later when the door suddenly opened and Mr Hemmingdale,
looking even sterner than before, invited Callan back into his office.
Once both seated again, Mr Hemmingdale began to tap the light blue folder again with his
finger before saying bluntly, ‘Both Mr Tinsdale and Mrs Fletcher agree with me about a relocation for you at Burdeck Hall in East Moreton, beginning next Monday morning’.
‘The Board feels that such a posting would offer you the chance to further your career in
psychiatry’. ‘Provisionally for a term of two years, you will be encouraged to participate in some
new psychiatric state of the art concepts there, if that's what you feel that you need at this stage
of your career’.
‘This will include a series of clinical tests of some of the new drugs and the introduction of
more modern therapeutic ideas and so forth’.
‘You will work with at least four of the more progressive younger staff and of course our
celebrated Mr Hinds, a very able and experienced man who is in charge of these projects’.
Mr Hemmingdale looked at Callan expectantly and said, ‘Are you in agreement with us that
this opportunity will probably enhance your career’.
Callan was shocked at the suddenness of the decision and was aware that Mr Hemmingdale
was looking at him again, very intently so he just silently nodded his head in acceptance.
Finally, Mr Hemmingdale added, ‘You will of course be ultimately responsible to Mr
Sanders, the Head of Psychiatry at Burdeck Hall, but for all practical, day-to-day duties, you will
be under the leadership and guidance of Mr Hinds’.
Mr Hemmingdale glanced around at Mrs Fletcher and Mr Tinsdale, who both also silently
nodded their assent to this decision.
‘Very well Callan, today’s Thursday, be so kind as to clear your desk at Farnsworth
tomorrow morning at the latest and thankyou for coming’.
So that was it, he was out of Farnsworth just like that, and Callan began to wonder just how
much clout Mr Harman had with the esteemed Mr Joseph Hemmingdale.
Plots, plans and of course conspiracy theories aside, Callan told himself that however Mr
Joseph Hemmingdale had dressed it all up, it was still a chuck-out as far as he was concerned
and Mr Harman had been the cause of it.
Callan resignedly shrugged his shoulders and informed Mr Hemmingdale of one last
imperfection at Farnsworth by adding that a review of the canteen charges might also be in order.
Mr Hemmingdale briskly remarked that his views had now been fully and adequately noted
and recorded for future reference. Further adding, ‘Now go and call at the Reception desk on

your way out and collect your directions and expenses for getting to Burdeck Hall and they will
also give you some expenses to defray your costs in coming here today’.
Callan then realized that the outcome had all been decided beforehand and that the whole
meeting had just been a formality. He also realized that he could now do very little about this
decision and decided not to protest any more, because he might lose his job altogether if he did
that.
Mr Hemmingdale arose from his chair and shook Callan's hand warmly and said, ‘I do hope
you will settle in properly at Burdeck, adding, The Board feel that you’re a smart young man and
you have been given this last chance to see what you can make of it, because hopefully, we will
make a good psychiatrist out of you yet’.
As Callan reached for the door handle, Mr Hemmingdale said, ‘By the way Callan, for your
information, Mr Harman served as an army psychiatrist for many years before he came to
Farnsworth and we were very lucky to get him’.
‘As for Mr Jennings, an extremely able and clever psychiatrist, he has written several books
and submitted numerous papers to the society over a goodly number of years’.
Callan, quickly replied, ‘Be that as it may sir, all the more reason to share their experience
with someone coming into the profession’, and curtly wishing Mr Hemmingdale a good
morning, closed the door, rather loudly.
Callan, in very low spirits, made the drive back to Surrey and returned to his lodgings, where
he explained the situation to his landlady. His landlady, initially shocked at this sudden intended
departure, told Callan that she would be quite sorry to lose him, but wished him well in his new
posting.
After settling his paper and milk bill account, he spent the rest of that day sorting out various
books and papers, which were then packed up into assorted cardboard containers and then
securely wrapped in brown sticky parcel tape.
These were to be sent by rail to his parent's house in Oxford for deep storage and
arrangements were made for their collection and delivery to the railway station the following
day.
The next day Callan returned to Farnsworth and sorted out his personal papers, cleared his
desk and retrieved several patient files that he had left in the library. It was in the library that
Callan had come across Mr Glover, the librarian who had been at Farnsworth for quite a number
of years.
Mr Glover had been a good sort to Callan and had been aware of the hostility towards him
and had been considerable sympathetic to Callan’s predicament there.
Mr Glover looked at the pile of patient folders and told Callan that Mr Berry, the Head of
Department, would be busy all the morning in preparation for some sort of video conference link
up. Mr Glover offered to take the patient files to Mr Berry at the first opportunity and Callan
gratefully accepted the offer and said his goodbyes to Mr Glover.
Before Callan left Farnsworth for the final time, he decided to see one of his patients, so he
made his way to Mr Simon's room to say goodbye. Callan had regarded Mr Simon as his own
personal success, because he had succeeded in bringing this previously very shy and insecure
patient out of his shell.
Some friendship between them had also developed and it was Callan’s sincere wish that Mr
Simon, a voluntary patient, would soon be returned to the community with a much healthier and
positive mental outlook. Subject to mild mental lapses, Mr Simon's main problem was that he
just could not cope with life.
Callan had been instrumental in building up Mr Simon's morale, courage and determination
through many hours of encouragement and his own brand of treatment. Previously Mr
Atkinson’s patient, Mr Simon had made no progress under Mr Atkinson and Mr Berry had
placed Mr Simon under Callan’s care.

Using his own techniques, Mr Simon had responded positively to Callan’s methods and there
had been a noticeable improvement. Submitting a full report, Callan had been much criticized
because he had departed several times from laid down psychiatric practices and procedures in
order to help Mr Simon.
One such technique had involved taking Mr Simon to a nearby town and getting him to
purchase two single train tickets to Farnsworth station. The first two journeys were made with
Callan, but the six subsequent journeys had been made alone and Mr Simon's confidence had
improved tremendously.
Getting Mr Simon to purchase meat from the local butcher, vegetables and other needed
items from other shops had also been part of Callan's way to build up Mr Simon's confidence.
The result, after several weeks was that Mr Simons could travel locally from point A to point
B quite confidently, cook a meal with fresh meat and vegetables purchased locally, and keep
himself and his apartment clean.
It did not seem to matter to Mr Berry that Mr Simon had shown such a marked improvement,
but it had mattered very much to him that Callan had not used prescribed psychiatric practices
and medication to achieve his results.
Callan had felt for some time that he was in a no win situation with Mr Berry and this also
had not been helpful.
At least Mr Simon was now coherent and lucid in his speech, responsive and consciously
aware of his surroundings and not in the drugged stupor he had found him in when he had first
met him.
Mr Simon took the news of Callan's sudden departure badly and Callan was forced to explain
the reasons why he had to leave.
Mr Simon reacted better then and finally wished Callan all the best, but made it quite clear
that without Callan's support, he might not make it back into the community.
Callan felt helpless and just hoped that Mr Simon would be able to respond positively to his
replacement when he or she arrived.
Callan took the time to explain to Mr Simon how important it was for him to continue to
make progress, saying that he would leave a detailed up to date report and full details of Mr
Simon's treatment and therapy for his new Doctor.
Callan finally took his leave of Mr Simon, knowing that, if he failed to respond in a positive
manner, what Mr Simon had said would probably be true.
Callan spent the following day packing his best and most useful books and papers into three
large suitcases and did wonder to himself if the little car would be able to cope with the weight
of them all. That evening he took another more detailed look at his instructions and planned his
route carefully, writing down a list of the primary and secondary roads, as he would meet them
in his journey.
Later, he visited two close friends who shared a flat together in a nearby street. Brian, a set
designer at a local TV studio and Peter, a sole proprietor of a small business selling second-hand
books.
After a light meal and a glass of red wine, Callan told them of his new appointment, openly
letting them know that he had been thrown out of Farnsworth and sent to a so-called progressive
psychiatric hospital. Brian and Peter already knew about Callan's situation at Farnsworth, as
Callan had often discussed the hostility towards him that had existed there.
With a trace of bitterness, Callan explained that Mr Hemmingdale had in fact killed two birds
with one stone. In a single day, Mr Hemmingdale had very neatly removed the thorn from the
lions paw at Farnsworth and had also managed to dump him out of the area, where he could be a
nuisance to his hearts content elsewhere.
Peter nodded his head slowly in agreement and Brian said that he thought Callan had been
served an injustice.

As the evening came to an end, both Brian and Peter wished him well in his new
appointment, amid promises on all sides to keep in touch with each other on a regular basis.
Callan declined a final drink, because he was driving and told them both before parting that
he was so lucky to have had them both as such good friends.
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