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 In the days of the empire, strange things began to appear – apparitions or 
hauntings if you will. 
 First and foremost, there were the little people. They came in swarms – 
relentlessly gibbering nonsense to anybody gullible enough to listen. I was, and I still 
carry those memories to this day. 
 I was badly affected – very angry: How dare they invade my privacy deliberately 
and endlessly, as if there were the remotest possibility of some justification for it? 
 I was swimming in the ocean one day, and when I came out, they surrounded me. 
 “What do you want?” said I, quite agitated. 
 They didn’t say anything, but began lickling me on my bare, still wet skin. Their 
tongues were rough, like sandpaper, like cats’ tongues. I’d supposed at the time it was the 
salt they were after, but now I realize they just wanted a taste. 
 Why do I call them little people? First, make no mistake, I’m not trying to 
confuse them with normal humans who call themselves that because of being born 
shorter than most. 
 I call them that because not only were they small, and small-minded, but they 
lacked a lot of the basic attributes which make humans what they are. 
 They were about the same stature as pre-pubescent humans, were bright red in 
colour, and had very sharp little pointy teeth – lots of them. Their eyes were bright red, 
too. Tiny eyes, like rats. 
 They seemed to defer to The Emperor, but why this was no one knew – did he 
have some sort of quid pro quo in place? 
 All anyone ever noticed was that when they occupied a neighbourhood, the 
regular residents sort of disappeared – especially if they were vulnerable, such as being 
poor. 
 Then the swarms of little bright red people would go about knocking down 
existing buildings, and erect tall edifices of their own. These would block out the light, 
but their tiny red eyes were adaptable. 
 As for the “disappeared,” no one thought to ask about them, because, after all, 
they were the abject poor and therefore beneath consideration. 
 The Emperor was pleased (he was pleased in any case – some said the little bright 
red people helped him become Emperor) because he despised poor people – all of his 
efforts were channeled into making the rich richer. 
 Social justice groups still existed, in spite of The Emperor’s tyrannical ways. They 
were very concerned about the little bright red people. The groups had never given up 
fighting the good fight, even after The Emperor usurped power. They wanted to stop the 
little red people, and eventually The Emperor, from continuing to destroy their dreams of 
achieving equality and freedom. 
 The little bright red people appeared to have the ability to home in on one’s 
position, as if they possessed telepathy. Whereever I would go, suddenly swarms of them 



would come out of nowhere. All I knew was that I wanted to be somewhere else. Maybe 
The Emperor was exerting some kind of despotic influence over them. Had he promised 
to make them rich if they’d do as he demanded? 
 The news media were enamoured of the little bright red people. The media wrote 
countless feel-good stories about them – much, much more than about social justice 
issues – to the point where news items about The Emperor’s latest transgressions simply 
weren’t reported because there was no room left. 
 On TV, the news shows would invariably feature a sound bite of one of the little 
bright red people’s gibberish, and the TV reporter would finished the clip by announcing, 
“So there you have it.” Pretty soon, that became a catch phrase – everyone was ending 
their conversations with, “So there you have it.” 
 The Emperor had everyone going around in circles – he liked to sow confusion – 
and nobody was sure anymore who his actual minions were. But the little bright red 
people fit the bill well enough. 
 The Emperor’s country was a big one, and he spent a lot of his citizens’ money on 
the military and on prisons. Thus, always, the tyrant. 
 Gradually, over a number of years, The Emperor’s minions began to expand their 
operations. No longer content with merely taking over from poor people, they started 
extending the reach of their clutches. Ordinary people began finding themselves under 
attack. 
 Now they became interested in fighting off the bright red hordes. They joined 
forces with the social justice groups. 
 A revolution was sparked. A civil war began. (There always had to be a war 
somewhere, didn’t there?) 
 To make this story finish happily ever after, we won. The Emperor was deposed. 
 One day, sometime later, I was walking past one of the remaining bright red 
minions’ tall edifices. I peered through a shattered, burnt doorway. I saw some bones 
inside, human bones which had been gnawed by little pointy teeth. 
 Then I realized why the humans had been disappearing when the bright red 
minions reined supreme: The minions had been cannibals. 


