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I’m trying to remember how it began… 
It was all to do with needing more 
wanting more 
like it usually is 
more food, more money 
more power; 
bigger, better, quicker 
more perfect 
That’s what everyone wanted wasn’t it? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
It started well. I had been working alongside 

a team of scientists who were employed on the 

so called Loaves and Fishes Project, reviewing 

methods of optimising food production to feed 

our population whose numbers continued to 

spiral out of control. The team oversaw the 

activities of the big agri-tech companies who 

had been enrolled on the project to assist 

with finding innovative ways of increasing 

crop yield and efficiency, producing healthier 

foods while also reducing agriculture's impact 

on the environment; growing more from less. 

There was a big push to develop new ways of 



 

producing high yield food crops using 

combinations of traditional and cutting edge 

techniques. New hybrid seeds were created to 

be drought and disease resistant; new growing 

methods extended the growing season and 

allowed crops to be grown in less temperate 

regions and on poor ground, or in some cases 

without soil at all. Genetic science allowed 

us to design the plants we needed to provide 

us with super-nutritious food crops. 

Pesticides had become virtually obsolete with 

careful Integrated Pest Management and crop 

protection companies not only bred billions of 

predatory bugs every year to control pests, 

but also supplied new healthy strains of 

pollinating insects to ensure successful 

propagation of our crops. Things looked good, 

sustainability at last seemed to be a 

realistic proposition, within reach.  

 

Not only was food production improving, but 

techniques were being employed to design new 

miracle-plants which would produce other 



 

essential commodities. Through genetically 

modified plants, the Pharming industry was now 

booming, producing plants which would supply 

valuable and useful drugs. Already the curse 

of the 21st century, Alzheimers Disease had 

been virtually eradicated by the use of a 

vaccine produced via GM tomatoes. 

 

The only dark cloud on the horizon was 

regulation. Of course the whole process was 

regulated, but the techniques involved were so 

accessible as to be within reach of the 

educated amateur, and even if they weren’t, 

there were always hard-up young science 

graduates who were happy to do little jobs “on 

the side”. So, a bit like the early days of 

the Internet, bio-tech protocols were 

impossible to police fully. 

 

I had become particularly interested in what 

was happening in the remote eastern sectors, 

where independent organizations were having 

spectacular success growing new types of seed 



 

developed via the Eastern Space programme. 

These institutions working at the edges of 

organised research for more than 20 years, 

remained independent, beyond the jurisdiction 

of our review controls. Their work was 

reported in the press but it was well known 

that only information which they wanted to 

share was released to the public and the only 

official information was gleaned by 

international inspectors whose annual visits 

were planned and highly orchestrated. As an 

independent observer, I had long since 

established a strictly off the record dialogue 

with some of the scientists working on the 

Spaceseeds project and followed their work 

with interest. 

 

The way it worked seemed particularly random 

in comparison to conventional genetic 

modification which was so precise: varieties 

of seed such as rice, wheat, tomatoes, beans 

and peppers were sent into space in unmanned 

recoverable capsules. There they stayed for 



 

fourteen days, exposed to zero gravity 

conditions and the intense radiation of space 

which can lead to genetic mutation of the 

seed. On recovery the seeds were examined and 

studied. Not all seeds mutated, and, as one of 

the scientists told me, “Not all seeds will 

mutate into good seeds. In one of our 

experiments, some of the tomato plants we 

obtained were tall and strong, while others 

were short and feeble, and some were even 

freakish in appearance and sterile.” However, 

often the changes were spectacular. Many crops 

grown from Spaceseeds were everything we 

wanted them to be. Although sometimes slightly 

changed in appearance, the fruits produced 

were large and juicy, rich in flavour and 

colour. Generally crop yields of the 

spaceseeds were increased by up to 25% with 

some plants producing extraordinary crops. A 

new strain of tomato, Space Tomato No. 1, was 

known to have produced tomatoes as heavy as 

800 grams each after several years of 

cultivation.  Not only this,but tests proved 



 

that many crops were more nutritious than 

their earth-bound predecessors. They soon 

became popular amongst both growers and the 

public in the east, providing huge increases 

in yield and consequently in availability. 

Gradually life in the eastern provinces began 

to change for the better as high quality food 

became more abundant and cheap. 

 

Early in the new millennium I had established 

a particularly useful relationship with a 

small group of the eastern scientists who were 

to be working on the next Spaceseed space 

shot. I had managed to drop into conversation 

some useful little snippets about new 

developments in the western sectors which 

would speed up some of their research and in 

return they had invited me to be there at one 

of the most exciting moments of the next 

Spaceseed shot: the opening of the newly 

recovered Shi Jian 8 satellite with its load 

of 215kg of Spaceseed which included 2000 

varieties of plant, fungi and biomaterials. 



 

There was an air of excited anticipation at 

the opening of the sealed capsule, which was 

itself, like some sort of giant steel seedpod, 

nearly ripe, just waiting for the moment when 

its seals would split open and the seed would 

be released. However, there would be no wind-

born distribution of this seed. As with all 

materials returning from space, the seed 

lockers would be opened and the contents 

studied and cultivated under strictly 

controlled conditions until it was decided 

whether or not they were suitable for general 

release. 

 

On this occasion the opening of the first 

containers was disappointing. A number of the 

seeds seemed to have suffered adverse effects 

from their exposure to the cosmic elements. 

Many seemed to have been baked hard and now 

resembled dark grains of sand, while some of 

the larger varieties appeared to have turned 

to stone. Others crumbled to dust. Several of 

the larger varieties however, apples, beans, 



 

sunflowers and the like, appeared unspoiled 

though changed in a most unusual way. The 

plump brown seeds appeared to glisten with 

minute golden threads which, on closer 

inspection it was found, did not sit on the 

surface of the seed coat, but had actually 

become part of the skin-like coating of each 

seed. 

 

I was entranced by the beauty of these tiny 

objects with their glistening golden skins. 

All day and night I could see them in my 

mind’s eye, the glint of gold catching the 

light. I determined to extend my visit to the 

east in order to learn more about the 

properties of these seeds – what was this 

golden substance; were the seeds viable and 

what might they produce. What might come of 

them? I had to know. I had to see what would 

develop. 

 

I made all the necessary arrangements to stay 

in the east in order to continue my studies. 



 

From that day on, I spent all my time in the 

labs and nurseries with the scientists and 

horticulturalists working with the Golden 

Space Seeds. Tests quickly showed that the 

tiny filaments in the seed were composed of 

finest gold which was easily extracted from 

the vegetable matter which contained it. But 

only the minutest amount of the glittering 

metal was harvested from each seed, and 

furthermore, the seed proved difficult to 

grow. The germination rate was very poor with 

only one or two seedlings produced from each 

sowing and, even more disappointingly, the 

resulting plants showed no evidence of the 

golden trait. I felt irrationally 

disappointed. But, realistically, what had I 

been expecting I asked myself, a miracle that 

would somehow grow trees of gold or beans with 

magic beanstalks? 

 

Tests, observations and research continued 

over the following weeks and months. It wasn’t 

until the first beans began to form on the two 



 

successful runner bean plants that I noticed 

something unusual. I was in the nursery 

carrying out the daily tasks, checking for 

signs of disease, taking measurements and 

readings, observing, recording and 

documenting. Flowers had appeared on the 

runner beans during the last few weeks and now 

I noticed the first pod forming. As I looked 

closely I could see the finest thread of gold 

running down the spine of the tiny pod. My 

heart leaped and my hands shook as I carefully 

recorded the information and photographed the 

pod. What would the pod hold? What would be 

inside? As more pods formed, they all carried 

the same golden thread within the spine and 

when they eventually ripened and were opened, 

the beans inside, like those from which they 

had grown, were covered with a skin which was 

threaded with gold. 

 

I was elated. The potential for the Golden 

Space Seeds filled me with wonder and awe. 

Even if they were difficult to germinate, with 



 

our advanced bio-technology I was confident 

that more viable and vigorous strains could 

soon be developed. I began immediately to 

consider ways in which it might be possible to 

boost the levels of gold within the seed – 

even replacing the living tissue completely 

with gold. The potential was huge. During my 

time with the Institute I had watched and 

learned, absorbing everything I could from 

experts across a range of disciplines. Now I 

was able to put my acquired knowledge to good 

use and my studies of the seeds became my sole 

interest and occupation. Slowly it had become 

obvious to me what I must do. It all seemed so 

clear and simple now. 

 

I spent the following months gathering the 

materials I would need: growing mediums and 

containers, fertilizers, nutrients and pest 

control materials; equipment, instruments and 

lights; pollen and root stocks; samples of 

genetic material and extracts with special 

properties from some of the strange and 



 

wondrous plants which I had discovered during 

previous projects. My apartment began to 

resemble the grow-lab at the Institute as the 

equipment and materials mounted up. Gradually 

and unnoticed over the course of those weeks I 

had managed to collect samples of the second 

and third generation seeds which some of the 

Golden Space Seed stock was bearing. Beans, 

peas, and one of the cereal crops were now 

producing small amounts of stable golden-

threaded seed regularly. In a new development, 

an infant apple tree had just produced its 

first gold-tinged apple which looked 

particularly promising.  

 

My apartment consisted of a series of rooms in 

an old school building. It was separate from 

the other apartments, situated on a long 

corridor away from the main residential block. 

Gradually as I accumulated the tools I needed, 

I had moved my living and sleeping quarters 

into one room, enabling me to set up a series 

of small growing chambers in the remaining 



 

rooms. It was easy to black out the windows 

and line the chambers with a reflective foil 

which would maximize the benefits of the HID 

lights which were to provide ideal controlled 

growing conditions for my plants. 

 

It was in these chambers with their obscured 

windows that I began to conduct my transgenic 

experiments. I had already decided that no-one 

must know what I was attempting. I re-assured 

myself that there was no need to notify the 

authorities of my work as what I would  be 

doing were non-notifiable activities anyway, 

not posing any threat or danger to anyone. And 

anyway, there must be no opportunity for 

interference or compromise, for this was a 

process of such importance that it could 

change the future of the world. If I was right 

and could achieve the results I wanted, the 

whole of humanity would thank me. I would be a 

hero. 

 



 

The days and weeks gradually merged into one 

as I continued with my pursuit. I had told my 

colleagues at the Institute that I must return 

to The West to deal with family matters, so I 

was free to devote myself to my studies 

without interruption or question. Days and 

weeks became months as I laboured, 

transferring material from one organism to 

another, experimenting with growing mediums 

and mixes of nutrients and supplements, using 

quick growing, prolific varieties to speed up 

the processes, gradually refining and 

perfecting production of the seeds, each 

generation more solid and dense than the last, 

until eventually I was sure that I had created 

a formula which, when transferred to an 

appropriate host would produce seeds of pure 

and solid gold. 

  

I had already selected the host – a small but 

heavy cropping hybrid variety of crab apple, 

Malus Butterball. Although almost inedible, 

the fruit had now become of secondary 



 

importance. What mattered was the seed, the 

perfect Golden Seed. The heavy cropping Malus 

would provide the perfect host with its 

hundreds of tiny fruits, each able to hold 

five seeds of a size disproportionate to that 

of the fruit. Each tree would carry an 

unimaginable treasure. 
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