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“ALL HANDS: 80 VORNS TO ORBIT.
MAKE READY FOR DEPLOYMENT
IN 82 VORNS.”

HNNH!
SLOW.

DO NOT OPERATE THIS DEVICE 
IN THE FOLLOWING AREAS

 ALPHA CENTAURI
 QUANTUM SINGULARITIES
 BREACHES IN SPACETIME 
 ABOVE 12 RELATIVE 
 SECONDS
 OREGON  EARTH
 PLANETARY STARDRIVE 
 SYSTEMS
 100 METRES PROXIMITY 
 OF AUTOBOT HIGH 
 COMMAND

MR IRONHIDE THANK YOU FOR 
SEARCHING AUTOBOT 
COMMUNICUBE RECORDS 

COPYRIGHT WHEELJACK  
PERCEPTOR INDUSTRIES 3000

332M FILES FOUND
SUBJECT  THE GREAT 
CYBERTRONIAN WARS

COMMENCE PLAYBACK Y N

RUN 
DATA.
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MY NAME IS SEVAX, 
APPARATCHIX OF 
QUINTESSA.

IT IS FITTING ON THIS DAY 
THAT MY MIND WANDERS BACK 
FIVE YEARS, TO REMEMBER HOW 
CLOSE WE CAME TO WINNING 
OUR WORLD BACK AND ENSURING 
THE DESTRUCTION OF THE MONGREL 
TRANSFORMER RACE.

MY VERY SKIN RANKLED HEARING THOSE 
CREATURES SPEAK THEIR ILLEGITIMATE 
VERSION OF OUR LANGUAGE.  I 
RESTRAINED MYSELF; BETTER THAT JOLUP 
AND HIS AIDE DID NOT KNOW THAT MY 
CONSCIOUSNESS INHABITED ONE OF 
THEIR GUARDS.

IT WAS CHILD'S PLAY TO ENSURE THOSE PITIFUL UPSTARTS
 FELL FOR JOLUP'S WAFER-THIN TISSUE OF LIES.  WITHIN 
CYCLES THEY WOULD BEGIN THEIR ASSAULT ON THE OTHER 
HALF OF THEIR PITIFUL BREED, LEAVING OUR WAY CLEAR.

WE WOULD RETAKE OUR HOME.

HOW WRONG WE WERE.  WE WERE TOO 
QUICK TO DISMISS THEIR ABILITIES, 
TOO QUICK TO BELIEVE THAT THOSE 
PRIMITIVES DID NOT POSE A THREAT.”

I AM IN ERROR.  WE WERE NOT WRONG.

I WAS.



5 I'M JUST SAYING HE MADE THE
 RIGHT CALL.  POSSESSED OR
   NOT THEY WERE ENEMIES.

         YOU WOULD 
  SAY THAT.  WE SHOULD 
  HAVE TRIED TO AVOID 
 KILLING THE JUNKIONS*.

*  SEE LEGACY OF UNICRON 

BAD CALL IN A BAD 
SITUATION.  NO 
RIGHT ANSWER. I'M JUST SAYING THE KID 

WAS COOL BEFORE HE 
    BECAME PRIME.  
HOT ROD WAS OKAY.

MAYBE.  NOW HE LURCH 
   FROM MISTAKE TO 
    MISTAKE TRYING 
     TO BE OPTIMUS.

       HE NOT FIND HIS OWN 
 WAY SOON, HE IN DANGER OF 
       DOOMING US ALL.

    WE HAVE AN AUTOBOT 
  SHUTTLECRAFT ON A VECTOR 
 TOWARDS EARTH, LORD SEVAX.
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MATCH THEIR COURSE AND STAY 
JUST OUT OF SENSOR RANGE.  
HAVE THREE SQUADRONS OF 
TRIDENT FIGHTERS DEPLOY - 
NO SENSE IN WASTING ANY 
MORE ON JUST ONE SHUTTLE.  

AND JAM ALL FREQUENCIES.  I 
DON'T WANT AUTOBOT CITY BEING 
SIGNALLED AHEAD OF GHYRIK'S 
ATTACK. WE'LL WIPE THEM OUT BEFORE 
THEY GET A CHANCE TO WARN EARTH!

“IT TOOK LESS THAN TWO 
MINUTES TO MAKE THE 
NECESSARY ARRANGEMENTS.  
I COULD ALMOST 
LAUGH ABOUT IT.”



7WE'RE 
UNDER 
ATTACK!

REALLY? WOULD NEVER GUESS.

FROM WHO, 
  GENIUS?

NEVER SEEN THE FIGHTERS BEFORE, 
BUT THE LARGER SHIP LOOKS SIMILAR 
TO THAT SCREWY SHIP FROM QUINTESSON 
WE “BORROWED” A FEW YEARS BACK.

BIT HOPEFUL TO ASSUME 
THEY JUST WANT IT BACK?

  WELL, I CAN'T RAISE AC.  
WE'RE ON OUR OWN AS USUAL.

SUITS ME 
JUST FINE.

I'M PRETTY SURE I CAN 
 OUTMANOEUVRE THEM 
  UNTIL WE GET INTO 
   EARTH SPACE.



8 UH, I THINK THAT MIGHT 
   BE MORE DIFFICULT 
     THAN YOU THINK…

ALL SHARKTICONS: MAKE CONTACT WITH THE 
SHIP AND INFLICT AS MUCH DAMAGE AS 
POSSIBLE!  TARGET FUEL LINES AND ENGINES!

WELL, WHAT YOU WAITING 
FOR?  THEY LAND ON SHIP, 
 THEY MUNCH METAL AND 
      WE END UP DEAD.

      NOT YOU, SLAG.  YOU 
   TAKE CONTROLS.  SWOOP 
   CAN FLY IN DINO-MODE. 
    MUCH MORE USEFUL IN 
            SPACE THAN 
           FLAMETHROWER.

GUESS YOU FINALLY GET 
AN UPGRADE FROM 
CO-PILOT.  ONLY TOOK A
 FEW MILLION YEARS!

NNNNNNN!
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WE'RE TAKING TOO LONG.  
SLAG CAN’T AVOID THOSE 
FIGHTERS FOREVER!

STOP TALKING, KEEP FIGHTING!  
QUICKER THEY BEATEN, QUICKER 
YOU CAN FLY SHUTTLE.

SIR, OUR TROOPS ARE NO 
MATCH FOR THESE CREATURES!

SHARKTICONS WORK BEST IN 
GREATER NUMBERS.  LAUNCH 
ANOTHER PLATOON.

BUT SURELY--

DO NOT QUESTION MY 
ORDERS, OR YOU WILL 
FIND YOURSELF LEADING 
THE NEXT WAVE!

            NOT THAT I'M 
 COMPLAINING BUT THERE 
    ARE MORE OF THESE 
   SHARKTICONS HEADING 
             OUR WAY!



11AND YOU ARE CERTAIN THAT THEY 
DID NOT GET ANY MESSAGES OUT?

NO TRANSMISSIONS 
WERE DETECTED AT ALL.

EXCELLENT.  INFORM GENERAL GHYRIK WE WILL 
BE DELAYED IN JOINING HIS GROUP AS WE 
WILL DIVERT TO ENSURE THAT THEY ARE DEAD.

ON SECOND THOUGHTS, BELAY THAT ORDER.  
DESPATCH A SINGLE CLEAN-UP UNIT.  THAT 
WILL BE MORE THAN SUFFICIENT TO DEAL 
WITH THEM.  THE REMAINDER WILL JOIN 
GHYRIK'S BATTLE GROUP.

AS YOU COMMAND, 
    LORD SEVAX.

“I CURSE MYSELF 
NOW AS I RELIVE 
THE DECISION.”

“PRIDE MOTIVATED ME.  SO CONVINCED OF 
OUR SUPERIORITY I TOOK A SCALPEL INTO 
BATTLE WHERE A HAMMER WAS OF GREATER USE.”

“IF ONLY I HAD KNOWN THEN JUST 
HOW THE BATTLE WOULD TURN OUT…”

continued on page fifty tw0



12

Recording begins

 The Time Jump Trigger Device was 
not originally conceived as a method of 
time travel. It was first called a Dimensional 
Equivalometric Alter-phase Transit Hub and 
disturbing acronym aside was once a viable 
alternative to the Space Bridge as a low power 
means of covering interstellar distances. The 
project was eventually shelved by Straxus in 
a rare moment of common sense, since the 
mass substitution element would render it 
impractical in, say, delivering reinforcements 
to a combat situation where the device would 
have a 50% chance of leaving Decepticon 
forces no better off. Since the device drew its 
power from interactions at the dimensional 
phase change, it was never turned off! That a 
machine capable of siphoning large amounts 
of energy effectively from empty space 
was never considered in any other context 
reminds us that it was built under the Straxian 
administration.
 The capacity of the TJTD to move a 
Cybertronian to any point across its own active 
timeline as well as anywhere in it’s Local  
Group with a remarkable level of accuracy was 
not discovered until early in 2004, Earth local 
time. My initial plan to use the TJTD to destroy 
the Ark’s crew before they were reactivated 
was foiled by the device’s age. Further plans 
to assassinate key Autobots in the past (and 
perhaps remove a few more from the war 
effort via mass substitution) were stymied by 
one of the technicians forwarding a complete 
set of schematics to our enemies, leading to a 
renewed stalemate and the execution of every 
Decepticon who had access to the time jump 
experiments outside of myself, Ravage and 
Shockwave. It was the only way to be sure, 
and since I alone had knowledge of and access 
to Mindscrew’s recall module (his execution 
was a great loss to the Decepticon Physicist 
Corps) I found myself in unique possession of 
the ultimate emergency exit.

 One factor I forgot to include in my 
strategic withdrawal from Unicron’s crumbling 
form was that the TJTD uses the target’s 
velocity relative to Cybertron’s surface when 
calculating exit velocity on the target planet. 
At the time I did not consider the direction or 
speed of Unicron’s left thigh when I activated 
the device, but realized that I should have 
when I hit the stratosphere of 1987 Earth at 
somewhere near mach 12. Despite some initial 
disorientation upon landing I found myself to 
be essentially unharmed. Another reminder 
of Unicron’s incredible power that only 
strengthened my conviction to do what must 
be done.
 Most worlds occupied by intelligent life 
– even organics, to my surprise - are aware of a 
realm of ‘gods’ outwith our own, and a few of 
the better developed ones understand that more 
than death is required to enter it. Theological 
traditions almost always encourage followers 
not to ask how the gods got there, and one can 
hardly blame the gods for keeping such facts 
secret so as not to be overwhelmed by their 
own followers.
 Whichever historians discover this 
recording should understand that I do not seek 
the realm of the gods because I have run out 
of challenging things to kill in this universe. 
No. I do not plan to attack or usurp the gods 
or commit any other ludicrous acts of self-
aggrandizement. In fact, I wish to spend 
as little time among them as is necessary to 
accomplish my goal, which is the same as it 
has always been: victory for the Decepticons. 
My intention is to follow in the footsteps 
of Unicron - to ascend to godhood and then 
return to the physical universe as a being of 
near-limitless power. I shall become… a living 
god.
 Somehow.
 Thanks to the TJTD I have plenty of 
time, so to speak, to divine the method of 
my ascension. Early attempts at travelling 
into the future yielded the unsettling news 
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that the device would be destroyed by 2009, 
and return travel beyond this point would be 
impossible. Nonetheless, I had a twenty-four 
year window to explore eight galaxies and the 
space in between for answers. I decided to use 
1987-period Earth prior to Steelhaven’s arrival 
as a base point, in the area designated locally 
as ‘Oregon’ where giant robot sightings no 
longer made the local news, and return there a 
second after I had left after each excursion. At 
first I wondered what effect constantly being 
bounced in and out of limbo would have on 
my mass substitute, but then I remembered 
that statistically it was probably an Autobot 
and therefore that I did not care.
 In the years before the war, Cybertronian 
theophysicists had spent vast periods of time 
discussing and experimenting on the concept 
of ‘evopeak’ and the origins of the blessing 
‘till all are one’. The instinctive belief buried 
in the programming of every Cybertronian 
that one day all of Primus’ essence (that gives 
us life) will be gathered together again at some 
ill-defined point at the end of history and we 
will join Him as one rapturous gestalt. The 
idea that this was not the whole story – that 
Primus was not being entirely honest with us 
- was highly controversial, but if the priests 
of Boltax were afraid of controversy then they 
would never have created the Underbase.
 Little remained of their research 
after Autobot sabotage destroyed the Boltax 
temple, but my followers were able to salvage 
a few very important sets of results from 
which I could build a workable method. Most 
important was the discovery that it might be 
possible to attain evopeak without draining the 
life out of our entire race. While sacrifice was 
an inevitable component of ascension, it was 
secondary to the amount of energy input to the 
system or, more specifically, under the control 
of the consciousness attempting to cross over.
 Control was the key. One cannot truly 
‘control’ a star and so stellar energy, even 
collected photons, cannot be used as a source 
of energy to achieve evopeak. This principle 
was borne out by the work of the Cybertronian 
Empire.
 Ah, yes…there is a Cybertronian 
Empire: countless billions of Decepticons 
under the command of an obscure  
Cybertronian known as the Liege Maximo 

that supplied them with life in the same 
manner that Primus supplied us. I would never 
have found them if not for the TJTD’s unique 
method of plotting destinations. Their base 
of operations was completely hidden from 
standard methods of detection. A network of 
stolen and ‘Cyberformed’ planets arranged in 
their hundreds orbiting abducted stars used 
for power and gravitational stability. It was 
so close to my original vision of Cybertron’s 
final form that I had begun to wonder whether 
this ‘Liege Maximo’ had stolen my idea or, 
perhaps of more concern, that I had been trying 
to enact his. I am still not sure.
 All that matters is that this Hub is not 
the unassailable universe-conquering mobile 
cosmic fortress I had in mind. It seems their 
security systems were not set up for either time 
travellers or other Cybertronians and I was 
able to enter several facilities unchallenged. I 
achieved four incursions before my previous 
mass substitutes made enough fuss for sensor 
nets to be thrown up, meaning that any further 
visits would have ended with unnecessary 
shoot-outs with Decepticons I fully expect to 
be under my command in a time not far from 
now. I see no benefit in fighting my own future 
soldiers, as I informed that one-eyed fool who 
thought he was in command of the Decepticons 
of the 1987 era.
 Still, I was able to see enough of the Hub 
to discern the Liege Maximo’s true purpose. All 
that most of his faithful know about the Hub 
is that it is his will that they construct it, and 
that seems to be enough motivation. I suppose 
having your god seated atop a mountain-sized 
throne in the centre of it all has a way of…
discouraging awkward questions. Rumour has 
it that he wields an entire star as a weapon, 
and when I asked a particularly enthusiastic 
and drunken physicist about this he explained 
how its radiation, gravity and size were kept in 
check. After some more spiked fuel (an Earth 
lubricant called WD-40 has a remarkable 
effect on Cybertronian judgement) and a few 
further probing questions I learned enough of 
the technology to divine the Maximo’s plan.
 He was trying to reach evopeak. 
Devices similar to his ‘solar compactor’ were 
ready to envelop the useless stars and jettison 
them once the Hub was completed. The entire 
Hub - no, the entire empire: untold numbers 
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of worlds along with countless billions of 
Decepticon lives- were to be fuel for his 
ascension. During the war, I had been presented 
with enough doomsday weapon schematics 
to recognise what the Imperial physicist had 
not explained. Every single planet in the Hub 
was rigged to self-destruct so completely that 
not even dust would remain, and the echoes 
of that cataclysm would shake the foundations 
of this entire plane of existence. In fact, the 
Hub appeared to have been designed as a 
scale model of the universe with each planet 
representing a galaxy in order to maximise the 
damage to this reality.
 The theophysicists of Boltax had some 
interesting theories on the importance of death 
in dimensional transition. The post-corporeal 
form, they claimed, has practically no mass, 
which they assert is the greatest hindrance of 
ascension. This might explain why a trillion 
tonne behemoth like the Liege Maximo needs 
to blow up a goodly portion of reality itself 
in order to ascend body and all. The body, I 
had presumed, was important for the return 
journey, but it does not appear that the Maximo 
intends to return.
 I journeyed back once more to Earth in 
the local year 1987 with more answers, more 
questions, and a renewed sense of purpose. 
I had intended to ascend in order to combat 
my ‘creator’ Unicron on even terms, as I 
suspected that even the fragment of Primus’ 
essence within the Matrix would not stop 
him permanently. Now not only do I have 
to achieve my goal before Unicron recovers 
and renews his assault on Cybertron, but I 
also have to confront and destroy the Liege 
Maximo before he annihilates all that I have 
lived and fought for.
 And so I redoubled my efforts. I time 
jumped to world after world after world, 
probing and questioning and threatening to 
stand on anyone who might have answers. 
Spacefaring races led me to hubs where 
hundreds of sentient species met and from 
there I gathered numerous leads, most of them 
yielding little reward. On my 4,316th jump, I 
at last achieved the breakthrough! A race of 
sentient magnetic fields called the Vala told 
me about a legend they had gleaned from a 
colony within a star at the far edge of Procyon 
B.

 The natives were stocky, silicon-based 
creatures called the Petrifargus. They were 
strong, but not large enough to be dangerous. 
They had a story about a strange creature 
that had arrived on their world centuries ago, 
with soft beige skin and orange lichen atop its 
head. It was captured by an oppressive ruling 
body and imprisoned, but almost immediately 
escaped, stole a weapon, massacred dozens of 
guards and soldiers and sparked a revolution 
that embroiled the entire continent in bloody 
civil war. They said the creature was killed 
when government forces attacked their hideout 
and its body’s flesh was disintegrated as is 
the custom of their people. The bones were 
quickly disposed of. And then he came back. 
I asked whether it could have been another 
member of the same race, so they showed me a 
recording of the bonevault shattering and their 
beloved alien hero returning from the grave. 
As I watched, I feared that my long crusade 
had driven me mad.
 It was a human.
 A ‘normal’ Earth fleshling would have 
been pinned to the ground by Petrifargus’ 
gravity, but a ‘normal’ Earth fleshling could 
never have challenged the native militia, and 
they certainly could not have led a revolution 
and ruled over an entire continent for three 
times the creature’s natural lifespan. Then 
the historians showed me an artefact from the 
creatures’ arrival, recovered at great expense 
by some method I failed to listen to. It was 
a desk, an Earth computer, and a chunk of a 
wall. An accident had taken a random Earth 
fleshling and hurled him across over four 
hundred thousand light years in space and 
back eight hundred years in relative time, had 
given him the strength to run and fight and kill 
on a world where he should barely have been 
able to stand, had given him the power to turn 
back death itself. I set the TJTD to send me to 
the last day of its life, New Year’s Eve 2008, 
and set course for Earth.
 I arrived within the midst of the worst 
storm I had ever experienced. A temporal 
vortex was encircling the planet, threatening 
to rend it asunder. I strained to listen for 
Cybertronian comm chatter and learned 
that Cybertron itself was similarly engulfed. 
Was this the Liege Maximo’s doing? Had he 
completed his cosmic bomb and ascended, 
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sacrificing the universe as he rose? Could the 
Time Jump Trigger Device send me no further 
forward…because time and space themselves 
ended here? At least, I reasoned, Leshar (as 
the Petrifargus had named the human creature) 
had to have come from a time period before 
now.
 I had a few hours before the time storm 
breached the planet’s magnetosphere and 
made planet-fall. I spent the time searching the 
planetary computer network for this ‘Leshar’ 
or someone like him and found: Lester Knight 
Chaykin. Physicist in Australia, working on 
the production of antimatter using a particle 
accelerator. Presumed killed in the year 
1991 when lightning struck the test chamber 
adjacent to his workspace at a critical moment 
in the experiment. The lightning channelled 
all of the accelerator’s energy into Lester’s 
computer just as the forming antihydrogen 
struck the shield beyond. It didn’t seem to be 
enough. That amount of energy could not have 
ascended Lester himself, never mind taking 
his immediate surroundings along with him. I 
gathered as much raw data about the event as 
I could find and returned to the Earth of 1987 
before it was turned inside out by the time 
storm. I could feel it tugging at me even as the 
TJTD carried me to the safety of the past, as if 
its hunger for time travellers was greater than 
for the rest of the planet.
 After re-examining Boltax’s journals, 
I believe I understand what happened in 
Australia. The antihydrogen never impacted 
the shield. They were intercepted in mid-flight 
by the electron flow from the lightning: the 
whole event over in a few microseconds. This 
explains why the Liege Maximo’s doomsday 
weapons were so carefully time-linked. The 
Boltax priests suspected that exposure time was 
a factor but their results were limited by their 
technology. Now I can complete their research. 
I can touch the summit of Olympus and return 
as the most powerful being in this universe. 
All I need now is a device to generate and 
harness over six hundred zettawatts of energy 
for a period of exactly eleven microseconds. 
Yes. And I have five months to build it before 
the starship Steelhaven arrives and I have its’ 
commander, Fortress Maximus and another 
three dozen Autobots to annihilate.
 There is no alternative. I have to return 

to the Cybertronian Empire and ‘procure’ one 
of the Liege Maximo’s detonators…but wait…
there’s a suitable site here in Oregon. Mount 
Verona itself. I can disassemble my recall device 
and integrate it into a hyperbolic resonator I 
saw on one of the miniature Cybertrons. I’ll 
use the entire top of the mountain as a mass 
substitute. Once ready, I can recalibrate my 
device to pulverise Earth’s rocky outer layers 
and channel the resulting energy into myself. It 
is already set up to broadcast into the Maximo’s 
throneworld. I hope he enjoys the surprise. The 
alterations will be simple. Upon my return from 
evopeak I might be able to reshape the exposed 
core of the Earth into a little Cybertron all of 
my own. All the better to challenge Unicron on 
even terms. All the better to destroy the Liege 
Maximo and claim his followers as my own. 
I look forward to this eventuality with much 
joy.
 The strain on the TJTD shall be great, 
but I know it will cope. All the difficult parts 
of this plan fall on my shoulders. I shall have 
to integrate the recall device before Imperial 
security forces arrive, and somehow keep my 
mind intact during the return journey. Mass 
is not just a…stumbling block on the road to 
godhood. The more matter transmitted in a time 
jump, the longer the transition takes. Moving a 
handful of Cybertronians can be disorienting, 
but an entire mountaintop…no. 
 I will leave this recording, which I 
have also created for posterity, at the foot of 
this mountain to remind me of my mission in 
the small possibility that the haze of madness 
could overwhelm me. I must succeed. I will 
succeed. 
 I am Galvatron.

Recording ends

 This story was a result of a conversation 
between myself and fellow TMUK scribe Ralph 
Burns. He asked how blowing up every volcano 
on Earth was supposed to turn Galvatron into 
a living god. This is my theory.
 What Galvatron did next is chronicled 
in Fallen Angel, and the true source of the time 
storm is revealed in Time Wars, both available 
from Titan Books. To learn how the Liege 
Maximo got on with his plan, check out Simon 
Furman’s Alignment at www.transforce.org.uk
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HE IS GALVATRON.

WARRIOR KING OF THE DECEPTICONS
AND HE WILL SEE HIS ENEMIES DEAD
BEFORE HIM.

HE IS DARK CONVOY.

HE IS THE SCALPEL THAT
REMOVES DISEASED TISSUE.

TRANSMASTERS UK PRESENT
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UUUAAAAAAAARGHH!

SLISH!

*as shown IN 
part one available
at auto assembly
2006 - ed

THERE IS ONLY ONE WAY 
THIS BATTLE ENDS. THIS 
CLINICAL STRIKE HAS 
TYPIFIED THE ASSAULT 
ON THE DECEPTICON HELD 
CYBERTRON BY THE 
CYBERTRONIAN EMPIRE.*

RUINED EMPIRE
part two

By Garry Bodsworth & ANDY TURNBULL
additional edits: Ralph BUrns



22 SECURE HIM.  COMMENCE
WITHDRAWAL AND PROCEED 
    TO THE NEXT TARGET.

    AT ONCE
  COMMANDER.

  --CONVERGE ON 
OUR SIGNAL. HOMING 
BEACONS ARE NOW 
       ACTIVATED.

 ALL TROOPS 
CONVERGE ON
      THIS 
    SIGNAL.

ALL COMMAND STAFF 
TO AIR CONTROL.  NOW!

I WANT PROJECTIONS ON
THEIR NEXT DESTINATION.

BASED ON 
DEPARTURE 
VECTOR AND
ALLOWING FOR 
NO FURTHER 
COURSE
ALTERATIONS 
THE WORLDS 
ARE ABRAXIA
PRIME, TENEA, 
EARTH, KOLICA, 

ENOUGH.



23AUTOBOT CITY.  THE MOST HEAVILY 
FORTIFIED LOCATION ON EARTH 
AND HOME AWAY FROM HOME FOR 
A SIZEABLE PORTION OF THE 
AUTOBOT ARMY.

   I KNOW MANY OF 
    YOU FEEL WE HAVE BETTER 
 THINGS TO DO THAN GATHER 
        AND LISTEN TO HIGH 
      COMMAND PONTIFICATE.

       I ONCE AGREED 
 WITH YOU.  TOO OFTEN 
WE LURCH FROM BATTLE 
TO BATTLE WITHOUT EVER 
HAVING THE TIME TO--

CYBERTRON HAS 
BEEN ATTACKED.  
THE CYBERTRON-
IAN EMPIRE JUST  
WASTED THE 
DECEPTICONS.

Slow down 
Punch.  What
  happened.

   tHey dropped 
        out of orbit and 
    took out every major 
      Decepticon position 
     and killed Galvatron.

What?  Are 
they still 
   there?

         No. They moved 
   off once they took 
 Galvatron's body.  I’d 
     Lay odds they are 
      headed your way.

      Our surveillance 
       network hasn't 
    reported anything
     within the earth’s 
           system.

SWOOP I SAW
THAT GESTURE



24

CODE RED!

    AN INVASION 
FORCE HAS BREACHED
   OUR PERIMETER.

       GRIMLOCK - TAKE A 
    TEAM AND SECURE THE 
  ARMOURY.  BREAK OUT THE 
                BIG GUNS.

    MAGNUS-SECURE 
THE HANGARS.  I DON’T 
WANT US GROUNDED IF 
     THINGS GO BAD.

SUPPORT STAFF TO YOUR
LOCATIONS. EVERYONE 
     ELSE WITH ME.

       I‘M BEGINNING 
 TO THINK WE NEED A NEW 
 EARLY WARNING SYSTEM.

WEAPONS FREE!
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   IF ONLY THIS WERE A 
CHALLENGE.TROOPER, yOU 
   AND YOUR PLATOON 
  CONTAIN THE ENEMY IN 
        THE COURTYARD.

understood.

    your tactics 
are impressive but 
     I Don't like 
     sacrificing 
         anyone.

        No but if you 
  don't listen you'll end 
 up sacrificing everyone 
 AND THATS ALWAYS YOUR
          WEAKNESS.

              You're talking to the 
    wrong Prime.  Trailbreaker 
  withdraw.  We will commence 
             supressing fire.

     we 
have our 
 orders.
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“on three, two, one ? NOW!”

Find cover.  Our 
objective stands.

            you're not the 
      only one who knows a 
  thing or tWo about tactics.  
 Now let's try and put them 
           on the back foot.

elsewhere

Closing in 
on the target.

  Any resistance 
between here and 
   the objective.

A pity.

   ...AND I’D BEEN 
ENJOYING TESTING 
  THE LIMITS OF
  MY FORCEFIELD.

none.
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Come on.  Time is our enemy and 
it's not impossible that the Autobots 
    may find their way to our 
                  location.

We have Imperials heading for 
the Primal Courtyard.  About to 
        rain on their parade.

No.  Always  
underestimate 
them.  Play it 
smart. follow 
and observe.  
We will join 
you shortly.

You heard him.  Sounds bigger than 
attack on City.  Best make 
             preparations. 

          We need to get to 
    the hangars then.  We can't 
fight on equal footing with 
what they have hanging over 
               our heads.

       Okay time to call in 
favours. GET HOLD OF MAGNUS, 
TELL HIM TO EXPECT COMPANY.

FINALLY SOME 
EXCITEMENT!
BEEN BORED.

Even dead HE is 
the centre of 
  attention.
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          An impressive 
 tombstone but it hardly 
   does his achievements 
                justice.

Remove it.

In position.

There it is.

BRAKKABRAKKABRAKKA!
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Retrieve the tomb.

         excellent.  When we are 
   onboard signal  the rest of 
   the troops to withdraw.  
       We have what we came for.

Grimlock you're not 
gonna believe this...
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Aboard the Imperial 
mothership.

Signal the 
Imperator.

We have 
complete 
success.

Excellent.  The 
scientists are 
waiting for you.

You're not gonna believe 
   this.  They've taken 
    Optimus Prime's body.

Prime, do you 
    read me?

TO BE CONTINUED....
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Transformers? More 
Than Meets The Eye

 One of the most extraordinary images 
from Mission City - the photographer thought 
she was capturing an F-22 crashing into the 
city, until it transformed into this.

 Image retrieved 
from a mobile phone 
found among the de-
bris and bodies dur-
ing the clean-up of 
Main Street, Mission 
City
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 It is now 
precisely one month 
since the tragic 
events in Mission 
City, Nevada, that 
cost more than two 
thousand Americans 
their lives, and the 
causes of which are 
still a matter of 
much speculation. The 
Examiner’s technology 
correspondent Mark 
McKay reflects on what 
we know and what we 
don’t. 
 
 In its 
immediate aftermath, 
the devastation of 
Mission City was 
assumed to be the 
work of terrorists, 
just like the 
World Trade Centre 
disaster. However, 
the eyewitness 
reports, amateur 
footage and still 
photographs that 
came to light in the 
weeks following the 
incident pointed to 
a more disturbing 
scenario. US soldiers 

were seen fighting 
alongside previously 
unseen military 
hardware (the robots 
now referred to as 
‘Transformers’), 
against similar 
technological 
monstrosities, some 
of which take the 
form of US military 
hardware such as F-
22 Raptors (six of 
which crashed into 
the city), MH-53 Pave 
Lowe helicopters, 
M1 Abrams tanks 
and Buffalo 
mine-protected 
vehicles. The sheer 
implausibility of 
terrorist groups 
possessing such 
technology and 
smuggling it into the 
country convinced 
most commentators 
that what they were 
seeing was a top 
secret US military 
programme gone wrong 
or hijacked from the 
inside. Either by 
accident or design, 
some of the robots 
under development 
ran amok, and the 
Pentagon was forced 
to reveal robots 
still under its 

control – these 
ones apparently 
manufactured by 
General Motors – in 
order to stop them. 
Most sinister of all 
were the reports of 
innocuous devices 
such as drinks 
machines changing 
form and attacking 
civilians, hinting 
further at an ominous 
military test 
programme using the 
people of Mission 
City as unsuspecting 
guinea pigs. Who 
knows how many more 
Transformers the US 
Government has hidden 
in its people’s 
midst? 
 Then soon 
followed the 

extraterrestrial 
theories. Sources 
claiming to have 
interacted with 
Transformers asserted 
that they were not 
under the control 
of humans at all, 
and neither were 
they of Earthly 
origin. The four 
reported meteorite 
or satellite debris 
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 A rare photo-
graph of one of three 
distinct Transformers 
that were reported 
seen falling to their 
destruction from a 
flyover just outside 
Mission City, along 
with several other 
vehicles - at least 
forty died in this 
initial skirmish

impacts in Los 
Angeles the night 
before the Mission 
City tragedy were 
said to be these 
Transformers arriving 
from outer space. 
Unnamed sources 
even claim to have 
conversed with 
the machines and 
heard them describe 
their home planet, 
‘Cybertron’, and the 
war that brought them 
from Cybertron to 
Earth. Proponents of 
the alien hypothesis 
make the case that 
these Transformers 
possess technology 
far beyond human 
science, the most 
extreme example being 
a cube-shaped device 
the size of a small 
church said to fold 
up to become no more 
than one foot across, 
something which, if 
true, would take some 
explaining, even as 
an optical illusion. 
 The belief that 
these Transformers 
might have their 
origins in whole or 
in part on other 
worlds has become 
widespread in many 

parts of the United 
States. Opinion in 
Europe, however, 
has tended to be 
more sceptical, and 
sensible. 
 We are 
faced with two 
possibilities: 
 The first: 
that there exist 
human agencies (the 
Pentagon, possibly in 
collaboration with 
General Motors) whose 
expertise in robotics 
is decades ahead of 
that routinely seen 
by the public at 
large. 
 The second: 
that we have 
been visited by 
extraterrestrials 
who, in a universe 
approximately fifteen 
billion years old, 
just happen to take 
the form of machines, 
similar in scale and 
power to those we 
can now conceive of 
building, just a few 
decades more advanced 
than those we know 
we can build right 
now, equipped with 
weapons and armour on 
a par with those of 
our military forces, 

being first sighted at 
a US base in Qatar, 
and choosing to 
disguise themselves 
almost exclusively as 
US military vehicles 
and GM cars.
 What evidence 
is there that these 
machines are alien in 
origin? That some of 
them might have come 
from out of the sky, 
like intercontinental 
ballistic missiles?  
That they can project 
three-dimensional 
images of their 
homeworld, and we 
find that it isn’t 
far removed from the 
computer-generated 
landscapes science-
fiction 
film-makers often come 
up with? That they 
can hack computer 
networks, like the 
most expert human 
hackers?
 Try as we 
might, we cannot 
get away from the 
fact that these 
Transformers are 
not organic life-
forms, as might 
evolve naturally from 
simple molecules. 
They are machines, 

as constructed by 
intelligent organic 
life-forms. Who 
designed them? Who 
programmed their 
computer brains? A 
designer, a computer 
programmer. Is 
there really any 
evidence to suggest 
that the designer 
and programmer are 
from another world? 
Some of the robots 
were covertly heard 
speaking to one 
another in front 
of the Los Angeles 
Observatory – in 
English. Would alien 
robots really speak 
to one another out 
loud, let alone in 

English?
 For centuries, 
crackpot humans 
have claimed to 
have had encounters 
with organic alien 
life-forms, armed 
with super-advanced 
technology. Their 
eyewitness evidence 
has been dismissed 
as lacking in 
credibility. Now 
we have machines, 
with nobody claiming 
to have seen their 
organic alien 

6th August 2007                               THE EXAMINER                                                                                Page 2   
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Professor Peter Anthony Morris

masters, and we are 
suddenly expected 
to believe we have 
been visited by 
aliens. I say that 
without anyone having 
seen the creatures 
who designed these 
robots, their claims 
of being alien should 
be treated as even 
weaker than those who 
claim to have seen 
little green men. 
At least in those 
cases we had people 
who thought they saw 
something that could 
not have its origin 
here on Earth. 
 Professor Peter 
Anthony Morris, 
visiting lecturer in 
robotics at Oxford 
University, has his 
own theory. “The way 
these machines move 
tells me they are 
clearly controlled 
by human operators, 
and in a very 
particular way. If 
these were truly 
alien, programmed by 
humans or operated 
by humans using 
something akin to a 
toy car’s remote-
control, they would 
come in all kinds 
of configurations. 
However, all the 
robots we have seen 
are humanoid in 
shape, and move like 

humans.
 This means they 
are being operated in 
real time by human 
controllers in full-
body muscle response 
suits. For every 
one of the robots, 
there is a human 
operator in a lab 
with wires connected 
to their limbs and 
digits, whose every 
move is mimicked by 
the machine on the 
street. What it sees 
and hears, the human 

sees and hears, and 
what the human does, 
it does.” 
 Professor 
Morris knows what 
he’s talking about, 
for he has been 
intimately involved 
in this developing 
field for more than 
three decades. He 
was good enough to 
demonstrate to this 
reporter a full-body 
control link every 
bit as sophisticated 
as the ones no doubt 
used to operate these 
Transformers, only, 
of course, for cost 
reasons, with a much 
less sophisticated 
and mobile robot to 

control.
 “I would love 
the chance to link my 
machine up to one of 
the Transformers,” 
Professor Morris 
enthuses. “Even they 
are far from perfect, 
however,” he adds. 
To back up this last 
criticism, which 
might otherwise smack 
of professional envy, 
the Professor points 
to the now familiar 
camera footage of 
the Transformer 
designated 
‘Ironhide’, 
transforming from 
moving vehicle to 

humanoid robot and 
tumbling over the 
head of a screaming 
woman before landing 

flat on its back.
 “Clearly this 
robot was designed 
to flip over while 
transforming and land 
on its feet. However, 
the spring mechanism 
used to propel it 
upright appears to 
be malfunctioning, 
leading to it firing 
its guns into the 
ground by mistake and 
then falling over – 
miraculously avoiding 
a human casualty in 
the process. Even 
once 
back on its feet, it 
seems unable to stay 
upright, spinning 
over sideways and 
falling over as it 
tries to shoot its 

guns again.”
 The technology 
debate seems cold and 
dispassionate in the 
face of the massive 
loss of life that 
occurred in Mission 
City last month. 
However, it is vital 
that we get to the 
truth in this matter. 
While in the past the 
US Government has 
denied alien cover-
ups, it seems that 
in this situation 

the popularity of 
the extraterrestrial 
hypothesis may save 
their reputation, 
since it clears 
them of the blame 
that should rightly 
fall upon them in 
the event that the 
Transformers are a 
reckless military 
experiment gone 
wrong. If they don’t 
stick with the 
aliens, and don’t 
admit their own 
culpability, they 
must inevitably go 
with the terrorist 
explanation. New York 
led into the Iraq 

war.

  Mission City 
could give the United 
States the excuse 
to attack another 
country they don’t 
like, in order to 
bring to justice 
some elusive ‘Robot-

Master’.
 Many more lost 
their lives in Iraq 
than in the Twin 
Towers disaster. The 
death toll associated 
with US reprisals for 
Mission City could 
dwarf even those 
numbers – especially 
if the Transformers 
are unleashed once 

more.
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I WAS THE ROBOT 
MASTER!

by Donny Finkleberg

 It dismays 
me no end to read 
scurrilous reports 
such as those by hack 
journalists like 
Mark McKay for the 
truth who the eyes 
met before shines 
bright into the 
vision of man! And 
back in the 80’s, 
yes – over twenty 
years ago – it was 
my eyes that beheld 
the truth. Tabloid 
hacks may write off 
these ‘Transformers’ 
as colourful fictions 
grafted to military 
secrets, but they 
are wrong! More 
wrong than when man 
declared the world 

was flat.
 How can the 
world forget the 
television broadcasts 
of 1986 in which 
I, the Robot 
Master, proclaimed 
my power over the 
‘Transformers’. 
Yes, THE VERY SAME 
ROBOTIC BEINGS WHO 
RECENTLY RAMPAGED 
ACROSS MISSION CITY! 
Of course, what the 
public did not know 
(and which I can now 
reveal) is that I 
was not in fact in 
control of the robots 
as I claimed in those 
broadcasts! Hard to 
believe, I know, 
as many who come 

up to me at comic 
conventions attest to 
this day. Many were 
taken in by my grand 
and highly convincing 
performance! For 
it was easy to be 
lulled into a stupor 
of complete and 
unshaking belief by 
my wild tales of how 
I would bend the 
world to my will 
using my astounding 
robot creatures! 
Indeed, in the years 
since, such was the 
intensity of my mind 
bending experience 
that I even came to 
believe it myself! 
Yes, for a time I 
really thought I was 
THE MASTER OF ALL 
ROBOTS! But you were 
lied to by our very 
own Government! They 

made me lie to you!
 THE ROBOTS WERE 
IN FACT SENTIENT 
BEINGS FROM A DISTANT 

STAR!
 Yes, my mind 
reels from the 
possibilities too! 
For so many years, 
the truth has been 
hid beneath the dark 
throbbing heart of 
deception! I have 
been gagged by forces 
which operate beyond 
the law, but now, now 
perhaps the untruths 
shall be banished 
beneath the Earth! 
And stooges such as 
Professor Morris will 
be dragged screaming 
into the light of 

truth! His role in 
the Autonomous Robot 
Control Affair will 
now be revealed! 
For I have obtained 
secret documents 
obtained from the 
Roxxon Corporation 
which detail his many 
affairs concerning 
the ‘Transformers’, 
including that time 
when he himself 
battled the robot 
behemoths in the 
streets of Portland! 
You must read my 
upcoming series, 
The Icarus Theory, 
to learn the truth! 
AND THIS TIME THE 
GOVERNMENT WILL 
NOT STOP ME! You 
will learn of the 
insidious puppet 
master himself, 
Walter Barnett 
and his superiors 
within the shadowy 
intelligence agency 
known as Triple I! 
You will know how 
he, and others like 
him, have conspired 
to prevent you, the 
tax-payers, from the 
awesome knowledge 
that comes with not 
only knowing that we 
are not alone in the 
universe, but that 
they who come from 
beyond turn into cars 
and guns and other 
stuff and try to kill 
us! Repeatedly! THEY 
MUST BE STOPPED! NO 

MATTER THE COST!
 Yes! Others! 
Others such as 

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR
To have your letter published please send correspondence to:  The Edi-
tor, The Examiner, 13/15 Arundel Street, London, WC2 or send emails to 
editor@theexaminer.co.uk. Please mark all emails and correspondence “okay to 
print”.

As you can imagine our mailbox was dominated by events that took place in 
Mission City over the last few days.  Normally letters are edited for space 
and other considerations but today we’ve taken the unusual step of including 
one letter in it’s entirety exactly as we received it.

playboy millionaire, 
GB Blackrock, smug 
within his tower of 
power! And yet, has 
he ever stated where 
his metal flying suit 
technology really 
came from? No, he 
has not! The mad 
moustachiod fool! For 
he knows that were 
it revealed that he 
has in fact been in 
league with these 
robotic fiends for two 
decades then he would 
lose his prestigious 
military contracts! 
And he claims he 
needs those contracts 
to safeguard the 
world when instead he 
merely safeguards his 
role of evil within 
THE MOST INSIDIOUS 
CONSPIRACY THIS – OR 
ANY OTHER- WORLD HAS 

EVER KNOWN!
 And what of the 
tragic, terrible, 
tale of...Josie 
Beller? Who, you 
may ask? YOU MAY 
INDEED! This poor 
unfortunate creature, 
previously in a 
vegetative state in 
Portland Psychiatric 
Hospital since 1992, 
recently began to 
talk again! Yes! 
For the head nurse 
on her ward confided 
to me that when 
Josie saw reports 
of the robotic 
battle in Mission 
City, she shrieked 
in utmost mind-
shredding horror! 
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evil monstrosities 
battling on the 
television set! She 
has even begun to 
draw pictures of 
them! Crude, perhaps, 
but unmistakably 
those of one who can 
only know truth! And 
yet, these pictures 
reveal the most 
astonishing fact 
of all! Prepare 
yourself for a world 

transformed!
 For Josie 
Beller has drawn 
THE SURFACE OF THE 
ROBOT’S HOMEWORLD 
ITSELF! I know, I 
too felt my blood 
boil with impudent 
rage on learning that 
human beings have 
been to the robot 
planet and yet our 
Government did not 
tell us! Who knows 
what other facts they 
keep hidden from us? 
Who knows what other 
‘experts’ will be 
hauled out to dispel 
the truth staring 
us straight in our 
faces? This has to 
stop! Nothing can 
prevent the catharsis 

of spurious morality!
THE ROBOTS ARE REAL! 
They exist! They 
are among us! Tell 
everyone you know! 

The world must know! 
 THE WORLD MUST 

KNOW!

(Donny Finkleberg 
has worked in the 
field of comic books 
since 1984 on such 
titles as Gobots: 
Battle of the Rock 
Lords, Transmorphers 
and  Potato Salad 
Man: This Man, This 
Mayonnaise and is 
also the author 
of twelve best-
selling novels. 
His latest, In the 
National Interest, 
is published by 

Fingeroth Publishing 
this September)

 Naturally we at 
the Examiner don’t 
support any of the 
assertions made by 
this correspondent 
but given the 
exposure he has had 
in recent days we 
felt it fell within 
the public interest 
to publish his views.

Dear Editor,
 I hope that 
you and your readers 
have taken the events 
in Mission City for 
what they truly 
are - the end of 
days.  For this is 
exactly how it was 
prophecised.  Surely 
you cannot expect 
these miraculous 
beings to be anything 
other than angels and 
demons waging battle 
for the souls of 
humanity.
 Prepare 
yourself for surely 
we are not long for 
this earth and only 
those who embrace the 
lord will be saved.
 Anonymous.
 
 We’ll take 
your points under 
advisement, but I am 
reliably informed by 
our motors editor 
that god had nothing 
to do with the 
making of the Pontiac 
Solstice!

Dear Editor,
 The moon 
landing was a hoax! 
This proves it!

 No.

Dear Editor,
 My dad says 
that we have to go 
to the hills now with 
all of his cousins. 
He has made a very 
big bunker for us 

all to live in! It 
has got loads of cool 
stuff! We’ve got 
electricity and a 
fridge and loads of 
musical instruments 
including a banjo! 
We have got loads 
of guns so we can go 
hunting for food!

 As you can 
see recent events 
have led to a 
significant downturn 
in the quality 
of correspondence 
received.

 Dear Editor,
 I find the 
events in Mission 
City very disturbing.  
From all accounts 
it looks like the 
US Military is 
testing military 
hardware in civilian 
environments.  Surely 
our government should 
be insisting on the 
full inspection of 
the US bases still 
located in British 
Territory?

 I agree.  
But given our 
government’s 
relationship with 
America it’s a hard 
question that will 
never be asked.

 Dear Editor,
 I have found 
the speculation 
on the origins of 
these machines to be 
spurious.  Doubtless 
there have been 
enough samples from 
them collected from 
Mission City or from 
the engagements on 
the Los Angeles 
Freeway and at Hoover 
Dam in order to at  
least perform some 
basic metallurgical 
tests to determine 
the origin of said 
machines.
 The fact that 
nothing has been 

forthcoming leads 
me to believe that 
these creatures are 
no more than military 
hardware.
 N. Davidson 
B.SC (hons)

 I think you 
will have enjoyed the 
lead feature by Mark 
McKay as he shares a 
similar viewpoint to 
yourself.
 Finally, a 
letter alleging a 
British Sighting at 
Stansham Castle.

 Dear Sir,
 While the news 
media was concerning 
itself with robots 
in America they 
have neglected our 
country’s own long 
history of robot 
sightings dating back 
to Roman times in the 
Stansham area.
 I know I am 
going to be dismissed 
as some kind of crank 
but I assure you I 
am not making any 
of this up.  I have 
attached a photo 
taken by my phone 
camera two nights ago 
in the grounds of 
Stansham Castle.

 The photograph 
provided is less 
than reliable 
evidence.  Given 
the scaremongering 
that has occurred 
we at The Examiner 
would require more 
subtantial evidence 
of this in order to 
support your claim.
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CASE 
STUDY

January 2008 
 
 Walk into any local ASDA at 
the moment and the shelves are 
heaving with Transformer toys. 
Unfortunately it’s the same two 
Transformer toys - Longarm and Final 
Battle Jazz. The case Longarm and FB 
Jazz are in is comprised of: 

 4 x Longarm 
 4 x Final Battle Jazz. 

 Not a Bumblebee in sight. 
Worms, Can of, Open. 
 I’m sure the average toy buyer 
thinks the local toyshop can get 
“a load of that £10 Bumblebee toy 
my son wants” in. They can’t. Toys 
are delivered to stores by the case 
load.  In the case (haha) of deluxe 
TF toys they ship to stores in boxes 
of eight. Which eight are in a box 
is the important bit, and frequently 
that’s the information stores don’t 
have.  I’m going to use the movie 
deluxe assortments to illustrate a 
few points about how the cases are 

made up and throw in some historical 
stuff about TF cases as I go. I’ll 
be concentrating on the deluxe toys, 
as these are what I consider the 
life blood of the TF line. Cheap 
enough to be pocket money toys, to 
be bought in multiples as presents 
yet big enough to be worth having: 
the £10 toy mark is the one worth 
looking at.  I’m also going to 
call in some knowledge from outside 
the TF line to illustrate certain 
points. 
 At the start of the movie run 
the case assortment in circulation 
was:

 2 x Original Bumblebee
 2 x Barricade
 1 x Brawl
 1 x Jazz, 
 1 x Scorponok 
 1 x Wreckage. 

 Let’s look at that in a 
bit more detail.  Five of the 
toys are from the film.  The two 
heaviest packed toys (Bumblebee and 
Barricade) are prominent. Wreckage 
isn’t in the film - so is less likely 
to sell as kids tend to want the 
toys they can actually see on the 
TV/at the cinema, but he’s only one 
a case so there’s less chance of 
huge numbers of them being left on 
the shelves - from my experience 
children go for toys that there are 
less of on the shelves if everything 
else is equal - “I can always come 
back for that other one another 
day, it’ll still be here” *.  In 
case terms this is a pure dynamite 
assortment. You get one TF fan in 
the store - or one child with a 
parent with some money in their hand 
searching for toys for little Jimmy 
who’s into TFs at the moment - and 
virtually the entire case sells 
through. 
 Compare now to the second 
case:

 4 x Bonecrusher
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 4 x Swindle. 

 Swindle isn’t in the film, 
reducing his desirability. 
Bonecrusher is, but he’s not in it 
that much and there’s lots of him. 
In fact it takes four times as many 
people to want to buy all the new 
TF toys to clear this case off the 
shelf. Is this a good thing?  Well 
probably not. Everyone’s wanted that 
first case, so the stores have tried 
to up their orders for the next one 
so there’s more floating around. 
Less toys, are therefore available 
in greater quantity. We then get 
shelves of nothing but these two and 
parents/children looking at them and 
thinking. “They’re not selling, I 
don’t want that”*  

 *  When you think about it 
these two situations are quite 
similar.

 Historically cases with just 
two toys in haven’t sold well as 
far back as you can look - a good 
illustration is the first Beast 
Machines case of 4 x Optimus Primal 
and 4 x Jetstorm (‘plane). With 
no cartoon support in the UK this 
was sheer poison for the line. The 
only other deluxe BM toys that 
reached the UK were sold through 
clearance outlets. And being better 
proportioned assortments they sold 
through quickly - there was a case 
TK Maxx got which was 2 x Night 
Slash Cheetor, 2 x Jet Drone, 2 x 
Stryka and 2 x Beast Changer, that 
did very well for them. 
  The next (third) case of movie 
toys released is a bit of an oddball 
one:

 4 x 2008 Bumblebee
 2 x Arcee 
 2 x Dreadwind.  

 Bumblebee is prominently 
in the film.  He’s significantly 
different (better?  I think so) than 
the earlier version so he sells. 
Despite the fact he’s half the case 
he generally sells out before the 
other two do. Conclusion: Don’t 
underestimate the power of your 
advertising be it a film, cartoon 
or comic. Some further proof of 
this can be had by travelling back 

in time to the early days of Beast 
Wars in the UK. We didn’t get the 
first (first two?) Beast Wars deluxe 
cases in the UK – so nobody saw 
Wolfang. The case we did get - just 
as the cartoon started on GMTV was 
something like this: 

 1 x Cheetor
 1 x Rhinox 
 1 x Dinobot 
 1 x Tarantulus 
 1 Waspinator 
 1 x Jetstorm  
 2 x Cybershark.  

 The first five are in the 
cartoon. They sold, especially 
Dinobot. Kids love dinosaurs. 
Waspinator sort of sold, but 
Cybershark shelfwarmed like nothing 
before or since. Seriously. There’s 
some evidence Hasbro may even have 
scooped up left over Cybersharks 
from the shelves and sold them on 
because a couple of years later Toy 
Stack had a case that was nothing 
but Cybersharks on clearance. (I 
think they were mainly scooped up 
by UK fans with a fast pound on 
their mind and ebayed back to the 
Americans!) 
 The fourth case is: 

 2 x Longarm 
 4 x Final Battle Jazz. 

 That’s sitting on shelves not 
moving at all, for much the same 
reasons the Bonecrusher/Swindle case 
failed to move. 
 A fifth case is starting to 
sell containing: 

 4 x Payload 
 2 x Dropkick 
 2 x Recon Barricade.  

 Early days for this case yet 
but I’d be willing to bet you won’t 
be seeing too many Dropkicks around. 
Recon Barricade is a repaint and 
repaints seem to sell less well. 
As a bonus he’s already been on 
sale as a solid cased exclusive in 
Woolworths - and sat in many stores.  
So there’s lots of Payload and Recon 
Barricade you’ve already got or got 
something very similar to.  It’s 
going to be Dropkick that sells 
through first.  A 3,3,2 assortment 
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would have worked better here. 
 So far we’ve learnt the following: 
  

1. More variety of toys in a case 
sells more quickly

2. Toys that are promoted by a 
cartoon/film/comic sell better

3. Repainted toys sell less well 

 But there’s something else 
going on here too.  I don’t know if 
you’ve noticed but no toy listed 
above appears in more than one of 
the cases available to all stores.  
Why can’t you buy the much-coveted 
Bumblebee toy alongside Longarm and 
Final Battle Jazz?  
 The reason is that Hasbro UK 
currently has a policy of sticking 
only new toys in case assortments.  
The same is true for Star Wars toys 
– although this year Star Wars has 
worked quite well for Hasbro on 
this model by having six or so new 
characters per wave so that there 
are several new figures available 
at once - proving point 1 above.  
The US model is different for both 
toy lines.  Figures are introduced 
heavily in the first case, and 
continued on into 2nd and even third 
cases in lighter numbers. 
 When you think about it 
the UK model has some faults. A 
very limited amount of time to 
get the toys in that case - less 
than one month with some movie toy 
assortments.   The possibility of 
not seeing certain toys if the store 
you buy from doesn’t order a certain 
case.  The only plus point I can 
think of is that there’s usually 
slightly more of a new toy at 
initial release than there is in the 
US cases. 
 
 I don’t think this 
distribution model is particularly 
helping the TF line - especially at 
Christmas. At Christmas I feel you 
need your entire range on the shelf, 
or at least the popular items that 
people will want.  I was pleased to 
hear Hasbro had returned the first 
Deluxe Case  to the shelves, as it’s 
a good case packed with stuff that’s 
actually on screen in the movie. 
 
 Postscript May 2008 
 
 I walked into ASDA this 

morning and still found Longracks 
everywhere. Oh dear. Since I started 
this article two waves have been and 
gone. 
 2007 Wave Five: Complete 
disaster. In the run up to Christmas 
it went in the blink of an eye. I 
know some dedicated Transformer 
fans who never saw it despite some 
looking. I saw Payload (once) and 
never saw Dropkick sitting on the 
shelves - mine came via mail order!  
 2008 Wave One was: 

 2 x Cliffjumper
 3 x Landmine 
 3 x Autobot Camshaft. 

 Which I thought was a bit 
harsh on Cliffjumper and too many 
Camshafts for a toy that was four to 
a case in its earlier incarnation 
and still sitting in some shops. 
Using my local ASDA as a yardstick 
it was a decent enough assortment as 
there weren’t any to be found today. 
 2008 Wave Two was:

 2 x Jungle Bonecrusher
 3 x Overcast
 3 x Stockade. 
 
 On the grounds that a 
Bonecrusher was in the film I’d have 
made him three a case instead of 
Overcast. But there was none to be 
seen, just two solitary Stockades. 
 The other thing I found this 
morning was a boy and a mother 
searching for Ironhide. I said you 
can’t get him anymore.   It was the 
easy answer!
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5,000 

PIECE 

PUZZLE

THE DECEPTICONS ARE 
ON THE MARCH.  

WELL,  OVERDRIVE.
HAVE YOU MADE
A DECISION?

I DON’T 
KNOW...

SURELY YOU
TRUST THE
HIGH COUNCIL?

LET ME 
THINK.

THINK 
ABOUT 
THIS...

OMNI DESTROYED. YOUR PEOPLE DEAD.

WE CAN HELP
YOU STOP THIS.

I KNOW XAARON, BUT I NEED
MORE TIME...I’LL SPEAK TO MY
PEOPLE.

STORY: RICHARD AHERN
ART: ANDREW BORKETT
LETTERS: ANDY TURNBULL

AUTOBOT STRONGHOLDS 
ARE TUMBLING AND IN THE 
CITY-STATE OF OMNI 
ALLIANCES ARE BEING 
FORMED.
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SEVERAL ORNS LATER
IN THE HEART OF IACON.

HAVE YOU SECURED 
THE OMNIBOTS?

THEY STILL 
HAVE DOUBTS

GENERAL 
TRAACHON.

WHEN THE REALITY OF 
THE SITUATION CATCHES 

UP WITH THEM THAT 
MAY CHANGE.

MEANWHILE...

MY MISSION IS SIMPLE:
ROB THE OMNIBOTS OF
THEIR FIGUREHEAD AND
HELP US WIN THIS WAR.

JUST A LITTLE CLOSER...
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XAARON RETURNS TO OMNI TO

CONCLUDE NEGOTIATIONS.

                                OVERDRIVE, I AM 
                       TRULY SORRY FOR YOUR LOSS.  
                    CRINTAX WAS THE BEST OF US, 
                     BUT HE WAS AN OBVIOUS TARGET 
                           FOR THE DECEPTICONS - 

             THE DECEPTICONS.  
             FIRST THEY CLAIM 
       RESPONSIBILITY  FOR THE 
      ASSASINATION, AND THEN 
     THEY DENY THEY EVER MADE 
                   THE CLAIM...

           ...I DON’T KNOW WHO 
   TO TRUST, BUT ACTION IS 
NEEDED AND  IT’S CLEAR I MUST 
TRUST SOMEONE, SO IT MAY AS 
              WELL BE YOU.

SEVEN ORNS LATER
BACK IN IACON.

SO, WHAT
NEWS?         THEY’VE 

  AGREED TO SIGN 
      THE TREATY.

      EXCELLENT!  
   YOU’VE DONE A 
     SUPERB JOB.

          BUT GENERAL, 
     THE COINCIDENCE...
 IT ALL MAKES ME UNEASY.
    WHY WOULD THE 
  DECEPTICONS ATTACK 
    OMNI NOW, OF ALL 
                TIMES?

           THINK NOTHING 
        OF IT.  TURN YOUR 
    ATTENTION TO THE OTHER 
     FACTIONS. IT WILL TAKE 
    MORE THAN COINCIDENCE 
      TO CONVINCE THEM TO 
                 jOIN US.

THE END.
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 My name is Navigator, and I’m 
going to bring them all home safely. 
That’s what this symbol branded into 
my armour means. It doesn’t just 
mean that I oppose the Decepticons, 
or that I fight for liberty and to 
return peace to Cybertron. It means 
that I am an Autobot, and an Autobot 
doesn’t give up until they have 
done what must be done. My name is 
Navigator and wherever they are I 
will find a way home for them. There 
isn’t an Autobot more suited to the 
mission than I.

 Navigator wasn’t my original 
name of course. That would be silly, 
it would be like being called 
“Driver” or “Pilot”. When I came 
into being with the holy touch of 
the Matrix I bore a different name 
but after a while everyone started 
calling me Navigator and the name 
stuck. I can see why they started 
using the name. After all, finding 
my way is what I do, perhaps better 
than any other ‘bot.

 Sure, everyone has internal 
navigation systems to some degree 
and can plot a course from here to 
there by eye. But they can’t do what 
I can do. Shut the average ‘bot down 
and reboot them in a new location 
and it’ll take them a while to work 
out where they are, and they’ll 
probably have to work it out by 
landmarks and dead-reckoning. Not 
me.  Somehow I know where I am, in 
a way that isn’t down to gyros and 
inertial reckoning, nor down to 
landmarks and reasoning. I always 
know.

 It goes beyond knowing where 
I am, I know how to get from where 
I am to anywhere else. Not that I 
need to run complex navigational 
calculations or to even consciously 
process likely obstacles or risks 
to work out the quickest or safest 
route from here to there. I always 
know.

 I can’t explain how it 
works, any more than you could ask 
Trailbreaker to explain how he can 
generate a bubble of force resistant 
to matter and energy or Mirage how 
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he renders himself invisible to 
sensors when no other is capable of 
doing so. They would tell you that 
they don’t understand how they do 
it. For me navigation is the same. 
It is as automatic as pumping fuel 
around my body, or moving a limb. I 
don’t stop to work out what I need 
to do with each actuator to make 
my limbs move, I just move them. I 
don’t stop to think about how to find 
my way from one place to another, 
I just navigate.  That’s why they 
put me to work charting the tunnels 
under the Slagheaps before the 
Fornax offensive and that is what 
made me the first choice for this 
mission.

 The Council of Autobot Elders 
have given me a ship. A veteran of 
supply runs to the moons, gutted and 
rebuilt with crew berths enough to 
pull out all of the Ark’s contingent 
– it won’t be comfortable but it 
will be enough to bring them all 
home one way or another. The work 
done on it isn’t a last-minute 
hack-job either. Someone has given 
thought to issues of centre-of-
gravity, emergency access and 
countless other details. As well as 
giving the rescue ship the refitted 
sensor suite it is going to need to 
track down the Ark even as Cybertron 
hurtles away from its last known 
orbital path.  Someone within 
the Council of Elders refused to 
leave anything to chance. They had 
a contingency plan all along.  
My companion and I have been picked 
for our specialities. Myself for my 
navigational gifts, and my companion 
for his skill in battle.  I have 
the tools and the skills to do what 
must be done. There are Autobots 
out there, lost and alone in the 
vastness of space. They are our 
brothers and we are going to bring 
them home, no matter what.

      
*****

 It is so peaceful out here. 
You could almost forget that back on 
Cybertron the war rages on as it has 
done for cycle after cycle. From out 
here it all seems so small – so.... 
futile. 

 I always thought that 
Cybertron was such a vast place, 

and our war an epic conflict that 
shook the universe. Now I can see I 
lacked perspective. From out here 
you realise our world is dwarfed 
by the vastness of space through 
which it travels – just another body 
careening its way through the void. 
Different in that it has no star it 
calls home, but nevertheless not the 
only body that fills up the ether. 

 All the worlds in this 
planetary system, all of the 
journeys possible from this point...  
And this is not the only star in the 
sky. They pockmark the darkness, a 
myriad pinpricks of light and I can 
see routes to all of them. Journeys 
of a length I had never even 
conceived. 

 I can see the swathe of routes 
that lead me back to Cybertron, and 
the fan of paths the Ark must have 
taken deeper into this system. The 
possibilities out here seem endless, 
if it were not for the fact that 
my mission comes first I could get 
lost in all the routes that I might 
navigate. It makes me wonder for 
a moment what it would have been 
like to come online in the Age of 
Exploration rather than in the war-
torn times in which I exist. 
 But I have no time for such 
possibilities, as my companion 
reminds me. The war comes first and I 
have my mission. 

      
*****

 This is where the trail ends, 
and I don’t think I was really 
prepared for this. I was able to 
follow the Ark’s trail here, to this 
strange planet, but after that it 
becomes hazy. They are somewhere 
on this world, of that much I am 
certain. I have followed in the 
footsteps of the Ark, navigated 
along its course in space. Even if 
the sensors in this rescue ship 
hadn’t led me here I would still 
have known this was where they 
had come to. But this world, it 
is unlike anything I expected. It 
isn’t made of any familiar metal, 
instead its solid surface seems to 
be made of weathered fragments of 
the same crude matter that made up 
the asteroid field that the Ark cut a 
path through. 
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 Most of the face of the planet 
is submerged beneath a layer of 
liquid of a nature I am unfamiliar 
with. A strange semi-translucent 
fluid that seems to have properties 
so unlike the familiar mercury seas 
of home. I hope the Ark has not set 
down anywhere in the seven-tenths of 
the planet covered in this liquid. I 
doubt that even a few orns immersion 
in it would be good for the exo-
structure. The gleaming shape of 
the last of the Great Arks seemed 
vast to me once, yet this world is 
sufficient to dwarf it many times 
over. Yet somehow, wherever they are 
on this world I will find them. 

 I land the craft and step out 
onto the strange surface. The night 
surrounds me. The sky above is filled 
with stars, and one of them is my 
home. I can see it now.  I know  
where Cybertron is in the sky, and 
the route that must be navigated to 
return there. I will find them and my 
instincts will lead us home.

      
*****
 We’ve criss-crossed this 
world, and there is no sign of 
the Ark. I’ve scanned with every 
sensor on this vessel, even with 
my own optics I see nothing.  Also 
this world is devoid of any signs 
of complex life. In our surveys of 
this world in search of Optimus 
and his crew we would surely have 
seen any mechanicals that existed 
here, and yet there are none. This 
world appears barren as if we were 
alone here. Yet we cannot be, the 
Ark came here.  I’ve listened on 
every conceivable wavelength and 
heard not a trace of communication. 
No inter-Autobot radio, no datalink 
transmissions, not even a simple 
disaster beacon. 

 Why can’t I find the Ark’s 
location? 

 Cybertron is far away, and 
getting further with every moment. I 
can feel it moving, feel the course 
home shifting with every cycle of my 
processor-core. But still, I know 
where it is.

 I can’t give up on them but I 
must take stock of our resources, 

husband our reserves of energy and 
spare parts. I don’t know how long 
it might take to find them, and my 
main task is to find us a way home. 
Fortunately there is a contingency 
plan for that eventuality as well. 

 We will set down the vessel in 
a safe location, away from the worst 
of the disturbances that sometimes 
shake the surface of this planet and 
with the vessel safely camouflaged 
we will enter protective shutdown 
and wait. The interface chamber 
will allow me to operate on minimal 
power, barely above Voluntary System 
Shutdown levels, whilst my low-level 
processes operate the ships vital 
functions in much the same way as 
they operate mine. 

 In essence I will become the 
sub-brain of the ship whilst I 
remain in suspension. My companion 
too will enter stasis, to be 
awakened to defend us should the 
vessel’s systems perceive a threat. 
There we shall wait. 

 Patiently.

      
*****

Interregnum:

 The heavy doors slid apart 
with a deep hydraulic rumble as 
Optimus Primal strode onto the 
bridge. Footsteps echoed on the 
plating of the deck. Clearly the 
force of the crash had left more 
than a few cross-spars out of 
alignment, and the plating no longer  
lying true. Hurtling backwards in 
time and crashing on an unknown 
alien world would do that to an 
otherwise fairly reliable ship.

 “Anything on that signal, 
Rattrap?” he asked as he paused 
behind the chair at which the 
smaller Maximal sat.

 “Not a cheep, boss-monkey. 
Not a cheep,” Rattrap shook his 
head, “It was probably an echo or 
something. Maybe interference from 
all that energon lying around out 
there. It sure didn’t look like any 
of our codes, or a Predacon signal.” 
 Primal looked up at the audio 
pickup, 
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 “Can you see anything, 
Airazor?” A voice, slightly 
distorted by a hash of energon-
radiation induced static responded,
“I’m sorry, Optimus, but I’ve 
criss-crossed the area several times 
and I can’t see anything out of the 
ordinary. I think Rattrap is right, 
there is no way it could have been a 
Maximal rescue ship.”

 “Eh.” Rattrap shrugged, “At 
least we can figure it probably 
wasn’t the Predacons up to no good.”

 “Yes,” Primal replied. 
Normally the unusual properties of 
the unstable energon that seemed to 
occur all over this planet would 
have fascinated him. After all 
exploring the unknown was why he had 
signed on for the Axalon mission 
in the first place. As things were, 
however, it just had a tendency 
to provide unwanted complications, 
“You’d best come home, Airazor. We 
have enough to worry about thanks to 
the Predacons without chasing down 
signals that probably didn’t exist 
in the first place.”
 “I read you loud and clear, 
Optimus,” Airazor replied. She 
turned in the air, catching a rising 
thermal from the sun-baked earth 
below to rise higher into the sky. 
She dipped her wing and swept away 
in the direction of the Axalon.
 Beneath her, under the warm 
earth, and quite oblivious to her 
presence there lay a craft that did 
not belong to this world.  It slept 
on...

      
*****

 Our shutdown period was far 
greater than I had anticipated.  
I expected to wake to the ships 
computer informing us the Ark 
survivors had been located.  I did 
not expect to be reactivated to 
discover it was simply to repair a 
systems failure. The transmitter 
that had been sending a beacon 
signal for Optimus and his command 
to home in on had failed. Only the 
periodic deep-diagnostics spotted 
the fault, otherwise we might have 
remained in shutdown. 

 The vessel’s computer can 
diagnose the fault but is not 

capable of repair unaided.  It’s 
repair drones are not equipped for 
work of this delicacy. Fortunately 
I have in my memory-banks the 
repair procedures for most of the 
equipment on board. I can’t help but 
wonder.... 

 I will not believe that they 
are all offline, that none of them 
survived the Ark’s arrival on this 
world. They were our greatest 
heroes, they were capable of 
surviving any Decepticon attack 
and if they prevailed they were 
certainly more than capable of 
surviving anything this planet may 
offer.

 But then, why have they not 
contacted us?  

 I pause in my work and look 
upwards, towards the roof of our 
vessel, and beyond. Up through 
the layer of weathered rock that 
covers us, up through the planet’s 
atmosphere to where Cybertron is, 
if my optics were only powerful 
enough to see it.  The planet’s huge 
momentum has moved it onward through 
space, changing its relationship to 
this ship to a significant degree. 
But still, I know where Cybertron 
is.
 But I wonder.... will I 
recognise it when I see it again? 
Too long have I been here , and who 
knows how much longer it will be 
before our mission is completed. So 
much might change before we return 
home. 

 The war seemed endless but 
still it is a fluid thing, and before 
we left, fully half the planet had 
been liberated from Decepticon 
occupation. Who can tell, when we 
return home the war might have 
ended and reconstruction begun. 
Will we even recognise the cities 
when we see them, let alone their 
inhabitants?  We have known only war 
for so long. Would we know our home 
without it?

      
*****

 Time passed. The lay of 
the land changed, as weather and 
the ages worked on the planet. 
Navigator’s companion was roused by 
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the vessel on several occasions. 
At first for reasons he could not 
understand. 

 He finally realised events the 
computer was unable to interpret 
were neither random nor meaningless. 
They were signs of something almost 
like life. Not made of circuit and 
alloy like the life they were here 
to rescue, but instead sinew and 
long-chain carbon molecules. 

 This was an unexpected 
development, and he worried for 
a while that it might represent a 
threat to the missing crew of the 
Ark. But he knew his duty. The ship 
would awaken him if it detected 
anything that represented a threat, 
and he would defend the vessel and 
it’s Navigator. 

 It was Navigator’s duty to get 
them all home safely once Optimus 
and his soldiers found them. His 
duty was to stand between Navigator, 
ship and any danger.

      
*****

 It has now been one hundred 
days since my arrival in Britannia, 
and one hundred and fifty since my 
promotion to Tribune. This was not 
what I hoped for when I joined the 
army. 
 They say that nearer to the 
frontiers of the Empire there is 
more chance of winning the glory and 
wealth that is the key to success 
back home. But I wonder, how much 
glory can there be here? There are 
no great battles to be fought, no 
mighty armies to be crushed. 
 Here in this Britannia 
there is nothing but farms and 
cities adopting the trappings of 
civilisation. The natives try hard 
to mimic their betters, adopting 
Roman ways in the hope that in time 
they will become Romans.  Few are 
foolish enough to challenge the 
might of Rome, and are easily put 
down. The only real battle is far to 
the north, against the Caledonii. 
There is little glory to be won 
there.

 Bands of marauding savages, 
painting their skin and running 
around without clothing like 

animals. Much as I pray to Jove 
and Mithras for the chance to 
show my courage, in the hope of a 
more meaningful post with better 
prospects for the future, I would 
be glad to never be sent to the 
northern reaches of this land. 

 It is said that the weather 
there is even worse than it is here. 
Perhaps that is why the barbarians 
become less civilised as you travel 
northwards.  This country is not 
like my father’s estates in the 
Greek territories. Here it seems 
that even in the height of summer it 
is never warm. Never a day passes 
without the sky unleashing a torrent 
of rain.  

 Some of the veterans in the 
legion assure me that this year 
is unusually bad. I am not sure 
whether to believe them. If they 
speak false, then I have a goodly 
number of years to endure foul and 
miserable weather in this gods-
forsaken place. If they speak truly, 
I fear this can only be an evil omen 
of things to come.  

      
*****

 I am...lost... 

 I have never really understood 
those words before. Never 
comprehended how it would feel to 
have no certainty of where I am, 
and where my destination lies. I 
know that we have not moved while in 
protective shut-down.  The ship has 
remained exactly where it was, and 
yet our surroundings have changed 
beyond measure. 

 No matter how much our war 
had damaged a place, or how much 
reconstruction was required to 
restore it, I always had a sense of 
it – a knowledge of how it was and 
of the relationships it had to other 
places. But I look around now and 
I do not know this place, on any 
level. Perhaps my companion has left 
me too long in stasis.

 Worse than that. I can no 
longer navigate a path to Cybertron. 
I should know its location, and find 
it no matter how long has passed. 
But I cannot see where it would be! 
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*****

 Centurion Septimus Decius has 
been repeating the ludicrous local 
superstitions. He regaled us over 
dinner with a tale of a giant metal 
statue the locals say walk abroad 
in these parts. He says it was 
worshipped as a god by some of their 
ancestors; it is many times the size 
of a man and has the strength of an 
entire legion. 
 It is an absurd notion. The 
gods may have created such a mighty 
construct in ancient times.  But 
that was far away, in more civilised 
lands, the gods would have no 
reason to send such a thing to 
dwell amongst these people. As for 
Septimus’ suggestion that it might 
have been created by pagan sorcerers 
or priests before our coming, I have 
nothing but ridicule.

 The Greeks have among their 
number the greatest minds to have 
ever lived, and if they could 
not recreate such a feat then to 
expect these backward people to 
have managed such a thing is beyond 
belief. Septimus wishes to organise 
a small party to investigate these 
tales.  Perhaps I should allow him 
this folly. There has been precious 
little else to divert us.

      
*****

 Does our home still exist? Has 
it finally fallen prey to the ravages 
of war and torn itself apart? I can 
navigate a path to anywhere that 
exists. Does the fact that I cannot 
follow Cybertron’s path mean that 
it no longer does?  If that is the 
case, what does it say that I cannot 
find the path the Ark took? Are we on 
a fool’s errand here?
 Might we wander forever in 
space, passing our homeworld without 
knowing it? Perhaps it would be 
better for us to remain shutdown 
forever, for our comrades to never 
find us.

      
*****

 The Legion is leaving. We have 
been recalled by Caesar to answer 

the needs of the Empire and I for 
one will be glad to go. I have not 
won glory in this land, and have 
seen things that I would rather tell 
no-one but the gods.

  I know not the true nature of 
what we saw, but Septimus Decius 
and I are agreed – we shall talk 
of it with no-one as long as we 
live, on pain of all the tortures of 
Tartarus. Committing these words to 
my private journal, I see it clearly 
as if my eyes still beheld it. A 
monstrous statue, not of bronze or 
gold but of a metal that could only 
be made by the gods.

 So massive was it that I 
thought perhaps it would reach up 
and tear down the sky above our 
heads. As it was, the lightning it 
hurled from its hand was fearsome 
enough. Some might perhaps have 
called us cowards for turning aside 
from battle, but those who have not 
seen it cannot understand. 
 
 A colossus of such magnitude 
and power could only have been 
forged by the will of the gods 
themselves, and against the gods no 
man can know victory. Only a fool 
would try. No, we will leave these 
Britons to their muddy and dreary 
islands and return home, leave the 
colossus to hide its secrets, and 
thank Mithras we were spared its 
wrath.

      
*****

 If the harshness of the winter 
was not trial enough for the people 
of this area, with the spring tides 
came the scourge of all godly men. 
The Northmen in their fearsome 
Dragon ships crossed the seas once 
more with evil intent. 
 Landing on the coast, they 
ranged inland in great numbers. 
Everywhere they went they despoiled 
the land and were a plague on the 
people of the Lord. Fearing not His 
wrath they turned their avaricious 
ways on the houses of God as they 
did upon His flock. They burned 
churches and ransacked them for 
their fittings even as they stole 
from the people of the kingdom all 
they could, even the very clothes 
from their back. 



51

 But the hamlet of Stansham was 
spared the Viking curse. Although 
the Northmen reached the very 
outskirts of the village they did 
not despoil it. Instead, they were 
sent fleeing back to whence they 
came. But not from any mortal army 
did they flee, though the Serfs and 
free-men of Stansham stood ready in 
its defence. 

 It is said a mighty figure 
confronted the Northmen.  A giant 
many times the height of a man, 
clad in armour of burning light and 
wielding a fiery sword that could 
slay a man at a reach that must have 
equalled that of the champion of the 
Philistines himself. 

 It is said he turned aside 
the Northmen before vanishing as 
mysteriously as he came. The men of 
Stansham swear he slew a score of 
Northmen whilst his own armour was 
sure proof against their swords and 
axes. Impervious to their blows like 
the rock of mountains is to the fist 
of a child. Although the Northmen 
left no bodies behind them that 
anyone attests to seeing, I do not 
doubt the truth of the words of the 
good men of Stansham.

 It is not the way of the 
north-men to leave with their 
hands empty and their base desires 
unsatisfied unless they had been 
bloodied by those they sought to 
visit their banditry upon. Our holy 
teachings tell us we must turn the 
other cheek against those who harm 
us. Secure in the knowledge that our 
spiritual selves are beyond their 
harm, I find myself seized by the 
thought that this mighty warrior was 
sent for a purpose.

 Was he sent to visit 
punishment onto the Northmen for 
their sins? Or was he sent so that 
our foundation might be spared?  
Perhaps there is vital work intended 
for us and we have been kept safe 
from depredation for this purpose?

      
*****

 I still cannot intuit the 
location of Cybertron, and the range 
of possible paths the planet might 

have taken has multiplied whilst we 
have been dormant. I must not allow 
myself to be daunted by the time 
and distance that stretch between 
us and home. I have used this 
period of activation to recalibrate 
our star-charts to account for the 
stellar drift that has taken place. 
Given time, the patterns in this 
motion will become comprehensible 
to me, and in those patterns will 
be the key that I need to centre 
myself. Once I have done that I 
will be able to chart a course to 
bring us home. I tell myself that I 
am certain of this.

 That is what I tell myself.

      
*****

 Baron Robert has given orders 
that the Castle be handed back into 
the custody of the Crown. We are 
to make a full accounting to the 
King’s appointed castellan when 
he arrives in one month’s time. 
There is much surprise amongst 
the garrison, especially at Baron 
Robert’s announcement of the reason 
he has sought to be released from 
his obligation to the King. Our 
lord and master has sought and 
taken the cross of a Crusader, 
and plans to depart to lend his 
strength and fighting acumen to King 
Baldwin in defence of the Holy 
City.

 The Baron says that one 
month ago he was unable to sleep 
and was walking the walls of the 
castle. Against the light of the 
full moon he saw the Man Of Iron 
that the people of this town speak 
of, striding across the land, a 
colossus of armour and strength 
that expressed all the power of the 
kingdom in a single form. Baron 
Robert proclaims that he knew in 
that moment he was being called to 
lend all his own strength to the 
greatest battle of this or any age.  
To take up arms against the infidel 
in the name of protecting the holy 
places of our Lord’s birth. 

 Perhaps the Baron really has 
been called to take up the cross?  
Far be it from me to demean such 
holy motives. I am sure it is mere 
coincidence that his remittance 
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of taxes to the Crown has not 
quite matched that which has been 
collected from the lands hereabouts.

 No doubt the Baron saw 
something that has called him to 
the service of the Crusade. Whether 
it was the Man Of Iron that the 
local people speak of I am less than 
certain.

 No man alive save the Baron 
has claimed to have seen it, though 
almost all would say their forebears 
saw it with their own eyes. Abbot 
John maintains that it is mentioned 
in the chronicles of the Abbey as 
having walked these lands before. 
Far be it for me to cast doubt on 
the veracity of such learned and 
pious men, but surely with all the 
years that have passed no creature 
– even one made of strong iron  - 
could still be alive?

 For even iron rusts and stone 
walls crumble and decay with time. 
Nothing of the mortal world is 
imperishable, only our souls endure 
forever.  There are said to be many 
strange and wondrous things on God’s 
earth, but I for one find difficulty 
in believing that this so-called Man 
Of Iron dwells among them.

 Perhaps, if the king’s 
castellan is generous and allows me 
to retain my position, I may see the 
truth. 

      
*****

 Now I am certain that given 
time I can navigate home. We have 
energy enough aboard this ship to 
sustain us until they find us. My 
protector is certain that he is the 
equal of any threat that might be 
presented by the strange life forms 
that exist on this planet. It is 
clear that none of the Decepticons 
who ambushed the Ark survived to find 
their way to this world.
 I have checked the transmitter 
once again, and as far as I can 
tell it is working – broadcasting 
a signal for my fellow Autobots to 
follow. I do not know why they have 
not already found us during one of 
the long interregnums where we lie 
in stasis. But I know that they will 
find us, and when they do I will find 

a way home for them. 

      
*****

 It was heavier than it should 
have been. It was not that large 
a piece of metal.  It was as if 
there was more weight to it than 
its mass alone could account for. 
As though history itself had become 
part of it, adding the weight of 
each passing year to it.  I’m told 
it was a lightweight alloy that our 
metallurgists would kill to discover 
how to manufacture.  It is marked 
with a red patina. Possibly once part 
of an emblem or sigil?
 
 I’ve done some reading over the 
years.  The surviving chronicles of 
Stansham Abbey, the records of the 
local Sheriff during King Stephen’s 
civil war....
 
 I have found stories that 
go even further back than that.  
Accounts of a Roman Centurion who 
fled from a great metal man, stronger 
than all the armies of Rome. In some 
ways it seems those years have become 
woven into that unknown piece of 
metal. The years that it spent under 
the ground, beneath Stansham Castle 
and the years that it has spent 
in our hands - being studied and 
examined by the best experts Britain 
has.
 
 All of them have added to the 
weight of unfinished business that 
seems to cling to the metal.  I 
think he sensed it too... the white 
Porsche. It was just a glancing 
contact, a passing meeting in a 
public place. Basic tradecraft for 
me... for both of us?  But still I 
got the impression that he could feel 
it too, the weight of expectation 
burning in that piece of metal.

 It is back among them now, and 
I think it may be lighter for it. 
Reunited with the kin of Stansham’s 
man of iron.

 It is going home at last.



53“IT WAS ALL GOING SO WELL.”

“THE AUTOBOT COLONY ON EARTH, 
CAUGHT UNAWARES BY OUR 
LIGHTNING STRIKE, HAD FALLEN - 
STAGE ONE OF OUR PLAN, 
FLAWLESSLY EXECUTED.”

“STAGE TWO - SUCCESS ASSURED.”

“GENERAL GHYRIK WAS MERE CENTI-CYCLES 
FROM CAPTURING THE SO-CALLED ‘CREATION 
MATRIX’ AND THE FOOLHARDY YOUNG AUTO -
BOT LEADER.  THIS WOULD ENSURE STAGE 
THREE, THE COMPLETE CAPITULATION OF 
THE AUTOBOT FORCES - AN ARMY OF SLAVES 
WITH WHICH TO RE-SCULPT CYBERTRON 
IN OUR OWN IMAGE.”

“IT WAS A GOOD PLAN.  A FLAWLESS 
PLAN,  EVEN.  IN HINDSIGHT, HOWEVER, 
ONE THING IS CLEAR…”
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“…A GOOD PLAN IS FREQUENTLY 
NO SUBSTITUTE FOR BRUTE 
FORCE AND IGNORANCE.”

EARTH, 2008.



55“…A GOOD PLAN IS FREQUENTLY 
NO SUBSTITUTE FOR BRUTE 
FORCE AND IGNORANCE.”

EARTH, 2008.

AW, BOLTS.

“FROM THE SAFETY OF THE COMMAND SHIP, I WAS 
ABLE TO ‘BRAIN RIDE’ THE CLEANUP UNIT’S LEADER.  
IT WAS THERE THAT I LEARNED THE FIRST RULE OF 
DEALING WITH CYBERTRONIANS…”

“…DON’T STOP TO GLOAT.”

TELL ME, CYBERTRONIAN: 
AS THEY BURNED UP in THE 
ATMOSPHERE, COULD YOU 
HEAR THE SCREAMS OF 
YOUR COMRADES?  MMM?  
PERHAPS YOU CAN STILL
 HEAR THEM, EVEN NOW?

I’D HOPED YOU MIGHT PROVIDE MORE SPORT 
FOR MY TROOPS.  THEY ARE RESTLESS, AND 
KEEN TO PROVE THEIR METTLE.

YOUR LITTLE BAND OF THROWBACKS 
WOULD HAVE BEEN IDEAL FOR THEM 
TO CUT THEIR TEETH ON.

SADLY, IT APPEARS THAT YOU ARE ALL
THAT’S LEFT FOR US TO DEAL WITH.  
HOW PATHETIC THAT THE LAST OF THE 
FAMED DINOBOTS SHOULD MEET HIS 
END HERE, GROVELLING ON HIS 
KNEES IN THE DIRT!

BUDDY…

…I MAY BE ON MY KNEES, 
 BUT I AIN’T GROVELLIN’.
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 NOW 
 THEN, 
GUYS....

…LET’S SHOW ‘EM IT TAKES 
MORE THAN PLANETFALL TO 
SLOW A DINOBOT DOWN!

“AFTER THAT, IT WAS A 
FOREGONE CONCLUSION.”

“THIS IS WHY WE 
HATE THEM SO.”

“BECAUSE OF THEIR VANITY AND 
VIOLENCE.  BECAUSE OF THEIR 
DIVERSITY AND DISORDER.  
BECAUSE OF THEIR IGNORANCE 
AND INGRATITUDE.”  

“BECAUSE THEY ARE SO LIKE 
US, AND SO IRREDEEMABLY 
DIFFERENT  FROM US.”

“BECAUSE THEY DO NOT 
KNOW THEIR PLACE.”

F-FF-FFFFFOOLS…

…YOU’RE TOO LATE.  EVEN N-HKKK…  EVEN NOW, THOUSANDS 
OF MILES FROM HERE, QUINTESSON TROOPS ARE DESTROYING 
YOUR CITY.  THIS BATTLE - OUR DEATHS - ARE M-MEANINGLESS 
IN THE CONTEXT OF THE ULTIMATE VICTORY THAT IS AT HAND!  AND 
YOU, YOU CRETINS…  YOU ARE POWERLESS TO PREVENT IT!

WE BEST GET 
GOING, THEN.
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“THAT WAS FIVE YEARS AGO.”

“MY CONCLUSION?  WE 
WERE OVER-CONFIDENT 
AND UNDER-PREPARED.”

SEVAX, THIS IS 
XENON.  REPORT.

EVERYTHING IS ON SCHEDULE, MY LORD.  JOLUP MADE
 SOME INTERESTING RECOMMENDATIONS FOR THE 
WEAPON SYSTEMS ON THE NEW BATCH OF TRIDENTS, 
WHICH WE ARE IN THE PROCESS OF IMPLEMENTING.

WE CURRENTLY STAND AT 91% 
COMBAT-READINESS, MY LORD.

EXCELLENT.  KEEP ME 
   POSTED OF ANY 
  DEVELOPMENTS. 
    XENON OUT.***

“2008 WAS MERELY A DRESS 
REHEARSAL; THE OPENING NOTES 
OF A SYMPHONY OF DESTRUCTION.  
WE HAVE LEARNED FROM OUR MISTAKES.”

“THIS TIME IT WILL BE PERFECT.  
THIS TIME WE WILL ARISE AND 
RECLAIM OUR BIRTHRIGHT.”

MOST SATISFACTORY.  
AND THE TROOPS?
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“2008 WAS MERELY A DRESS 
REHEARSAL; THE OPENING NOTES 
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RECLAIM OUR BIRTHRIGHT.”

MOST SATISFACTORY.  
AND THE TROOPS?

“THIS TIME...”

“...THEY ARE NOT GOING TO KNOW
WHAT HIT THEM.”
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Continued in EUGENESIS, A TMUK novel by James Roberts
 - now available to download via www.the-hub.co.uk!

THE QUINTESSENCE OF 

MARK STEVENSON
Pages 1- 8  (Art)
Pages 9-16 (Script)

ANDY TURNBULL
Pages 1- 8 (Script)
Pages 9-16 (Art)

HATE
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Continued in EUGENESIS, A TMUK novel by James Roberts
 - now available to download via www.the-hub.co.uk!

THE QUINTESSENCE OF 

MARK STEVENSON
Pages 1- 8  (Art)
Pages 9-16 (Script)

ANDY TURNBULL
Pages 1- 8 (Script)
Pages 9-16 (Art)

HATE
ALL HANDS:  
DEPLOY,
DEPLOY!

AWOOOGA!

WE’RE GOING TO FIGHT THERE?
BUT IT LOOKS SO DULL.

ARROGANT YOUTH!  YOU WON’T 
BE TALKING LIKE THAT WHEN I
HAVE TO PATCH YOU UP AGAIN, 
CLIFFJUMPER. REMEMBER MARS,
 HMMm?

AND THE REST WAS...

READING IS EDUCATIONAL.
HEH!  READY NOW.
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To read more comics and stories from TMUK point 

your web-browser towards The Underbase located at 

http://theunderbase.co.uk/wiki.asp maintained by John 

Cullen,  This website is updated with TMUK projects both 

new and old, as well as profiles and story guides for 

the new reader.

 TMUk also maintains an email li
st v

ia Yahoo 

Groups.  T
he web address is :

http
://g

roups.yahoo.com/group/tm
uk/.

The Yahoo group also contains several pieces

of T
MUK work not c

urre
ntly

 available anywhere

else.

If f
orums are more your th

ing th
en th

e de-fa
cto 

TMUK message board is The Hub Fo
rum - h

ttp
://

tm
ukhub.proboards.com.

Well t
hanks very m

uch fo
r p

icking th
is m

agazine 

up and I h
ope you enjoyed it 

(and th
e re

st o
f 

Auto Assembly of c
ourse) a

nd if
 you have any

comments or o
pinions re

garding th
e m

agazine

please email t
hem to

:

 andy@star-d
ub.com
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