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The fall of CollossoCorp took the world by surprise. Having owned nearly forty percent 

of the planet’s enterprise, its sudden collapse caused an economic tsunami that left most 

of the world spinning in recession. 

Mr Legrand, president of CollossoCorp, was as surprised as anyone else. He – 

along with finance pundits and CollossoCorp executives – had no idea what had caused 

the liquidation of his supposedly invincible empire. The only thing he was sure of was 

that heads would roll. Using personal contingency funds, he hired a team of auditors to 

investigate the cause of his downfall. 

It had been over a month before he got a knock on his office door from one of the 

auditors. 

‘Well?’ he snapped, his moustache bristling. 

The auditor handed him a slip of paper. It was a receipt for a stationary order 

made by Pintech Ltd. Pintech Ltd was one of CollossoCorp’s tiniest subsidiaries – a 

small company based in Derbyshire which distributed fire extinguisher pins across the 

British Midlands. It didn’t ring any bells for Legrand as he scanned the receipt; he figured 

it was one of the hundreds of small businesses that had been brought out by CollossoCorp 

for strategic purposes. It took a moment to register the fact that amongst the twenty-odd 

items on the receipt, there was one which showed a cost of five hundred billion pounds. 

His cigar fell from his mouth. 
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‘What the hell could cost that much from a stationary supplier?’ he grimaced. 

The auditor cleared his throat awkwardly. ‘We looked up the order code,’ he said. 

‘It’s a…’ He trailed off. 

‘What is it?’ said Legrand, slowly crumpling the receipt in his hands. 

‘A paper shredder,’ whispered the auditor. He adjusted his glasses. 

‘A paper shredder?!’ roared Legrand. He slammed his fist against the table.  

The auditor recoiled and shrugged uncomfortably. ‘Yes,’ he said. ‘A paper 

shredder. The order slipped through somehow. Apparently it’s a special edition. The only 

one of its kind. From The Heavenly Solutions Company.’ 

‘I don’t give a crap about that!’ raged Legrand. ‘This “Heavenly Solutions 

Company” has cost me my empire. And I’m going to get it back from them. Have you 

contacted them yet?’ 

The auditor was sweating now. Dark patches expanded around his armpits. 

‘That’s another strange thing,’ he stammered. ‘We can’t get hold of them. None of their 

contact details are valid, and their head office doesn’t seem to exist.’ 

Legrand gritted his teeth. ‘Keep trying,’ he said. ‘Meanwhile I’m going to see 

what a five hundred billion pound shredder looks like.’ 

After a flight from his base in Aspen, Legrand pulled his chaufferless hire car up 

at the Derbyshire office of Pintech Ltd. It was a small block of concrete – dull, decrepit 

and deserted. A tattered office blind waved sadly from an open window on the upper 

floor. Legrand shook his head and left the car. 
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It took him a good twenty minutes to find the shredder in the office. It was 

inconspicuous enough to blend in with the drabness of abandoned filing cabinets and 

desks. He crouched down for a closer look. 

It was a small grey box, distinguishable as a shredder only by the thin slot that ran 

across its top. There were no buttons, no lights. Not even a power cable. Legrand began 

to feel sick. 

In a sudden stupor, he staggered over to the nearest desk and picked up a sheet of 

scrap paper. With numbness in his gut, he fed the sheet into the shredder. 

Imagine his amazement when the sheet of paper, after being drawn through the 

shredder, came back out from its slot as a flock of origami birds. Taking gracefully to the 

air, they flew out of the open window and into the sun. Moved by the intense beauty of 

the moment, Legrand fell to his knees and wept. 

He was quick to share his discovery with the press, and the whole world turned its 

eyes to the miraculous machine. Paper was sent from all corners of the globe for 

shredding, and all of it was disposed of in ways which caused nations to weep and 

wonder. It was only a matter of time before all of the planet’s trees had been chopped 

down and pulped into paper for the shredder. 

In a moment of inspired rationality, Legrand suggested that the shredder be used 

to dispose of the world’s waste. Some tests with general waste confirmed that there was 

no limit to the shredder’s capabilities. Rubbish from everywhere was then sent to Aspen. 

The world gasped as the shredder regurgitated tin cans as glockenspiels which tinkled 

themselves into nothingness. Rotting food was processed and sprayed onto the ground, 

causing exotic flowers to shoot up and blossom before evaporating in a perfume haze. 
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Broken sofas were reborn as clockwork ballerinas which danced and pranced before 

pirouetting into the ether. 

Anything that had no actual use was next to go. Fashion accessories, interior 

furnishings, exhibits from museums and galleries, signs that stated the obvious, garden 

gnomes, car bumper stickers, novelty bottle openers, cocktail umbrellas… All were sent 

through the shredder and disposed of beautifully. 

The world’s population looked around with hungry eyes. Architecture and 

infrastructure were next. Slums, terraces, office blocks and sky scrapers all went through, 

as did sewer pipes, telegraph poles and bridges. Nothing was spared. Miles of fibre optic 

cable were launched by the shredder into the air, where they exploded into otherworldly 

firework displays that told tales in the sky.  

There wasn’t much left to shred after this, but the peoples’ appetite had been 

whetted. So after the dead had been shredded, thoughts turned to the living. A notorious 

prisoner, responsible for the bombing of an orphanage, was sent through as an 

experiment. It was the shredder’s finest show yet. The murderer’s screams became the 

music of angels as he sank through the shredder’s teeth, and witnesses were hypnotised 

by the heavenly light that radiated from the growing pile of his bloody mush. 

The rest of the planet’s prisoners, from mass murderers to petty thieves, were 

quickly sent through. All animals were then shredded, although their lights were pale 

compared to those of humans. 

It was agreed that the poor and derelict should be next to go. So beautiful were the 

lights of shredded souls that down-and-outs were honoured by the suggestion and 

willingly queued up. 
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After the poor and derelict it was the working classes. Next were the blue collar 

workers, and so on. The planet’s population dwindled as the shredder rose skywards on 

the peak of an ever-swelling mountain of gore. Wondrous lights painted the sky with 

unimaginable colours. 

The inevitable day finally came: Legrand looked around and saw that he was the 

last human on Earth. He scanned the horizon from the top of the red mountain, but could 

see nothing else to shred. He knew from early days that re-shredding the mush of people 

produced nothing. All that remained for the shredder was himself. He considered leaping 

into it, but the thought of doing so and not being able to witness the light of his soul was 

too horrible to bear. He sat down and had a think. It only took him a couple of minutes to 

realise what he had to do. 

Brushing down his suit, he made his way down the mountain in search of a sharp 

knife. 

  

 

 


