I’ve got the fucking writer’s block

Waiting for the axe to fall

Sitting by the keys I wait

For One Idea that doesn’t suck

I cannot write. I cannot think

I cannot typfdsjknfdsagre

I’m fucked. Depressed. Out of my mind.

This book can fucking rot in hell.

As I’m about to leave this place

I watch the light play on your face

And suddenly my fingers live

You are my mental laxative

Chapter One – The Light of God

It had all started innocently enough. But as we stood on the pavement watching the pub burn to the ground, we realized that perhaps we were less than blameless in the great game of circumstance.

Blairgowrie, town of towns, a half-buried warhead in the sandpit of Scotland. A place where men were men and women were also men, and absolutely everyone was as stinking drunk as the skunk of proverb. And those who stood upon the pavement, we were men and we were drunk, so logically we must have been in Blairgowrie.


The crowd was beginning to dissipate, driven away by the heat of the burning liquor and the sad weepings of the Landlord as he dashed himself upon the pavement and wailed a dirge for his beloved pub.


The Ericht Alehouse. Burnt. Destroyed. That we had supped our last within its hallowed hall scarcely bore thinking about. That we had been banned for bad behavior from every other pub in Blairgowrie bore thinking even less. And while the Landlord was the most vocal in his displeasure, all present felt a deep sense of loss and depression over the flaming ruination of this, our most cherished drinking establishment.

“Best vacate the area,” said Lochland, watching sadly as the landlord was dragged away by members of the arson squad, kicking and screaming and still partially aflame. 


Vacate we did, neither of us talking, each lost to our own thoughts and rationalizations for the night’s disaster. Myself, I must confess that my memories are scattered. I remember Mad Robbie, pyromaniac and local lunatic present shortly before the burnination of the alehouse. Also, I remember Barlord Kenny, cursing the name of Tony Blair and his interfering Labor party as on that very eve they passed a law forbidding all from smoking in public. And later, I remember Kenny complaining still, looking desperately for a loophole in the law that would allow both him and his patrons to enjoy both their beer and their cigarettes unmolested by the boys in blue.


That somewhere, swimming in the sea of alcohol related retardation, someone suggested that a pub without a roof was no longer a pub per se, but rather a beer garden in technicality, and thus granted immunity to the bastard Blair’s draconian anti-smoking laws.

God loves His irony, thought I, watching the flames gout from the shattered building from two streets up the hill.
-


There is much rancor and bile spat in the direction of the humble alcoholic. That we, the humble alcoholics in question, are nothing more than vile leeches on the backside of the state, sucking away financial reserves that would be better placed in the hands of the National Health Service, or for some fool public service.

And to the spitters of such rancor, I say unto you, Tough Shit.


We, young, drunk and stupid as we were and will forever continue to be, we have merely chosen a different path. A path akin to that worn bare by the Buddhists of old. We have cast aside the shackles of the daily grind, cleansed our vocabularies of such trite nonsense as ‘An honest day’s work’. For is there truly such a thing, trapped as you are in the corporate hell of toll and hardship? That for every honest pound you make, some vile company makes two? And, tell me, where is the honesty in your masters? Those fat cats in suits who claim seven figure bonuses for Christmas, who would tell you of the honesty of a minimum wage whist striving on the golf course for a birdie?

I see little honesty in the world today, and I see much hypocrisy. And I see jealousy in the hearts of men who would sit down and squash the leech upon their financial buttocks.


Once hailed as the miracle of medieval medicine, the leech is making a comeback. So too are the alcoholics. From the mouths of stoners and drunkards comes much wisdom, wisdom that is needed more than ever in this crazy modern age. And our heritage is one that is full of glory. For was not Shakespeare an opium fiend? And was not Socrates a bit of a headbanger, by all accounts?


Just as the conference room is the place to squash rebellion, to crush the soul and tear out the very thing that makes us human, the bar and stool provide the counterweight. Here you will find the greatest thinkers of our age, men of sterling wit and resource that will slay the dragon of capitalism, piece its scaly hide with a well practiced dart or the overhead wooden justice of the pool cue.

That said, our particular dome of rebellion and philosophy had burned down half an hour ago, the victim of a particularly poor and short-sighted bit of rational logic by one of the would be dragon slayers. Without the Alehouse, we were ministers without a church. And without a flock. And without beer, which rather breaks the metaphor but was by far the most important thing in which we were lacking.

With our usual haunt currently being extinguished by the appliances, we found ourselves back at base camp. The caravan of Lochland. And this could do with some explanation, Lochland’s past being a tale worthy of telling in itself.

Lochland’s parents were much the students of the aforementioned school of An Honest Days Work, though to be fair the female of the pair did much of this work on her back. Thus they felt shame at their son’s chosen occupation in life, and did not waste much time when their legal obligations were ended. At sixteen he was cast from the family home, and told not to darken their door with shadow again until he returned employed and broken.


Instead he bought a caravan in a fire sale and parked it on their lawn out of spite.


Legal guns were drawn; the family of Lochland claiming trespass whist the Lochland himself claimed squatter’s rights. The lawn itself professed no real opinion on the matter.


The caravan was towed away regardless as Lochland slept.


Maps were purchased and local property laws were reexamined. The Lochland would not be defeated so easily. Local public parks were tested, land that had been set aside for the recreation of the masses. The courts said that parking your damn caravan on Lochee Park was not recreation. Lochland’s brilliant legal response could best be approximated as ‘taking a shit on the Magistrates car window in the dead of winter’.


Eventually Lochland was left alone by the local police on the assumption that he would tire of the gypsy life eventually, or the local hooligans would burn his caravan to the ground for sport. Nether transpired. Every morning the Lochland would journey to the local swimming baths, evading increasingly stringent security, and take advantage of their showering facilities. He had also trained his bowels by tantric methods, thus taking full advantage of their toilets also. Suitably cleansed, he would then take his leave and shimmy on down to the pub for breakfast.

There was a great deal of admiration for the Lochland on my part, and we had been friends since high school. For his life represented total freedom, and there is truly nothing worth more in the entire galaxy.


At the moment we were using our hard won freedom to imbue vast quantities of cheap vodka inside the caravan of Lochland, currently parked behind a tree somewhere on Clova Avenue. Tomorrow would be a day of labor, for into the possession of the Lochland had fallen twelve tins of jungle green matt paint which had previously been destined for the local Royal Air Force base. Lochland planned to paint his caravan in shades of camouflage before moving deep into the woods besides the recreation center, thus avoiding the magistrate’s wrath for a few months.


For now, we drank. Lochland was busy with a pen and twelve credit card application forms, each designed to arrive on precisely the same morning at card companies throughout the northern hemisphere. If all went to plan, twelve credit cards would arrive on exactly the same day to Lochland’s mail box, a park bench on the Coupar Angus / Blairgowrie road with Lochland’s name and house number scored into the wood with a Stanley knife.

While he was busy with credit card fraud, I was busy writing my book in the corner, experimenting with a new writing style based upon the ‘Stream of Consciousness’ school of design. I had intrepidly named this new art form the ‘Stream of Unconsciousness’, being best read when completely smashed out of your skull on the narcotic of your choice.

If you are reading this now, I deem myself to have been successful.


Pub burned, we were in dire straights to be honest. This little flurry of industry was fairly out of character. Normally at this hour we were to be found in the dim lights of post-closing time, amicably and quietly drinking our beer and debating the mysteries of life with the Barlord Kenny. Of what we would do now that this option was denied to us, who could tell? Perhaps we would embark upon some adventure that would be recorded and sung by bards from now until the final fiery cataclysm of the world? Or perhaps I would finally settle down and get this damn book finished?


Who knew then? Who could say at that very moment, when the seeds were being sown that would eventually grow and become nothing short of legend?


“I’m out of vodka,” said the Lochland, stirring me from my thought and causing me to confront my own empty glass.


“Is the glass half empty, or is it half full?” I asked of my companion, attempting to wring some amazing universal truth from him.


“It is neither. It is fucking empty. What are we going to do?” said he, who was apparently not in a philosophical mood.


“Pubs are shut,” said I, “Off-licenses also. We will acquire no more booze till opening time.”


“A pox upon this government!” said Lochland, making an obscene occult gesture that I did not dare guess the nature of, 
“The nanny state that keeps the working man down and denies him the simple pleasure of the pint dependant upon the current turn of the sun’s cycle! Have they no shame, no sense of proprietary that they must drive me to seek out illegal sources of inebriation?”


“You have a plan to acquire booze?” I asked.


“Yes. Bugger this, I’m off to see my drug dealer. Will you come?”

-


The house of Nellies was a dire, festering dump. The dealer who lived here was not a man given to such tasks as housework. If asked about the rank smells that filled the air, Nellies would explain that even the most trained police sniffer dog would be hard pressed to find their own arsehole in the terrible miasma of smell, let alone the two pounds of dope buried at the bottom of his washing pile.


Thus we stood in a living room that even a cockroach would be ashamed to live in, Lochland seemingly oblivious to the odor around him whist I was pale and sweating from the disruption the place was causing inside my guts. Before us stood the Nellies, fat and corpulent and dressed in a gown that left little to the imagination and was causing my stomach further distress.

“I demand to have some booze!” said the Lochland, quoting Withnail and I with both words and attitude, though he wore more clothes than the fictional alcoholic in question.


Nellies the drug dealer was unimpressed, having been roused from his slumber by a maniacal Lochland pounding on his door at three in the morning.


“You will take what I will give you,” growled the Nellies, “You are inside my house for no reason other than the exhibition you were making of yourself upon my door was sure to bring the federalies sniffing.”

“I have the money, do I not?” said the Lochland with a dull rage equal to that of the Nellies.


“You have the money, but do I look like your local fucking Tesco? I am a drug dealer! Ergo, I deal drugs! I am a purveyor of the finest quality narcotic substances known to man! Inside my cistern are pills carefully wrought from the subtle blend of a master chemist’s art, and plants grown and flown all the way from some third world shithole that I can’t even pronounce! I, consummate professional and business man, I am dragged from my bed, verbally assaulted and then I am told that all you want is a bottle of fucking vodka!”


“A consummate professional such as yourself is aware of the concept of supply and demand, I trust?” asked I, who liked the Nellies not and knew that his concept of ‘the finest quality narcotic substances’ involved a great deal of talcum powder diluted with Ajax household cleaner.


“Professional or not, he needs his fucking bed,” said the Nellies, rooting around beneath his kitchen sink.


“The Vodka!” demanded Lochland.


“You will never come here again with such demands,” muttered the Nellies, thrusting a half bottle into my sweating grasp.

“This bottle is half empty,” said I.


“It is half full,” said the Nellies, proving that when it comes to philosophy, perspective is everything.


“That will last us half an hour,” cursed the Lochland, examining the sad last dregs that sloshed along inside the bottle.


“It is the last of my alcohol,” said the Nellies, “I assume you will take it.”


“Take it? I’m inclined to break it over your head!”


“Then listen to me,” said the Nellies, snatching the Vodka back, “There is a light that never goes out on Prince’s Street.”

“An illegal pub?” I asked, eying Nellies for trickery.


“Avoid the spirits,” said the Nellies, “They will make you go blind. But the beer is pure enough. Go there and drink yourselves to death for all I care. You will take your leave of my house now.”


“We shall,” said the Lochland, motioning me towards the door, “You have earned your karma tonight, John Nellies. Bless you.”


“Bless you,” said the dealer, opening the many locks upon his door, “You will need it.”

-


Through the streets of Blairgowrie we wandered, the amber glow of the street lights now mixing with the dim light of the early dawn. Here and there we passed the purgatory of the night’s festivities, here a comrade drinker lying prone in the gutter, there a condom lying sad and flaccid as we approached.


“You trust Nellies? He may be sending us to get mugged,” said I to the Lochland, wishing we had just taken the vodka and called it an evening.


“He is not an evil person,” said the Lochland, “Though he microwaves his resin to swell it in size before selling it on.”

“He is a vicious rogue,” said I, unconvinced. “If there was an illegal pub on Prince’s street I am sure I would know of it by now.”


“I have heard rumors of late,” whispered the Lochland, pulling me into the shadows beneath the florist’s shop as the dull rumble of a diesel engine sounded in the distance, “Rumors of the old freemasons returning. With the smoking ban in effect what better time to open up shop?”


“Freemasons? Then surely membership would be required?”


“Perhaps,” considered the Lochland, “But then again, perhaps not. Either way, we shall see.”


“I doubt whether the masons will accept our application for entry into their sect,” said I, returning back into the light now that the police cruiser we had heard was no longer audible.


“Standards are slipping everywhere,” said the Lochland, “And our coin is as good as the next. Just leave the talking to me.”


I decided to do just that, offering no more conversation as we approached Prince’s street. The road in question was long and dark, and it would require effort and cunning on our part to locate the pub in question, if indeed it did exist and Nellies was not just talking out of his suppository stuffed arsehole.


Like drunken ninjas we sneaked, ears and eyes open for the smallest sign of inhabitation. Around us the shops and tobacconists slumbered and the smell of smoke hung upon the air, the sad legacy of our favorite and now sadly deceased local.

An owl hooted dismay at the dawn. The clouds above were stained red and blue, threatening rain for the day ahead. Somewhere down the road, some early bird slammed his car door and set off for whatever godforsaken job that required his presence at this otherworldly hour.


Through all this we meandered, silent upon boots that had seen much wear and had more than a few holes in the soles.


“I smell beer,” said the Lochland in hushed tones, his twitching nose pointing down a cul-de-sac that had much of the Whitechapel murders about it.


And indeed there was the smell of beer, mixing in the bad company of blocked drains and the odor of what drunks do when their bladders are untrained by tantric methods and they are confronted by a handy alley way.


And, if you listened carefully, there it was. The low purr of the industrial extractor fan.


“What now?” I whispered. Lochland looked indecisive.


“I don’t know. Do we just walk in like we own the place or do we knock?”


“Beats me. Knock, I think,” said I, though I let Lochland boldly walk before me into the disgusting alleyway.


It was dark, the tenements by our side blocking off any light. Through the murky gloom there loomed a door, reinforced by steel and boasting a meaty lock of ancient design. Vandals had left their mark here, declaring that The Blob, whomever that may be, was still a virgin and had a very small penis.

Lochland regarded the unwelcoming portal, muttered something about The Blob and then brought his knuckles rapping down upon the door.


The door must have been made from pure metal. It hardly made a sound.


Lochland sucked upon his knuckles, apparently having damaged them though not wanting to show as much. “Best try the doorbell,” I suggested. Lochland nodded and roughly pressed the button, an unwise move as the vandals had apparently superglued a thumbtack to the doorbell. 


“AIEEEEEEEEE!” he wailed, clutching his punctured digit and hopping up and down in agony.


As he danced and swore dire curses upon the heads of vandals everywhere, the door before us shuddered and thumped as a large deadbolt was unhinged. Aware that the moment of truth was ahead, Lochland creased his hand flapping and tried to rearrange himself into some form of respectability. The door creaked open and the light that never went out radiated around the frame.

A bleary and bloodshot eyeball regarded us from the crack in the door. Lochland grinned hugely and offered his credentials.

“Who the hell are you?” asked the haggard mouth beneath the eyeball.


“Dave invited us round after hours,” said the Lochland waggling his eyebrows in what he considered to be a friendly manner.


“Dave? What?” said the mouth, the door opening wider. I tried to angle my head to get a good look inside the premises.


“Dave. You know Dave. Tallish, shortish. A fellow who likes his drink. He’s probably passed out by now under the table,” said Lochland, who was also trying to get a good gander inside.


“I don’t suppose he told you the password then,” said the mouth, whom was not falling for the old Dave routine one bit.

“Swordfish?” tried Lochland.


“Not even close.”


“Ah well, can’t blame a brother for trying. Good game anyway,” said the Lochland, holding out his hand for a handshake. The mouth and eye behind the door viewed the proffered limb wearily, then opened the door further. A hand was thrust through, and Lochland grasped it firmly.


A secret handshake was performed, much to the obvious surprise of the now full face behind the door.


“Well, stone me. Welcome Brother,” said he.


“Welcome to you also,” said the Lochland, “Now let us in, it smells like stale piss out here.”

-


The interior of the Masons smelled a little better, though not by much.


The place was showing signs of much neglect, the yellowed wallpaper peeling forth in great wet chunks. The carpet was in similar foosty ruin, and the much fabled light was of the orange street Varity.


Through the corridor we traipsed behind the mysterious mason, allowing a brief chorus of whispers between myself and Lochland.


“Secret handshakes? Swordfish? What the fuck?” I asked of my friend in hushed tones. He simply shrugged.


“My mother was shagging half the masons in Blair when I was a kid. You pick up things here and there,” he offered as an answer.


“Your mother certainly did,” I muttered beneath my breath.


“Gentlemen,” said the Mason, “I assume this is why you are here.”


And with a flourish, he presented the Masonic Club.


It was a bit of a disappointment.


Four people sat in seats around the club, seats that were torn and mended with excessive use of duct tape. Of these people, two seemingly had retained the power of speech, the other two dozing in beery puddles and snoring softly. The light was the same dim glow as that in the corridor, and the bar was a sea of spilt lager with the occasional floating peanut marooned in it’s midst.


“I am Brother Barry,” said the mason who was also apparently the ersatz doorman. “Those two sleeping in the corner are Brothers Andrew and Brother Neil, whom you will never find beyond these doors. This is Brother Dave,” said he, pointing to a tallish shortish fellow who liked his drink and was currently singing beneath the table.


“Hello brothers,” said Lochland, making free with the occult gestures and winking his eye like an electrocuted spastic.


“And you are?” the mason asked me, since we were apparently not making that information public at this time.


“I am Brother Lochland,” said the very same, “And this is brother…”


“Ah, Lochland,” interrupted a fifth figure from a dark corner, “I think I knew your mother.”

“Quite,” said the Lochland, unamused with the continued mirth at the expense of his estranged parent. “And I would probably recognize you also, if you would show yourself.”


“I am Master Mason Mason. But you may call me Mason.”


“That’s going to confuse things,” said I.


“It does rather,” said Lochland, “But still, come into the light and make yourself known to me, Brother.”


“I would prefer Father, if you don’t mind.”


And then the figure came forth from the shadows, slowly revealing his features to me. And it was plain that the term Father was more than honorific, for the features on his face where the very same as that on the face of Lochland.


“Bloody hell!” said I.


“The bloody loose cunt!” swore Lochland, looking somewhat perturbed at this latest revelation.


“Now, Brother Barry,” said Mason once he had revealed himself fully, “I think the spawn of my loins could do with a drink.”


“Yes!” blustered Lochland, making a beeline for the bar and plonking his elbows down in the beer that covered it, “Bring me alcohol! I am feeling overcome.”

Barry went behind the bar and pulled a pint for the swooning Scotsman, and one for me likewise.

-

“Explanations are in order,” said I once my pint glass was at the philosophical level.


“I thought it was all self explanatory,” said Mason, swilling his own pint around before knocking back a good quarter.


“This is not a happy day for me,” groaned Lochland.


“You have always known that the man you call Daddy was not really your Father, have you not?” asked the Master Mason. Looking at him, I saw the resemblance was really quite astounding, right down to the foppish hair that was mousy brown in one case, salt gray in the other.

“My daddy was an arsehole, nothing more need be said on that matter,” said the Lochland.


“Quite,” said Mason. “I continued to see you as you grew, though I confess that your mother was the primary reason for my visits.”


“The whore!” said Lochland, brandishing a fist at the sky.


“I think perhaps you should start at the beginning,” said I, reaching for my notebook and pen, for I could see that this might be some good material that I could purloin for my own authorly machinations.


“Very well,” said Mason, “I shall tell you my tale.”

-


“It was the year of 1983, which was a good year if you don’t take into account Margaret Bloody Thatcher. Or the hosepipe ban. Or the French, who are never up to any good, regardless of what year it is. The Freemasons were flourishing in Blairgowrie, many good public works were being performed, aided by a wink here and a handshake there. I myself was but a Brother in the craft but I knew that I was involved in something good.

“It was also the year that I met your mother, for want of a better term. She had very nice legs if I recall correctly, and was spectacular in…”


The Master Mason was interrupted at this point by Lochland menacing him with a fist.


“Yes, well, I’m sure you get the picture. She was married of course, but the husband was Neanderthal who spent all his time in the matter of ‘An Honest Days Work’, which allowed me to screw his wife with impunity.


“Thus I spent the year quite happily doing my own thing, having an adventure here and there, acquiring mysterious texts for my Masonic Brothers. That sort of thing. And then your mother, in the throws of passion, tells me she is pregnant.


“As you can imagine, that rather put the damper on the whole damn shebang. Still, the child in her womb could have been anyone’s. Your father, though I doubt his sperm could swim in anything other than circles, as retarded as the man was. He was the first and mostly likely candidate. I, though I was always careful to focus my sex magick in the direction of neutralization, obviously it was not enough. There were others. The florist, the butcher, the baker. The Scottish rugby team. It could have been anyone.


“So, as perturbing as it all was, I was pretty sure that I was home and clear, as it were. Alas, it was not to be. I knew as soon as I saw you in your crib that you were mine. And I asked your mother there and then to run away with me, that we might emigrate to Scunthrorpe and live our lives with my new son.


“She told me to bugger off, naturally.


“And so I stayed, seeing your mother when I could, though she gave me the clap at one point, dirty little bitch. And I watched you grow in my image, and I saw the power in you, my boy. I saw that you could be a great magician in your later years, unless the powers of darkness got to you first. Aye, for as the years passed there grew a great shadow in the heart of Blairgowrie. There were few signs at first. The raspberries all turned black at first, and then the great salmon in the river all died. Somewhere something evil was growing, poisoning the town.


“We tried to battle him, myself and my brothers, but to no avail. The town was lost it seemed to a mysterious enemy that we could neither see nor scry. Every protective ward we laid against the foul creature was shattered, brushed aside like a brittle spider’s web.


“Then other forces of darkness moved against us, namely the man you call daddy, who had discovered his wife was playing away with half the Masonic brotherhood and did for us all with a golf club. We had to flee, to abandon the town to the evil that was festering in it’s heart.”

“Where did you go?” I asked, pen on paper.


“Scunthrorpe,” said Mason, “But it was a ghastly place, so I moved then to a small southern town called Scrote which reminded me much of my beloved Blairgowrie. I was well received there by my brother Masons, and slowly I began to climb the ranks of the Masonic ladder. I found texts there, texts that warned of the end of the world and of all things coming to ruin. And on a sabbatical to Brentford I met a mystic in a pub who informed me of these same prophesies; that darkness was coming to all things, that the apocalypse was on hand! And he told me things that he could not possibly know, about my magical heir in the town of Blairgowrie and that he would have a part to play in the forthcoming drama of all men.

“He was a bit of a looney, now I think about it, but a nice chap all the same. Never ask him where he gets his ideas from though, or he gets quite tetchy.

“I returned to Scrote with my head up my arse, to be frank. There was evil growing there too, I think, though I could not fathom the cause of my discomfort. Outwards the place was much the same as it had ever been, though the locals were becoming ever more scarce. I blame foreign immigrants coming to work in our factories. And the French, though Margaret Thatcher had long since been sent to some asylum for menopausal psychopathic bitches, so I suppose that’s the one thing that had gotten better.


“But I digress. I returned to Blairgowrie, though myself and my brother masons remain in hiding because that same evil is here and growing by the day. And your father probably still plays golf. But in the weeks following our return I find my magical heir has sought me out on his own accord, that prophesy is coming true. I can no longer deny the texts. Armageddon is coming, evil is rising and I think that you, my son, you are the one to sand against it.”
-


“You are fucking batshit insane,” said Lochland, once his father had finished.


“You cannot deny the facts,” said Mason, calmly.


“Sex Magick, the Freemasons, Magical Heirs, some looney in Brentford, the coming apocalypse and The Scottish Rugby team. It’s all crazy, and you are the crazymaker,” said the Lochland, standing from his barstool.


“It is all a bit far fetched,” said I.


“Believe me or believe me not,” quoth the Mason, “You will find proof in the coming weeks. You can run from destiny, but it will catch up with you in the end. Mark my words.”


“Already marked them,” said I, pocketing my notes and pen.


“You are a man of words,” said Mason, turning to me, “Go to Scrote, find my brothers. In their possession is a book that will prove me true. If my son is indeed the Chosen One, then he will need this book before the end.”


“If he is the chosen one,” said I, reaching for my empty pint glass, “Do a miracle for me Lochland. Turn water into beer or something.”


“Piss off,” said the Lochland, his bile rising.


“Go to Scrote, see the proof with your own eyes!” begged Mason, “There is not much time! Already evil forces move against us! Take my car, go tomorrow if you can!”


“Again, I must tell you to piss off. It’s giro day tomorrow for a start. And I can’t drive for a finish.”

“The chosen one can do anything,” said Mason gravely, “You only need to believe.”


“I’m up for it,” said I, as if my opinion meant anything, “I mean, it’s good substance for chapter two. A road trip, meeting some lovely young women, a bit of sex, get down there and boogie with some masons to get a mysterious book. What’s the book called, out of personal interest?”


“The Necronomicon Ex Mortis” said Mason, crossing himself with some strange and occult hand sigil.


“I’m definitely going then,” said I, reaching over the bar pumps for a top up.


“I’ll need money,” stated the Lochland to his father, “Even the chosen one can’t make a car run on air. And by my reckoning, you own me for sixteen years worth of child support.”


“You shall have all I can spare.”


“And we need vodka as well,” I quickly added, eying up the optics.


“If it is the will of the chosen one, so be it,” said Mason, motioning to Barry to retrieve a couple of bottles for us. “You may spend what little remains of the night here if you wish, we have a spare cell.”


“I’ll return to my caravan, if it’s all the same to you,” said Lochland, holding his hand out and awaiting the promised money. “That Brother Dave has been making eyes at me and I don’t want to have to magic him into a toad if he tries something whist I sleep.”


“So be it,” said Mason, unclasping the protective wards on his wallet and counting out a sweet two hundred.

-
Chapter 2 – A Hair of Cerberus

I awoke upon the floor of Lochland’s caravan, which would have been disturbing enough even without the hangover. As it was, my discomfort was confounded by the fact that my mouth tasted like a badger had defecated within, my eyes were filled with grit and my brain felt like a deep fried dog turd.


“Ouch,” said I, to no one in particular.


My frazzled and soggy mind was not functioning at optimal levels on this morning. There were great gaps in my memory. Groping blindly through the mental fog, I remembered something about a burning pub and a bunch of monks pretending to be freemasons. There was something about a car crash as well, though that one remained indistinct and hazy.


Giving up on the whole total recall business, I pulled myself upright into a sitting position and coughed a hairball out of my throat.


Lochland was already awake, having gone through the morning ritual hangover routine. He still looked distinctly unhappy though as he stood over the small stove that served him for a kitchen.

Unhealthy frying sounds sizzled in the air, causing my furry mouth to salivate.


“Breakfast will be with you shortly,” he announced, noticing the look of unabashed starvation on my face and slugging back a healthy measure of vodka directly from the bottle.


“I had the weirdest dream,” said I to Lochland, still puzzling over the strange memories in my head.


“That can wait. Breakfast before bullshit. Here, have a sausage,” offered Lochland, thrusting a French bap beneath my nose. I took the proffered sandwich gratefully.


“What time is it?” I asked of my friend before sinking my fangs into the bread. The sausage inside oozed tasty grease.


“Nearly giro time,” said the Lochland, “So eat quickly. We’ve a busy day ahead of us.”


“Painting the caravan?” I asked through a mouthful of mouth watering meat.


“There will be no painting today, dear chum. We are going to Scrote, of all bloody places,” said Lochland, switching off the gas before joining me on the floor with a sandwich of his own.


“Bloody hell,” said I, for the mental fog was lifting, “That actually happened?”


“Yep. There are two hundred pounds in my trouser pocket. I’d call that proof positive”


“Can I have a look?” I asked between bites, “I don’t think I’ve ever seen two hundred pounds in one place before.”


“You’ll see it soon enough when it passes from my hands and into the till of the barlord. I do not intend upon visiting England in any other state other than completely rat arsed.”


I masticated in silence. This was surely going to be a most interesting day.


“Good sausage,” I finally said, for there seemed little else to say.



“Tesco value sausage. Surely the finest sausage available to all mankind,” said Lochland.
-


Breakfast consumed, we donned our respective jackets and exited the caravan, walking forth into the already dreadful day. Fresh air filled my hairy lungs. And though dull and overcast, the sky was bright enough to induce pain in our eyes and aggravate our already beastly hangovers.


I looked around the gray circle of Clova Avenue, trying to soothe the nausea in my guts and take stock of my current locale. To shake the hangover and find grounding in sober reality.


There before me was the house of Speiros, and beneath my feet was the lawn upon which Lochland had made his current residence. Behind me was the caravan, and crashed into the side of that caravan was a blood red car.


This unexpected sight caused more memories to bob to the surface.


“Drunk driving,” I said pragmatically, “It is one of the worst of mankind’s follies.”


“The chosen one can do anything, my arse!” raged Lochland, savagely kicking at the errant machine’s wheels.


This would not be good, I reasoned. When the owners of the property awoke they would no doubt find needless cause to complain about the pile of scrap sitting before their window, blocking their already less than scenic view of the caravan’s wide load plate. There had already been threats of violence and other unpleasantness leveled against us honest traveling people from the owners of the grounds. And now that we had crashed a car and torn great divots of turf up from their lawn…


There was going to be much rancor over this. Yet more unpleasantness heaped upon our already unpleasant lives. The council would become involved once again, sure as night followed day.


I studied the vehicle, wondering if it might still have life. If so, we could hitch the caravan up and move Lochland's mobile home to greener pastures, away from the malignant fists of Perthshire City Council.


The car itself was a red Ford Orion, obviously an ancient but well cared for relic previous to our little whoopsie. Inspection proved what while the outside was more than a little dented around the forequarters, thankfully the inside was relatively intact. The vehicle contained faux leather seating and magic tree air freshener. Whilst wandering around the back to inspect the winding skidmarks that showed the way to the car’s eventual tragedy, I noticed some form of Masonic emblem glued to the rear bonnet beside the light.


Beneath this a humorous sticker on the bumper proclaimed that ‘Masons Do It Better!’


“Twat,” said I, proclaiming judgment over the car’s previous owner.


“Obviously the man was mentally deranged,” said Lochland, noting also the bumper sticker. “I say we pooh-pooh the whole Scrote notion and just spend his money on a giant all night pub crawl.”


“Normally I’d agree, but the pub burned down, remember?” I said in a mournful tone, remembering the first and worst disaster of the previous night.


Once again Lochland took to viciously kicking the innocent car.

-


Hungover and pissed off we wandered through the streets of Blair, as was our way. There was little in the spirit of conversation, instead we stewed in our collective confusion. We passed by the street cleaners, those who’s misfortune had lead them to push little carts around the town and pick up the detritus that the previous evening’s revelers had left in their wake. Like a pair of zombies we staggered past shops and shoppers, old women stopping in their tracks to look upon our obviously deeply ill countenances and tut collectively under their breath. Most had the decency to stay oblivious, ignoring us as we ignored them and instead tending to their own business elsewhere.

All around us the world turned, and our world was Blairgowrie. Every face told a story, behind every door human drama unfolded. A husband and wife engaged in a screaming match, their raised voices and threats echoing out across the street in the dim gray of another rainy day. A dog barked at invisible spirits as they wandered pointlessly back and forth through their unearthly domains. A curse as someone stood heel down in a pile of aforementioned dog’s shit, and the snigger of an author who really should be above such humor by now.


Gangs of youths defending their patches, bands of geriatrics being ferried around in buses between nursing homes. Single mothers aplenty, standing on the corners and running the gentry over with their modified battle-prams. Raspberries and shitty nappies, words of love and hate, the sights and sounds of a town gone mad, the whine of a dog being kicked soundly in the testicles by a shitty heeled boot. This was the stuff Blairgowrie was made of.


Did we love it? Certainly not. Nor did we hate it. Blairgowrie was simply a town, nothing more, but Mason was right about one thing. The simple, berry picking town had some evil at its core, and that evil was pervading through the citizens like some dire plague.

The town was changing, as anyone would tell you. Gone was the farming village of old, and here instead was growing industry. The old market was gone, and in its place towered the scaffolding and concrete of a factory. Out was the butcher's, and in was Tesco Sausages. In but a few weeks the workers would be here, the pigs and cows would be shipped in from old Farmer Geddon’s fields and Blairgowrie would begin the sad slip from farm and croft into soulless machine and factory.


Not that we really gave a flying fuck, you understand. But this sort of thing is important for plot development.


Another recent sign of the coming apocalypse, from the perspective of your world weary and unemployed alcoholic, was the Job Center. Or Job Center Plus, as they have rebranded them, though what the plus stands for is anyone’s guess. Additional hassle and grief perhaps.

It is the curse of this age, and for this I lay the blame on Tony Fucking Blair (a pox on him and all his wicked works), that everything must be modernized, rebranded and buggered about something rotten. Thus were the old giro offices remade in Blair’s Image and they became Job Centers. No longer would the United Kingdom have unemployed. No, the unemployed would be metamorphosed into Job Seekers by the sheer power of the New and Improved Job Center (+)!

So goes the propaganda. In reality, well, it’s a bit different.


The Job Center is decorated blue. This is a color, so the spin doctors say, that will motivate and inspire the most. The walls are hung with posters of ethnic minorities, 50% of whom will be portrayed as gay, and at least 25% of those will be single parents who are probably disabled as well. These posters portray these people as computer engineers with a take home pay of fifty squillion pounds.


All thanks to the Job Center. This could be you if you get off your arse and get a job. You too could earn fifty squillion pounds. If you get a job. You too could be black, gay with five kids and only one leg. If you get a job.

You go down to the Job Center for this, but what you will get is minimum wage in some kitchen someplace, watching the Chef (also ex-Job Center) periodically set himself on fire.


Thus, Lochland and I had decided that the daily grind was not for us. And this put us at odds with the Job Center, who had absolutely decided that the daily grind was indeed for us, and if you don’t do it then we’ll stop your damn benefits, maties.


We were regulars, to put it bluntly. Every week we would appear, sign on, and show them our little sheet of lies that showed that we had indeed been searching for work, they would stamp our lies and social security would be dispatched to the mailbox on the bench.

In the perfect world, it would be so. But recently the machinations of the employment officer had become somewhat unbearable. That, if he succeeded, and successfully put all of us into employment then he would suddenly be unemployed himself never crossed the crazy fucker’s limited brain.

It was a suicidal mindset that we were dealing with here, and as such an extreme cunning was required.


Lochland was first up, and I watched his interview with studied interest. There was the usual rancor on their part, Lochland’s usual screams of discrimination and threats of lawsuits were levied, his sheet of lies was stamped and Lochland wandered from the Job Center with his head held high, having staved off another assault and beaten Blairism with Blairism.

Myself, I preferred the more subtle approach. I was beckoned to the desk, presented my sheet of lies and awaited their play.


According to the badge on his breast, the individual I was dealing with was called Graham. He looked particularly over zealous. Suit, tie, starchy collar. Pens in his top pocket, never a good sign. The icing on the cake though was a trainee moustache that adorned his top lip, a fizz of bumfluff that crackled with static electricity when the bearer smiled.

“Good morning Mr…?”


“Good morning to you, also Mr… Graham.” Smiles.


“You are late for your interview again, I’m afraid. We may have to take punitive action this time.”

“I do apologize. The action packed life of the active job seeker means that I require our little chats to revolve around a slightly less draconian schedule.”


“Quite. I see from your records that you have been with us now for quite some time.” Frowns and slight tutting. Cheeky shit.


“Yes,” said I, “I am finding it hard to pass an interview.” Nod of head, look of disbelief.


“Well, let’s go through your records here. We sent you to Woolworth’s to enquire about a job there. Can you explain why you failed the interview?” Look of superiority, like he’s caught me in a trap. Ho ho, this one should be fun.


“Tourettes syndrome. Cocksucker!” I replied. This earned me a horrified look from Graham.


Is he going to dare to question me, thus earning him a lawsuit for discrimination? No, he’s gone back onto the computer. Round two, ding ding.


“Alright… lets see… It says here that you bit the manager of Spears when sent for an interview there.”

“Yes, that is correct,” I said with a straight face, “I was mauled on the way down to the interview myself, as it happens. Squirrels. I caught Rabies.”


Round three.


“I see… rabies,” said Graham, now looking distinctly worried. He is not qualified to handle this. I can see him looking around him for backup. I need to get out of here before that backup arrives and one of the more veteran employment officers gets on the case.


“I’m due for another shot soon,” I said, foaming slightly at the mouth for good measure.


“Yes, quite right. Don’t let me keep you.” And… yes! Out comes his little stamp. Another flawless victory.

“Good day to you,” said Graham, backing away from his desk and looking ready to run for his life.


“Mwah!” said I, grabbing my sheets and disappearing before the alka selza in my mouth has time to properly start foaming.

-


“Success?” asked Lochland as I exited the Job Center and spat a mouthful of stomach anti-acids all over their doorstep. “Ah, the rabies,” he said with approval.


“Works every time,” said I, “Though the taste is really quite vile.”


“I’m getting too old for this,” said Lochland, holding out a cigarette packet he has bought whilst I was in my interview. Gratefully I partook in the first fag of the day.


“That’s better,” said I, lungs appropriately defiled, “What’s the plan now?”

“I thought we would try and apply for asylum in one of the other pubs and get wasted.”

“Good thinking,” said I, for there is nothing like a mouth full of baking soda to get your thirst up, “What pub though?”


“We can try the Slipstream, we haven’t been banned from there for a while,” said Lochland doubtfully.


“Lead on.”


And he lead on. It wasn’t a long walk, the pub in question being one of those ghastly city center jobbies. And since Blairgowrie wasn’t a city, it was even worse.


Ah yes, the Slipstream, an ironic name in several ways. It was situated next to the river Ericht, and apparently built on dodgy supports for the entire building was quite literally slipping into the stream. Since conversion the building had listed a good inch to the side, cracking the walls and pulling out the upholstery.

Every year they had to shave the bottoms to the doors to stop them from becoming jammed on the increasingly distorted floorboards.


All this would be amusing enough from the irrelevant humorist’s perspective, but there were some things about the Slipstream that no amount of guffawing would fix. It was decorated in one of those neo-post-modernist styles, which was to say ‘Neon Blue and Orange’. And although the management tried to market it as upscale, trendy and sophisticated, the clientele were of the cattle market kind. Every weekend the place would be stuffed with sweaty, ugly bodies all drinking poor quality lager and alcopops, trying in vain to escape in pairs from the cacophony of DJ Idiot and his amazingly inappropriate Hard House Dance Music.


For the casual drinker, it was excruciating. There was no philosophy to be found inside the Slipstream, all conversation having been battered senseless by the ungodly music long ago.


Normally, I would not be seen dead in the place. I pondered the evil nature of the fates, that the excellent alehouse would burn to the ground yet a cruel God would see the Slipstream left standing. I just had to assume that God wanted to see the place fall into the river as much as I did, and was protecting it till the day when the laws of physics would eventually see justice done.


Until that day, or the day that the Alehouse would be restored to it’s former glory once the Landlord had been released from the burns unit, it was the Slipstream or nothing. And it could be a long time to wait. After all, sober time is slow time.


We wandered into the Slipstream, doing our best to shield our eyes against the offensive décor. It was lunchtime, therefore quiet and sedate. Immediately the barman marked us for what we were.


“Oi!” said he, “You two! Get out, you’re barred!”


“Us?” said Lochland, smiling sweetly, “I’m sorry, you must be thinking of someone else. We are but humble pilgrims looking for a quiet drink.”


“You’re bloody vandals, that’s what you are!” screamed the barman, “You flooded the bloody toilet last time you were in!”


“Crap, we’ve been made,” I muttered.


“It wasn’t my fault,” muttered Lochland in return, “My tantra failed.”


“Didn’t you hear me? Get out!”


“Look,” said Lochland, putting his hand into his pocket which caused the barman to visibly wince, “We have had some good fortune.”


A wad of crispy ten pound notes was produced and waved tantalizingly beneath the barman’s nose.


“We shall sit here very quietly and spend this money,” continued Lochland, “Which we are quite capable of doing within two hours, thus expanding the frontier’s of the your till balance and earning you the good favor of your management.”


“You can have one for yourself, also,” I added, applying a bribe to the already sweetening deal.


“Well…” said the barman as Lochland crinkled the notes, 
“Alright. But keep where I can see you. And if you go into the toilets I will personally phone for the police.”


“Capital,” said Lochland, plunking himself down on the barstool and reaching for his cigarettes. “Two pints over here, and one for your good self.”


“No smoking,” said I, shaking my head sadly and restraining Lochland from lighting up.

“Bollocks,” said Lochland as the barman did the business, drawing his own pint first and relieving Lochland of the money.


“Never mind, they have a beer garden,” I consoled, “Once things heat up a little we can sit outside and enjoy both the day and the nicotine.”


“That’s assuming it doesn’t start raining,” said the glum Lochland, looking out the window at the poor weather that was threatening from beyond the glass. With a shrug and accepting fate, I took a sip of my pint.

“This beer is shit,” I said once the barman was out of range, 
“It’s flat and tastes of soap.”


“The kegs are two floors beneath us,” said Lochland, ever the expert, “They don’t rinse out the pumps properly and the beer has too far to travel between keg and glass to maintain structural integrity.”


“That’s probably it then. Whatever the science, it’s still a bloody crap pub,” I moaned, “I tell you, when I finally get around to writing a book, I’m going to slander it without mercy.”


“They shall sue,” Lochland warned.

“Let them. It’s good for publicity,” said I, swallowing another mouthful of poor quality ale.

“All that be as it may,” said the lochland, “This place does have it’s advantages.”


“Then I fail to see them.”


“Let me enlighten you, then,” said Lochland, again making with the waggly eyebrows. “In yonder corner is a pair of fine females who have been staring at us since we arrived.”


“Oh really?”


“Yes, really.”


I turned my head, pretending to look out the window whist evaluating the situation from the corner of my eye. There were indeed two fine females of the hippy persuasion, and they were indeed blatantly staring in our direction.


“No way!” said I, disbelieving that a piece of luck would fall our way after the previous disasters.


“Want to go over there and talk to them?” asked Lochland.


“You must be joking. We haven’t showered, nor brushed our teeth. We must smell like a fart in a brewery.”


“Have one of these,” said Lochland, delving into the depths of his pocket and producing a packet of Smints, “I bought them a few weeks ago from a vending machine in the Alehouse lavvy. I was under the drunken impression they were condoms, but they have proven useful in times of need.”


“Worth a try,” said I, dispensing a mint and sucking on the furry sweet thoughtfully.


“Come on,” goaded Lochland, “In for a penny and all that?”


“Alright, but you go first. We’ll just have to hope they are both blind and have a cold.”


“That’s the spirit,” said Lochland, collecting his pint and making his wobbly way across the dance floor.

I eyed the two prospective suitors from my safe vantage point behind Lochland’s back. They watched us approach wearily and whispered something to each other.


Lochland just grinned, pulled out a seat at their table and sat down unceremoniously.


“Wotcha babes,” he said, pointing with his finger and winking as he had seen Elvis do in several of his old black and white films. 


“Hi,” said I, feeling acutely embarrassed as I assumed my seat, taking refuge instead in my pint.


“Are you those two freaks who live in a caravan?” asked girl number one.


I choked on my poor ale, nearly sending foam squirting out my nose.

“If by ‘freaks’ you mean men of financially independent means and exceptionally free ways, then yes, that is us,” said Lochland, utterly unfazed.


“I don’t actually live in the caravan,” I said slowly, all evidence of the recent weeks to the contrary.


“Financially independent are you?” said girl number one, who was obviously the vicious and aggressive bitch of the pair, and as such would prove to be irresistible to Lochland, “So what do you pair actually do other than sit in that stupid caravan and get drunk?”

“I am Lochland Tiberius McGlochland, the magicial heir of a Master Mason, destined to save the world during the coming Apocalypse,” said the very same.

“I’m just a writer,” said I, and because she was irritating me I added, “And who are you and what do you do?”


“I’m Ziggy, and this is Fee,” she said, gesturing to girl number 2 who was wearing a fairly colossal frown on her pretty face. “We’re waiting for the Tesco factory to open so we can get jobs there.”


Lochland made a rude sound at the very mention of work.

“You’re not local then?” I asked, trying to keep the conversation from lapsing into awkward silence since Lochland had apparently had his sensibilities disturbed.


“No, we’re from Brechin,” answered Fee, “Job Center sent us up here for work. I think they were getting a bit sick of the sight of us, to be honest.”


“Ah,” said I, warming to a kindred spirit, “Long term unemployed?”


“I was. Now they’ve sent us to this dump on some new government initiative. So we can work in this factory that’s opening. We’ve been living with my aunty for the past week now. I think you parked your caravan on her lawn.”


It was now Lochland’s turn to choke on his pint.


“Some drunken loon crashed their car into our caravan last night,” I said carefully.


“You didn’t happen to get a look at them, did you?” asked Lochland, making ready to bolt, “Only, if I catch up with them…” he made a fist. “Well, God help them, that’s all I can say.”


“They looked a little like you two, as it happens,” said Ziggy.


“Don’t worry about it,” interjected Fee, “My aunty is a bitch anyway. But I’d move all the same, I heard my uncle enquiring into the availability of flame throwers this morning.”


“He would burn us out?” said I, appalled, “He would burn our caravan?”


“I doubt it,” said Fee, “It would ruin the lawn even more for a kick off. But still, consider yourself warned.”


“Thank you for your public spiritedness,” said Lochland, “And rest assured, you shall have your reward in heaven.”

“We shall have our reward now,” said Ziggy, “Two vodka and cokes. Get the round in, oh Magical Heir.”

-


And thus the morning wore comfortably into afternoon, with many more vodka and cokes. And since I had grown deeply mistrustful of the Slipstream’s poor excuse for a pint, I was forced too into the realms of the vodka.


Even so, it was a pleasant time. Lochland and Ziggy spent a good two hours arguing with each other, veiled jibes swiftly turning into egregious personal insults against both each other and their respective genepools.

In contrast, myself and Fee were getting along like the proverbial flaming caravan. She professed an interest in my writings, I showed her my notebook and collection of beermats upon which were scrawled a multitude of what I referred to as ‘The Philosophy’. In return, I expressed an interest in her own vegetarianistic leanings and pondered privately as to how a being who ingested so little animal fat could have quite such a wide bottom.


I kept this observation to myself, and instead promised to write her into my novel at some point.


“Immortality,” I announced during a quiet lull in the war of insults between Lochland and Ziggy.


“I fail to see your meaning,” said Fee, who was now approaching the failing to see anything stage of vodka inebriation.


“What he means is drinking so much that his body is eternally pickled in alcohol,” giggled Ziggy.


“To taxidermy!” said Lochland, raising his glass in salute and tumbling backwards from his perch.


“No,” said I, once assuring that Lochland was back in his proscribed place on his chair, lest the barman spy us and evict us from the premises, “Immortality is achieved through words. Though one day we will be old and smell of cabbage, buggered by the universal power of entropy, our words and deeds shall live on. Has not the bible survived unchanged for two thousand years? Do we not read the words of dead Shakespeare or marvel at the millennia old graffiti on the toilet walls of Pompeii? It is the reason why we erect tombstones etched with the names of those who have gone before us. It is by the written word that we shall be forever young, and it is by the novel that we give Death the old single finger.”

“You are drunk,” said Lochland, “And the Pope secretly adds new bits to every edition of the bible, everyone knows that.”


“It is the duty of the author to chronicle the life and times of those around him,” said I, “And there can be no greater gift than eternal life. This I give to you all.”


“He really is drunk,”  said Fee, “And unnecessarily morbid. I for one do not intend on being old nor will I smell of cabbage for quite some time yet.”

“Speak for yourself,” snorted Ziggy, “This specimen here,” she said, pointing at Lochland, “already has the cabbage breath.”


“I’ll have you know that my breath is fresh and minty, thanks in part to these excellent mints,” growled the enraged Lochland, waving his Smints around for all to see. “By contrast,” he continued, “I notice that your breath is ripe and fishy, thanks in part to you sucking on your mother’s clitoris, you incestuous, assfaced dykewhore!”


“You stinking, worthless hobo!”


“You vicious, ungrateful little harlot!”


“Nice to see them getting along so well,” said Fee, oblivious to the raging inferno of insults and barely restrained physical violence to her left.

“He always does this,” said I, for it was true, “It’s like foreplay to him.”


“You wanna blow this place, leave the love birds to it?” she asked.


“Lochland’s got all the money,” I replied, watching sadly as Ziggy stood up and poured a half pint of soapy lager all over Lochland’s head.



“Back to my auntie’s place,” Fee said, rising from her seat and attempting to drag me off by the hand, “We’ll nick her medicinal brandy.”


“Are you insane? Have you seen what we have done to the old psycho’s front garden? She will emasculate me with her false teeth!”


“That would be a shame,” she said, yanking my arm and nearly spilling me (and my drink, ye Gods) all over the floor. A lucky thing, as an empty glass went sailing over the space where my head had been as Lochland and Ziggy became physical.


“You bastards!” shrieked the barman as Lochland’s errant missile went astray and smashed an optic full of whiskey.


“Banned again,” I groaned as Ziggy attempted to do to Lochland what Fee’s auntie would attempt to do to me. Then, left without much of a choice in the issue, I was led unresisting from the Pub and into chapter three.

-

Chapter 3 – Dux Ex Machina

It is an odd thing, emerging drunk from a pub during the hours of day light. Myself and Lochland were by nature nocturnal beasts, alcoholic vampires that rose from our corrugated iron coffin when the sun was set to suck the beer pumps dry.

It was an even stranger thing that I was in the company of a female whist out in the day light. Not that I was adverse to the pleasures of the flesh, but my odd schedule and unfixed abode meant that any social intercourse was generally the exception rather than the rule.


We walked through the streets of Blair, myself attempting to be witty and amusing and herself attempting to look bewitted and bemused. The couple in the flatblock were still arguing, the old tutting woman was back out for more cider and made yet more disparaging noises as we passed by. The dog with swollen balls had wisely taken a break from shitting on the pavement and was instead taking a piss on the tourist shop, the glass saving the genuine tartan skirts and replica William Wallace claymores.

All very picturesque. The threatened rain had not come down, and the sky was showing signs of the sun. God was in his heaven, and perhaps all would indeed prove right with the world.


Women can do this to men. They screw with your entire outlook on life.


We were wandering now, slowly, in that way people do when they know their destination but aren’t a hundred percent certain that they want to get there yet. I myself pondered the immediate future. Implications of sex had been made, but I was sure it was by no means a certainty. My performance was being evaluated here.


“Sooooo…” said I, nothing springing immediately to mind other than vowels.


“So?”


“So, tell me about yourself,” I said, “I mean, I know that you are a vegetarian, that you have an aunt who is probably insane and that you have atrocious taste in men. It’s not much to go on, really.”

“I don’t like talking about myself,” Fee stated simply, “It feels like bragging.”


“I must confess that I am unfamiliar with that emotion,” I confessed, for I must be.

“You seriously live with that Lochland guy?” she asked.


“Some of the time,” I replied, “Some of the time I kip at my parent’s house. I try and avoid that though, my parents have an active hate campaign going against me and my ways at the moment.”


Fee laughed. “I know the feeling. My own parents were pleased to see the back of me. My family fights non-stop.”


“Is Ziggy the same?” I asked.


“Ziggy would fight with herself if left alone to it. I suspect that your friend is the same.”


“Not really,” I said, “He just lacks the social airs and graces that are instilled into the rest of us.”


“You mean he’s a psychopath.”


“No, he’s just psychotic. A bit manic. By nature, I’m a bit depressive. So we compliment each other pretty well.”


We turned shakily into Clova Avenue. In the distance I was relieved to see that neither car nor caravan had been towed away by those vindictive bastards in the council. Nor had Fee’s uncle set kindling and match to our humble abode.


“I wonder how Lochland and Ziggy are getting on?” Fee pondered as we drew to a halt by her garden path.

“I imagine they’ll be busy for a while,” I said, “It took five strong men half an hour to evict Lochland from the pub last time. Took them twice as long to unblock the toilet afterwards.”


“Can you think of anything to do for half an hour?” asked Fee playfully.


“* * * * * * * (something witty here – author)


“Was that a joke or a slip of the tongue?”


“You’d prefer the latter.”

-

And she did.


Writing about sex is tricky. Stray to far one way and you end up with emotional tripe. Wander the other way and you enter the realm of the pornographic. And, while not a hideous human being by most standards, I doubt most would want to read about my pale thrusting buttocks for a goodly seven paragraphs unless one’s tastes ran into necrophilia.


Similarly, the details my partner’s fine physical attributes must go unrecorded. As the woman herself would say, it would feel like bragging.

What can you say about congress between two people, who had known each other for scant hours, yet making that base connection? That they were drunk and horny, certainly, that would have a large part of it. That they were on some level lonely, and sharing something can alleviate that loneliness. Therein lies the second part.

For some things are more than the sum of their parts.

That is why writing about sex is tricky. Dissecting a living, breathing, amazing creature of God will kill it. Poets have been writing about love and fucking for ten thousand years, and may they continue to tell it better than I can for ten thousand more.

-
“Why is it that the post coital cigarette is so damn good?” I asked, sucking upon the menthol filter of one of Fee’s superkings.

“You’re squashing your natural endorphin rush,” she said, snuggling closer.


“Hell. I’m squashing the sperms with carcinogens, that’s all,” said I, nearly setting her hair alight with the drooping fag end.


“And that’s your idea of contraception?”


“That and the drink. I can barely find my way to the post office some days. I don’t think that my squigglies are going to be navigating their way to your vaginal vault any time soon.”


“You really know how to make a girl feel special, you know that?” said Fee, frown once again in prominence.


“Sorry,” I said, “I tend to talk too much in bed. One of my more grievous failings.”


“It’s nerves,” she said, stretching out beside me like a cat. “You witter a lot of crap to disguise the fact that you are nervous.”


“And I thought I was hiding it really well,” I said, totally busted but unwilling to stop wittering.


“It’s cute.”


“That’s what I was just thinking,” I said, my hand making a flanking move to grope her butt.


“Shhhh,” said Fee, batting my hand away. “Let me enjoy this.”

I shut up, deciding that so nice a request from so beautiful a person was one worth obeying. Instead I just stroked her hair and considered the universe, and in particular the speck of the universe that I was currently inhabiting.


Then, because as amazing and sensitive a guy as I am there are still certain things that guys have to do, I fell asleep.

-

Once again I awoke with a hairy mouth, though this time it was Fee’s hair and not some abominable pubic lather snorted up from the caravan’s floor.

It was getting dark and Fee was not yet awake, snoring softly in a most unlady like fashion. I debated waking her, for should her aunt come home and find me making free with the family personage then there was going to be rancor on a scale previously unheard of in the entire parish.


My mind was made up for me by a gentle rapping on the window.


I turned, dislodging sleeping beauty and turning from an effigy of total bliss to the face of disaster in the making. Lochland was at the window.


“Bloody pervert!” I swore softly, hauling my ass out of the bed and deciding to have words with the voyeur currently waving frantically at me through the glass.


Halfway there I remembered to put my trousers on.


“You bastard!” I hissed, sliding the window up and nearly dislodging the bastard in question from his perch. I remembered that we were on the second floor.

“Don’t bastard me, you bastard!” hissed Lochland in response, clinging onto the guttering like some crazed monkey, “Where the hell were you?”

“Where do you think I was? I was here!” I said, trying to whisper and shout at the same time.


“You left me stranded in that pub with the whore of Babylon, you Swine!”


“You and the whore of Babylon seemed to be getting along just fine last I saw you.”


“Well, things turned ugly after we got manhandled out of the Slipstream. Never mind that. We’re in trouble,” Lochland whispered earnestly.


“Again?”


“I’m being followed,” Lochland said, nervously looking back over his shoulder. The guttering creaked ominously.


“By who? The bloody council again?”


“Not unless the council have started dressing in black robes and carrying flaming torches with them.”


At that moment, I saw his pursuers in the distance. There were maybe twenty flickering lights marching up the road, each being borne by a dark figure of the Klan persuasion.


“Oh Christ,” said I, crossing myself, “It’s a bloody lynch mob! Lochland, what have you done?”


“I haven’t done anything! It might be you they are after,” said Lochland unconvincingly.


“Horseshit! I haven’t done anything either!”


“Maybe it’s your new girl’s aunt and uncle come to hang the defiler of their virginal niece. Chuck you on a bonfire. I’m sure some of them had marshmallows on sticks.”


“Virginal my ass,” said I, wittering once again through nerves.


“Let’s just go!” and with that Lochland slid down the gutter, crashing into a rose bed below with a high pitched yelp.


Quietly I dithered. I gazed back upon the bed where my partner in congress lay, sleeping the sound sleep of the good and just. Did I wake her, explain the conversation? What if I put her in danger by doing so? Should I leave a note?


Dear Fee, about to be burned alive by some satanic force. Explain later.


Definitely not, I decided.


Quickly I slung on my shirt and chucked my boots out of the window. One of them must have smacked Lochland in the head, judging from the dull thunk and half screamed curses that followed it’s fight.


Barefoot and cramping about the legs, I clambered through the portal with my jacket clenched between my teeth. I took care to close the window quietly behind me before toppling ungracefully from the kudzu vines and dropping eight foot into the bush that had previously done for Lochland.

I made a noise like a steaming kettle as the sharp thorns tore my naked feet to ribbons.


A size ten boot sailed through the air and collided unceremoniously with my head, adding yet more insult to my already grievous injury.


Privately, I raged, drawing my self up to full height and preparing to lay my vengeance against Lochland. Being spied upon, dragged from the pre-marital sheets and then dropped into a nest of spikes was bad enough, but to then suffer concussion from a spitefully aimed shoe was too much to bear!


“You will die,” I declared, stepping from the bush to smite Lochland in and round about the nether regions.

I was stopped in my tracks by the sight of the lynch mob gathering around. Their torches spluttered in the suddenly cold wind, their cloaks and hoods were uniformly black. And yet it was their faces that inspired the worst dread inside me, for each face was the same. A legion of pale and identical siblings were encircling us, each with dead black eyes and a barcode tattooed above the right eyebrow.

Thoughts of retribution forgotten, Lochland and I drew together and made a display of martial prowess before our would-be assailants. Lochland raised himself into the mantis stance of the now legendary Bruce Lee, whist I settled for launching my sole remaining boot at the face of our nearest aggressor.


Straight and true the boot flew, sailing through the air like a rather pongy cruise missile. But a second before impact with that loathsome face, the boot simply exploded in a puff of black fire magic.


“Voodoo!” exclaimed Lochland, his Bruce Lee whoops and shuffling forgotten.


The enemy advanced unharmed, accompanied by the awful smell of burnt leather and ozone. Fear gripped my weak heart and the freezing hand of terror caressed my scrotum. We were totally banjoed here and no mistake.

“The car!” declared Lochland, grabbing my shoulder and hauling me towards the vehicle crashed into his caravan.


Fortunately we had neglected to lock the doors following our previous drunk driving escapades. This was probably due to the fact that we had in fact lost the keys.


“Hot wire it, Lochland!” I wailed as the dark legion slowly approached, burning torches outstretched before them.


“I can’t! I don’t know how!” cried Lochland, as apparently his mother had never slept with any enterprising young car thieves during her nocturnal adventures.


“We’re doomed!” said I, cowering in the passenger seat of the Orion, picturing us trapped here and burned alive inside our Ford tomb.


“Try looking in the dashboard,” said an eerie, disembodied voice.


I whipped around, fearing to see some assassin in the rear seat. But the back of the car was empty.


“Bloody hell!” said Lochland, “The car talks!”

Quickly I obeyed the magical car’s advice, damn near tearing out the glove compartment. A set of keys jingled out and fell on the floor.


“Make haste!” said the magic Ford Orion, “They are nearly upon us from the back!”


All haste being made, I scooped the keys up and tossed them at Lochland. He grabbed them from the air and thrust the first key in the set directly into the ignition, giving it a savage twist just as the first torch smashed down upon our rear window.

“Aiiieeeeeeee!” screamed the Orion, either in pain or for fear of it’s mechanical life.


The engine spluttered sadly, and I knew enough about cars to know the noise a buggered engine makes.


“Work, you bastard!” threatened Lochland, addressing the magical car.


“Oh wait,” said the Orion, “The immobilizer in the boot is on.”


There was a click, Lochland turned the keys and the car roared into glorious life.


Lochland ground the gears, releasing a terrible smell of egg into the car. The wheels beneath us spun, causing yet more damage to the already much maligned lawn.


“And away!” cried Lochland, victorious as the Orion flew backwards, backing over some of the terrible twins. The car shuddered and bumped as we ground over the fleshy human speedbumps.


Once again the gear were wrenched, causing the Magic Orion to wince audibly. Then, pedal to the metal, Lochland tore away down Clova Avenue and we sped off into the night.
-

“That was a bit close, eh what?” said Lochland, grinning.


“I hope Fee will be OK,” I said, worrying at my knuckles.

“I’m sure she’ll be fine,” said Lochland, who had driven only once before in his life and, judging from the way he was driving, might well prove to be the last time in his life also.


“Slow down you loon!” said the Magic Orion.


“Oh, sorry chum,” said Lochland, still grinning as he veered around the corner and nearly crashed into the recreation center, “Thanks for saving our bacon earlier, by the way.”


“Think nothing of it.”


“A magic car saving the day, eh?” I whistled, “Talk about a bit of duex ex machinica.”


“He could be one of those new fangled computer cars,” said Lochland, “Like Kit out of Nightrider.”


Once again I whistled. “That makes us David Hasslehoffs,” I stated, preening my hair. “So what is it, car? Magical mason mobile or technological marvel of the 22nd Centaury?”


“Oh,” said the disembodied voice, “I’m very definitely magical. Forged with steel from a thousand iron crucifixes, tempered in holy water, things of that nature.”


“Awesome,” said Lochland, his grin spreading wider.


“Of course I’m not magical you pair of twats! My name is Brother Paul and I’m locked inside your frigging boot! Let me out!”

-

Brother Paul turned out to be a tall, lanky individual who was somehow crushed into a dainty 4x2 boot. Tonsured and with sackcloth robes immodestly risen above waist level, he emerged shakily into the Little Chef car park clutching an empty bottle of tonic wine and bearing a pained expression upon his noble brow.

“Bloody hell,” said he, “It’s good to be out of there, let me tell you.”

“How did you get in there in the first place?” I asked, looking at the cramped boot and then at the six foot tall brother Paul with wonder and amazement.


“I’ll tell you,” said the amazing contortionist monk, wrinkling his nose at the smell of fried food wafting from the nearby restaurant, “After I have eaten something. I don’t think I’ve had a good scoff for days.”

“We could certainly treat the hero of the hour to a slap up tea,” said Lochland, reaching for the daddy’s moneys.


“I could do with a fry up also,” I added, “I’ve had a most exhausting day.”


“I bet you have,” muttered Lochland lewdly.


Decision made, we meandered through the doors of the Little Chef, two pairs of shaky legs and one pair of naked feet hopping across the cold linoleum floor. Upon reaching the counter we ordered a meal fit for kings, what we got instead was a meal unfit for dogs.


The beans were slop, the toast was burnt and the bacon just wasn’t much better.


“Good sausages though,” said Brother Paul through a mouthful of the very same.


“Tesco value sausages,” said Lochland, spearing one of his own, “I’d recognize that subtle blend of meat and spices anywhere.”


“So, Brother Paul,” said I, “You one of those freemason chappies?”


“Not me,” said Brother Paul, shaking his tonsured head, “I’m a bonafide Benedictine monk, me. God bless all here,” said he, drawing a crucifix in the air with a sausage on a fork.

“Then that brings me to my next question,” said I.


“What the hell were you doing in my boot?” finished Lochand.


Brother Paul chewed thoughtfully on a bit of gristle. “I was drunk,” he said at last, “And in need of a place to sleep. I thought the boot of my friend Mason’s car would be ideal. Unfortunately I must have gotten the wrong car. This sort of thing has happened to me before.”


“Before? You just sleep in people’s boots willy nilly?” I asked, disbelievingly.


“I woke up in Scunthorpe last time,” said the Brother, his features again flashing with pain, “Ghastly place so it is. But I’m a monk. I have no money, so I sleep where I can most nights.”


“I thought Monks were tee-total?” said Lochland, smelling a rat someplace.


“Not I. I’m a monk of Saint Buckfast,” said Paul, the rat in question being smashed with a frying pan someplace in the Little Chef kitchen, “We travel the country selling our bottles of Buckfast Tonic Wine. (This product has no medicinal properties). The legal people make me say that bit at the end, by the way. It doesn’t half get you pissed though.”


“Got any more on you?” asked I, for I was in danger of sobering up.


“No, I drank it all. If I sold it I’d have money and wouldn’t have to sleep in car boots, wouldn’t I?”


“We’ll have to buy some of that cheap touristy whiskey from the services,” decided Lochland, “We shall need it for the ordeal ahead.”


“Going somewhere nice, guv?” asked the Monk, having finished the sausages and now chewing heavily on the rancid bacon.


“Scrote,” said Lochland, “I’m going down to sort this whole bloody mess out.”


“You don’t want to be messing with those buggers in black, chief,” said Brother Paul, “A right shower of evil shits those ones.”


“I meant to ask about them,” said I, “Who were they?”


“Dark cultists,” said the Paul, crossing himself once more, “I’ve never seen more than one out at once. Someone somewhere doesn’t like you fellows much if they sent an entire cell after you.”


“They had magic,” said Lochland, still in wonder at the explosive expiration of my boot.


“Yeah, they do,” said Paul, somewhat plussed, “Still, if the powers of evil are after you then I am oath bound to help you out where I can. Being a solider of God and all that. Plus you bought me a fry up, so you are well ahead in the favors department.”


“Thank you kindly,” said Lochland, wondering if the monk could drive, “You don’t happen to know where the precise location of this mystical Scrote is, do you?”


“Funny you should mention that,” said the Paul, “I was drunk one night and I climbed into the back of a Ford Fiesta…”


“I thought you might have done,” I sighed, pondering at what strange fate had drawn us together.


“Nah, only joking. It’s not far from Buckfast Abbey as it happens. You can let me out and I can walk the rest of the way. Report that I was mugged for my Tonic Wine (again) and come back to Blair with a whole new crateful of the stuff.”


“You come all the way to Blairgowrie just to sell a crate of tonic wine?” I asked, shaking my head at the lack of business sense on display here.


“Depends who’s boot I wake up in, really. Better Blair than Scunthrope, I always say.”


“Sounds like a good plan anyway,” said Lochland, who had now given up with his inedible meal and was attempting to wrangle some bacon out from between his teeth.


“Let’s go and get that whiskey,” said I.

-


Whiskey was procured from the services depot, though we had to buy a box set that also contained a plastic hairy highlander playing the bagpipes. Lochland, in his way of apologizing for earlier head-concussing missiles, also bought me a pair of tartan slippers from the same tourist depot.


“Do foreigners think that we are all hairy, tartan and play the bag pipes?” asked Lochland, pondering as he tore open his box set using his teeth.


“It’s a stereotype,” I explained, “In the same way they think we are drunk every hour that God sends.”


“I blame the English,” said Lochland, flinging his hairy highlander into the gutter where it belonged and cracking open the whiskey.

“Here!” said Paul, who would be driving us on this occasion, “This car is Mason’s after all! I’d recognize the bumper sticker anywhere!”


“I am Mason’s magical heir,” explained Mason’s magical heir. “Lochland McGlochland, at your service.”


“McGlochland, eh?” said the Monk, scratching at his shaven baldy bits, “I think I knew your mother. I met her in the back of a Toyota once.”


Lochland merely ground his teeth.


“Big, spacious boots have Toyotas,” said the Monk, performing further scratching.


“Stop that at once,” I admonished. The Monk stopped scratching his shaven baldy bits.


“Sorry, memories of the clap. You know how it is.”


“Just get into the car and drive!” said Lochland, taking a giant pull on his whiskey and ripping open the back door in fury.


“Touchy subject,” I shrugged to the monk once Lochland had slammed the door behind him.


“She was, as it happens. You know her too then?”


“Just drive, damn you.”

-

“You’re the dead spit of your father, you know,” said the Paul, finally ensconsoled behind the steering wheel and doing a goodly seventy up the darkening motorway.


“Further discussion of my genealogy is henceforce banned from this vehicle,” said the bastard byproduct of a thousand different men, huffing in the back seat.

“Fair enough,” said the speeding Monk. “Here, pass us that whiskey.”


“You’re driving,” said Lochland, mainly out of spite, “Drinking and driving is against the law.”


“Well, seeing as how I don’t have a license, being sober and driving is also illegal. As is driving a car with the front smashed in. Look, the headlights are all cross-eyed.”

“Fair enough,” said Lochland, bowing to superior logic and passing the bottle forward.


Astride the passenger seat I had my notebook and pen out and was trying to chronicle the day’s events. I was damn sure some tedious little bastard was going to burst my chops about driving whist obviously over the limit.


“This looks pretty bad,” said I, giving up, and passing the notebook to my editor in the back seat. “We’ve went from lovable rogues to a menace to society.”


“Looks OK to me,” said Lochland at length, flipping back a few pages. “I like the sex scene.”


“I’m taking that out,” I said shamefully, “My mum might read it.”


“Did she really have a nipple ring?” asked Lochland, tearing the page out and sequestering it in his pocket for later.


“My mum didn’t, no.”


“I meant Fee, as you know fine and well.”


“She did,” said I, trying my damndest not to smile.


“Awesome. You did well, my man,” grinned Lochland right back at me.


“It’s an odd name though, don’t you think?” I asked, for it had been bugging me as I wrote it down.


“What, Fee?” pondered Lochland, passing the notebook back to me, “I suppose it is. I would imagine it is short for something.”


“It’s short for Fergus,” said Brother Paul.


“Eyes on the road, you.”


“It’s boring keeping my eyes on the road,” complained the Monk.


“It’s a car journey. I’ve never had an exciting one yet,” said Lochland, with a startling lack of foresight.

“We could play a game to alleviate the boredom,” I suggested.


“Eye spy with my little eye,” suggested the Monk back.


“You have a pretty boring life in the Abbey, don’t you?” said Lochland.


“As it happens. It’s all academic anyway,” said the Monk, “Seeing as how the only thing I’m allowed to spy is the bloody road.”


“You do that,” said Lochland, stretching himself out on the back seat, “I’m going to get some kip.”


“The man has a point,” I acknowledged, “I’m shattered as well, to be perfectly honest.”


“Sleep then. I’ve had a good two days in the boot, I’m wide awake.”


“Nice one,” said I, lowering the seat back as far as it would go.


“Nighty night,” said the Monk.


“Night,” said I, letting myself drift off into the land of nod.

-

Chapter 4 – The Doughnut of the Damned
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