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Prologue 

- the history of the Apocalypse in six short acts - 

 

Life was hard in post-Apocalyptic Scotland. On the upside, there were no more 

deep fried pizzas or fags, so on the whole the population was much healthier. On the 

downside, the Disease was likely to get you before you were forty. 

‘The Apocalypse’ - I think with hindsight we can call it that but at the time, when 

everyone was in the thick of it, we weren’t sure. In the past, Apocalypses were big, brutal 

and sudden; the Pompeian’s for example. One minute the good citizens were enjoying 

their lunch, the next they were entombed in six feet of volcanic ash with their screams 

still echoing around the Dorian pillars. The same with the Atlantans; one minute enjoying 

a day out at the beach paddling in the surf and the next moment the waves are swirling 

over the rooftops. This current global Apocalypse, however, snuck up on us slowly. 

I remember when I was about ten, as our house was connected to broadband 

sewage - poo as much as you like and the big pipe would carry it all away, I tried to 

convince my dad to convert the abandoned garden cesspit into a nuclear bomb shelter. I 

applied reverse logic and reasoned that if the cesspit could keep our collective 

contamination in, it wouldn’t have too much trouble keeping the nuclear contamination 

out. Apart from the obvious smelly disadvantage, I was convinced that it was brilliant 

idea and would easily withstand a direct twenty-kiloton strike.  

My dad, though, was dismissive of my plans to save the family.  

“Don’t worry, son!  They won’t let it happen.”   

I didn’t know who ‘they’ were but he was right. The nuclear holocaust never came. 

But they were powerless to stop the creeping Apocalypse when it arrived. 

 

ACT I 

One thing about a sneaking Apocalypse is that the tabloids have plenty of time to 

sensationalise it, though at first it was buried in the ‘other news’. Front pages speculated 

on the demise of the latest manufactured pop band while a short column filler announced 

that scientists have observed a disturbing increase in the incidence of dementia in the 

forty to fifty year old population that appeared to be strongly linked to safari holidays in 

Africa. The disease become known as Safari Disease and the story barely registered, 

though safaris quietly moved down the list of top ten family holidays.  

 

ACT II 

Weeks later, the front pages screamed ‘global warming melts ski snow’ and tucked 

inside ‘lions go mad in Africa’. Lions and hyenas were going down with Safari Disease; a 

disturbing story to read over the breakfast cornflakes.  

A bigger shock followed. ‘African leaders seek compensation for Mad Cow Safari 

Disease’, caused a few to choke on their tea and toast. It turned out that Safari Disease 

was really Mad Cow Disease in disguise and the UK government was being sued for 

exporting Mad Cow Disease to Africa. Exported contaminated feed had been fed to the 

local beef herds and the disease had spread into the native fauna. The UK Mad Cow 

Disease epidemic was suddenly being replayed on a continental scale and in countries 

with few resources to tackle it. 

 

ACT III 

Weeks and months passed and Safari Disease laid low until ‘Safari Disease slays 

thousands!’ cried the headlines. Scientists discovered a huge increase in dementia in 

young adults living in and around contaminated game parks and ranches. It turned out 



 3

thousands of people had become infected through eating disease-laced burgers and 

contaminated bush meat. Still, for millions of people thousands of miles away the issue 

was becoming a bit of a bore. Unless you’d been on safari you were perfectly safe. On the 

backdrop of the millions already dead and dying of AIDS, a few thousand more deaths 

were only a tiny blip on the graph of life expectancy.  

 

ACT IV 

Then it happened - Safari Disease jumped continent. The disease arrived in Asia 

and thousands of people begin dying either side of the Equator. Millions of people began 

to flee north to escape the disease.  

 

ACT V 

Too late, much too late scientists suddenly understood. Safari Disease is a stealth 

disease. It creeps quietly into new populations, new communities and remains undetected 

until years later it strikes the infected down. However, unlike its relatively benign cousin, 

Mad Cow Disease, which can only be (and indeed has been) passed on by eating the 

brains of those infected, Safari Disease is incredibly infectious and spread by the 

mosquito. Once a community has become infected, it is doomed. Life may continue as 

normal for months, years, even decades but then at the end of its incubation period the 

disease rears up suddenly and strikes the community down, condemning them to a 

lingering but inevitable death.  

It was this lag between infection and disease that undermined civilisation. The fire-

fight of disease control and containment took place in the fire’s ashes while the fire front 

of infected mosquitoes, fanned by global warming and climate change, raced north 

unnoticed into Southern and Central Europe. Virtually the whole of Europe was in flames 

before the tabloids woke up and screamed out their pain. 

Rome burns while bureaucrats fiddle. 

Germanic hordes pour through Europe. 

French dig final line. 

French line fails. Paris falls. 

Britain digs in. “No panic”, says Government. 

British frigate sinks refugee trawler. 

South coast beaches mined. 

Rustic act passed. London barricaded. 

Apocalypse by August. 

What Apocalypse?  We’re OK mate!’ 

Safari Disease twenty miles from London. 

 

FINAL ACT 

There was one last desperate effort to contain the disease. 

‘National flock and herd to be slaughtered,’ the tabloids announced. 

Millions of animals were slaughtered and incinerated but it was not enough. The 

embers of disease remained undoused and burst back into flame.  

The Apocalypse had arrived. 
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Chapter One 

- raising the obelisk - 

 

Scace woke to the sound of the pigs grunting for their breakfast. As usual, Danny 

had slipped into bed so he was squashed uncomfortably against the cold stones of the 

wall. Jo had her back to him, cuddling her son. He gave the back of her naked shoulder an 

exploratory kiss. 

She shrugged her shoulder away impatiently. “The pigs need feeding.” She still 

hadn’t forgiven him. 

He rolled over them both out of bed and lit the fire in the range for the hot water.  

Scace, his wife and their son slept in the stone-floored kitchen while the pigs lived 

next door in what had been the living room before the Apocalypse. Scace had gutted the 

room and given it over to them. Pigs were valuable and they had to be kept close. A 

piglet could be snatched by a scavenging pack of wild dogs or a thief could carry one 

away. Pigs were wealth, the lifeline to tomorrow, next month, next year. They secured the 

future of the family. When Danny had fallen ill, a suckling pig had paid for his 

medication. When the cart needed a new axle a side of pork did the job. The pigs were 

barter power, currency and he guarded them jealously.  

As Scace opened the connecting door, the pigs grunting intensified and they pushed 

and jostled for their breakfast. There was a bucket of slops by the door capped by a heavy 

cast iron lid to keep out the rats. As soon as Scace poured the slops into their stone 

trough, they pounced on it sucking greedily at the liquid and chomping at the solids; not 

seeming to mind that they were feasting on the remains of Fat Martha.  

As they dined on their grandmother Scace reflected that this was how it had all 

started, with animals being fed the ground up corpses of their own. It was how the disease 

had spread and taken hold. In the past, this had been done through greed and ignorance of 

the consequences, but now there was no choice. No source of valuable protein could go to 

waste. It all had to be recycled. Scace had even boiled up the two rats that Seven, his dog, 

had caught the previous day and the pigs lapped it all up. 

When they had licked the trough clean, Scace had a wicked thought. He opened the 

gate at the bottom of the stairs. 

“Go on little piggies!  Find the big pig!”  He encouraged them through the gate and 

they happily snuffled their way up the stairs. 

He retreated back into the kitchen. Jo was up in her nightshirt; one of Scace’s old 

very tatty shirts. 

“Tea ready?” he asked her. 

She grunted an unintelligible reply, carried her own mug over to the table and sat 

sipping it. She had been like this for three days now. Scace was being punished for not 

bringing her a present back from his latest forage; he had made the mistake of pointing 

out that they were in the midst of a post-Apocalyptic downturn.  

She had told him abruptly that civilisation had truly ended if he thought that he 

could get away with leaving her with Danny while he went off enjoying himself and not 

even bring her back a present. 

Jo always won the rows. She was smarter than Scace; she knew it and it made her 

angry with him. Not because she expected or even wanted Scace to be clever, but because 

she was forced to stay at home with the kid. She came from a long line of smart 

ambitious women; teachers, lawyers, vets but the disease had crushed any such 

expectations of her own. The disease had boxed her in. She was a wife, a mother, a 

housekeeper. There was nothing else. Jo felt as if she had betrayed the bloodline and she 
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had told Scace as much. But what could he do about it? It was hard enough just trying to 

survive. 

Scace sighed and began to prepare a breakfast of black pudding, eggs and bacon. 

Breakfast was the most important meal of the day as it often had to last through to the 

evening meal. Even so, they were a few of the lucky ones. Food was in short supply in 

post-Apocalyptic Scotland. For most, the sheep, cows, and stretching acres of wheat or 

barley had gone. Crops were too easy to steal and sheep and cows harboured the disease. 

People lived off their smallholdings supplemented by occasional hunting and a spot of 

fishing. 

Scace cracked five large tan eggs into the pan and watched them sizzle in the bacon 

fat. A delicious smell of fried food filled the kitchen. 

At that point the quiet of the domestic scene was shattered as all hell broke loose 

upstairs. There was a strangled cry and Seven began barking furiously. Pigs squealed and 

made the rafters shake as they charged around. 

Seconds later Hamish, Scace’s huge pig-phobic brother-in-law, burst through the 

door. Most people successfully avoid their phobias but he was forced to live with his, 

literally. 

“Those bloody pigs almost had my bollocks off!” he roared. 

“They like Uncle Hamish,” Scace smiled. 

“Fuck off!” he growled. “What I want to know is how they managed to open that 

stair gate again.” 

Scace met his glare. “Pigs are clever.” 

“Well, the next time they try to grab a mouthful of my bollocks I’ll shoot them.” 

Scace frowned. Hamish slept with a shotgun under his bed and he was just crazy 

enough to use it. 

“They keep you fed and clothed,” he reminded Hamish. 

Hamish glared but his jaw quivered. Given half the chance he was a bully and a 

drunk. Drink was the reason for his predicament. He had worked and lived on ‘The Green 

Bottle’, a twenty-foot fishing smack until he had wrecked it off the Point. He had been 

pickled on Angus’ rough firewater at the time. Now he was stuck with Scace and Scace 

was stuck with him. He shared the attic bedroom with Angus and worked for his keep but 

to say that he hadn’t been too happy when the pigs had arrived would be an 

understatement. 

“I need you to sweep the pigs out this morning,” Scace told him. The decaying mix 

of soggy straw and pig shit was a valuable commodity and needed to be bagged and 

stored. 

Scace watched the transformation; the anger replaced by fear. Normally a rude and 

brash hulk of a man, he could be reduced to a sobbing wreck in the presence of a little 

pink piglet and like all phobias, there was no logic to it. The fear dwelt in his 

subconscious ready to possess him at Scace’s convenience. This was the balance of 

power; the whip that Scace cracked to keep him under control. The secret was to crack 

the whip loudly but not to let it touch his flesh. 

“Don’t worry,” Scace said. “I’ll move them outside for you.” 

Hamish was gratefully humbled. 

“Can an old man not sleep in peace? What in God’s name was all the racket?” The 

appearance of Jo’s father and Hamish’s roommate, Angus, completed the family scene. 

Unlike his son, Angus was not pig phobic. 

“What day?” Scace greeted him hopefully as he did every day. ‘What day?’ had 

become the standard greeting in the village since the Apocalypse and an answer was 
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compulsory. The simple question was designed to detect the disease at its earliest stage. 

Temporal awareness was the first part of the brain to go soggy. It would take a good few 

months more for you to greet your wife as a stranger and to wander around with 

permanently unbuttoned flies. Even without the disease, it was a deceptively difficult 

question to answer, especially when groggy from wakening.  

“Sunday,” Angus replied. 

He might have been feeble of body but his mind was up to the job of looking after 

it. Scace prayed for the day when he would answer wrongly and he could at last expel 

one of Jo’s relatives from his house but so far, Scace had been disappointed. Angus didn’t 

even have the answer scrawled on the back of his hand or a calendar secreted under his 

mattress; Scace had checked. It defied explanation. He was now thirty years into 

borrowed time; beyond the average life expectancy. There were good genes in that 

shrivelled flesh. The real rub was that Hamish and Jo might reasonably expect to have 

inherited those genes. Scace suspected that they would all be playing happy families long 

after the disease had got him.  

Angus began his ritual morning cough, interrupting Scace’s thoughts. It was a 

productive wet cough and he examined the result in his rag of a hanky. 

“I don’t like the look of this,” he said. 

“Me neither,” Scace muttered as he divvied up breakfast on five plates. 

“Put it away Dad!  There’s nothing wrong with you.” Jo was impatient with him 

too. 

He looked a little hurt but folded it carefully away. 

“I thought I might wander down this afternoon to see Ruthven raise her stone,” he 

said. 

“Best put some pants on then,” Scace hid a smile behind a sip of tea. 

Angus looked briefly alarmed before realising that he was fully dressed. 

Nearly had you there, you old bugger, Scace thought. One day! 

“Cup of tea, Dad?” Jo clipped Scace’s head with her hand as she passed. It was not 

a playful clip. “We’re all going,” she told Angus as she poured the tea into his mug. “The 

whole village is turning out to help and later you can see Kate. She’s coming over later 

on the boat!” 

Not only was today Sunday, it was also the annual Banishment Day.  

A tousled fair head rose from the marital bed and Danny climbed onto Scace’s lap 

to claim his breakfast. Scace rubbed his warm tummy as he rested a sleepy head on his 

shoulder. 

“Hi, Danny. Want to raise an obelisk?” 

 

They went down to the pebbles of Bandy Beach in the late afternoon. Danny and 

Seven chased their tails and Angus complained about his bad chest.  

The families and friends of those to be banished had spent all week constructing a 

huge bonfire of driftwood on Bandy Beach. Scace knew that a similar pyre had been 

prepared on Bandy Island. Later, when it was dark the bonfires would be lit to guide the 

boat.  

Meanwhile, a crowd had already gathered, pretty much the whole of the village, to 

watch the strange event of the raising of the obelisk.   

“What day?” An older man with an unruly mop of white hair greeted Scace and his 

family. The Professor was old but not as old as Angus and, unlike Angus who had spent 

his whole life within a stone’s throw of the village, the Professor had come from the City. 

He had come to study the disease and he had helped develop a strategy to fight it. He had 
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brought hope but also the pain of this Banishment Day. Today those who had obviously 

become infected with the disease were to be banished to the island.  

“Sunday, Professor!” Scace remembered. 

“You know, I’ve been thinking about mosquitoes,” the Professor pushed a lopsided 

pair of glasses back up the bridge of his nose. “I do believe that with a good backwind 

they might be able to get here from the island.” 

Over his shoulder in the mouth of Loch Linnhe Scace could see Bandy Island, the 

subject of the Professor’s thoughts and the focus for much of the village’s pain. He could 

also see Danny trying to swing Seven around by his tail. Seven was good-natured but 

there were limits. 

“Really Professor? Danny!” 

“Yes! We should give it some consideration.” 

“Danny! Leave Seven alone! Sorry Professor I must go and sort him out before one 

of them gets bitten.” 

“Of course! But you think about it Scace. It could be important!” 

Scace left the Professor and went down to the beach to where the pebbles petered 

out to dark wet sand. In this tidal swathe of sand lay the huge obelisk. It had taken 

Ruthven two years to hew the seventy-foot long sliver of dark grey granite from the 

quarry face. It had taken six months more to manoeuvre it to the river and float it by raft 

along the coast. Now it lay on the raft but cut from its bindings, its slender nose pointing 

out to sea. A pyramid arrangement of wooden poles with pulleys and ropes had been 

erected over it. 

Ruthven, together with the major proportion of the village muscle including 

Hamish and his mate, Big Mac, were already toiling in a deep pit under the pulley at the 

resting base of the obelisk. Buckets of sloppy sand and rock were being rapidly excavated 

from the hole in a race to beat the tide that had already reached its lowest ebb and was on 

the turn. It was unusual to see Hamish break into a sweat and Scace stood for a moment 

to enjoy the novelty of the spectacle. She must have promised Hamish a whole barrel of 

booze. 

“Okay! Okay!  That’s it!” Ruthven shouted and they scrambled from the pit. 

“Scace!” She grinned when she saw him, white teeth in a tanned, sand-smeared 

face. Her cheeks were flushed from exertion and excitement. “Give us a hand!” she thrust 

a rope into his hands. “Just pull when I give the shout!” 

She turned to the crowd on the beach. “Come on everyone! Grab a rope!” And they 

did, even the Professor leant his frail frame on a rope. 

Scace couldn’t see how it would be enough though. There were less than twenty 

bodies and the obelisk easily outweighed them all. 

“Ready?” Ruthven shouted. “Ready? Right, pull!” 

They all heaved on the ropes. The pulleys took the strain and, incredibly, 

amazingly, the obelisk began to lift. 

“Come on Hamish!” Ruthven shouted. “Put some beef into it! All of you! Pull!” 

Slowly the obelisk rose from its raft as they hauled the ropes back across the beach. 

As it rose, it swung slightly in its rope cradle then slid easily into the excavated pit, neatly 

planted like a sapling.  

The hole was quickly filled with sand and pebbles, which were pounded firmly 

around the base of the obelisk with huge caber-like poles. Much pounding later, there it 

was - fifty feet of solid granite rising from the sand to a tapered point. But what was that 

point?  
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Scace knew one thing. He was partly to blame for Ruthven’s obsession. It had 

happened a short time after Ruthven split from her husband who had tired of rustic life 

and fled to the glamour of Barter Town. In those days, Angus still had his own beachfront 

cottage before the Wet Season storms had swept it away. In reality, it had been more of a 

dilapidated weekend chalet. Still, it had a couple of beds and Jo had stormed off there yet 

again after one of her ‘you don’t understand me’ rants. She had taken Danny with her so 

Scace had been left to eat breakfast alone, in peace.  

There had been a knock at the door.  

Scace’s first thought was that Jo had returned but she wouldn’t have knocked; she 

would have barged in as a minor whirlwind. 

Scace had placed a morsel of egg back on the plate and opened the door to 

Ruthven. In those days, before she came to enjoy the feel of a chisel in her hand she 

always overdressed. She wore improvised make-up, even something that passed as 

lipstick, and she still had a pair of heels - a bit worn. She was more rounded too, more 

feminine. 

“Hi Ruthven!  Jo’s not here.”   

“I know,” she had smiled. “It’s you I’ve come to see.” 

That flustered Scace. If Jo came home to find him with Ruthven his life would be at 

an end. 

Ruthven eyed the unfinished breakfast. 

“Want a sausage?” Scace blurted. 

“No thanks!”  

Scace removed the plate to the oven range and they sat at the table. Ruthven was 

silent for a heartbeat longer than social grace allowed. It gave Scace time to study the line 

of her cheek and long neck that stretched to bare shoulder. 

“I was wondering if you could lend me one of your books,” she said. 

“One of my books!” Scace was surprised.  

“You have so many. You wouldn’t miss one.”   

“No, Ruthven. I couldn’t.” 

“I’d take good care of it and I’d let you have it back when I was finished.” 

There was something about a beautiful woman pleading; some ego power thing that 

made me Scace want to please her. 

“They’re not really for reading. They’re not novels.” Scace didn’t keep novels.  

Ruthven pursed her fake lipstick lips and thought for a moment. “Scace, our lives 

are hard; my life is hard. The constant loneliness, the frustration and worst of all the 

boredom. God!  I’m so bored!” 

Scace almost laughed. She was right. Who would have thought that post-

Apocalyptic life could be so boring?  But often the struggle to survive meant lying around 

doing nothing and getting bored.  

“I feel that I just need a bit of escapism, Scace. In the old days, I would have got 

pissed and watched soaps. Now I would kill for a good book.” 

Scace knew what she craved, what she needed but he had burned all the soppy 

romantic crap. 

“Any book!” she pleaded. 

Scace was caught in a neat dilemma. He didn’t want to let her down, she was so 

pretty, but he really couldn’t face letting one of his books go. Once a book entered his 

library it became part of his collection; it was protected there. To let a book go would 

break up that collection and send it back into the dangerous world in which books were 

used as kindling or became food for mould. And the books were hugely valuable; at least 
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they would be when civilisation got back on its feet. They were Scace’s investment for 

the future. 

“Ruthven, let me think about it. Give me a few days.” 

She smiled and said, “thank you, Scace, you are a good friend.” 

Which was funny because until this point they had not been friends at all. 

Scace had dithered over the dilemma that Ruthven had brought to him. He was 

flattered by her attention. Normally, a plant that found its niche in partial shade - mostly 

in Jo’s shade - he was enjoying the sun’s rays. He had also known that it would not last 

and that the clouds would soon return. 

Oddly, it was Hamish who had decided the matter. Not in some philosophical 

debate or by reasoning but by using one of the precious books as an axle stand. Scace 

caught him outside the book barn with an armful the biggest volumes. A wheel was off 

the cart and he had piled up the books underneath to support it while he worked. 

Scace went from calm to incandescent rage in a split second. 

“You’ve never minded before,” Hamish growled.  

“You’ve done it before.” Scace roared. Just how many volumes had he smeared 

with grease? 

Hamish shrugged. “They do the job. I don’t know why you stopped burning them. 

Axle stands and kindling are all they’re good for now.” 

Scace had let his anger run on but he knew that Hamish was right. Until the day 

when they would be needed to rebuild, they might as well be blocks of wood, only useful 

for stopping open doors or for propping up a broken cart. At least someone should read 

one of them. 

But if Scace lent Ruthven a book which one would it be? It occurred to Scace that 

some of the books were likely to be of more immediate valuable than others. For 

example, when civilisation got back on its feet the ‘Enthusiasts guide to ham radio’ 

would be immensely useful but ‘Interior design for dummies’ might be less so. Once 

civilisation settled back into the swing of things there would be a demand for books on 

vegetable gardening and then for books that contained recipes on how to cook those 

vegetables but it would be a while before food was plentiful enough to rekindle an 

interest in fad diets.  

Ruthven wanted romance and escapism. Was the ‘Encyclopaedia of Pet Care’ more 

romantic than the ‘Art of Fly Fishing’? Scace wondered. Out of desperation, he chose 

‘Tall Buildings of the World’. It would be some hundreds of years before that book 

would be valued for its inspiration but Scace thought that she would appreciate the coffee 

table book full of large glossy prints of buildings from a previous era. He thought that at 

least the picture of the Chrysler Building at night, all aglow with soft coloured light might 

hold some romantic appeal. 

Ruthven was surprised to Scace at her door.  

“I’ve brought you a book,” he had shoved the volume at her awkwardly. 

“Tall Buildings of the World”, she read the cover and ran a wet tongue tip over her 

glossy lip. 

“There’s a lot of pictures and stuff,” he helpfully explained. 

She turned to the foreword, “A pictorial journey exploring man’s biggest 

erections.” 

He kept his eyes fixed firmly an inch above the top of her head and wished that he 

had read the foreword. Perhaps it was a bad translation from Japanese or something.  

That had been five years ago and Scace had been proved wrong. The book did have 

the power to inspire even in the absence of ready mixed concrete. That simple act of 
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lending had catalysed a change in Ruthven and had led to the raising of the giant obelisk 

on Bandy beach. 

In those five short years, much to Jo’s disgust, a slow trickle of people, encouraged 

by Ruthven’s experience, had come to their door to request books. 

In the post-Apocalypse world, there was no television or radio, no internet or 

newspapers, no town to visit, few new faces. In fact, there was a complete lack of 

stimulation and no easy answer to the search for a deeper meaning to insular lives.  

Pre-Apocalypse you could spend all day and all week in a one bedroom flat but the 

presence of a TV opened it up to the world and allowed your soap friends in. It gave your 

life a measure of passing and something to look forward to. Now, beyond the basic 

striving of essential existence and procreation there was no purpose; at least no purpose 

that was relevant to the modern world that people had just dropped out of and it would be 

some time yet before the ancient values re-exerted themselves. In that vacuum people 

were lost and strived to redefine themselves and their goals. It was hard. 

A book was all, for now, that could sit in that vacuum, a bridge between past and 

present, a catalyst for purpose and change. 

Still old Mrs Crankie, Angus’s lady friend who shared a passion for his fire-water 

had been more than a little surprised when Scace had handed her ‘White to Black’, a step-

by-step guide to Karate’. 

“But Dear, I’m sixty years old,” she had said. 

Yet Scace was not surprised to see her days later on the beach going through some 

moves. She had even found an old karate suit from somewhere. Okay, she had to roll the 

arms and legs up to get it to fit but she did look the part: a mystic full of inner peace and 

wisdom.  

Scace reflected that it was lucky that he had not given Ruthven ‘The Shuttle Guide 

to the Stars’ or she could be half way to the moon by now. It was odd that in these times 

of adversity, when it took so much effort just to keep body and mind together that a 

young jilted woman should embark on such an ambitious and pointless project. He 

mentioned as much to Jo.  

“Typical man!” she snorted. “Sexist pig!” 

That was no explanation but it was a clue, Scace thought.  

Later, at dusk as the villagers gathered once more on the beach for the ritual of 

banishment he went for another look. He stood beside Ruthven not speaking for a 

moment and as he looked at the obelisk, he suddenly got it.  

The tide had come in and waves crashed around its base but it rose with unmoving 

strength from the sea. She had done this to demonstrate her own inner strength; the 

strength of humanity that would not be bowed by pain and suffering. It was a tribute to 

the strength of those who had not succumbed and an inspiration to future generations. 

“God, no!” Ruthven laughed. “Don’t be a sentimental sod, Scace. It’s just art; art 

for art’s sake. Look at it, it’s beautiful.” 

He looked and saw it reaching up; a plinth to the colour-washed clouds, casting its 

shadow on the fiery sky of the setting sun. Yes. He got that too! Art had been reborn in 

post-Apocalyptic Scotland. 
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Chapter Two 

- long goodbyes - 
 

Today was Sunday, the day they raised the obelisk. It was also Banishment Day. 

Every year, before the rains, the infected were ejected from the community to Bandy 

Island. These poor sods had been infected years previously and it had taken all this time 

for their brains to turn to mush and for them to begin to lose life’s plot.  

Without a test for the presence of disease, the villagers watched each other closely 

for the first possible signs. That was why ‘what day’ had become a standard greeting. If 

you couldn’t name the day it raised a suspicion that all might not be well up top. Doctor 

Larry Lamont, or Doc as he was universally called, actually a one-time Réké healer but 

the closest thing the village had to a doctor, made the final decision and had spent all Dry 

Season assessing those suspected of infection.  

Luckily, the disease could not be passed on by casual contact, not even by kissing 

or sex. It needed the diseased blood to be sucked into the gut of a mosquito. Upon its next 

feed, the infection could then be passed on. Fortunately, the blood of an infected person 

could not transmit the disease until they were halfway ga-ga. Then the brain was so 

stuffed full of infection that it leaked into the blood. It was a good rule to stay clear of 

half-way ga-ga people. 

So the mosquito was the carrier of the disease and it was the mosquito that they 

fought and feared. In the Dry Season, there was little danger as there were few 

mosquitoes but as the rains filled their breeding pools their numbers would explode and 

they would spawn from the water in their thousands insatiable for blood, any blood. For 

this reason, the infected were expelled just before the onset of the Wet Season, on 

Banishment Day, and their place of quarantine had become known as Banishment Island, 

soon shortened to Bandy Island. 

Bandy Island was a low outcrop of rock one mile long by half a mile wide. It was 

close enough to the mainland to see the profile of the hills and trees but, at least in theory, 

too far for a mosquito to travel; at least Scace had thought so until the Professor had 

voiced his doubts. 

On a clear day, loved ones could almost see their banished relatives. Pogelwood 

House, the large gothic house that acted as hospice could clearly be seen, dominating the 

northern-most point of the island, as could the glo-white fleeces of the sheep that dotted 

the Island’s hillside. This rural scene was surely unique now in the world. Any animal, 

especially the sheep, that could harbour Safari Disease had been slaughtered but on the 

Island what did it matter? The people there were already doomed. They may have months 

of madness ahead and may live constantly in the cold shadow of death but at least they 

ate well; better than those left behind in the village. In addition to sheep, they kept goats 

and cattle and exported wool, milk, cheese and butter to the village in return for fish, 

lobster and the few manufactured goods that were traded through Barter Town.  

The dairy products were considered safe but no one in the village would eat their 

meat. The disease rotted the brain and from there it spilled into blood, muscle and offal. 

People would rather eat dog or horse; animals that were resistant to the disease, than take 

the risk of eating beef or mutton. Luckily for Scace, pigs were resistant too and his pork 

was highly sought after. 

This year there were four to be banished. There was old missus Cumming, mother 

of Malcolm Cumming or Big Malcolm as he had been come to be called. Malcolm, 

though free of the disease himself, was going with his mother as her carer; he was never 

far from her side. There was Oliphant Olgivie, or Olli, only twenty three, drop dead 
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gorgeous and still full of vitality; a strong body with an infected mind that would soon 

wither and detach. She was going with her father, Donald who was destined to go the 

same way. Speculation was rife as to who had infected who or whether the same 

mosquito had been particularly hungry that night and infected them both.  

This was how it was every year; the infected going to the Island to die while their 

carers cared and waited. It was a one way trip, for the carers too. They could not return, 

as they would most certainly have become infected whilst on the island. No one ever left 

Bandy Island. 

It was a hard day even for those families that had escaped this annual cull. Most 

had family buried on the Island. Scace’s own father had fought death there for almost two 

years before finally succumbing and Jo’s sister Kate was still there. She had gone the 

previous year to care for her infected fiancé who was still alive, but only just.  

At least Danny was blissfully unaware of the mood and was gratuitously looking 

forward to roasting rabbits on the bonfire. As people gathered on the shore, Danny 

explored the rock pools with Seven, kicking sharply at the limpets to dislodge them 

before they could clamp tightly down. Once their shells had locked onto the rock, no 

force in the world could move them. 

The obelisk now braved the waves thirty feet from the shore, its dark shadow 

cutting through the vivid sunset. Ruthven was waving her hand expansively at it as if to 

emphasise a point to the small group gathered around her. Mrs Cranky had a small Dojo 

of children on the wet sand. They were all dressed in little white suits and as Scace 

watched, they all stepped forward as one, punched, then kicked. Small arcs of damp sand 

flew from their toes and high-pitched energy exhalations burst from their lungs. Proud 

parents were gathered around to watch. The mood was almost festive. 

The sky was already beginning to darken with a few early stars or planets maybe, 

bright and low on the horizon and Bandy Island had already faded into the dusk. As the 

sun finally sank below the horizon leaving scraps of red and orange fire in the sky, the 

huge bonfire of driftwood was torched and the flames began their ascension.  

As Scace stood with Jo transfixed by the changing pattern of the flames, he felt a 

hand on his shoulder. 

“What day you two?” Doc Lamont was smiling at them. He was standing with the 

Professor and had a shot of Angus’ firewater in his hand. 

Scace’s mind went blank for a moment. 

“Sunday, Doc.”  Jo dug her elbow into Scace’s ribs. 

“Sunday,” Scace mumbled.  

“You’ll have to watch him,” Doc told Jo. “He’ll be on the boat to Bandy Island at 

this rate.” He had had a few shots of the firewater already and he was teasing but Scace 

found that it was simply not a joke. 

“How are you Professor?” Jo turned away from the Doc.  

“Bearing up,” the Professor was sticking to mead, fermented from local honey. 

“This is my fifth one.”  

His fifth Banishment Day or his fifth drink, Scace wondered.  

“Terribly tragic for the families.” The Professor took it all very badly, and so he 

might; banishment to Bandy Island had all been his idea in the first place. 

 “It’s the carers I feel sorry for,” Doc said. 

Scace looked over to Big Malcolm who was fussing over his mother. He looked 

happy enough.  

“It’s not that bad,” Scace thought aloud. The only place left on the planet where 

you could get a good steak.  
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The Doc looked at him oddly but the Professor cut in.  

“To be stuck on the Island. No theatre and no cafes,” he was thinking of his life in 

the City. 

“It’s not that different,” Jo moaned. “We may as well be trapped on the island. I 

can’t remember the last time that I left the village.” She looked at Scace pointedly. She 

envied his foraging trips. He called it work not pleasure but she couldn’t be persuaded of 

that. Just getting out of the village would be pleasure enough for her. 

“But I do miss the City,” the Professor sighed. “To be able to go out for a meal and 

then on to the latest show. It’s still like that you know.” 

“When are you going back?” Scace asked him with a dash of irritation. They would 

never experience such fine things. Scace didn’t mind but he suspected that Jo did. 

The Professor appeared not to notice but Jo kicked Scace hard in the shin. 

“Well!” the Professor swallowed more mead. “Funny you should ask. My work 

here is almost done. The most comprehensive study of Safari Disease and its control in 

the rural community; ever,” he summarised his scientific study. “I need to go back and 

write it up.” 

“So you’re abandoning us are you?” Jo was suddenly unhappy with him too.  

The Professor was the driving force behind the villager’s strategy to control the 

disease and the reason that they had not already been overwhelmed by it. He had set up 

the mosquito control measures around the village and had instigated Bandy Island as a 

refuge for those infected. These simple measures had in one instant removed both the 

source and the route of infection and ensured that the disease was kept under control. It 

seemed to work. Infection in the villagers was much lower than anywhere else. Where 

else in the rural World could Mrs Crankie and Angus have expected to escape infection 

and live so long? 

“Don’t worry,” Doc interjected patting Jo’s arm, the equivalent of putting his arm 

through the bars of a cage to stroke an angry lion. “He’s not going for four months or so, 

until the end of the Wet Season. That right Professor?” 

The Professor nodded.  

“One of his colleagues from the University, Doctor Tse, is going to replace the 

Professor,” Doc continued. “Very clever chap, I hear.” 

“As clever as you?” Jo asked Doc. She was irritated but she wasn’t ripping his arm 

off at the elbow, yet. 

“Yes! A very smart chap,” Doc lowered his voice conspiratorially, “he’s been 

working on a dipstick for diagnosing the disease. You just dip it in the patient’s urine and 

it tells you whether they have the disease.” 

“I’d rather not know,” Jo said. 

That threw him slightly. 

“What’s the good of knowing if nothing can be done about it?” she said. 

Doc looked around for rescue but he wouldn’t get it from Scace. Scace agreed with 

Jo. He’d rather not know either. 

“Come on, Doc, smart people like you should be able to come up with a cure,” Jo 

pretended to be flippant. 

“They are working on it; at the University in the city,” he looked to the Professor 

for support but the Professor knew Jo only too well and had suddenly found something 

very interesting to study on the far horizon between sea and sky. 

“Then they’re not working hard enough. They should work harder,” Jo said bluntly. 

Doc was saved from further mauling by a distraction. A shout went up from the 

beach and they turned to the sea. From the depths of the darkness they could see a red 
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pinpoint of light. The banished islanders had lit their fire. Their boat was on its way, 

steering a straight course between the two beacon fires. All eyes were straining to get a 

first glimpse of it. 

As he waited for the boat, Scace thought about the Doc’s words. Maybe they had 

already found a cure. Before the old order had finally collapsed, rumours of scientific 

breakthroughs were as regular as daily bowel movements; though this was the first that 

Scace had heard of since the Dissociation. Either they would find a cure or the disease 

would burn itself out. Civilisation would recover, he was certain of that. 

The boat was close now; Scace could hear the chug of its engine and they all 

strained to see it.  

It came as a white ghost emerging from the surf and beaching itself on the wet 

sand. 

There was a flurry of movement as the crowd surged towards it wading knee deep 

in the brine to grasp the gunwale.  

Scace joined the many hands that helped to drag the boat to secure it on the beach 

and as he looked into the boat he realised that there were only a handful of passengers - 

not many had survived the ravages of the disease that year. One face, dancing in the fire’s 

light, looked back at him; it was Kate, Jo’s sister.  

Kate flopped into the shallow sea and wrapped her arms around his neck for 

support. He felt her soft curves beneath his hand and was not used to it. 

“Scace!  It’s brilliant to see you,” she kissed his cheek.  

“Jo!” she shrieked as she caught sight of her sister. The two women splattered 

through the shallows to embrace, their dark and blonde hairs mingling, Jo smiling and 

crying at the same time.  

Once a year the villagers were granted this brief reunion. It was the time of year, at 

the very end of the dry season, when the risk of infection from the banished, those 

already infected, was least likely. With their breeding pools dried and shrivelled the 

number of mosquitoes was at its lowest ebb. In a few weeks, perhaps even within a few 

days, after the rains it would be a different story. 

On this day, the banished who were still well enough came to the mainland to pick 

up the newly banished, to exchange gifts and to steal a year’s hugs and kisses from family 

and friends. Letters were no substitute for pressing the flesh.  

“Danny! You’re so big!” Kate pounced upon the poor boy and squeezed him tight. 

Danny barely remembered her. 

Poor Kate. She had gone to the Island to care for her fiancé, Scott, and now she was 

almost certainly infected herself.  

“We’ve got pigs,” Danny told her.  

She smiled. “And I’ve got cows and sheep.”   

Danny’s eyes opened wide. “I’ve never seen a cow.” 

“I know, Danny,” she ruffled his hair. “Get your uncle Hamish to take you past the 

Island in his boat. You can wave at me and the cows.” 

“Kate! Hamish wrecked it, remember?” Jo looked at her sister aghast. 

Kate laughed. “Look at your face, Josephine. You’re thinking, ‘does she have it?’  

Maybe I just forgot.” 

We moved to the fire and stood steaming in its heat. Angus found us and embraced 

his daughter. 

Kate searched the crowd with her eyes. “But where is that daft ox of a brother?” 

Probably behind a rock somewhere with a bottle, Scace thought. 
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The party went well. Torches had been lit on the beach and everyone ate baked 

potatoes with Bandy Island butter and cheese while the kids roasted skinned rabbits on 

green stick skewers. After a while the communal picnic around the fire dispersed to 

smaller intimate family groups that sought solitude along the beach.  

Scace’s little family group wandered the surf, Jo and Kate arm in arm. Scace’s job 

was to supervise Danny, Seven and Angus; to stop Seven from shaking himself dry in 

front of them; to entertain Danny in a stone skimming competition and to act as an ear for 

Angus’ complaints about his wheezing chest and his reminisces about long-dead brothers 

and sisters. It left the women free to converse.  

The fire became a yellow blob in the darkness, the surf sighed over the sand and a 

startled seal barked and slid back into the sea.  

All too soon, a whistle pierced the night. It was time for the boat to return. As they 

retraced their steps Danny and Seven ran on ahead drawn back towards the fire and Scace 

was free to drift close to the two sisters. 

“Scott and I are getting married!”  Kate told him. 

Scace was surprised. “How?” he asked dumbly. There was no minister on the 

island. 

“The old way.” Kate smiled. “A besom wedding!” 

He looked blank. 

“Jumping over a birch broom propped across the doorway,” she explained a little 

coyly. “Scott may need a little help, but we’ll manage.” 

Necessity was indeed the mother of invention but in this case it was not so much 

invention as the re-emergence of old, often pagan, ways.  

“It may not be strictly right but it’s good enough for us and a girl’s got to enjoy 

herself,” Kate laughed. 

Jo laughed too. “Quite right!” She didn’t seem upset at the news. 

Why was Kate even bothering, Scace wondered? Perhaps that was the difference 

between the two sisters; whereas Jo felt stifled by the domesticity and was sullen and 

resentful, Kate actively embraced it. Kate was the earth mother and thrived in the new 

World. In turn, the World needed Kate to pull them through. Scace pretended to be 

pleased for her and quickly veered off to pull Danny out of the water before the next 

wave reached up to his knees. 

The boat was waiting for them. 

“Goodbye, Dad. Danny,” Kate embraced them in turn. 

“Bye, Scace,” she kissed the same cheek.”  “Say ‘Hi’ to Hamish for me.” 

Scace nodded dumbly. 

Her last and biggest farewell was to Jo at the water’s edge. Typically, they cried. 

“See you next year,” Kate waved. 

Scace helped her into the bobbing boat and as he steadied her, she bent her mouth 

close to his ear. 

“Look after her Scace.”  

She didn’t have to say that; he tried. He really did. 

There was a moment’s delay when Malcolm’s mum, was found to be missing. A 

brief suspicion that she had done a runner was unfounded when she was found wandering 

lost in the dunes looking for a chip shop. 

“Come on you silly old tart. Get into the boat!” Malcolm chastised her and gently 

lifted her weightless frailty into the boat. 

Now, with all aboard, many hands helped to manhandle the boat until she was 

pointing her nose to sea and back to Bandy Island. Kate waved one last time before the 
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engine pitch increased loudly and quite suddenly and quickly the boat slid away and was 

gone. 

“She’s marrying him! It’s a bit late,” Scace scoffed when the boat was out of 

earshot and he found Jo standing at his shoulder. 

“What do you mean?” Jo turned on him. 

“Well, Scott’s not going to last long, is he?” Scace said weakly. Why would they 

bother to get married? He could understand the need for sex, companionship, but to him 

marriage meant a long-term commitment. On the Island, there was no long term. Perhaps 

that was it; commitment to the end, however long or short. 

“At least she is happy,” Jo said pointedly. 

Scace nodded. That was some achievement in the new world. Perhaps it always had 

been. Had electricity and long lives make people happy?  How many people had truly 

ever been happy? In this post-Apocalyptic world, there was so much uncertainty and 

happiness was so much more fleeting. Death was rarely far away. When something good 

came along you had to grab it and hold on to it hard.  
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Chapter Three 

- bringing home the bacon - 

 

Those towns that had not dissociated had been abandoned. The disease could 

spread easily in the density of humanity of a town or city and it was not safe. However, 

after the towns had been abandoned, the looters returned in their droves and were quick 

to grab anything that could be of use in the new order. Scace had joined them but he felt 

that looting was too strong a word. All ownership had lapsed; it no longer belonged. It 

was not looting, Scace thought, it was more like mining for gold though not of the golden 

metal variety.  

Scace had prospected through the detritus of the lost civilisation. Petrol and diesel 

were liquid gold but hard to find now and once it was all gone there was no more fuel for 

the generators and horsepower returned. Food was high on his wish list but the rich lode 

veins of shops and supermarkets were quickly and thoroughly strip-mined. He turned, 

then, to the abandoned houses panning for lost nuggets. And he was good at it. 

Experience taught him where to look: the odd tin of food spilled from a shopping trip and 

rusting in the boot of a car; packets of dried food for a camping trip; bags and bags of 

sugar under a pensioner’s bed who had perhaps remained suspicious of the excesses of 

modern living and anticipated the return of war-time rationing. 

After that early prospecting rush, when the tins and packets of food had all been 

eaten those who were strong enough to emerge from the squalor of disease and violence 

grew even hungrier until they learned to grow again and could feed themselves.  

But they were still not finished with the towns; they began stripping the very fabric 

away to feed the hungry fires that were used for cooking and for warmth. They burned 

tables, chairs, bookcases and wardrobes and then they took the floorboards, stairs and 

doors. Finally, they took the roof joists and window frames. Bit by bit, with bare hands, 

houses, whole towns and cities were reduced to rubble. 

At first Scace burned the books too; a thick volume was as good as any log and 

trashy romances were excellent kindling. With time, even the books became scarce. 

Those that had not been burned were exposed to the wet season, falling apart in the 

constant rain or turning to green blocks of mould. Almost too late Scace realised his 

mistake.  

It was cold, as cold as it got in the global warmed world, and stormy gusts of wind 

were rattling the door of the cottage. An oil lamp cast a warm insulating glow on Scace’s 

little family scene as they were kept snug and warm by the cottage’s thick walls and the 

pile of books burning in the hearth.  

Scace didn’t remember the covers of the ones that went before but as he laid fresh 

volumes on the fire one caught his eye. It wasn’t a great work of fiction, or a treatise on 

quantum mechanics, it was a mail order catalogue. Scace turned it over in his hand even 

as its edges began to singe. 

“Danny!  Come and look at this!”  A young Danny settled himself in his dad’s lap.  

Scace flicked through the pages of domestic clutter; washing machines, bread 

makers, juicers, hair dryers, eyelash curlers, televisions, computers, electronic games, 

laminated furniture and cuddly pet-substitutes. It seemed ridiculous now. Tanned ladies 

held in their stomachs to make them look even thinner on exercise machines while men 

with white teeth advertised nostril hair trimmers. It all meant nothing to Danny and he 

soon got bored and scampered away. 

Scace was transfixed though. It was a portal to the past. He could remember these 

things. They had been a part of his childhood. 
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“Jo! Look at the TVs!” She sat beside him. “Remember satellite TV?” Hundreds of 

stations beamed from space into the living room. Scace wondered if they were still up 

there, still beaming. Did they know it was all over? 

“Look! We still have one of those,” he tapped the glossy picture of a dishwasher. 

“Yes!” Jo snorted, “except that ours is outside, on its back and full of water.”  It 

was true. It was used as a water trough for the pigs, but at least, Scace thought, they still 

had one. 

“Ah!  Look!” he sighed. “All the kids had click-a-brick.” 

They sat for ages enveloped in a different world; a world where power came easily 

from a socket in the wall or from a bundle of double ‘A’ batteries. It was all gone now. It 

dawned on Scace that the catalogue marked the pinnacle of civilisation and, well, 

catalogued it. Future historians would not need to scrabble around in ancient rubbish tips 

or acres of landfill if they had this book. The whole glory of the past civilisation was laid 

out before them in glossy colour. Bathrooms with brass effect toilet roll holders and 

chrome shower curtain rails; bedrooms with Mickey Mouse alarm clocks and pine-

framed mirrors; kitchens with cappuccino machines and microwaves.  

It occurred to Scace that it was all pictures, though, no substance. If future 

generations couldn’t dismantle a microwave to see how it worked, how would they 

know? Would they have to re-invent it? And if that was true of microwaves, what of the 

rest of the accumulated knowledge? All that innovation; the raw energy of invention. As 

they sifted the ashes of this civilisation would they learn how to make a water pistol shoot 

a jet of water over one hundred metres or know how to make portable CD players anti-

jog?  

Scace knew the answer. They would not. He realised that he was one of the main 

culprits, the man who was destroying the knowledge. He was tearing the fabric of the old 

civilisation apart. In his foraging, he threw the PCs, the microwaves and other electronic 

goods out into the baking sun and lashing rain where they weathered to dust. And why 

not? They were useless now. He even burned the books that were their blueprint. He was 

slowly turning the accumulated knowledge of civilisation to ashes and when civilisation 

emerged from these ashes, it would have nowhere to go for the answers? 

The realisation marked a turning point in Scace’s book-burning career. He started 

building a collection of knowledge for the rebirth that he kept in the corner of the barn. 

He kept the Haynes instruction manual for a Ford Fiesta and the operating manual for 

Windows 2000. He kept instruction leaflets. He had the instructions for a trouser press in 

English, Spanish and Japanese. He kept gardening and DIY books by the score and it 

wasn’t long before, to Jo’s utter disgust, the collection outgrew the corner of the barn and 

filled it to the rafters. The problem was that Scace could not bear to throw anything away. 

How could he predict what a future civilisation might want to know? So he kept it all. 

Scace did not give up book burning completely. He still had no time for science 

fiction and burned the lot. This was an act of anger and despair; he was living in science 

fiction; his world was already the doomsday realisation of an author’s vivid imagination. 

The collecting became an obsession and ate more and more of Scace’s time, much 

to Jo’s frustration. 

“You care more about your stupid pile of rubbish than anything else.” 

That hurt Scace. He cared a great deal about his pigs too. 

 

As it happens, Scace hadn’t always been a pig man either. Jo looked after the house 

and kid but in return, he was expected to use brawn and muscle to bring home the bacon. 

Nobody was more surprised than Scace when he achieved exactly that. 
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Scace stumbled into it, or rather them, accidentally. In the early days, they had lived 

on the meagre produce from their small plot of land. They had a few chickens but were 

one of the poorest resourced families in the village. Over the years, Scace had tried many 

things to earn more bartering power.  

Once he had even begged a ride with Hamish on The Green Bottle to see if he 

could be a fisherman. The days of trawling and drift netting were long gone; this was a 

hook and line job.  

There was not a breath of wind under the bluest of skies and the sea was a polished 

mirror. Scace did not hook a single fish. Much to Hamish’s great amusement and 

pleasure, he was too preoccupied with being sick over the side. Vomit was evidently 

good bait for mackerel and Hamish took a record catch. That evening, as the village dined 

on fish and Scace lay in bed still feeling queasy, he had the satisfaction of knowing that 

they were unwittingly dining on his vomit. The next day Hamish tried to persuade Scace 

to go out with him again, as bait man, but Scace refused, he knew that if he did it would 

kill him. 

After fishing, Scace tried hunting. There were no deer near the village, deer were 

carriers of Safari Disease and had been wiped out, but there were wild dogs, horses and 

rabbits to hunt. A dog could feed a family for a week; a horse would keep them going for 

a month whereas a rabbit was just a snack. Unfortunately, Scace was best at shooting 

rabbits. He had tried stalking the wild horses, but all that crawling around in the grass 

brought him out in itchy blotches and aggravated his hay fever. It wasn’t easy to hold a 

rifle steady with itchy eyes and a runny nose.  

Scace’s lack of prowess as a hunter did not please Jo. 

“A real man would put food on our table, not collect books like a geek. Can we eat 

books?” she scolded him.  

She did have a point. Civilisation had bred a race of weaklings. Scace doubted that 

his ancestor caveman suffered from hay fever and that eventually all the weaklings like 

Scace would die out again, bred out of the new human race as all the Jo’s took up with 

retro-Neanderthals; strong silent types who had to shave twice a day and who laughed in 

the face of a high pollen count. 

In despair at their poverty, Scace embarked on yet another forage, desperate to find 

something, anything of immediate worth that he had missed on countless other visits to 

the rubble of a town.  

Scace parked Two, his dappled mare, and the cart by a clump of coarse grass that 

had once been a flymoed lawn. Two eyed him argumentatively. 

“Don’t you bloody start!” he scolded her. 

He began searching the shells of buildings, digging into the rubble with his bare 

hands. It was pretty hopeless; the bones had been well picked over. After a couple of 

hours and only a scratched and weather-warped Runrig CD to show for it Scace was 

sweaty and disappointed. 

Suddenly, through the empty hole of the window he caught a flash of movement in 

the rubble-strewn garden. He ducked below the window sill and held his breath. He 

hadn’t caught sight of it properly but it was still some distance away.  

Scace heard the faint sound of snuffling; an animal blowing air through its damp 

nostrils. Some rubble was displaced and thwacked to the ground amidst a pattering scree 

of falling pebbles.  

Scace began to worry as the snuffling grew closer. It sounded big now. Since the 

Apocalypse, all kinds of weird animals were roaming around. They had escaped the 

confines of neglected zoos and safari parks and had taken to their new homes. Big cats 
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stalked the moors and an occasional elephant could be caught bathing in the river. 

Hamish even claimed to have been confronted by a rhino on his way to Barter Town, 

though Scace suspected that in his case it was an alcohol-induced illusion.  

What if it was a rhino, though? The snuffling was just on the other side of the wall 

now. It didn’t sound that big but what if it were a very quiet rhino? 

The wall here was broken, where the back door would have been and the snuffling 

was slowly edging its way to that opening. As the snuffling worked its way around the 

wall, he prepared to either pounce or run, depending on what revealed itself. Fight or 

flight adrenaline coursed through his veins. 

Suddenly the source of the snuffling appeared. In mid-flight Scace about-turned and 

threw himself at it. There was a lot of struggling and squealing; the damn thing had his 

finger in its mouth, then he emerged triumphantly from the ruin of the house holding a 

beautiful struggling pink piglet. 

Jo owed him big time. After all her comments about his hunting prowess he was to 

bring her pork! 

 

Her reaction was not quite what he expected as he marched into the cottage with it 

tucked nonchalantly under his arm and asked her casually for the sharpest knife. 

“You can’t kill it,” she said after failing to faint at his feet in awe. 

“What?” Scace looked down at the plump piglet. “This will feed us for a week!” 

“Think, Scace!” she tapped the side of her head annoyingly. “This is a baby pig. 

Mummy pig must have been close by.” 

For a moment, he actually thought she was being sentimental and soppy being 

recently a mum herself. Well, he thought, poor mummy pig and all that but they had to 

eat. 

“No! You idiot,” she rolled her eyes at him. “If you can find the sow and all this 

ones brothers and sisters we need never go hungry again!” 

My God! She was right. Pigs gave birth to trillions of little pigs all at one go. 

What’s more, pigs bred like… like rabbits. 

Scace hunted out the relevant book from his collection ‘The Young Breeders Guide 

to Rabbits’. Surely, a pig wasn’t that different from a rabbit. He could do this. He could 

breed pigs. First, though, he had to find mummy pig.  

Scace returned with Junior tethered in the back of the cart to where he had found 

him. Lowering the tailgate, he made Junior squeal by poking him with a big stick. 

Incredibly, there was an answering cry from a patch of overgrown scrub opposite. It had 

once been a small park with lots of mature oak and beech. 

As Scace remained concealed on the far side of the cart, Junior’s cries drew 

mummy out. She was a big mother; double chin and barrel chested with two rows of 

thumb-sized nipples. 

Even better than this, she was followed by a procession of eight little piglets. The 

little piggy family had been gorging themselves on beechnuts and acorns in the park. 

It was outrageously easy to catch the mother. Maternal instinct overcame fear and 

she trotted right up the tailgate into the cart and up to her missing piglet. In a moment, 

Scace had snapped up the tailgate trapping her inside. Then he spent the next hour 

chasing her offspring who were trapped in a neat dilemma: they didn’t want to leave 

momma but didn’t want to be caught by the big hairy bloke either. In the end, his 

persistence triumphed and he had all eight little piglets, momma and Junior safely in the 

cart. 
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Scace would never forget Hamish’s white face when he pulled Two up outside the 

cottage and he saw what was in the cart.  

“Fucking pigs!”  he barely avoided a shriek. 

“Correct!”  Scace folded the reigns. “Help me get them into the garden.” 

“No bloody way,” he backed off. “I’m not touching those buggers.” 

Scace looked at him, puzzled. Then it dawned on him. Hamish was terrified of 

them. This just got better and better. 

The pigs grew fast on a diet of scraps; Scace had promised the villagers pork in 

return for their inedible scraps. As predicted, the piglets had no inhibitions in procreating 

with their brothers and sisters and even their mother given half the chance and a handy 

bucket to stand on. Soon the little family had grown into an extended family of huge 

porkers with lots of little porkers sucking greedily at nipples. 

Almost overnight, the Scace family became one of the most barter-rich families in 

the village. 

Scace had been very pleased with himself. Now they had the wealth of the pigs to 

see them through. Life was looking up at last. Jo, though, if anything, seemed more 

grumpy since their newly acquired wealth Then again, within the space of a few months, 

she had been forced to give up her bedroom to her father and brother and now her living 

room to the pigs. Perhaps that had something to do with it?  
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Chapter Four 

- Lincoln Town Car - 

 

There was one last thing to do before the rains. The villagers had to pick up the 

drums of DDT that would see them through the wet season. DDT is a potent insecticide 

and a very potent environmental pollutant building up in the fatty tissue of animals: 

whales and eagles are practically laced with the stuff. But it is also extremely cheap and 

easy to manufacture. It kept the villagers alive! Thank God for DDT! 

The barter for DDT involved a trip to Barter Town. Initially, Barter Town was just 

a hotel and a couple of houses at a crossroads. Since the Apocalypse it had grown into a 

sprawling frontier town where manufactured and refined goods from the City could be 

bartered for raw rustic produce. Very few remembered its original name. Everyone called 

it ‘Barter Town’ after the town in the post-apocalypse road movie and the name stuck. 

This Barter Town didn’t have Master Blaster but it did have Johnny Thurston and was 

just as dangerous.  

Johnny Thurston, a blast from the past, once Scace’s neighbour. Before the 

Apocalypse, their families had shared the adjoining wall of two terraced houses in a 

crowded London suburb. Both families had got out just before they had closed off 

London. You could leave but you couldn’t get back in. That was the Dissociation, the 

walling-off of the cities, the fight to keep the disease rural and to protect some of the old 

urban order. 

Scace’s father had the foresight to know that the Dissociation of London could not 

work and the families fled together to the Borders and beyond where the cooler climate 

undermined the northward spread of the mosquito and the disease that it carried. 

London lasted six months. In the end it was stormed by starving rustics and sacked. 

Now it was no more than a wasteland of rubble lining the silvery serpentine Thames. 

As urbanite refugees, the families had not fared well in the harsh rural environment. 

They fled as far as they could until their energy and determination had sapped. By then 

Scace’s mother was dead, buried in a makeshift grave by the roadside and his father was 

reduced to bone and sinew, never to fully recover. The Thurstons lost the father and one 

son; the mother and Johnny survived. They settled in the embryonic Barter Town while 

Scace and his father found a safe haven on the Scottish west coast. 

Scace had been the same age as his son, Danny then and the memories were faded 

and dim. His father never spoke of it and could not, would not help Scace weed out the 

fiction from his dreams; the flashes of scenes that may or may not have been real. 

Instead, Scace walled them off as his father had tried to do. What was done was done and 

it was best to concentrate on the present, which was hard enough. 

Just before dawn, the DDT party gathered around the covered cart. A piglet was 

trussed up in the back. Two and Sally a lively mare, had already been harnessed. Besides 

Scace, who was only going to make sure that his piglet was used as the barter for DDT 

and not exchanged for women or ale, there was Hamish, Big Mac and Bäror the village’s 

resident Viking who had stumbled half-drowned into the village one stormy night.  

In strange ways history repeats itself. The coastlines were under attack again from 

marauding Scandinavians who, in their own cold elevated land, suffered much less from 

the ravages of Safari Disease. The mosquito that carried the disease struggled to maintain 

a foothold in the harsh climate of cascading waterfalls, snow-capped mountains and 

vestigial glaciers.  

These modern day Vikings did not raid in long boats but in converted fishing boats 

complete with global positioning, using the few satellites that had not yet grazed the 
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atmosphere and burnt up through friction. The end result, though, was the same: the 

raping and pillaging, the stealing of what little there was left. Deprived of his wrecked 

boat and drowned shipmates, though, Bäror was almost civilised and a useful axe-

wielding thug. 

Lovers came to see them off. Lindsay and Leslie, dark lithe sisters standing 

shoulder-high to their men, came to say farewell to Hamish and Bäror. Big Mac had to 

make do with his mother who could match him for chin hair and Scace had to put up with 

Jo who was not at all happy. 

After getting a less than satisfactory answer to the questions, ‘why did he have to 

go?’ and ‘couldn’t they find someone else?’ she had not spoken to Scace for two days. 

She hated being left alone with Angus and Danny but, as Scace pointed out to her, it was 

too dangerous for her to go with him. Apart from the risk of attack by armed gangs that 

roved the countryside, Barter Town itself was no holiday village. 

She stood waiting, lips pursed, head cocked to one side. 

“Bye then,” Scace said. 

“Bye,” she was frosty. 

Scace sighed.  

“You’d better say goodbye to your son,” Jo told him. 

Scace picked Danny up and clutched his little body. They pressed cheeks. “Be good 

for Mum.” 

Danny squeezed his dad’s neck and when Scace put him down he was off like a 

shot chasing Seven. 

One last glance at Jo and Scace climbed onto the cart. 

“Don’t I get a kiss then?” she said huffily. 

Scace sighed and swung back down. They kissed briefly and tepidly; a peck on the 

lips.  

She wagged a finger at him, “keep your pants on!” 

There was really no answer to that. 

Hamish insisted on sitting up front with Scace and Scace felt his body shiver every 

time the piglet squealed. Big Mac and Bäror rode in the back. Between them, they had 

four shotguns and they all had knives, big ones in belts and smaller ones in pockets. They 

were armed to the teeth but Scace hoped to God that they wouldn’t need them. 

Scace flicked the reins and the cart moved off at a little more than walking pace, 

Two and Sally’s heads swinging and bobbing in rhythm.  

They headed north along the shore of the sea loch and were soon beyond the 

influence of the village. A small black quartz obelisk, one of Ruthven’s earlier works, 

guarded the edge of what they considered to be their territory.  

It was a hot and dusty day and they had a twittering flock of little birds for 

company. After a few miles they lost sight of the azure waters of the loch and struck 

inland across rough land; moorland and dried scrub with stands of silver birch and 

cultivated pine plantations gone wild. Above the moor, the still distant spines of the 

Three Sister mountains looked splendid with the grey granite cliffs offset by the red, 

orange and ochre of dried heather and bracken. 

The trail struck towards these mountains following a broken road that was at war 

with vegetation and rain. The road was losing; nibbled at the edges and cratered with 

potholes that sprouted heather and small spindly saplings. It was cut by streams that were 

mere tuneful trickles but would gorge to thundering torrents in the rains. In another 

hundred years this broken road would be dead, its body consumed and absorbed. For 

now, it was a bumpy express route to Barter Town. 



 

  

 

 

24

They didn’t see another soul as they rode through the high mountain pass between 

the scree-covered slopes of Aonach Eagach and The Three Sisters. The mountains 

towered above them and at their eroded summits eagles played on the thermals. Lower 

down, oblivious to the danger of talon from above, mountain hares scampered away at 

the sound of the cart and the occasional flutter of wings revealed a startled Capercaillie.  

They rocked and rolled their descent towards the broad plain of Rannoch Moor 

alongside a lack lustre river that drained the little remaining moisture from the parched 

mountains. After the mountain pass they stopped to let the horses drink from a small pool 

at the ruins of a deserted village with a large-stoned Episcopal church that had long since 

lost its roof. It was hot and they sheltered from the sun under the spreading branches of a 

horse chestnut while they ate a light lunch of smoked kipper kedgeree.  

Hamish passed around a small flask of Angus’ firewater. He was looking forward 

to Barter Town and the picnic conversation revolved around women who he expected to 

meet in town. Scace sat a little apart from the conversation, after all Jo was Hamish’s 

sister. 

Later, after setting off again, their little road was joined by other trails and in the 

afternoon, they began to see other travellers. 

Three fast-riding tough-looking men suddenly appeared cantering towards them. 

The men had shotguns slung across their saddles but did not reach for them. They merely 

nodded as they passed in a cloud of dust. It was the dance of predators; each beast 

quickly assessing the strength of the other.  

“We could have taken them,” Hamish voiced his thoughts. 

Perhaps, but not without cost, Scace thought. Anyway, it was not these men that 

they had to fear, men like themselves with business elsewhere. It was the bushwhacker 

that Scace feared as they moved deeper into bandit territory. And they soon saw a sign of 

this.  

A cart lay broken, tipped on its side off the road. It could have been innocent 

enough; the horses bolting at the crack of a tree branch. It could have been, except that 

the wagons wooden boards were peppered with lead shot. They kept their heads down, 

tightened the grip on their weapons and tried to look mean as they hurried past.  

They came upon them suddenly and scared the life out of them. The road followed 

an old railway line that struck through the heart of a feral pine plantation. They were 

stuck there on the road at a fallen tree.  

There were three of them, a woman, a man and a gangly youth with a small cart and 

a single horse. The man and woman, perhaps husband and wife, were struggling to move 

the tree. They spun around when they heard the approaching cart.  

The gangly youth was red faced, spotty and very dangerous, to everyone. He was 

standing guard with a heavy shotgun that he could barely lift to aim. If he shot off a 

cartridge the kickback would likely break his arm and the shot could end up anywhere. 

This group was not so much a predatory beast but more a nervous hyena, keeping its head 

down, afraid to look a predator in the eye but, if backed into a corner, unpredictable and 

with a bite that could crush bone. 

Scace stopped the horses and wondered what had caused the tree to fall on such a 

fine windless day. It was a perfect spot for an ambush. Hamish was swearing nervously 

under his breath. 

“I’m going to climb down!” Scace announced to the family. 

The youth lifted his gun a notch higher, the muscles in his arms trembling so that 

the gun shook. The man left the tree and placed a hand on the butt of a pistol in his 

waistband. 
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Scace laid his shotgun carefully on the seat and turned to Mac.  

“Chuck us the pig!” 

There was a loud squeal as Scace caught the flying piglet. 

“See!” he addressed the family, “we’re going to Barter Town to trade!” 

The woman, at least, relaxed a little. She wiped a strand of red hair from her eyes 

with the back of her hand. Even from that distance, her eyes shone emerald green. 

“Can you help us with the tree?” her Scottish accent was not local. It was an accent 

borne of the city, from the Clyde and council tenements. 

Scace nodded and turned to Bäror and Big Mac. “Why don’t you two keep an eye 

on the woods while Hamish and I sort out the tree?”  

They had come to rest among a swathe of scrub surrounded by dense pine trees. 

The lower branches of the trees were starkly bare like bony fingers in the half-light. 

Under this thick canopy of pine bristle, it was dark and full of cobwebs with a thick 

brown carpet of fallen needles. It looked, well, ‘sinister’ sprung to Scace’s mind and he 

didn’t like it at all. 

The two men grunted but did not argue as they crept a little way into the wood on 

either side of the track. Scace felt a little safer now. Presently the smell of homegrown 

tobacco smoke drifted lightly in the air. They were settled and having a fag of poor 

tobacco.  

“Let’s get this off the road,” Scace examined the tree. It was a mature pine. 

“It’s been cut,” the man ran a hand over the roughly sawn white stump. He had his 

sleeves rolled up and Scace caught a glimpse of a black tattoo on his underarm, just 

above the wrist. It was a bug tattoo, the image of a resting mosquito seen from above with 

the wings and long legs splayed. It was the symbol of the Church of the Rain; a powerful 

and popular new sect that preached a bastardised form of Christianity. 

His wife whispered nervously at Scace’s shoulder. “We were heading for Barter 

Town to wait for the Church festival.” 

Scace had heard of this. The Festival of the Rain was the biggest celebration of the 

Church. It was held on the first day of the rains. Scace realised that this was not a good 

sign: the Church were obviously expecting rain soon whereas Scace still had to get the 

DDT and get home. 

“Let’s get this tree shifted!” Scace said. 

“If this bugger doesn’t lower his gun I’m going to shoot his fucking balls off!” 

Scace heard Hamish growl at the youth as he unhitched Two and Sally from the cart. 

The woman, Green Eyes, reached out her hand and lowered the barrel of her son’s 

gun with her palm. 

“It’s Okay Gordie. Why don’t you help them harness up Candy.” 

They hitched the three horses to the tree and with the men helping the horses 

dragged the tree to the side of the road. Scace borrowed Bäror’s axe to lop off the 

branches that still lay across the trail. 

They had just finished when Big Mac and Bäror reappeared. 

“There’s something moving about in there,” Mac nodded his head back to the 

wood. It could have been a wild dog, on the other hand….” 

“Right!” Scace didn’t want to wait to find out. “We’re off,” he told the man. “If you 

want to stand any chance stay close behind.”  

The man nodded. 

They set off in a loose convoy, the family three cart lengths behind and 

endeavouring to keep up. They all kept their weapons to hand and very visible. 

“She was a bit of alright,” Hamish took time out of his fear to leer. 
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Mac and Bäror grinned from the back. 

Scace wondered what would have happened if he hadn’t been there to temper their 

enthusiasm. He shuddered at the thought. The family didn’t realise what a narrow escape 

they really had.  

The trees trapped the heat and stifled the air. The silence was oppressive and the 

sounds of the horses and carts were loud and echoing. Scace found himself pushing the 

horses hard and the family struggled with the pace. By the time they left the plantation 

and emerged back into the stark sunlight they had fallen some way behind. Still, the worst 

was behind and Scace eased up on the reins. It had jangled his nerves to have the field of 

vision restricted to a handful of feet by the dense growth of trees and it was a relief to see 

the vista of the mountains again, to feel the sun on his back and fresh air in his face. 

An hour or so later Scace was even happier to see the crude wooden sign with 

“Barter Town” branded into it as they reached the edge of town and a motel-style trading 

post. Here, they could trade the piglet and find a room for the night. 

The family had no barter and headed straight into town. Scace wished them luck. 

Barter Town was no place for a family. 

While Hamish and Bäror fed and watered the exhausted horses, Big Mac and Scace 

traded the piglet. 

Whereas the rest of the motel had been built out of materials reclaimed from a 

razed town with a combination of second-hand brick, breezeblock and corrugated iron 

sheeting, the trading lodge itself had been constructed of logs that gave it an authentic 

wild-west look. 

A very large gentleman with a big gun searched them as they went in and he 

removed their weaponry which he stashed in a cupboard and gave them a ticket. 

“Don’t lose it!” he waved them in. 

Inside, the trading lodge there were old solar cells, wind-up torches, water puri tabs, 

razor sharp hunting knives and an amazing collection of guns. It reminded Scace of his 

own collection but this was of much more practical and immediate use perhaps with the 

exception of the jukebox that stood in one corner among a collection of ticking clocks, 

beaten-up old leather sofas and antique pine Welsh dressers. This corner was for the more 

retro-minded and barter rich. 

“Gentlemen!” A small dark man with a pointed nose and slicked back hair 

addressed them with a supercilious smile from behind a counter, “What can I do you 

for?”  

“We have a piglet to barter,” Scace told him. 

The man’s smile dropped a notch. “We get a lot of piglets this time of year; a bit of 

a glut.” 

“You’ve not had any like this,” Scace said. “The finest, succulent free range 

organic pig.” 

The man’s smile was even more fixed than before. “I’m sure that it is, sir. Nice and 

succulent is it?  A nice fat juicy little porker.” 

A shiver worked its way up Scace’s spine.  

“Shall I have a look for you, sir?  Shall I?” 

“It’s outside in the cart,” Big Mac growled at him suspiciously. 

“In the cart, sir?” 

He sloped away. 

“Fucking weirdo,” Big Mac growled in Scace’s ear. Scace assumed that he did not 

mean him. 
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In an instant Smiley Man was back. “Succulent piggy indeed, sir,” he smiled and to 

Scace’s disgust put a long finger into his mouth and pulled it out wet as he sucked it 

clean. Scace thought of the poor piglet and balked at the thought of where that finger may 

have been. 

“What was sir hoping for?” he put the finger away and the smile returned. 

“Three drums of DDT,” Scace told him. 

The man breathed in sharply and shook his head almost imperceptibly. 

“There’s been a bit of a run on DDT, sir.” 

“You don’t say,” Big Mac was becoming irritated. 

Scace shot him a warning glance. They couldn’t afford to blow this one; they 

needed the insecticide. 

The smile did not budge an inch from the man’s face. “I couldn’t possible offer you 

more than one for that succulent little piggy.” 

“One!” Scace was angry. “We need at least two to protect our village. Are you 

going to kill my children? His children?” He pointed at Big Mac who glared at the man as 

if he had already committed the heinous act. 

The big gentleman with the big gun was becoming interested and began to walk 

over. 

Smiley Man lifted a hand without even turning his head and the big gentleman 

shrugged and returned to his post at the door. “You’ve had a long journey, sir. Two 

barrels, then you can relax and find the young ladies, sir!” 

“Done!” Scace said, “if you throw in four square meals, beers and a bed for the 

night,” he pushed his luck. 

The man’s smile lifted a notch higher and a mite wider, although Scace had not 

thought it possible. “Give my regards to your children, sirs. I am honoured to have saved 

them through my generosity.” 

The square meals at the motel turned out to be a little less rounded than Scace had 

expected, the beer was warm and rancid and the bed was in a twin room but it was all that 

was available with the Church of the Rain in town. What the hell, thought Scace, they had 

the DDT and that’s what mattered. 

After the meal, Scace was left alone as the other men went out to search for 

entertainment. They had all brought their own barter for beer and women. Hamish’s live 

lobster had caused Scace quite a fright when earlier he had caught sight of Hamish’s 

luggage moving of its own accord. God only knew what Bäror and Big Mac had tucked 

into their luggage. Scace himself had a good stash of pork chops and bacon. 

Scace hadn’t been invited to go with them but he didn’t mind. He was happy to 

spend as little time with Hamish as possible and, anyway, he wanted to see the doctor. 

The possibility that he was infected lurked at the back of his mind; it wasn’t Angus who 

was finding it increasingly difficult to remember ‘what day’. Doc had said that they were 

working on a cure and he wanted to find out if that was true but he realised that he would 

have to be careful. He didn’t want to infer that he might be infected; he didn’t know how 

they treated the infected in Barter Town, they might still take them out of town and shoot 

them like they had done in the early years after the Dissociation.  

Unlike Larry Lamont, the village’s Doc, Doctor Kennedy was a real doctor. He was 

a missionary sent out from the City to heal sick bodies and save souls. Whereas the City 

had a firm Christian foundation, all sorts of old rustic beliefs, like the Church of the Rain, 

had resurfaced and flourished since the Dissociation. Oddly, after all this God or that God 

had put them through, it was still hard to find an out and out atheist. 
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Scace left the motel and took in the local market on his way to Doctor Kennedy’s. 

The market lined the length of the main street through Barter Town. It was an exciting 

place full of people and noise. There were stalls of sun-ripened fruit, soil-stained 

vegetables, eggs contaminated with chicken shit and the bloody skinned corpses of rabbit 

and dog hung buzzing with flies. Other stalls were stacked with of out-of-date dried food 

packets, tins and cans with faded labels; tinned soup, tuna, corned beef, peaches and 

condensed milk. If Scace had been hungry he could have bartered for a variety of street 

food, maize pancakes filled with honey-sweetened apple pulp, barbeque corn on the cob 

or roasted field vole on a stick. 

Away from the food were the hardware stalls. Here you could barter for second-

hand trappings of pre-Apocalyptic life. There were stalls of rusty hinges, screws and 

nails; stalls of blackened pots and pans; and stalls of rain-damaged tables and chairs. 

The stall that Scace was looking for was off the main high street among the stalls 

overflowing with tattered second or even third-hand clothing. Here, away from the main 

flow, there were fewer customers and not a single one at the paper stall. 

A scruffy man with a couple days growth of beard and black ink-stained fingers 

was sitting behind the stall diligently ripping pages from a leather-bound tome and 

carefully bundling them together. On the stall the paper was sorted into bundles for 

different use; all were pages ripped from books and magazines. The thinnest paper was 

sold as toilet paper for the barter rich. Thicker paper was folded into paper sticks and 

used as kindling. Scace was interested in the books themselves that were stacked to one 

side of the stall. He began to carefully sort through them. 

“It’s a long time since I’ve had a reader.”  

Scace looked up.  

The man had paused in his task of dismantling a book. As Scace watched him, he 

took a thin page, blew his nose on it then tossed it in with the kindling paper. 

“I keep a small collection,” Scace said. 

“I read some of them,” the man said, “before I sort them. Bring tears to your eyes 

they do.” 

Scace looked at the rough unshaven character and found this hard to believe. 

“I tried to teach my kids to read but they weren’t interested,” the man told him. 

“What’s the point, Dad, they said. So I have to read to em instead. They love the stories,” 

the man said. “As long as someone else’s doing the readin.”   

“Here!” he rummaged through the books. “Try this one, my kids loved it.” 

Scace read the cover. ‘The Time Machine by H.G Wells.’ He remembered it. It was 

science fiction and the sort of book he normally burned.  

“Go on take it!” the man insisted. “Give it one last read in this world.” 

That struck a chord.  

“OK!  Thanks!” Scace said. “I’ll also take some bog paper for the missus.” 

Scace meandered passed the last of the market stalls many of which were in the 

process of being dismantled and packed up for the day.  

Doctor Kennedy worked in part of the original hotel that pre-dated Barter Town. He 

was always in and his surgery was always open; he was kept very busy in Barter Town. It 

was bad enough in the town itself with the lawless street brawls but people also came 

from far and wide to seek his help. 

An assistant opened the door and led Scace to a collection of seats in a small room. 

She was young, pretty but looked tired. 

Across the hall from the room, a door was ajar and through the opening Scace could 

see a sheet-covered body lying on a table.  
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The pretty assistant followed his gaze.  

“That one’s fresh.” Her voice was flat, little emotion. “A young lad just arrived in 

town.” 

Scace took a few steps through the door to the body and pulled back the sheet.  

An arm flopped from the table and brushed against his. It still felt warm and on it, 

Scace saw the raw bloody mark of a brand new tattoo: the mosquito symbol of the 

Church of the Rain. The cold-sweat face of the spotty youth, Gordie, Green Eyes had 

called him, stared back up at him. No sooner had the poor lad been indoctrinated into the 

Church than he had come face-to-face with its God. 

“What happened?” 

She had followed him in.  

“An argument outside the tattoo parlour. He pointed his gun at the wrong people.” 

“Silly lad,” was all Scace could manage. “His mother and father?” 

“His mother is in shock. The doctor’s with her now.” 

She waited for him to leave the room and carefully closed the door.  

“We don’t want to give patients the wrong idea,” she half-smiled. “After all, this 

one did arrive here dead.”  

Scace shrugged. Fair enough, though they were all used to death these days; even 

more so in Barter Town. Still, it was such a shame. 

The doctor interrupted his sympathies.  

“Mr Scace!” 

After months and months of not seeing a black face, it was always a surprise. 

“How’s the mother?” Scace asked the doctor as he followed him to his surgery 

office. 

Doctor Kennedy raised an eyebrow. 

“Green Eyes,” Scace explained, “the dead lad’s mother.” 

“I’ve given her something to calm her. You know the lady?”  

Scace thought about this. “We travelled some of the way here together. Her son was 

a bit jumpy!” 

The doctor nodded and said in a low voice, “the first time out of his village. They 

were out of their depth here. Very sad! Sometimes I loath this place and wonder what I’m 

doing here.”  

“You wouldn’t leave though?” Scace asked. A full days travel to the nearest 

qualified doctor was bad enough. It would be worse not to have even that.  

“Perhaps next dry season I might visit my sister. She is a Healer in a mountain 

village and we share a lot of our knowledge. She gives me herbs, I give her aspirin. But it 

is a very Pagan place and I am thinking of taking the gospel to them.” 

“Is it far from here?” Scace asked. If he did go walkabout, it would be useful to 

know where to find him. 

He shrugged. “No! Not that far, high on the slopes of Ben Cruachan. I’m tempted 

by the clean mountain air.”  

He opened a door for Scace and ushered him in. There was a seat before a desk. 

Scace took the seat while the doctor perched himself on the edge of his desk.  

“So, how can I help you?” 

Scace shifted uneasily in his seat. He wanted to ask about a cure but he had to be 

careful. At the last moment he had an inspiration. 

“It’s my father-in-law. He’s begun to forget things.”  He wished! 

“And you think that he may have Safari Disease,” the doctor said, more of a brutal 

statement than a question. “How old is he?”  
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Scace struggled with that one. 

“Fifty? Sixty?” he asked. 

“Nearer seventy,” Scace said. “I was hoping that you might be able to give him 

something.” 

“He is an old fellow,” the doctor was surprised. “With someone that age it could 

easily be Alzheimer’s or any number of neurological conditions. Without seeing him I 

can’t be sure.” 

“But is there anything that we can do? I’m sure that he would try anything.” 

He regarded Scace for a moment with a faint smile. “If I had a cure for Safari 

Disease I would be famous. And probably very rich,” he added.  

Scace’s heart shrank from a cold grip. “But I heard that they were working on 

something in the City; some treatment or cure.” 

“Who told you that?” 

Scace told him of the Professor and Doc Lamont.  

“Ah!” he nodded. “I know the Professor. Back in the City, I once went along to one 

of his seminars. We move in different circles, though. I’m more at the sharp end; his lot 

do all the clever academic thinking.” 

Scace thought the Professor was very much at the sharp end now.  

“Look! I wouldn’t get your father-in-law’s hope up. Safari Disease or Alzheimer’s, 

it doesn’t really matter. He’s had a long life and if I were you I would concentrate on 

making his last few months good ones.” 

“Months! As fast as that,” Scace sighed. 

“Months, perhaps a year. You’ve seen it. You know.” 

Scace nodded. Once the symptoms appeared, it could be fast.  

“I just thought that seeing as I was here on business; I might as well come and ask 

if there was any chance.” 

“I’m sorry,” he said. “It’s an awful disease but there is nothing that I or anyone else 

can do about it.” 

That was it then. Scace got up, paid the man in bacon and thanked him for his time. 

He was at the door when he called after me. 

“A word of advice; be careful who you share these rumours of a cure with. The 

town is full of the Church of the Rain.” 

Scace nodded. The doctor was right. The Church of the Rain believed that the 

disease was how God punished the sinners so any talk of a cure would not go down well 

with them. Scace thought that if the disease was a punishment for sinning, then the world 

must have been full of sinners because millions of people had been punished already. He 

just hoped that he wasn’t going to be one of them. 

On leaving the doctor’s, Scace sought out a bar in which to drown his sorrow at the 

bad news; if he was infected, there still was no cure. Darkness had fallen but Barter Town 

was lit up in a blaze of warm neon. Wealth could achieve anything; even after an 

apocalypse and Scace stood for several minutes drinking in the sight. In this world awe 

was rare and worth savouring. 

Several ‘Stripper’ signs were lit up in red or yellow and even one that blinked with 

electronic sophistication and ‘Pam’s Pink Palace’ across the street from ‘Dan’s Donkey 

Dong’ allowed the customer choice. Neon ‘Barter’ signs encouraged people to spend all 

that they possessed for a few more minutes of earthy pleasure with Pam, or Dan. It was 

all crude, garish and utterly breathtakingly beautiful.  

Scace dragged his eyes away from the promise of fun and pleasure; after his visit to 

the doctor, he felt more subdued. He sought out the least garish bar in which the 
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waitresses were almost fully clothed. In exchange for a pound of pork chops the barman 

handed him a bottle of badly distilled liquor and he sat drinking it perched on a stool at 

the bar. 

He was half way through the bottle and feeling suitably depressed when the door to 

the bar was thrown open and Jesus walked in. At least the bearded figure in white robes 

looked like the pictures of Jesus that Scace could remember from his youth before 

civilisation had taken its current downturn. The sneakers that Scace caught a glimpse of 

under the robes were a bit of a giveaway though. 

“Sinners repent!” The Minister of the Church of the Rain threw open his arms. On 

either side of him were two young blonde haired followers, one in robes like those of his 

idol, the other in black leathers and carrying a motorcycle helmet. “Repent or face 

destruction. The disease is upon you. Save yourselves!” 

The bar fell deathly quiet. Customers stared into the cloudy liquid of their drinks 

and avoided his eye. 

Scace heard the barman curse under his breath. That drew attention from the 

Minister. 

“I see that we have an unbeliever!” The Minister went up to the barman, his robes 

brushing against Scace’s knee. The Minister was smiling but the next moment he reached 

over, grabbed the barman by his hair and pulled the man’s head hard onto the bar straight 

on top of Scace’s glass that shattered across the man’s forehead.  

Scace stumbled back away from the violence as a pool of blood and liquor seeped 

across the bar. 

“Tell your boss that he owes the church his collection,” the Minister hissed into the 

ear of the barman before he pushed the man’s head away. As the barman stood swaying 

with splinters of glass embedded in his skull, the Minister whipped around with a crazed 

smile. 

“My disciples will now take a collection. Please give generously.” 

There was a sudden movement in the bar as everyone searched for something to 

donate. Scace ended up giving them most of his remaining bacon. 

“May you all receive absolution for your generosity,” the Minister smiled at them 

all as his disciples struggled under the load of donated barter. “The Church is open to you 

all. Come join us at the Festival of the Rain!” 

With that, he left the bar in a swirl of robes.  

After a moments shocked silence the hum of the bar gradually returned as people 

recovered their composure. Scace returned to his bottle. 

“I need a new glass,” he told the barman who was picking the glass from his scalp. 

“Church of the Rain!” the barman snarled slamming a fresh glass in front of Scace. 

“No more than common thugs.” He mopped the blood and spilt booze from the bar. 

“Wait til Mr T hears about this. He won’t let them get away with it.” 

Scace finished his drink quickly. This had been too much excitement for him. He 

had just wanted a quiet drink getting quietly drunk. He didn’t want to get caught up in 

Barter Town’s petty power struggles. As he stood to leave, he realised that he was indeed 

actually quite drunk. Good! 

Scace left the bar into the glare of the neon night. He stood swaying slightly. What 

was that noise? It was a familiar sound but one that he had not heard since a child. 

Scace looked around, up and down the street as the sound grew louder and 

presently a car appeared around the corner pulled by two horses. It rode down the main 

street, bouncing in and out of the potholes. It was huge, boxy all shiny black and chrome 

under the neon. It was beautiful. Scace stood transfixed with mouth gaping. 
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The car pulled up right in front of Scace, outside the bar, engine purring and red 

brake lights glowing. Scace read ‘Lincoln Town Car’ in shiny chrome on the boot. The 

windows were smoked and impenetrable.  

Scace was just about to turn away when the doors of the Lincoln opened and three 

men leapt out. They were wearing old-style city clothes; black suits, ties and shoes, white 

shirts; smart and cool. They gathered around the rear left passenger door. Scace guessed 

that was where the powerful man who was making this powerful gesture was sitting. 

He was right. Johnny Thurston stepped out. 

“Johnny!” The word was out before Scace’s alcohol soaked brain could react. 

“Johnny Thurston!” He stepped towards them. It was a mistake. 

The three minders leapt on him and in a blur of movement had him winded, on his 

back in the dirt and horse shit. Scace was suddenly staring down the barrel of a gun. 

A familiar face loomed over Scace. It was Johnny. He had put on a few pounds and 

gained a few lines around the eyes but there was no doubt; it was him. 

“Johnny!  It’s me, Scace!” 

He peered down at Scace. “Oh yeah!  How’s it going?” 

“Nice motor,” Scace managed on his back in the dirt. 

“It will be when we find a clutch plate. Still, the engine keeps the air con going and 

she’s armoured to the roof.” He caught himself and smiled. “Anyway, you have a nice 

day.” He pointed a finger gun at Scace’s prostrate form. “Come on! Leave him!” he told 

his minders. “Let’s see what the damn Church has been up to now!” 

Scace struggled to sit up, but he was gone. The door to the bar swung shut. A single 

bald-headed minder with a thick neck remained at the door to keep out the undesirables 

who Scace realised probably included drunks covered in dirt and stale horseshit. 

He picked himself up and brushed himself down as best he could. 

“Bastard,” he muttered, though not too loud.  

With one last scowl at the minder, Scace headed back to the motel. The others were 

still out having a great time no doubt. Well, sod it! He would too! He turned around and 

went back out into the Barter Town night. 
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Chapter Five 

- Aunty Mary and the Church of the Rain - 

 

The next day Scace woke up with a hangover. He rolled over in the narrow bed and 

through eyes open as mere slits he saw that Hamish and the gang had not returned; the 

other beds had not been slept in.  

Scace waited for them with a pounding head and growing frustration. They had to 

get going; it was a full day’s journey back to their village. Scace did not want to spend 

another night in Barter Town.  

Eventually the frustration turned to anger just before midday. They could damn 

well make their own way back; he would go it alone. He packed his stuff and left the 

motel. 

Outside birds were scavenging the detritus of the night; two huge black crows 

cawed at him and flapped their wings in his face as he startled them. The morning was 

already hot and humid and smelled of rain.  

Scace remained angry throughout the hitching of Two and Sally to the cart, 

throughout the loading of the barrels of DDT and for the three miles through the forest 

out of Barter Town. That was when the worry began. With the others, they had been a 

dangerous predator; not to be messed with. Now, on his own, he was not even a hyena 

and he was certainly not laughing. No, he decided, with the cart and the barrels of DDT, 

he was more of a lumbering bison and hadn’t the early American settlers wiped them out 

in their millions?  

At that very moment, as he left the cover of the trees, there could have been a gun 

trained on his back. Scace shifted uneasily in his seat; he was an easy target. Perhaps 

Hamish and the others would catch him up; after all he was barely going at a walking 

pace. 

In the end they did not catch him up but it was the rain that probably saved him. 

The first rain of the new season drifted across the hills and glens in fine curtains of mist 

that penetrated Scace’s old waxed coat and soaked him to the core. He was soon cold and 

wet and the constant drip, drip of water from the rim of his hat was the tune to which he 

rocked along. 

Any bandits were surely cosy and warm in their dens, drinking whisky by the 

fireside, roasting marshmallows or doing whatever else bandits did in their spare time. 

Scace urged Two and Sally on, afraid that the cart would get bogged down. But 

these were the first rains, the ground was bone dry and it sucked up the water greedily. 

Nevertheless, he drove the horses until they were all exhausted and it was too dark to see 

the trail. They were not that far from home now but the high pass through the mountains 

lay ahead and Scace didn’t want to risk losing the cart to a rock lurking in the gloom. 

He made it as far as the abandoned village with its fallen church. Only the day 

before they had stopped there for lunch in the sun. Now, with the sombre grey of the rain, 

it looked like another world and the large horse chestnut tree that had given them shade 

now dripped with huge splashes of rain. Scace had to find somewhere to spend the night.  

In the end, a broken bungalow provided a little shelter from the persistent drizzle 

but without the others, Scace didn’t feel brave enough to light a fire. So he fed Two and 

Sally and huddled with them in the rain and ruins. To add to his misery the ghosts of the 

village would not leave them in peace. The horses started for no reason, bricks tumbled 

from decaying walls and at one point a huge crash startled them all.  
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“Fuck off!” He shouted into the darkness suddenly, freaking the horses. But the 

ghosts didn’t listen. Eventually, he fell into a light uneasy sleep whilst the village 

continued its slow return to the earth. 

Something woke him. There was still the sound of water running and dripping and 

soaking but there had been something else. 

He heard it again, the mechanical sound of an engine that came and went in a 

rhythmic pulse. Scace thought of the book that he had in his pack and he remembered that 

it had terrified him in his youth with its description of the Morlock, fearsome cannibals 

who devoured the Eloi and laboured underground with their huge pulsing machines. 

There had been an apocalypse in that story too. 

This sound though was more like a, Scace struggled to remember, a lawnmower? 

No! A motorbike! In the dying days of the Apocalypse they had been very popular, until 

the fuel had run out. It had been some time since he had heard one. In the distance, 

someone was riding a motorbike up and down in the rain in the dark. 

Situations like this should never be investigated but human nature ensured that they 

always were. Scace knew that he should have hunkered down and hoped that it would go 

away but he was cold, wet, awake now and in need of a distraction. 

Scace checked his shotgun, took the safety off and ventured out into the drizzle. He 

crept quietly along the road. It was pitch dark but he was guided by the sound of the bike 

and something else now; the rhythmic beating of a drum. 

They were having a party among the gravestones; a huge outdoor rave. A hundred 

people were gathered in the rain in the lee of the church by the sizzling light of a huge 

bonfire and flaming tar torches staked into the ground. They were drinking, they were 

dancing and they were naked. Church of the Rain tattoos were abundantly displayed on 

wobbly flesh.  

Scace found a vantage point in the dark shadow of an ancient yew. They were 

dancing to the beat of the drum, arms outstretched faces upturned to the rain. They had 

grotesquely painted bodies and wore hideous animal masks. These were Rain People, 

from the Church of the Rain. It had rained and now they had gathered here from Barter 

Town and the surrounding area to celebrate the Festival of the Rain. It was the time of 

rebirth when the land turned green again, but it was also a time of death, when God’s 

disease rose up from the dust to strike the sinners down.  

Suddenly the motor bike appeared and roared through the crowd. The rider was 

dressed in black leathers and wore a helmet with a mirrored visor. Scace recognised the 

disciple that he had seen in the bar. He had a moment’s fright when the beam of its 

headlight flitted over him but they were all too busy being whipped into a frenzy as the 

motorbike spun its wheels in the ground, showering them all with mud before speeding 

away in a wheelie. The crowd went wild. As they did over and over again as the bike 

roared endlessly up and down, performing its clever stunts. The drum and the shouts and 

the bike reached a crescendo of numbing noise as the rain poured from the heavens. 

“Shit!” Scace cursed as warm rain trickled down his back. He realised that it wasn’t 

rain at just about the same time that the naked young man who had just urinated on him 

realised that Scace was there. He had broken off from the party to relieve himself under 

the tree and in his night-blindness and through the restricted view of his sheep skull mask 

had failed to spot Scace’s dark shadow.  

“Jesus! There’s someone here!” He pulled back in alarm. 

Scace had two choices. He could have shot the lad, which seemed a bit excessive, 

or could have knocked him down and made his escape. 
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“What is it?” The naked youngster was joined by another wearing a cow skull 

mask.  

Just at that moment that the frenzied drumming suddenly and shockingly fell silent 

and Scace’s ears rang in the silence. 

“Jason! There’s someone here watching us!” The first lad cried out to his friend. 

“Dirty old bugger,” the friend called Jason spat, pulling up his mask for a better 

look. Scace recognised him as the second disciple from the bar. 

Quickly, even as Scace scrambled to his feet, he was surrounded by a gaping 

congregation. His only consolation was that they were body-painted butt naked and 

therefore obviously unarmed. 

“Take him to the Minister!” The black leather clad rider appeared and took control; 

his voice muffled by his helmet.  

They began jostling Scace forward into the light of the torch flames. 

Scace had no choice but to let himself be manoeuvred across the churchyard and 

into the ruined church itself. The roof of the church had collapsed so there was no more 

shelter inside than out but a large tent-like structure had been raised in the middle of the 

floor. 

“We’ve caught a spy!” the black leather rider called out pulling off his helmet. 

Blonde hair spilled over his shoulders. He was no older than sixteen, Scace guessed.  

The flap of the tent was pushed aside and the familiar vision of renaissance Christ 

with greying beard and long hair stepped out. Scace saw that the sneakers under the robes 

had now been replaced by green wellies. The Minister was wearing a pair of motorcycle 

goggles. 

The Minister looked at Scace. “What are you?” His voice was not unfriendly. 

“Huh?” Scace was wary. He half expected the Minister to reach out and grab his 

hair as he had done to the barman. 

“Christian, Catholic, Episcopalian, Pagan? None of the above?” The Minister 

studied him. 

“Er, pigman I guess.” 

The Minister sucked breath in through his teeth “You are very lucky. Tonight I am 

giving you the opportunity to join the Church of the Rain and save your soul.” 

“Do I have a choice?” 

“Of course,” he smiled a big insincere smile. “You can remain a dirty filthy sinner 

and be consigned to the fires of Hell. Don’t you want to save your soul, man?” 

That’s what Scace was afraid of. He was obviously stark raving bonkers. There was 

no point in arguing with a violent mad man. 

Scace sighed. “Yes, I do want to join the Church of the Rain and save my soul. 

Thank you!” 

“Excellent!” The Minister’s smile was genuine this time. “There are some forms to 

fill in and we need your signature.” 

“Forms?” No one had mentioned forms to Scace. 

“A contract between you and the Church. In return for one of our rather pleasant 

little bibles and for saving your soul, you promise to contribute ten percent of your 

worldly goods to the Church.” 

“But I don’t have anything to give!” Scace was suddenly very unhappy. 

“You’re a pig man aren’t you? We take pigs.” 

“But I don’t have any on me.” 

“Don’t worry about that. We’ll sort something out later. Just strip off and enjoy 

yourself.” 
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“I’d rather not. Believe me; you don’t want to see me naked.” 

“Nonsense! We don’t notice the material flesh. It’s the soul that counts. The rain 

washes our naked bodies clean of sin.” He turned to the blonde young man in leathers. 

“Joshua! Find him a form and take his clothes.” 

Joshua, so that was his name, thrust a piece of paper under Scace’s nose. It was too 

dark to read it but he signed it anyway. 

“Excellent!” The Minister clapped Scace on the back. “Now, let’s party.”  

The drums started up again as Scace rather self-consciously stripped off in front of 

Joshua and handed him his clothes. 

“You’ll get used to it, Pops.” 

“I doubted it,” Scace muttered as he followed Joshua outside with his hands clasped 

firmly across his genitals. 

Outside in the churchyard Joshua revved the bike and the air was filled with blue-

black exhaust smoke and the scent of buttery popcorn as the modified engine struggled to 

burn the crude corn oil fuel. The Minister rode pillion as Joshua paraded him in front of 

his adoring masses. When the Minister stood up on the footrests and raised his arms into 

the air they went wild for him.  

Meanwhile, amidst the frenzy, Scace slunk to the back of the crowd and tried to 

strategically hide his body behind a headless marble cherub; not that anyone showed the 

slightest bit of interest in him now. 

As the drums and the adoration of the crowd reached a tumultuous finale, a sheep 

was dragged from among the ruined gravestones and held before them. Vaguely, Scace 

wondered where they had got the sheep from. As carriers of the disease all sheep had 

been culled. Apart from the few on Bandy Island, Scace had thought sheep to be virtually 

extinct. The sheep tried to resist and bleated piteously, but they had it by its fleece and it 

was lifted from the ground and perched on top of a granite crypt, its legs splayed so that 

its soft under belly rested on the stone. It bleated with a sense of urgency.  

The Minister abandoned Joshua and the bike and strode up to the poor beast. The 

drums and the crowd fell silent. He raised a knife to the rain-filled sky, and then slit the 

animal’s throat. A blood fountain pulsed ten feet into the air as its heart pumped away its 

life, spraying the crowd with a rain of blood. 

Scace got it; the ritual representation of God’s judgement on man through his blood 

borne agent of disease. Christ, they were practically showering in blood.  

The drums started up again as wet and bloody they danced into the night. Shivering 

in the rain, Scace watched them while they partied, a voyeur on their religious 

celebration. He watched them tire and pair off to consummate their excitement; even 

Joshua seemed to forget Scace and his bike as he went off hand in hand with Jason.  

When, at last, all was still and quiet Scace thought of the hot naked bodies and the 

breasts drenched with blood and did what any other hot-blooded male would have done… 

he nicked the bike. 

 

It was already three hours into daylight and by now the Rain People must have been 

up and about. They must have missed their newest member by now and Joshua wouldn’t 

have been too pleased about the missing bike either. 

Initially, Scace had felt very pleased with himself as he had quietly grabbed his 

clothes and gun and slunk away from the village under the cover of darkness with the 

bike lashed securely in the cart. The bike was a hugely valuable item of barter but more 

than that Scace couldn’t wait to ride it and show off it off to Danny and Jo. 
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Scace’s hadn’t been able to bear to dress in his clothes that smelled of stale urine so 

he wrapped himself up as best he could in an old sackcloth and draped his waterproof like 

a cloak over his head.  

Daylight found him frozen, less pleased with himself and very anxious. The road 

was steep and he had covered so little distance in the darkness. And worse, when he had 

looked behind, he saw with horror the parallel wheel tracks in the rain softened ground 

that screamed ‘this way! He went this way!’ He knew then that he would be caught! 

Scace had two options. He could ditch the bike and hope that when they found it 

they would not come after him or he could hide. But how did he hide a loaded cart, two 

horses and a cowardly thief in the middle of nowhere? 

In desperation, he pressed on towards the spine of the Three Sister mountains that 

backed onto his village. As the road rose up and the ground grew more firm so that the 

tracks were less obvious a solution presented itself. Just under the rim of a low ridge that 

was the first shoulder of the pass, the road divided. He had barely noticed it before. He 

presumed that the alternate route climbed higher into the vast tract of mountainous moors. 

He suddenly saw an opportunity. Perhaps he could use this alternative to evade any 

pursuers and to scout a new route to the village. 

Scace drove the cart up the spur then leapt down and while Two and Sally ate 

breakfast he faked a couple of tracks along the main route for fifty yards using the blunt 

end of a branch. Then he retraced his steps and covered the tracks along the spur, 

flattening the wheel ruts and sticking broken bits of heather into the ground to make it 

look undisturbed and unused. It looked convincing enough.  

Finally, Scace jumped back into the cart and urged the horses on. He was now 

heading southwest with the familiar mountains hung with cloud on his right. He prayed 

that at some point he would be able to thread his way back to his village.  

Two miles later and he had the chance. The road divided again but the option that 

faced him was more of a moorland trail, a sunken gash through the heather and gorse. He 

had no choice. The trail might peter out but it looked unused and it was unlikely that the 

Church of the Rain could follow him here.  

After covering his tracks once more, he set off along the bumpy trail that was so 

narrow that the cart’s axle hubs brushing the vegetation on either side. Here and there 

along the trail there were old impressions of wheeled traffic in the mud that could even 

have been from the previous wet season. Still, the very evidence of a passage worried 

Scace; the trail was not as abandoned as he might have hoped. Where did it go? Now he 

was worrying about what lay ahead as well as what was behind.  

He worried about breaking the axle on the boulders that lay in the ruts. He worried 

about the Church of the Rain. He worried about what Jo would say when he returned 

without Hamish. And he worried that he could no longer remember what day it was. 

It never occurred to him, though, to worry about the sheep that began to dot the 

moorland around the trail or the white-haired lady standing outside her croft. 

Apart from an old aunt from his childhood, she was the wrinkliest, oldest person 

Scace had ever seen; older even than Angus. Her pale blue cardigan, though, if possible, 

looked even older. It was frayed and holed at the elbows,  

“You’re naked,” she eyed him curiously but with no fear. The cardigan was turning 

navy with the wetness of the rain. 

“I know. And you’ve got sheep,” he said as he sat up and looked around. 

“I’ve always had sheep.”   

Scace detected the ancient lilt of the Highland crofter.  

“Well, I haven’t always been naked,” he told her. 
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She grinned toothlessly. “Want a cup of tea?” 

Scace glanced behind. Well if they were following him they’d catch him soon 

enough and the temptation to warm up a little was too great. He tethered Two and Sally to 

a rusty metal clothes pole outside the croft and followed her in. 

The croft was dark and small; just one room and a kitchen really. A fire in the grate 

provided warmth and a pleasant smell of peat smoke. As his eyes adjusted to the gloom 

and the shifting patterns of the small fire, he saw that she had very little. A rough table, 

an armchair and a small two-seater sofa covered with faded fabric, a small bed in the 

corner and a dresser. 

“I don’t get many people passing but when they do I always offer them a cup of 

tea.” 

Scace smiled politely. 

“I’m still looking for a husband you know,” she chuckled at her own little joke, 

eyeing his barely covered bum out of the corner of her eye. 

Scace felt his nakedness under his sack cloth and waterproof and shifted 

uncomfortably. 

“I’ll see if I’ve got some clothes,” she offered and rummaged around in an old pine 

box. 

“These were my father’s,” she handed him a pair of baggy denim work trousers and 

a scrunched up lumberjack check shirt. 

Scace was grateful for the clothes that might smell musty but didn’t have the urine 

stench of his own. He dressed while she hung a smoke-blackened kettle over the fire and 

took a little teapot off the mantelpiece. 

As he buttoned the shirt, his eyes drifted to an old framed photograph that had 

faded with age. It showed a man, a woman with a baby outside the same croft. The man 

had braces; a check shirt, probably the one Scace was now wearing, and looked very 

serious. The woman had her best dress on and was smiling. The baby was just a bundle of 

white cloth. 

“That’s me,” she smiled. “Three months old.” 

She removed a tea caddy from the dresser cupboard. 

“I only drink tea when I have guests.” She warmed the pot carefully, “and I don’t 

get many of those.” 

“Not since the Apocalypse?” he suggested. 

She looked at him strangely. 

“Yes! I remember, a nasty sour-faced man in a suit said something about that. 

Something about a safari. Couldn’t understand what he was blathering on about but he 

did say that they would have to kill my sheep.” She shook her head. “I said that he could 

come and get them when I was dead and buried but not before. That was a long time ago. 

He never did come back. I guess it wasn’t that important after all.” 

“But you do know what happened, what has happened to the World?” Scace asked 

as she tipped the warm water from the pot. 

She spooned black leaves from the tea caddy and poured boiling water over them 

from the kettle. 

“Young man, if there had been an Apocalypse would I be standing here now 

making you tea?  PG okay?” 

“PG?” Scace leaned over and looked into the pot. 

“PG Tips,” she explained patiently. 

Scace looked at her. “You mean that it’s ‘real’ tea?” 
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She tutt-tutted at him as if to say ‘what else would I be giving you?’ “I know some 

people prefer Yorkshire, a good strong tea to put hairs on your chest but I always say, you 

can’t beat a good cup of PG.” 

She placed two fine china cups on two little saucers on the table and poured the 

amber liquid into it. 

“Milk? Sugar?” She placed a little milk jug and some sugar cubes on the table. 

Scace sipped the sheep’s milk; it was creamy, chilled and delicious. He poured just a dash 

into his cup of steaming tea and slurped a taste. Unlike the rust-coloured bush tea, it was 

smooth and coppery. His taste buds were in heaven. 

 “You are a strange young man,” she watched him drink. 

“Not really,” he said, “It’s just that it’s been such a long time.” The hot tea had 

brought a gentle sweat to his brow. 

“Wow!  That was great,” he sighed and sat back in the chair.  

She sat primly on the sofa, her saucer balanced on her lap, steadied with a gnarled 

hand with ridged blue veins. 

It was hard to think that there were still some people in this world whom the 

Apocalypse had passed gently by, Scace thought. For her, nothing had changed. For her, 

there had been no Apocalypse. 

“Could I interest you in a wee dram?” She took a bottle down from the high shelf of 

the dresser. “I make it myself; my father’s recipe. It helps me sleep.” 

She found two glasses and poured a finger of the pale yellow liquid into each. 

“Thanks!” Scace sipped the liquid tentatively. A fire burned his lips and tongue 

making him gasp. It was not unlike Angus’ firewater but sweeter and stronger. 

She watched him mischievously. 

“Aye! It’s got a kick.” She downed her glass in a single practised gulp. 

A couple of drinks later and Scace no longer cared whether the Church of the Rain 

was on his tail. Let em’ come! 

She matched him drink for drink and Scace began to suspect that she had a drink 

problem; the problem being that it had no effect on her. He laughed out loud at his little 

joke. 

“We’ll just put it away now, shall we?” she smiled. “I forget that my visitors are not 

so used to it and I’m keeping you from your journey. You’ve got better things to do than 

sit here jabbering to an old lady.” 

Scace shook his head. “It’s been very pleasant and if you ever find yourself in my 

village call in for some pork.” 

They both knew that it would never happen. 

It was very unpleasant to leave the cosy room and venture back out into the rain.  

“What about the clothes?” Scace pulled at the shirt. 

“Ach! Keep them. They’re no good to me!” she told him. 

Scace nodded and grinned drunkenly at her. He waved one last time, flicked the 

reins and rolled away. 

It occurred to Scace that he should have asked her to go with him, to rescue her 

from her solitude but he had not asked her and he did not know how she would have 

reacted to such a suggestion. One thing puzzled him, though. How had she lived to be so 

old? She lived surrounded by the disease; it had to be there in her sheep and in the 

thousands of mosquitoes that bred unchecked in the stagnant rain pools around her croft 

but how had she escaped it? Perhaps it was the real tea she drank. Perhaps real tea could 

cure the disease. He laughed at the ridiculous thought and startled the horses, yet again. 
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Perhaps the whole Apocalypse could have been avoided if people had been more 

religious in their tea drinking. Had civilisation been betrayed by instant coffee? 

It took him a good four hours to hack around the moorland trails back to the village 

road. By then he had sobered up and the rain had eased but the track had already become 

a gushing river of rainwater that flooded from the mountains and swirled around the 

cartwheels, spraying up from Sally and Two’s hooves. 

  Scace carefully scouted the village road but there was no sign of the Rain People. 

He prayed that he had lost them. 

A mile from home and he had begun to relax, to look forward to a blazing fire and a 

dram of mead to warm him up. Then he saw Danny kicking stones into puddles by the 

side of the road. 

“What the bloody hell are you doing out here?” Scace reached down a hand to pull 

Danny up to the buckboard.  

“Mum says you’re in bloody trouble.” 

“Don’t swear, Danny.” 

“You did.” 

“I’m an adult,” Scace told him. “I know when and when not to swear. 

“Mum said to look out for you and to tell you.” 

“Tell me what?” 

“The Rain People are stealing our pigs,” he said simply, as it almost bored by the 

prospect.” 

“No bloody way!” Scace shouted. “Over my dead fucking body!” 

Danny looked at him and half opened his mouth, then thought better of it as he 

caught the look on his dad’s face. 

Scace covered the last mile recklessly with Danny tightly clinging on to his arm to 

avoid being bounced out of the cart. 

“Are you going to shoot them, Dad?” His teeth clattered together. “Can I watch?” 

“Hold on!” Scace braced him with an arm as they skidded and slewed to a mud 

spray stop on the edge of the village under the shadow of the obelisks. Two and Sally 

panted, a fine steam rising from their sweating flanks. 

Quickly, Scace rolled the motor bike from the cart and hid it in a gulley near the 

track.  

Danny watched his father with big eyes. 

“Stay here Danny!”  

He began to complain. 

“I mean it!” Scace climbed back into the cart and clicked the horses forward. 

It looked like the whole village had gathered to watch with idle interest as the Rain 

People carried off Scace’s pigs.  

While the two young disciples; Joshua, still in leathers and Jason, newly dressed in 

robes, had a rope around the neck of Big Martha’s daughter, Big Martha II, and were 

dragging her into their cart, the Minister in his own flowing robes was standing chatting 

amicably to the villagers; he even had a hand on Lindsay’s shoulder. She, in turn, was 

gazing up into his face with some adoration. 

Luckily, it was not that easy to persuade fourteen stone of pig into a small cart 

while at the same time fending off acidic comments by a hostile little woman. As they 

climbed into the cart and tried to heave Martha’s weight after them, Jo harried them. 

“I hope you bloody choke on her rind,” she snapped at their heels. 

But Martha had other ideas’ she would not budge. She wanted to get back to her 

piglets and back to her piglets she was going to go. She turned and trotted off back to the 
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house suddenly spilling Joshua and Jason from the cart. The rope dragged loosely through 

the mud behind her. 

The two Church of the Rain disciples scrambled to their feet dripping watery mud 

only to find themselves staring down the barrel of Scace’s gun.  

Jason’s hand moved towards a little knife tucked in the belt of his robes. 

“Don’t!” Scace advanced on him. 

Jason hesitated. He looked Scace in the eye and saw determination there. With a 

shrug he moved his hand away from the knife. 

Scace took the knife and a gun from the cart and gave them to Jo. 

“About bloody time you showed up,” she snapped. “They said that you owed them 

a pig. That you had joined up.” 

Scace sighed. 

 “Pigman! I didn’t recognise you in your clothes,” the Minister held onto Lindsay’s 

shoulder. 

“You do know them!” Jo nipped at his heels. Then it occurred to her. “What does 

he mean ‘in your clothes’?”  

Scace ignored her.  

“How did you find me?” he asked the Minister. 

“The Church has many friends!” the Minister spread his hands and smiled at the 

villagers, Scace’s neighbours and friends. Angus in particular was looking sheepish. 

Christ! Scace was annoyed. They had been so flattered by the Minister’s presence 

that they had thrown caution to the wind and given him away. ‘Yes! That’s his house 

Minister; the one by the beach.’ Scace knew that the Church was a growing influence 

outside the village but it had never occurred to him that some of his neighbours might be 

members. He looked around nervously wondering who he could or could not trust. 

Lindsay certainly looked as if she might ask for the tattoo of membership from the 

Minister there and then.  

“Shoot them!” Jo interrupted his dilemma. “Shoot the whole bloody lot of them!” 

she told Scace. 

The Minister looked at Jo coolly but his two young disciples looked nervous. She 

was armed but how could they know that she had never fired a gun in her life. 

“I don’t envy you,” the Minister said to Scace nodding at Jo.  

He didn’t know the half of it, thought Scace but although she might get under his 

skin sometimes he knew that he could trust Jo with his life. 

“Vascere bracis meis.” 

“What the hell does that mean?” Scace asked him. 

“It’s Latin, our motto. Peace through God. Come! Escape with us. Escape with the 

Church of the Rain.” 

“So I could become a thief?  A pig stealer.” 

“You have a contract with God,” he raised his angry voice to the sky where no 

doubt God was listening. 

“You have a contract!” Jo was incredulous. 

Scace looked at her helplessly. He wasn’t about to explain that he had got naked at 

an orgy. 

The Minister shrugged sadly. “I hate to lose a follower to the devil.”  

“Aw, away an boil yer heed!” Scace told him. 

The Minister raised an eyebrow. 

“That means bullshit and get out of my village!” 
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The Minister hesitated for a heartbeat as if considering then turned to Joshua and 

Jason “Let’s leave our fallen member to his damnation!”  

Jason was quick enough to climb up into the empty cart, away from the gun that Jo 

was aiming in their direction.  

Joshua was more reluctant. “But my bike! He stole my bike!” He was aghast but the 

beginning of his protest was cut short by an almost imperceptible shake of the Minister’s 

head. 

The Minister followed Jason into the cart, hitching up his robes to reveal his green 

wellies.  

Scace took the gun off Jo, unloaded it and handed it back to him.  

“This belongs to you! I don’t want you coming back for it!” 

The Minister nodded to Lindsay, “when you are ready child, come and find me.” 

Her cheeks turned pink.  

The Minister flicked the reins and the cart rolled forward. “I’ll pray for you!” he 

shouted back to Scace waving the gun in the air. 

Jo kept her cool until they were just out of sight. 

“I could have been raped!” she appeared at Scace’s ear. “The whole village could 

have been burned.” 

The whole bloody village had let them down, Scace thought. He was annoyed by 

that. He turned to her, “Jo! At this very moment, I couldn’t give a shit!” 

She slapped his cheek hard. “Well, don’t bother coming home!” she screamed as 

she marched off back to the cottage. 

The villagers looked shocked at Jo’s outburst but the show was over and they 

sloped away to escape the drizzle. 

Only Doc came up to Scace. He slapped him on the back. 

“Gutsiest thing I ever damn saw!” 

Scace didn’t know whether he meant him kicking the Rain People out of town or 

his mouthing off at Jo. It didn’t matter; Scace had always liked the guy. 

When Scace got back to the bike and Danny he found that Danny had pulled the 

tarpaulin off and was pretending to ride it. The seat was so wide he could barely get his 

legs either side of it. 

“Cool bike, Dad!” his eyes glittered. 

It was cool! The chrome gleamed and the air was filled with the aroma of leather 

and engine oil; a potent scent to switch on the Y chromosome. They were both switched 

on.  

“Come on let’s try her out!” Scace smiled. 

They wheeled it down to a beach away from the village, to the strip of wet sand 

between the rotting line of seaweed and the turning tide. 

Scace was full of excited apprehension; would he even be able to ride her? Surely, 

it was just like riding a bike and they say that you never forget how to ride a bike. Had he 

ever ridden a bike?  It had been so long!  

It took him ten minutes to figure out how to get the engine going and a further few 

minutes to work out the throttle, brake and gear shift. He decided to concentrate more on 

the throttle and brake; he could leave the fancy stuff like gear shifts to later. 

“Keep well back Danny!” Scace was frightened of falling on him. 

Gingerly, he lifted a leg over the seat and took the weight of the bike; it was very 

heavy. 

“Here we go!” Scace gritted his teeth, heard the rough roar of the engine and the 

bike shot forward, He panicked and keeled the bike over, his shoulder thumping into the 
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beach knocking the wind out of him. The handlebar raked a six-foot gash in the sand as 

he came to rest with his leg trapped under the bike. 

“Brilliant!” Danny clapped enthusiastically. “Can I have a go?” 

Half an hour later, Scace stopped to survey his handiwork. The beach was 

beginning to resemble a ploughed field with a series of sand angels marking every jarring 

fall. He felt, though, that he was starting to get the hang of it at last. 

That night he sent Danny, sworn to secrecy about the bike, back up to the cottage 

but he stayed away from the marital bed and slept in the barn on a bed constructed from 

his books. 
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Chapter Six 

- Walking the Rain - 

 

Scace was woken in the middle of the night by a Danny’s little body crawling in 

beside him. He vaguely wondered what had driven Danny from the warmth of his 

mother’s body to seek him out in the cold and dark. Perhaps he just wanted to have both 

of them and if he couldn’t have them both at once he would do time share. Scace 

groaned. He hoped that they weren’t screwing up their son. 

At the first cold light of dawn, Scace was woken again, this time by the pigs. He 

hadn’t fed them the night before and they were ravenous for their breakfast. He could 

hear them grunting and squealing hungrily. If they woke Jo, there would be more Hell to 

pay! Reluctantly, he got up leaving Danny sleeping and crept up to the house. 

Scace managed to throw some slops to the pigs and to quickly sneak out through 

the back door. He was relieved not to have to confront her; it would give him time to 

think. At the moment he felt both anger and guilt and couldn’t work out which emotion 

was most justified. Was she right to be angry with him? He didn’t think so; he’d even 

bought her a present. But he had got mixed up with the Church of the Rain and led them 

to the village. Stealing the bike had just ensured that they had followed him and tracked 

him down. He had put them all at risk. So, she had every right to be angry. But she didn’t 

even know about the bike yet and she was still angry. That made her anger unreasonable.  

And she had slapped him, hadn’t she? In front of the whole village! For nothing!  

The bike was still hidden in the gulley. He wheeled it back to the beach where he 

hoped that Jo would not hear it. She would find out eventually, of course, but he didn’t 

want them to find out just yet. 

He was pleased to see that he had improved. He flew along the smooth sand; and it 

was like flying with the morning sea mist damp on his forehead and the spray of the surf 

in his wake. It lifted his spirits and beguiled him with a feeling of immortality and 

strength. He knew now what he had to do. He was horribly misled! 

He flung open the door of the cottage with such force that it rattled the shelves. 

“What do you want?” Jo eyed him from the table sipping her breakfast tea. 

He did not even pause to break his stride or to stop for breath. “I want to move back 

in with my wife and son. I want to discuss this like a rational normal couple.” 

“So you think we’re normal do you?” she said quietly. 

He stared into the brink of the deep black pit of his damnation but stepped bravely 

forward and took a chair. 

“Is it normal to leave your wife with a young son at the mercy of bandits? Is it 

normal to sleep in a barn surrounded by rubbish?” She folded her hands together in a 

superior prissy way. 

Scace opened and closed his mouth gasping for purer air as he fell bodily into the 

dark pit that smelled rankly of raw emotion.                            

That was so unfair!  

“They weren’t bandits and I had to go; you know that. And you kicked me out!” 

There was a red heat behind his eyes. She was so irrational, so unreasonable. 

“And where is my brother?” she snapped. 

“How the hell should I know?” he snapped back. “He’s probably lying drunk in a 

gutter somewhere.” 

“You were supposed to look after him!”  
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“You’ve gone bloody mad. He was supposed to look after me,” Scace thumped the 

table.  

She leaned forward and pointed a thin finger at his chest. 

“Don’t you swear at me! Do you hear me swearing?” 

“Fuck off! Fuck off! Fuck off!” Scace sneered then, a mixture of bravado and 

horror at what he was saying. 

“You’re just a crude silly man!” she glared at him. “You have no idea what I have 

to put up with every day.”  

“What you have to put up with!” He couldn’t believe his ears. “I look after the pigs; 

make sure food is on the table and have to live with your whole bloody family.”  

“You never put me first!” she complained. “With you, its books first, pigs second, 

wife a very poor third.” 

“Jo, I’m just trying to hold all of this together,” he waved at the house; the World. 

“I do my best!”  

“Well I feel unloved.”  

“Whose fault is that?” he snapped. “At least I don’t get a load of crap from the pigs. 

When was the last time we touched? Oh that’s right, when you slapped me in public.” His 

anger was rolling over her now, squashing her, grinding her down. He felt the power 

surging through his veins. 

“Sometimes a woman just needs to be wooed,” she said. “When is the last time you 

showed that you cared?” 

“I haven’t got time for silly games,” he told her. “I shouldn’t have to woo you when 

I need to have sex. God! It would be easier to barter for it.”  

She looked at him and in that fleeting second the tables turned.  

“Have you?”  

“Have I what?”  

“Bartered for sex? Is that what you do when you go off to Barter Town and leave us 

alone to fend for ourselves?”  

“No! Of course not! Don’t be daft!”   

“You bastard! What do you say to these whores? My wife does not understand me. 

She’s gone off sex.” she sneered horribly into his face. “You silly weak pathetic little 

man!” 

A surge of emotion swept from his heart through his arm and into his right hand 

which swung and collided with Jo’s cheek. He stood and looked horrified at the hand. 

She had driven him to this. He had never hit her before.  

Jo looked shocked. A red welt grew on her cheek. 

“You bastard! You hit me. I’m telling my brother. He’ll beat you to pulp!”  

“Come on! I hardly hit you, Jo. It was just a slap,” he tried weakly. 

“Get out!” she screamed. “Get out! Get out!”  

“Okay! Okay!” he raised his hands and backed away.  

“Go to your whore. You’ll never touch me again!” she shouted.  

He managed a quick “Bitch” before the door slammed and he was outside. 

He was furious; furious with Jo for being so unfair and downright nasty. Furious 

with himself for slapping her and offering her the moral high ground on a plate, but he 

was also feeling the first pangs of self pity. He had worked hard for the family, lived with 

that difficult, sharp-tongued woman, and now he had been thrown out of his own home. 

Jo had done all this to him, to them. She was destroying them. Deep down, he was scared. 

This could be the beginning of the end.  
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Sick to the pit of his stomach he went to the barn. Danny was still sleeping and 

Scace left him to his pleasant dreams: best to leave him in dreamland than to wake him to 

the nightmare of his parents. Instead, he walked down to the beach.  

For once, the rain held off and the mist had rolled out into the bay. The day though 

was heavy and grey to match his mood. He sat on his favourite seat among the rocks, idly 

tossing pebbles into a rock pool at a tiny crab that scuttled across the bed of broken shells 

and gravel. 

“What day?”  

He turned to see Doc smiling at him. His dog, Duke, a little Scottish terrier was 

bravely worrying a piece of seaweed.  

“You know Doc,” Scace sighed. “I don’t give a toss!”  

His smile froze and his jaw dropped, but already Scace was looking above his head. 

A pall of black smoke was drifting into the low cloud above the village. 

Doc turned to look. 

“I say, isn’t that your house?”  

Scace was already on his feet skidding on the glutinous seaweed. 

“Doc! Get help!” he cried back as he began running across the beach. He knew that 

this would be the longest run of his life. His house was on fire! 

He approached the cottage from the beach, clambering, puffing and panting over 

the low dunes. He was wheezing and choking but dread kept him going. What was he 

going to find? The smoke from the backyard was swirling around him now and he could 

hear the crackle of the flames.  

Jo was standing in the yard. Her face was pale and aghast but when she saw him 

she smiled horribly. It wasn’t the cottage. It was the barn! The barn was fully ablaze 

behind her, flames rolling out of windows and doors. 

She held out her arms as if to feel the burning embers. “I’ve burned your rubbish!” 

Scace gasped for breath. “I don’t give shit about that! Where’s Danny?”  

She was caught off guard. She followed his frantic gaze into the flames and a 

horrible inhuman wail came from her lips.  

“Danny, Danny!” Scace called into the boiling flames. 

“Danny!” she shrieked and ran past him towards the fire.  

Scace threw out an arm and caught her. They both fell to the ground and he pinned 

her there. She wriggled like a wild animal, kicking and spitting. The heat seared his face 

and singed her hair so that that his nostrils were full of the stench of their burning.  

“He’s gone! He’s gone!” he cried to her.  

Behind them Seven barked excitedly at the fire and a little voice asked. 

“Dad, why are you on top of mum?” 

“Danny!” They untangled their limbs and threw their arms around him. They 

squeezed him so hard that they nearly broke him.  

“Cool fire Dad!” He struggled in their grip. “Can we cook sausages?” 

 

They lost the barn and Scace lost most of his collection but with the villager’s help 

they stopped the fire form spreading to the cottage. Scace was too shocked to be angry. 

He was just incredibly grateful that Danny had awoken and gone to the bike looking for 

him. Thank you God, or whoever! 

Scace had lost his refuge, though, and they were all thrown back together under the 

same roof. 

“You can sleep in Hamish’s bed” Jo told him. “But I don’t want to speak to you. 

It’s all your fault!”  
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She had set fire to the barn and risked the life of their son but it was all his fault. He 

didn’t have the emotional strength to argue. 

The night after the fire was one of the worst Scace could remember. Deep sleep 

wouldn’t come to him and the interrupted shallow slumber left his brain chasing its tail in 

an endless loop of worry and what ifs. What if Danny had not woken? If only he had not 

stolen the bike? Why could he not remember ‘what day’? Did he really have the disease? 

What if he told Jo of his worry, would it make a difference? Where was Hamish? He 

caught hold of that thought. Why did he even care? He didn’t care if Hamish never came 

back. Would Jo tell Hamish that he had hit her? God! 

Angus coughed heartily and brought up a ball of phlegm in the next bed. He was 

currently campaigning to convince them that he had TB. Jo was dismissive but Scace was 

starting to believe that it was true. 

Scace lay staring into the dark. The bed smelled of Hamish. His head had lain on 

the same pillow. That was it! Scace leapt out of bed. He had to go for a walk.  

He crept past the pigs, which were snoring like Angus, and slipped out of the back 

door. A pang of something pulled at his heart when he imagined Jo and Danny snuggled 

together in the marital bed in the next room. Perhaps Jo now knew what it was like to 

sleep with your back pressed against a cold wall. 

A light drizzle drifted on the night air. This was the fourth day of rain and the water 

had collected in countless puddles and pools; the breeding grounds for the mosquitoes. 

Their eggs would already be hanging in rafts in the water. Perhaps some had already 

hatched into larvae, but before they could split and climb out of their skin as flying adults, 

the villagers would Walk the Rain and kill them. They would kill them and defend 

themselves against the disease. Scace just wondered whether it was too late for him. What 

day was it now? He had no bloody idea. He skirted the sodden smoking ashes of the barn, 

and headed for the one place where he could find some peace. 

The tide was on the wane and he walked to the obelisk that had been left high and 

dry by the receding sea. It stood still tall and strong unyielding against its daily battering. 

He ran a hand over the rough granite and wondered how it would fare in its first storm, 

earth standing tall before wind and water. 

He sought his seat at the rock pool. The waves sighed gently as they rolled over the 

sand and occasionally the moon appeared briefly among the clouds. The drizzle eased off 

and he wondered vaguely whether they were going to have a dry day. He sat for a while, 

comforted by the sounds of the sea.  

A splash above the sound of the surf attracted his attention. A seal perhaps? He 

peered into the darkness and as a beam of moonlight swept across the ocean he saw a 

flash of white, a huge white belly. 

Big Willy was back! It was time to hunt! 

 

At dawn the whole village turned out to watch Willy frolicking in the grey green 

waters with his pod. Danny could barely contain his excitement and ran up and down the 

beach. 

While the harpoons were dug out for their annual blooding, Scace and the other 

walkers gathered. Today he would have to push personal problems to one side and Walk 

the Rain. Tomorrow the village would hunt whales and the next day, perhaps, he would 

have the courage to talk to Jo. 

This year Scace would take Danny with him. In time his son would have to take 

over, ‘in a short time if he did have the disease’, Scace thought. He pushed the worry 

aside.  
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They had a quick breakfast suffered in silence by Jo. Scace could still see the vague 

mark of his fingers on her cheek. Angus however seemed oblivious to their fractured 

relationship and insisted in showing Scace the bloody phlegm that he had coughed up in 

the night. He had thoughtfully kept it in a cracked mug.  

“Perhaps you should show it to Doc,” Scace suggested. 

Jo glared at him. This was the first time that Scace had humoured him. 

“Really?” Angus’s eyes lit up. “Do you think I should?”  

Scace nodded. “If it makes you happy, why not?”  

He left them and picked up the gear; the tank of DDT, shovel and pick and trudged 

with Danny, and Seven of course, out of the village on the South road with the sea on one 

side and the foothills rising to the mountains on the other. 

The drizzle had been replaced with big splashy rain. They did say that the Eskimos 

had many of words for snow. Well, now there were many words for rain and in the wet 

season they would have them all. There was drifting rain, fine rain that penetrated 

clothing, sheet rain that was so heavy that it drew an impenetrable barrier of grey across 

the landscape and today’s big splashy rain that cast a dull pall over the orange and purple 

hues of the mountains, plopped loudly into puddles and bounced off their waxed coats. 

The sheet rain was chillingly cold but this big splashy rain was warm and it was like 

walking in a humid sauna. The physical exercise wetted them from the inside out as the 

sweat had nowhere to go. 

Scace didn’t mind the rain; in the wet season they grew so used to it that they 

hardly noticed but he didn’t appreciate its link to the disease. Today, every family was 

out Walking the Rain. They had to find every body of settled water, every puddle and 

every bog that could host the breeding of the reviled mosquito. They had to spray these 

breeding grounds with the DDT from the tanks on their backs and it was no small task. 

As the Professor had told them, any stagnant stretch of water could be a threat. They had 

to find the micro pools found in footprints, in rock hollows or even in the boughs of trees. 

The village was scoured for pooling water, in blocked guttering, discarded tyres, 

tarpaulins and even plastic refuse thrown up onto the beach at high tide. They did more. 

They drained every major bog within mosquito flight of the village. They carved 

riverbanks to make the water flow faster and they in-filled the little backwater pools. 

Scace led Danny along the course of the burn. In the dry season the burn shrivelled 

to less than a trickle but now the water was bouncing over little rapids and pouring peat-

brown over the boulders in its bed. They followed it up the hill to its source in an ancient 

bog between two shoulders of the mountain. Already Scace could see that pools had 

formed, and in some of them he could see mosquito larvae hanging from the surface film 

of the pool, glued there by the surface tension. When the pool was disturbed, they writhed 

and wriggled and dived down deep into the water. It would not be long before they 

pupated and spawned to winged adults. The males would emerge hungry for sex but the 

females would be thirsty for blood. Well, not today! 

“Eat this, suckers!” Scace growled to howls of laughter from Danny as he sprayed 

the pools with a liberal lacing of insecticide. 

He sent Danny downstream with the shovel to fill in any slow moving pools of 

water. To Danny it was just a chance to play in the water but Scace needed them out of 

the way so they wouldn’t splash through the insecticide. He worked hard spraying any 

collected water and clearing the little drainage ditches that fed the bog water into the 

burn. 

At lunchtime Scace draped a tarpaulin between a couple of stunted Rowan trees and 

they sat side by side in the dripping shelter. Danny thought it was a cool den.  
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“How are you getting on?” Scace asked him.  

“Its hard work, Dad”  

It was. Even Seven, for once had stopped bounding around.  

“I’ll help you after lunch. How about that?” Scace had finished the tank of 

insecticide.  

Danny nodded 

They munched smoked pork sausages as they sat looking out at the rain. From their 

vantage point on the hillside they could see all the way to the mouth of the sea loch with 

Bandy Island and the Isle of Mull in the distance. 

“Dad?”  

“Yup”  

“Are you and mum going to split up?” Danny continued to munch his sausage.  

“No Danny!” and he found that he meant it.  

“You’re always arguing,” he glanced at his father and Scace saw a little anger there.  

He sighed. “You’re right. We argue too much. I guess we are both just worried 

about things.”  

“About Grandpa?” Danny asked.  

“Yes! About Grandpa,” Scace lied. “And other things.”  

“About the disease?”  

“Yes!” That was true. 

“Am I going to get it?” his little face looked worried.  

“No, Danny. That’s why we’re doing this, remember. We’ve got to be careful.”  

“Malcolm’s mum got it. Wasn’t she careful?” 

“I don’t know Danny, but we are. Anyway,” Scace tried to divert his thoughts, 

“you’ve got good genes. Grandpas old and he hasn’t got it.” 

 “He says he has,” Danny pointed out.  

“Grandpa says he’s got everything. He’s a hypochondriac but don’t tell him that I 

said that.” 

“But he might have it,” Danny persisted.  

“Danny, I didn’t tell you this, did I? I met a lady who is even older than Grandpa 

and she hasn’t got it.”  

“How old was she?” he asked. 

“About ninety, I reckon.”  

“Wow! That’s old!” He knew that ninety was a big number.  

“Yes nearly a hundred years old. She lives over there, high on the moors in a house 

surrounded by sheep.”  

“Wow! Sheep like the ones on the island?”  

Scace nodded. “She was very nice. She gave me tea; real tea. You’ve never had real 

tea have you Danny?”  

“Is it nice?”  

“It’s great!” Scace smiled. “She lives in a house high on he moors surrounded by 

disease and drinks tea all day. Perhaps it’s the tea that keeps her alive.” He laughed. 

“What do you think of that, Danny? Magic tea!”  

“Could we get some?” his eyes went wide at the thought of magic tea. 

“Next time I see her, I’ll ask for some for you.” That seemed to satisfy him and he 

sat quietly for a few seconds contemplating the story of magic tea. It gave Scace a few 

moments to finish his lunch and to pack up the tarpaulin.  

“Come on! No rest for the wicked,” Scace told him.  
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They walked down to the burn together and while Scace worked quietly 

downstream, Danny helpfully set about building a dam upstream that would have to be 

removed before they left, but for now Scace let him play.  

Most of the work on the burn from previous years had remained effective, but in a 

few places the bank had collapsed and the occasional boulder had rolled from the 

mountain and blocked the swift flow. Scace got to work with the pick and shovel. 

As he worked he drifted away. He thought about his barn and his collection of 

books and other ‘junk’ as Jo had called it. The barn could be rebuilt but the books were 

gone. Jo simply hadn’t understood their value though she had known its value to him; she 

had known where to hit him hardest. She was out of control; well, out of his control. She 

was operating outside of the boundaries of what might otherwise be considered rationale 

and normal: it was fairly extreme to burn down a barn.  

But what was wrong with Jo? Scace didn’t think that he was such a bad husband? 

Okay, Jo had jumped to the conclusion that he had been unfaithful, the correct conclusion 

as it happened but he had denied it and she couldn’t have been sure. It must run deeper. 

How had he driven her to such extremes?  

He worked quickly and methodically amongst these thoughts, and walked the 

length of the burn to where it passed under a small stone bridge on its last leg of its 

journey to the sea. There was still plenty of daylight left but he was tired and soaked by 

sweat and rain. He knew better than to push the body to its limit. There were no 

physiotherapists or osteopaths to treat damaged muscle or tendons. There was no welfare 

state. There was just him. 

When Scace got back to the cottage he spread his wet clothes in front of the range 

and made himself a cup of bush tea. Sitting at the table in front of the fire he almost fell 

asleep; until Jo clumped down the stairs and disturbed him. He braced himself for more 

harsh words. He was tired, exhausted. 

“There’s a rat in Dad’s room. Where’s Seven?”  

“Uh!” He snapped back awake. She did not like rats or mice. It was probably just a 

mouse.  

“Scace. Where’s Seven?”  

He looked around sleepily.  

“Have you seen him since you brought him back?” She snapped impatiently. 

“Brought him back?”  

“Scace!” she shouted. “You did bring him back, didn’t you?”  

“Oh shit!” A sick feeling welled up in the pit of his stomach.  

“Danny won’t be pleased if you’ve lost his dog!” She glared at him.  

“Er! He won’t mind too much,” he mumbled feebly. “He’s with Seven!” 

She screeched at him; lots of words all at once, mostly profanities. 

Scace shoved his damp waterproof back on and scrambled back up the hill. How on 

earth could he have left his son behind? He was only six. He was probably bawling his 

eyes out by now, wandering the hillside lost. Even worse, he could be soaked to the skin, 

huddled with Seven against the rain, wondering why his dad had left him. 

As he climbed the hill Scace heard a bark. Seven greeted him from afar. Danny was 

lifting rocks from his dam and the walled-up water was gushing down the burn.  

“Hi Dad! Did you finish?”  

Scace looked into those innocent blue eyes and he didn’t know what to say. He 

couldn’t confess to him. He couldn’t tell him that he had the disease and that he had let 

him down. 

“I’m tired!” Danny said simply. 
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“Come on then!” Scace said. “Let’s go home!” He lifted his son onto his shoulders 

and carried him off the hill to his mother.  

Later when they sat together warm and dry by the fire Danny said. “Dad! I think 

that you need some magic tea.”  

Scace had to agree. 
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Chapter Seven 

- riding the whale - 

 

Scace found it hard to sleep again but that night it had nothing to do with Angus 

coughing. He was worrying yet again that he had the disease. After all, he had left his son 

on the mountain; what more proof did he need? But he had been tired and distracted; 

surely that could explain his lapse of parental care. He felt the need to talk it over but he 

couldn’t talk it over with Jo because she had gone mental, burned down their barn and 

wasn’t speaking to him. That thought made him angry again.  

Scace awoke in the morning with Danny poking him. 

“Mum says you’ve got to feed the pigs.” 

Scace could hear them complaining again. They were probably disturbing her sleep. 

“Tell Uncle Hamish to do it!”  Scace rolled his back to Danny. 

“Uncle Hamish isn’t home,” Danny persisted. 

“Oh!” Scace remembered then. He was sleeping in his bed. “He’s not back from 

town, is he?” he asked.  

It took him a while to realise that the long silence that followed was Danny shaking 

his head. 

“Can we ride the bike, Dad?” 

“Danny, I have to feed the pigs.” 

“After, then,” he poked his dad for fun now. 

“If you stop bloody poking me,” Scace snarled, “I’ll think about it.”  

They had time for a quick ride but today was whale hunting day. Scace had 

promised to take Danny and they had a place on Big Mac’s boat. Except that Big Mac 

was not back from Barter Town and Scace doubted there would be room on the other 

boats now. He was relieved. Whale hunting was not his thing; he had only done it for 

Danny. Well, Danny could not blame him if they couldn’t go. It was Mac’s fault. 

In the end, Danny was not disappointed. Big Mac had come back. When Scace 

went down to the beach, there he was with Bäror preparing the boat. Mac was lashing 

bright orange buoys to the harpoon rope. He saw Scace and leapt from his boat and strode 

towards him.  

Scace’s first thought was that he was annoyed at being left behind in Barter Town. 

Mac was grinning though.  

“Hear you had a run in with Rain People. Gutsy! Very gutsy!” He thumped Scace 

on the shoulder nearly sending him spinning to the sand. He was a great tree of a man.  

“You should come with us,” he grinned. “Get out of this hole for a while,” he stuck 

a thumb over his shoulder at the village.  

Scace had no idea what he was talking about.  

“Come where?” he asked. 

Mac’s eyes narrowed to slits under bushy ginger brows. “We’ve joined up.” 

“Joined up?” Scace was still no wiser.  

“With the gang,” he said. “You know, the bandits,” he whispered. 

“The bandits!” Scace almost shouted. 

Mac glanced around uncomfortably.  

Scace couldn’t help it. He was shocked. He had always thought of Mac and the rest 

of the village folk as being basically decent. It just showed that even a sleepy little village 

had its darker undercurrents. Of course, Scace had always had suspicions about Bäror, 

Bäror was just reverting to type. 

“It’s great!” Mac said.  
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“Which bit?” Scace couldn’t help himself. “The killing or the robbing?”  

Mac looked quite hurt. “It’s not like that. Mostly folks just run away.”  

“That’s Okay then,” Scace had meant to be sarcastic.  

“Yup!” Mac lowered his voice. “Except for yesterday. Don’t tell my mum, she’s as 

worried as hell, but we had a huge a fire fight. Some clowns from the City; bit off more 

than we could chew!” He chortled. “Hamish got shot in the ass. Screamed like a baby!”  

“Hamish is back?” Scace looked around nervously. He wasn’t sure how to handle 

Hamish the Bandit.  

“No! I just told you, he got shot in the ass. He stayed behind, shacked up with some 

woman, nursing his bum. The boss said we should cool it for a while and meet up again 

after the rains when folks start moving about again.” 

Scace had heard enough. He was pleased that Hamish had ‘got shot in the ass’ but 

he didn’t relish having a bandit as a brother-in-law. 

“Anyway, you think about it!” Mac thumped him on the shoulder again. “Come on! 

Let’s go fishing!”  

“Yes!” Scace said weakly. “Let’s go fishing!” The prospect of being alone with 

Danny at sea with two card-carrying bandits did not fill him with glee.  

Jo came up holding Danny’s hand.  

“This is against my better judgment,” she said.  

And mine, Scace thought but said, “I’ll look after him.”  

“Like you did yesterday,” she sniped.  

That was a low shot and it hurt.  

“I’ll lash him to the boat.” Scace was only half kidding. “Mac and Bäror will look 

after us.”  

She seemed mollified by that. 

“If anything happens to him,” she warned as she let go of his hand, “I’ll never 

forgive you!”  

She turned to call Seven.  

“Jo!” Scace called her back. “We need to talk.” 

She raised her hand. “Whatever it is, I don’t want to hear it!” 

She really didn’t, Scace could tell by the thin line of her lips and the clench of her 

jaw.  

Okay! Not now, he thought, but they would have to talk later.  

 

Three boats set out from the beach chugging out into the bay, the modified diesel 

engines burning a precious fuel extracted from oily mackerel. A pall of fishy smoke hung 

over them in the still air of the grey day. The clouds hung low with the promise of yet 

more rain but for now it was dry. 

The sea was silky-smooth but they hardly reached Bandy Island when Scace began 

to feel the first stirrings of sea-sickness.  

Danny was excited as the small island slipped past to starboard.  

“Dad! There’s Aunty Kate!” He waved at the doll-sized figurine standing in the 

grounds of Pogelwood House. 

She waved back and Scace couldn’t resist a little wave of his own. Scace imagined 

her smiling. She had always been generous with her smiles. Scace reflected how he had 

ended up with Jo and not Kate? The two sisters were so completely different; Jo was 

unpredictable whereas you always knew where you stood with Kate. If he were honest he 

had chosen the excitement of the unpredictable. Well, he could do with some of Kate’s 

loving mothering right now.  
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Soon the house was gone and they slipped past the rest of the island: the wild inlet 

with a white cascade of waterfall that drained the island; the small herd of cows that had 

gathered at their favourite spot on the sandy spit of beach; and finally, set back a little 

from the far end of the beach, the stone-walled bothy with corrugated iron roof.  

As they left the lee of the island the Atlantic rollers, gentle and playful today, 

caught the boat and Scace’s stomach, which both began to roll to their rhythm. Whilst the 

bile of queasiness rose within him, Danny seemed unaffected. He was in the bow or stern, 

whatever they called the front of the boat and was chatting to Big Mac who was showing 

him how to lash a rope to the metal handle of the harpoon. Bäror was in the wheelhouse 

with Lindsay and Leslie. In Hamish’s absence he seemed to have inherited both sisters as 

he had one big hairy arm draped around both of them, and was steering with his free 

hand. 

Scace discovered that the motion of the boat was not too bad if he learned to rock 

with it, to join its rhythm. It was when he tried to fight it with land lubber eyes that the 

sickness welled up.  

Gulls screeched overhead and a little sooty bird shot low over the water, wings 

beating fast and furious, all on a backdrop of the cloud-enshrouded mountains. 

The splash of the keel through the sea and the chug chug of the engine were quite 

soporific. Scace trailed a hand in the water. It was cold and his hand added a little wake to 

the boats wash that spread out and mingled with that of the other boats that followed 

behind.  

Scace was still peering over the side of the boat into the grey-green ocean when an 

enormous head with two rows of needle teeth in an evil slit of a mouth surfaced next to 

the boat.  

“Shit! Bloody hell, Willy, You scared the life out of me!” The Killer Whale was as 

big as the boat and could have sunk them with a casual flick of his tail.  

“There she blows!” Mac called from the front.  

Scace stumbled as the boat lurched to change direction, and by the time he scanned 

the ocean he could see nothing but their own little boats. The orca had gone. 

Scace made his way to Danny, conscious that the boat had started pitching up and 

down now that it was driving head on into the rollers. 

Danny’s’ cheeks were cold and wet with spray but his eyes were bright with 

excitement. “Over there Dad!”  

Scace followed his little finger and saw the grey upside-down hull of the whale 

break the surface. At the same instant a spray of water shot into the air from its blowhole. 

It was a Sperm Whale, a young one barely larger than the orcas that broke surface around 

it. Further out to sea he could see more grey hulls as the pod, its family, were kept at bay 

by Willy and the other orcas. They were helpless to aid their youngster as the orcas 

separated it further from the pod and herded it towards the harpoons. 

It was not all one sided. As the whale dived on its tank of breath it was lost to the 

boats for minutes on end until Willy and his gang harassed it back to the surface. Also, it 

was not easy with a hand thrown harpoon; the boat had to be virtually on top of the 

whale. This resulted in a dangerous game of cat and mouse as Bäror, with both hands on 

the wheel now, tried to put Mac within reach of the whale while taking care to avoid the 

other circling boats.  

Thirty minutes later and they were still dancing with the beast. Mac threw the 

harpoon yet again. It barely pricked the skin of the whale skidding off its tough hide. He 

reeled in the harpoon and threw into the deck in frustration. 
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“Bugger this!” He glowered at Scace. “You have a go! I’m going to have smoke!” 

He abandoned his post leaving Scace staring nervously at the harpoon sticking out of the 

wooden decking; its tip buried, its handle quivering.  

He looked at Danny’s expectant gaze. He was not a hunter, unless you counted the 

snaring of the occasional rabbit. He was a pigman, but the village did need this whale. 

They needed its oil and they needed its meat.  

“Shit!” Scace grabbed at the harpoon and wriggled it free from the splintered deck 

and made his way to the harpoon station at the very front of the boat. It was very different 

out here, very exposed with only the dark sea beneath him. Just as he planted his feet and 

braced against the railing the boat lurched and one of the other boats, the ‘Rosy Lea’, her 

name stencilled in peeling yellow paint, passed so close that Scace could have shook the 

hand of her harpooner who grinned and gave Scace a thumbs-up. At least he seemed to be 

enjoying himself. 

After ten minutes of being thrown from side to side and being spun left and right, 

Scace lost all sense of direction and couldn’t even see the whale let alone harpoon it. He 

registered, eventually, that Bandy Island had appeared once more but this time on his left. 

The combined might of the tide and the orcas were pushing the hunt towards the narrow 

mouth of the sea loch. 

Scace was conscious of Danny’s expectations; that he wanted to be proud of his 

dad, but unlike Mac who had posed with the harpoon like a fierce muscle-bound Celtic 

warrior, he could barely keep his feet and was clinging to the boat rail with both hands. 

He hadn’t even raised the harpoon. He guessed that was why Bäror was mouthing 

profanities at him through the wheelhouse window. 

It was not going well and to make matters worse he was going to be sick. He leant 

over the rail to spill his vomit into the sea and was sick on the rump of the Sperm whale 

which at that very moment had surfaced next to the boat. 

Scace grabbed the shaft of the harpoon and drove the tip into the hide of the poor 

creature. The animal shuddered. Its huge tail flipped into the air missing his head by 

inches as it sank into the ocean in a confusion of bloodied pink foam. 

As the whale dived, the rope attached to the harpoon began to snake into the sea in 

its wake. 

Scace stood up and looked back at Danny and Bäror quite shocked. He had 

harpooned it! 

Bäror was mouthing something at him again and pointing. Lindsay and Leslie were 

at it too. Whatever they were shouting, they looked quite agitated. At that moment Mac 

came clambering round the side of the wheelhouse, disturbed by the commotion. 

“The rope, you silly wanker. Watch the rope!”  

Scace did. He watched the harpoon rope fly from the deck into the sea together with 

the huge orange buoys that thumped as they hit the surface. Thump! Thump! Thump went 

the three buoys quickly followed by one very surprised harpooner with the rope looped 

round his ankle. 

The strength of the whale had simply pulled Scace through the deck railing which 

had disintegrated in an explosion of twisted metal and splintered wood. He landed in the 

sea on his back with a great splash that knocked the wind out of him. For a brief moment 

he flailed around helplessly before being pulled under the surface in a maelstrom of 

bubbles. 

Scace had the impression of a grey light and streams of silver bubbles that gurgled 

in his ears. The water rushed past him ripping off his clothes. Soon it became dark, cold 

and deathly quiet.  
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Scace’s life was saved by the buoys. They were attached to the harpoon and 

designed to drag through the sea to slow the whale down and to mark its position. Luckily 

they popped up on the surface of the sea, taking Scace back up with them.  

That first time, after the long dive, he was half-dead. He floundered about heavily, 

vomiting sea water and wheezing through lungs half-filled with icy water. Through 

stinging eyes he could just make out the boats, but before they could get to him the whale 

was off again with Scace dragged behind it trying not to inhale anymore water.  

Occasionally the whale would dive deep again, taking Scace and the buoys with it. 

Although this terrified him, he always seemed to pop back up to the surface just as he 

thought he could not hold his breath any longer. 

As the orcas drove the tired whale into the sea loch it dived less often and when it 

did it did not stay down as long. The end was in sight for the whale and Scace began to 

dare to hope that he might live through this. It never even crossed his mind to fear the 

orcas. He was more worried about being battered by the whale’s tail or being smashed by 

a boats hull and churned limb from limb by a propeller. 
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When this day had become ancient and passed into lore, the villagers would call it 

‘the day they rode the whale’. Each year young men would prove their virility by 

grasping the harpoon rope and ‘riding the whale’. They would emerge striding from the 

water, smiling triumphantly, basking in the affections of awed beautiful young women. 

Scace, however, emerged on his hands and knees to a tongue lashing from Jo. 

“What the hell do you think you were doing?” she scolded him as Doc pumped the 

water from his lungs. “You could have been killed!”  

“No luck there then!”  

“What did he say?” she loomed over him.  

“He’ll be Okay,” Doc said. “Give him some room!” 

When Scace could stand, a little later, with Danny clasped around his leg unwilling 

to let go, he watched the villagers butcher the whale which the orcas had forced onto the 

shore. At first the beached whale had still been alive and lifted its tail weakly among its 

blood and oil that had spilled into the sea, but now it lay on its side quietly seeping its 

fluid. Although immature it was longer than two fishing boats end to end. It was a male 

and its penis in the rigor of death was as large as a man. The huge liver and tongue were 

tossed back into the sea for the orcas. These delicacies were their reward and the reason 

that they came back year after year. Without the villagers they would not have been able 

to kill the whale and carve it up: without the orcas the villagers would not have had their 

precious whale oil or the barrels of salted red meat to tide them over hungrier times. 

Mac hacked off the small lower jaw and presented Scace with a tooth as a memento 

of his ride. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen anything so funny,” he guffawed. 

Scace looked at the tooth that was as long as his hand and curved to a blunt point. 

The blood red nerve pulp was hanging out of the tooth cavity. He thought that he might 

clean it up, drill a couple of holes in it and wear it round his neck as a reminder of the day 

that he nearly died.  

“Come on Danny!” He began to lift him onto his shoulders but changed his mind as 

a hundred muscles in his body complained. “Walk me home!” 
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Chapter Eight 

- city folk - 

 

Scace spent yet another lonely night in Hamish’s bed. 

The whole village was woken at first light by an unearthly rattle and roar. The roar 

was a monster, the rattle was the windows in their frames and the doors on their hinges. 

Scace threw on some clothes.  

Downstairs Jo was sitting up in bed, startled. 

“Jo, stay inside with Danny!”  

For once she did not argue. 

Half the village was on the street to witness the arrival of the Rex; so called because 

it was like some great ancient dinosaur; as tall as a house and with wheels the size of a 

cart, their tread as deep as a fist. It was a hugely ugly brute but could bash a trail through 

the thickest bush, wade through the deepest rivers and climb the steepest slopes. 

As soon as Scace saw the monster he was afraid. He had seen one once before in 

Barter Town but what in the hell was it doing here? They were used mostly by the Rustic 

Trading Agency or RTA to run the trade routes from the city to the rustics, but there was 

no trade route here, the city was too far away, and anyway the RTA never traded in the 

wet season. The RTA would not expose themselves to the worst ravages of Safari 

Disease. 

Scace went back inside to get his gun, just in case, and when he came back the 

monster had mown a ragged path through the village, crushing a wall and  knocking a 

couple of stones off the corner of Mrs Crankie’s house. It came to rest, the engine still 

rumbling, in the old churchyard.  

The villagers gathered around the beast and Scace noticed that he was not the only 

one armed. Mac and Bäror were also nursing shotguns. 

Their reaction to the arrival of the Rex, Scace imagined, was similar to the reaction 

on a wet pre-Apocalypse day if a flying saucer had landed in Edinburgh’s Holyrood 

Palace; both came from a different world. The villagers were at the same time wary and 

curious, frightened and excited. 

It was a bit of an anti-climax, then, when a high hatch clanged open and the head of 

a woman poked out. She was not young-pretty like Ruthven but old-attractive like Kate, 

but with make-up. 

“Hi earthlings!” she waved at them. “I bring you greetings from planet City!” No 

one laughed. She clambered down the metal steps that had lowered from the belly of the 

hog. “Well I thought it was funny.”  

“I guess you want to be taken to our leader?” Scace asked. 

She smiled. “You did get it!” She had shoulder length curly blond hair with dark 

roots, not a natural blond then. Her skin was tanned and sun-dried. Scace shook the hand 

that she offered him. Her grip was light, her hand narrow. 

“Most people call me Mo!”  

“Most people call me Scace!” Scace said.  

“God, I need a fag!” As more feet descended from the Rex she fumbled around in a 

black leather bag slung around her shoulder. “They wouldn’t let me smoke in there.” She 

found a pack of city fags and struggled to light one in cupped hands in the persistent 

drizzle. 

As more people gathered on the ground, Scace realised that Mo was the only 

woman. There were six men, five of who were armed and in uniform. Scace didn’t 
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recognize the uniform. RTA men usually wore camouflage fatigues. These uniforms were 

more formal, green with red epaulettes. 

It was the Professor who broke ranks and went forward to meet them.  

“Doctor Tse!” He pumped the hand of the non-uniformed man. “What on earth are 

you doing here? I wasn’t expecting you until next season.” 

Doctor Tse, oriental in appearance with pale skin and jet black hair, put a hand on 

the Professor’s shoulder. “Change of plan. We would have been here even sooner if we 

hadn’t been attacked.” 

“Attacked!” the Professor was suitably horrified. 

“Yes! I am very glad to see you Professor. We’ve had a terrible journey. We were 

attacked by bandits.” 

No wonder the woman, Mo, needed a fag, Scace thought, then immediately thought 

of Hamish and his wounded bottom. He looked around for Mac and Bäror but they had 

already slipped quietly away.  

“Don’t worry,” Tse said, “Captain Ritchie and his men saw them off.” He turned to 

an older uniformed man. “Let me introduce you both!”  

Captain Ritchie briefly shook the Professor’s hand. He was not oriental but shared 

Tse’s pale skin and jet black hair. The hair colour, though, looked unusual, topping an 

aged, lined face; it looked wrong; too black. 

“I want to talk to the whole village.” Captain Ritchie abruptly turned away from the 

Professor to address them all. “I will explain why we are here. Nine thirty in this 

building.” He indicated the old church. He did not want or expect discussion. He turned 

to one of his men, a smaller sharp-faced man with close-cropped orange hair whom Scace 

thought looked rather like a weasel. “See to the men!” Ritchie commanded the Weasel.  

“He’s used to getting his own way,” Scace muttered to himself forgetting that Mo 

was standing next to him.  

“Tell me about it” she said quietly as she blew out a small cloud of tobacco smoke.  

 “Well, I’d better join the Neanderthals and get freshened up. I’ve been in these 

clothes for two days and I’d kill for a hot shower.”  

“Well, you won’t find hot water in there,” Scace nodded at the church. The church 

only had cold water fed by a spring. “You can clean up at my place if you like.” Scace 

was unusually impulsive but he was anxious to learn more from Mo, who was now 

eyeing him suspiciously. “You can meet my wife and little boy.”  

She smiled then. “That’s very kind of you.”  

Jo was pleasant enough to Mo but once Mo was upstairs with a bucket of hot water, 

she turned on him. 

“Did you have to bring that woman home? Look at the house! It’s a complete mess. 

Look at me!” 

Scace looked at her. She had already been up and about when he had brought Mo 

back. Her hair was fixed and she was dressed. He didn’t understand. She looked fine to 

him.  

Jo sighed. “Never mind! You’d better make breakfast!” 

 

Scace made bacon and eggs and when Mo didn’t appear after half an hour, he 

shared them with Danny and made a second batch. Eventually she reappeared, washed 

and changed, slamming the door nervously behind her as the pigs crowded forward for a 

better view of the stranger. 

“That’s a lovely smell.” She had put fresh makeup on.  
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“Yeh!, Sorry about the pigs!” Scace had forgotten that the cottage smelled of pigs; 

he was used to it.  

“I meant the food but the pigs do whiff a bit.” 

“It’s a bit strong,” Scace agreed.  

“But if you didn’t have pigs, you wouldn’t be standing there cooking that lovely 

bacon.”  

Scace slid the plate of food onto the table in front of her.  

Jo was sitting opposite Mo nursing a cup of bush tea. Danny and Angus were both 

staring at Mo with wide eyes.  

Mo ignored the wide-eyed stares and wolfed down the bacon and eggs.  

“I’d have to pay a fortune for this in the city!” she managed between mouthfuls. 

“You’re so lucky!” she told Jo.  

Scace looked at Jo anxiously. Jo smiled weakly, but it was a smile nonetheless.  

“And to have a husband that cooks too!” she pushed it too far.  

“He may cook but he’s still a pig!” Jo said simply.  

Mo shifted uncomfortably and glanced at Scace who stared fixedly back at her.  

“My dad rode a whale!” Danny, though only six, had learned to cope with the 

embarrassment of his parents.  

Again Scace wondered how badly they were screwing him up. One day he would 

probably find out, if he lived long enough. 

Mo laughed and glanced at Scace for confirmation. He nodded.  

“At least that’s the story!” Jo snorted. As far as she was concerned, Scace had been 

dragged helplessly along behind the whale through sheer incompetence as a harpooner 

and as a man. “How long are you staying?” Jo asked.  

“In the village,” Scace explained awkwardly, just in case Mo thought Jo meant in 

their house. He wondered what Jo had meant.  

Mo shrugged. “Until I have the story, I guess. I’m a reporter.” 

 “A reporter!” Scace could not imagine that in this world there was still such a 

thing.  

“Yes! I kicked and screamed but they sent me anyway. No offence, but I’d rather be 

sipping cappuccino in the Café Rouge.”  

“So what’s the story?” Scace asked. “Why the Rex?” 

She hesitated. “Well, I suppose Captain Black is going to reveal all shortly, so I 

might as well tell you.” 

“Captain Black?” Scace was confused already.  

“Sorry!” she said. “Everyone calls Captain Ritchie that behind his back because he 

dyes his hair. I guess this story starts with the Professor; he’s been here for a few years 

doing some disease control, right?” 

Scace nodded and thought of Bandy Island and Walking the Rain.  

“Well apparently, this makes your village an ideal site for testing a new drug.”   

“A drug? Against Safari disease?” He barely dared to ask. It was really too much to 

hope for.  

“Exactly!” she nodded. 

Perhaps there was a God after all; but not the one claimed by the Church of the 

Rain, apparently. They would not be happy about talk of a cure. 

 “I’m here to cover the story,” she explained, “but don’t ask me any science. I’m 

still on a steep learning curve. It’s Dr Tse’s baby!”  

“And Captain Ritchie…. Black, is here to keep the baby safe,” Scace thought he 

understood now. 
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“Yup!” Mo confirmed. “He’s CDA, City Defence Agency; sort of like police, 

keeping us frail city folks safe against you violent rustics. They keep a tight rein.”  

Scace didn’t like the sound of that. “I hope that he’s friendly,” he said.  

“Well, I wouldn’t cross them,” Mo said. “Black and his ginger-haired chum can 

play rough!” 

“The Weasel,” Scace muttered. 

“There you go!” she smiled at him. “You’ve got the hang of it. The Weasel. I like 

that. Good description!” she laughed. “But I guess you should be happy,” she said. “If the 

drug works, you don’t have to worry about the disease anymore. It will improve your 

quality of life. At least that’s the spin.”  

“I could do with some quality of life,” Jo said suddenly. “This place can smother 

you. The constant smell of pigs and fish. The endless dust and mud.”  

Scace was quite hurt by that but when he looked at them both, Mo and Jo sitting 

opposite each other he thought that he had an inkling of what was prickling Jo. It was a 

female pride thing. Jo was the prettiest, by far, with her dark hair and high cheekbones 

but this was undermined by the patches on the elbow of her cardigan and in her dress 

where it had been torn by tugging pigs’ teeth not to mention her comfy shoes with a 

flapping sole that he had not yet got around to fixing. 

Opposite sat Mo; pristine with a blouse that was so white that it hurt his eyes and 

the neatly pressed trousers with a knife edge crease and polished ankle boots of soft 

leather with a little heel. Her sagging boobs were held firmly by a white lacy bra that he 

could see in the gape of her blouse and her nails were manicured with a top coat of clear 

gloss. Make-up too, subtly done. 

Scace saw the problem. Jo was not the alpha female in this encounter, she was the 

downtrodden rustic. 

“For once it would be great to put on a dress that wasn’t worn to holes!” Jo 

moaned. 

“I know what to do to cheer us both up!” Mo patted the table with her hand. “After 

Black has spouted off we’ll have a girly morning. We’ll get all dolled up. I never travel 

light; I’ve got an artists palette of paint, honey. Though, I don’t know if you can get into 

my stuff; you’re so nice and thin.”  

Jo looked at her suspiciously. She didn’t fall easily for flattery. 

“And I’ll bring the gin and tonic,” Mo smiled. “I never travel without it!”  

Scace held his breath, he could see Jo hesitate but then she smiled a little. 

“Why not? I could do with a laugh!” she squeezed Danny and kissed his cheek. 

 

The whole village turned up for the meeting with Black, this pseudonym having 

spread like wildfire throughout the village. They could not believe that he had dyed his 

hair. These city-folk were so vain! It caused a lot of merriment. 

They had rigged up a generator in the church hall to power lights and a projector. 

Doctor Tse presented a slide show on the white washed wall of the church and it caused 

quite a stir. Those younger than Scace had never seen television or cinema and even 

Scace could barely remember it, so when Tse’s presentation actually included some 

animation with words fading in and out and sliding across the wall, there were catcalls 

and general clapping which tended to drown out his words and appeared to annoy him. 

The bottom line was as Mo had described. The village was special and they were all 

invited to participate in this historical moment. There was a drug for the disease and they 

wanted to test it. If it worked the World would be saved. The villagers were apparently 

something called ‘stakeholders’.  
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After Tse’s presentation, Black stood, the Weasel at his side. The room fell a shade 

quieter. 

“Thank you Dr Tse, you have demonstrated the utility of the drug. It can save lives 

and this village is lucky to be the first to have access to it.” 

There was a murmur of approval among the villagers. Those with relatives on 

Bandy Island could already imagine them coming home. Scace thought of Kate; it would 

be pleasant to have her around again. He thought of himself. If he did have the disease he 

would be cured. He was saved!   

“I will now tell you what I expect of you,” Black eyed them all with his dark eyes 

and jet-black hair. “I expect everyone to comply with the drug trial. Anyone caught 

interfering with Dr Tse or any of my men will face the severest consequences.” 

There it was; the carrot and now the stick. Scace wanted the carrot, he needed the 

carrot. He could have happily cried with relief at the carrot’s very existence. He was 

going to get the drug before the disease, that he was sure was growing inside his head, 

could addle his brain. There was hope that he might see Danny grow up, that he might 

have time to repair his relationship with Jo. With such thoughts, it was easy to push the 

sinister threat of Black, the Weasel and his militia army of neatly pressed uniforms to the 

back of his mind. Anyhow, with a bit of luck, there wouldn’t be any need for the stick; 

the carrot was so big and beautiful!  

The girls did have their girlie afternoon. While Scace salted whale meat and packed 

it into ten kilogram barrels, they painted their faces and after many ‘G and Ts’, as Mo 

called them, there was a lot of giggling. At one point Scace had to stop them putting 

lipstick on his son. 

As Scace finished his tenth barrel, by which time their girlie bonding was quite 

complete, Mo called out to him.  

“Let’s see what your husband thinks? Scace, doesn’t she look gorgeous?”  

He looked at Jo and his heart missed a beat. A stunning face looked back at him, 

but it wasn’t Jo. She had been turned into a caricature of all that women knew that men 

found attractive. The life lines; worry and laughter, well mostly scowling, had been filled 

in and smoothed out. Her cheeks reddened as if in a state of heightened pleasure. High 

cheekbones had been highlighted and the eyes were now come-to-bed. The lips were 

coloured and glossy and looked good for kissing.  

“It’s a bit tarty!” he blurted uncomfortably.  

For some unfathomable reason they found this highly amusing and burst into 

uncontrollable giggling. 

“He doesn’t like it because you are out of his league,” Mo laughed. She was teasing 

but it hurt. 

Jo giggled. “Yeh! Scace, you’re out of my league!”  

“Yeh!” Mo laughed. “We want men with big…….., big muscles!”  

They hooted with laughter.  

Scace nervously played with Danny’s hair.  

“Come on Josephine!” Mo encouraged her. “Let’s go and flirt. I’ll bring my 

brolley!” 

“I’ll bring my drink!” Jo giggled.  

The door slammed. Danny looked up at his dad and Scace shrugged.  

“Even mums have to play sometimes, Danny.” 

 

Later that afternoon while Danny was at his karate lesson with Mrs Crankie, Jo 

came home. She was more subdued, more sober, but her eyes were bright.  
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“Where’s Danny?” she asked.  

“Karate!” Scace said.  

“Dad?”  

“Gone to Doc complaining of his chest; tuberculosis again!”  

She came into him then, suddenly, fondling him through the fabric of his trousers. 

She looked up at him with her beautiful painted face. She kissed him with those strange 

tasting lips and moaned, “Make love to me big boy.”  

Scace began to lead her to the bed.  

“No!” she crooned. “Here, on the table.” She leaned back against it inviting him.  

“But what if someone comes in?” he whispered, feeling his erection uncomfortable 

against the rough fabric of his trousers. He wanted her but the table was a daunting 

obstacle; he might squash her against the hard wood. It was still broad daylight too; he 

had only ever made love in the dark. He hesitated and the spell was broken.  

Jo slid off the table, eyes blazing.  

“The one time I feel like a real woman and you don’t want to do it.” 

“I do!” he pleaded horrified. 

 “It’s too late!” she snapped.  

“No! It’s not!” he pleaded. “Let’s do it on the table if you want.”  

“If I want? Well you clearly don’t. God! I can’t even have vaguely exciting sex.”  

Scace stood there helpless with the prospect of sex a distant memory, his erection 

slowly winding down.  

Jo sighed, “I’m going for a walk,” and she walked out without a backward glance.  

Scace was furious with himself but a part of him wondered whether he shouldn’t be 

angry with her. 

It made him feel better to get the bike out of hiding and to run it recklessly up and 

down the beach. He was so angry now that he didn’t care if the CDA did hear it. What the 

fuck was it to do with them anyway? 

He got back before Jo. Danny and Angus were sitting idly waiting for someone to 

make dinner.  

Jo got back just as he was serving up whale steaks. Her hair was wet and she had 

removed the face paint. She was Jo again. She sat at the table wordlessly and he gave her 

his steak. 

“I got a job!” she announced.  

Scace paused in the process of chucking another steak in the pan.  

“Mo introduced me to Doc Tse and he gave me a job.”  

Scace wondered if Tse had given her the job before or after she had removed the 

makeup.  

“Say something!” she looked at Danny and Angus but they didn’t know what to 

say.  

“What kind of job?” Scace asked.  

She turned to him. There was a trace of excitement of a different kind in her eyes 

now. “Helping with the study.”  

“Oh!” he said.  

“Whose going to look after us, mum?” It was Danny who spoke up.  

“You’re Dad can start pulling his weight, Danny. He’s here most of the time 

anyway.”  

It was a barbed comment.  

“And your Granddad can help.” 

This produced a paroxysm of coughing from Angus.  
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“Cut it out, Dad! You’re as fit as I am!” 

Angus looked hurt. “It’s not just my chest and the TB. I’ll be over on the island 

soon enough.”  

Jo sighed, “You don’t have TB Dad and you definitely don’t have the disease.” 

He began to protest but she cut him short. 

“Look, we’ll find out soon enough, anyway. Doctor Tse has a test for the disease 

and he’s going to test everyone in the village.”  

That was a peach of a bombshell dropped with precision into Scace’s psyche.  

“What happens to those who have it?” Scace asked from amidst the flames and 

smoke of the bombshell.  

“They go to Bandy Island and get the drug!” Jo studiously avoided his eye.  

They had not talked about it. He did not know if she suspected or suspected that he 

suspected or who suspected what, but he did manage an “Oh!” In his mind he was on the 

boat already. Goodbye cruel world, Um, Hello Kate! 
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Chapter Nine 

- lateral flow - 

 

They did want to test everybody. Black had asked for cooperation and the next day 

at first light the Weasel and two goons were determined to get it; banging on doors to 

round everyone up.  

Scace walked along with Angus and Danny to get tested. Angus and Scace were the 

only two people in the village certain of what their result would be. Angus had a rare 

spring in his step.  

The Professor’s cottage had been taken over as the testing centre and Jo was 

already there at her new job.  

As they reached the cottage, Scace heard Mrs Crankie nipping the Weasel’s ear.  

“And what do you call this, young man?”  

“What are you squawking about Gran?”  

“That!” She pointed at the line of people standing at the door of the Professor’s 

cottage.  

“You mean the queue?” the Weasel was perplexed. 

“Exactly!” She folded her arms. “I have not queued for thirty years and I’m not 

going to start now.” 

“Come on, Gran! Don’t give me grief! These people don’t mind queuing,” he 

waved a hand in Scace’s direction. “The sooner we can get you all tested the sooner we 

can start dishing out the drug.”  

“Young man!” she was not moved. “You may queue in the city, in what you call 

the rat race, but we don’t do that sort of thing here. I’m going home and when you’re 

ready for me you can come and get me.”  

Much to the Weasel’s annoyance several villagers from the line followed suit.  

“Bugger!” Scace heard him mutter under his breath. “I’d love to shove a rifle up her 

butt.”  

“And I’d love to see you try,” Scace snapped at him angrily, “she’s a karate black 

belt!”  

“And I’m fucking Confucius!” 

Naturally, he didn’t believe him. 

“Come on Danny!” Scace said. “Let’s…., what’s it called again? Queue. Let’s get it 

over with.” 

“What day Scace?” The Professor greeted him as they slipped into line behind him.  

“Don’t start that, Professor. We’ll all know soon enough,” Scace snapped.  

The Professor shrugged. 

“What are you doing in line anyway?” Scace asked him. “I thought you were one of 

them,” he nodded at the Weasel. 

“Apparently not!” the Professor said. “Tse’s taken over, taken over my cottage 

actually. I can’t get back to the City until the end of the wet season. Until then, I’ve got to 

stay here and be tested like everyone else.” 

Scace looked at him. He looked tired and unhappy.  

“Sorry Professor, I just don’t like these guys marching into the village and bossing 

everyone around.” And messing with my family life, he could have added.  

The Professor smiled weakly. “There’s bound to be some friction, at least initially. 

Captain Ritchie doesn’t believe in treading softly but he will get the job done.” 

Fine sentiments but they were that ‘job’, Scace thought.  
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The testing was organized efficiently enough. As they entered the Professor’s 

erstwhile kitchen, they found Jo with a collection of little plastic cups, which she neatly 

labelling with their names.  

When Danny saw her he ran forward excitedly. 

“Mum!” He squeezed her neck.  

“Hello sweetie! Daddy given you breakfast?”  

She handed Angus and Scace their little cups.  

“What if I canny go lassie?” Angus looked dubiously at his little cup.  

“Dad!”  

“Well! My bladder’s not like it used to be. Its lining is thick, like pork crackling. 

Takes an age to get it going and when it does it runs away from me. Have you not got a 

bigger cup?” 

Jo just sighed.  

They were let into the bathroom one at a time. Scace managed to produce a few 

dribbles of amber fluid and handed it sullenly to Doctor Tse. He still felt angry with Tse 

for giving Jo a job and for stealing her away from the family.  

They then had to wait a full fifteen minutes for Angus to emerge from the 

bathroom.  

“Christ!” Scace swore under his breath. No wonder there was a queue. 

After much grunting and strange muffled encouragements, ‘come on laddie, you 

can do it for old Angus,” Angus eventually emerged triumphantly holding his little cup 

which was full to the brim with an orange, cloudy urine. With a triumphant flourish he 

handed it to Tse who on seeing what was being offered, took a moment to put on a pair of 

latex gloves before handling the noxious-looking fluid.  

“Aye! You’d better take good care of it!” Angus was impressed. “It’s swimming 

with the damned stuff!”  

“We only need a tiny bit for the test” Tse was exasperated at the brimming cup. 

Angus was not deterred. “You can’t have too much of the good stuff,” he said 

proudly.  

“Thanks very much!” Tse was being ironic.  

“Don’t mention it, laddie, and if you want any more you know where to find me!” 

By late afternoon the air had become charged with a high expectancy. Scace paced 

restlessly about the house, unable to concentrate on anything and as soon as Jo appeared 

through the front door, Angus and Scace materialised as if by magic by her side.  

“Well!” Angus asked eagerly.  

“No, Dad! You don’t have it.” Jo deflated him.  

He looked shocked. “That can’t be right. He must have mixed them up.”  

“Dad, no one could mix up your sample.”  

She wasn’t wrong there, Scace thought.  

“I want it tested again,” he persisted. “There must have been some mistake.” 

“I can assure you, Dad, we tested it properly three times and we still couldn’t get it 

positive. God knows we tried,” she muttered under her breath. 

He looked at her and sighed, “all this new fangled medical nonsense; an old man 

knows better. You’ll all be sorry when you start dropping like flies,” he warned as he 

wandered off. “I’ll give it to the lot of you.” 

Jo and Scace both sighed and then a pause.  

“And you don’t have it either,” Jo said.  

“Oh!” Now he too was surprised or puzzled, perhaps both. He had been so sure. 

Maybe Angus had a point after all.  
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“You thought you had it didn’t you?” Jo looked him in the eye.  

“Well …..I…”  

“You’re as bad as him!” she said. 

That really was not true, Scace thought. Was it?  

 

The next day Angus woke Scace up bright and early again. Others were lucky 

enough to be woken by the birds shouting but Scace had Angus and his phlegm to drive 

him out of bed. He dressed wearily, mind still in a fog. As he reached the steep staircase, 

he could hear the pigs stir. At least they would welcome an early breakfast. It was that 

thought that bounced around inside his skull as he tumbled down the stairs and smashed 

through the stair gate.  

He lay on his back at the bottom, a pig nuzzling his cheek with a soft wet snout. His 

head was at the foot of the stairs with his feet trailing up the treads. He was stunned. He 

wasn’t wearing any trousers.  

“What the hell is all that racket?” Jo appeared at the door to the kitchen.  

“I’m not wearing any trousers!” Scace managed weakly. 

“Oh! God! You fell down the stairs.”  

“But I’m not wearing any trousers!”  

“Angus! Come and help! He’s fallen down the stairs. I think he knocked his head” 

She stepped over him and began to yank on an arm. “Come on get up you stupid oaf!” 

Somehow, miraculously he had not broken anything and with Jo tugging at him he 

managed to get to his feet. Angus had not even woken; Scace heard his grunted snoring 

from upstairs.  

“What happened?” Jo sat him at the kitchen table.  

“I forgot to put them on.” 

“Not the trousers, you idiot. How did you fall?” The relevance of the trousers was 

lost on her. 

“I don’t know, I was dizzy and I slipped.”  

“I’ll make you some tea.”  

She did and Scace sipped it.  

“God!” she said. “You’ve gone very pale. I think you’re in shock!”  

“Yes, I’m shocked at how anyone can make such a disgusting cup of tea.”  

“Don’t drink it then,” she huffed.  

“It’s hot and sweet.” He gulped it down and felt better.  

When he felt able, he looked across at her.  

“I don’t know how, but I think the test was wrong.” 

“What!”  

She looked….. he couldn’t describe how she looked. He had never seen that look 

on her face before.  

“We don’t know how good those tests are, Angus may have a point,” Scace said. 

“Why?” She was familiarly angry now. “Because you fell down the stairs? I’ve 

fallen down those bloody stairs at least twice. Remember the last time when I was 

pregnant with Danny?”  

Scace nodded.  

“And the dent in the wall at the bottom is from Hamish’s elbow when he fell down 

drunk one night.” 

“It’s not just the fall,” he raised his voice to interrupt her catalogue of stair-related 

disasters. “It’s not remembering the day anymore, ever; it’s leaving Danny on the 
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hillside; it’s my dizziness; an annoying tick in my left eye; but most of all,” he hesitated, 

steeling himself to say it. “It’s the pants! I forgot to put them on,” he whispered.  

“Don’t be so bloody daft!” she hissed. “You were half asleep, sleepwalking, 

whatever.” 

“But it’s what I always tease your dad about.” 

“Yes, and you should know better. Look! Doctor Tse, even the Professor, has no 

doubt about the test. I wouldn’t worry.” 

The test. It was all about the test. They were expected to have faith in this test. He 

didn’t even know what it was.  

“How does it work? How does the test work?” he asked her.  

“Scace!” She was getting impatient with him.  

“Please!”  

“Look! You just dip the stick into the urine. If a blue line appears in the test 

window, it’s positive. It’s as simple as that!” 

“And you’ve done it?”  

“Well, you hardly need to be a scientist to dip a stick in urine,” she was defensive.  

“And to read it?”  

“I’ve told you. It’s obvious. Blue is positive, and yours wasn’t.” 

“You saw it?”  

“Yes! And Doctor Tse confirmed all of the results himself. Everything was checked 

twice, at least.” 

“But…” 

“Look!” she interrupted him. “I’m beginning to think that you want to go to that 

bloody island to escape from Danny and me. After all it might be quite nice to leave us 

behind.”  

“No!” Scace looked over to the bed where Danny had managed to sleep through the 

whole thing. He would never want to leave Danny. “Let’s drop it!” He was aching all 

over from the fall and had no stomach for a fight.  

And for once she let the flame of her anger die. 

“Well, if you’re Okay I’ll go back to bed.” 

Scace nodded. “Nothing broken!” 

She hesitated for barely a moment and he thought she was going to kiss his cheek, 

but she didn’t. 

“In future, be careful! I don’t want to have to look after you if you break a leg,” she 

told him. 

Scace put on the missing pants and limped out into the cold light of the damp dawn.  

Even at this early hour, the CDA camp was up and about, doing what soldiers do 

first thing in the morning. It appeared to involve a lot of shouting and clanging.  

Eventually, Scace did find the Professor but he took some finding. Since the arrival 

of the CDA he had been kicked out of his cottage but since his diagnosis with the disease, 

a shock for everyone, he had been treated as a leper by the goons and he had even been 

kicked out of the main CDA billet in the church into a cramped, leaky outhouse.  

Scace found it hard to accept that the Professor; that mild mannered quiet 

gentleman from the City had been the first casualty of Tse’s testing. The Professor had 

helped the villagers fight the disease, he had studied it and now they told him that he had 

it!  

The Professor was still in bed; a low camp bed across which he had slung an old 

stained CDA-issue sleeping bag. 
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A lie-in was one of the advantages of being a condemned man, he told Scace when 

he managed to rouse him. He was taking it well then.  

“Is it that bad?” Scace asked him.  

He rolled out of his bag. “I was looking forward to going home. It’s not going to be 

much fun stuck on that island. I’m not getting any younger.”  

“At least, there is a drug now.” Scace pointed out. “You will go home!”  

“Thank you, Scace. I know that I must try and be a bit more positive but it’s all 

been a bit of a shock. Ironic really! I came hear to study, to experiment and now I’m part 

of the experiment.” He shook his head and reached across a bedside table for his glasses. 

“Want a cuppa?” He seemed dazed.  

“Okay”.  

Instead of heading for the canteen in the main church building, he led Scace out 

through the cemetery, through the old part with its decaying lichen covered headstones 

that contrasted starkly with the crude hurried graves of the epidemic’s peak. Recently the 

graves had been more tended; in the twilight of civilisation, they had time again in which 

to honour the dead.  

Scace realised that they were heading back to the village, towards the Professor’s 

cottage.  

The Professor fished inside his jacket and with a jangle produced a bunch of keys. 

“They may have kicked me out of my cottage but I still have my keys.”  

“They let you keep them?”  

“They didn’t think to ask!” he smiled a conspirator’s smile. He opened the back 

door of the cottage that led directly into the kitchen.  

“Hello!” he called. It was quiet. “See,” he said, “nobody here!”  

Scace was feeling slightly nervous about this. Mo had specifically told them not to 

get on the wrong side of Black. Breaking and entering was perhaps on that wrong side. 

“Tse won’t be here until at least ten,” he said.  

“But Jo might come earlier,” Scace reminded him.  

“Scace! It’s half past six.” He tapped his watch. “Anyway, what are they going to 

do? Shoot us for drinking my own tea in my own cottage?”  

“I guess not.” Put like that, it did seem unlikely.  

He held up and shook a little packet of black leaves. “Real tea, a present from 

Doctor Tse!” 

“Magic tea,” Scace smiled.  

He looked puzzled.  

“A joke I have with Danny,” Scace explained. “A father and son thing.”  

The Professor flicked a switch and a kettle began to growl.  

Scace was surprised. “You’ve got electricity!”   

“A little luxury,” he said. “I brought a small solar panel from the city with me. It 

stores energy in a little battery but at this time of year it’s barely enough to boil a kettle.” 

It did manage, though and for the second time in as many weeks, Scace drank real 

tea. He had to admit though, old ladies made better tea. As Scace sat at the pine table on 

the hard wooden seats sieving the dregs of tea through his teeth to avoid the tealeaves, the 

Professor asked.  

“So Scace, what can I do for you. You woke me up, remember!” 

Scace put down his mug. “How, what’s the word, accurate are these tests?” he 

asked.  
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The Professor looked at Scace for a moment before answering. “They’re pretty 

good. In my case, unfortunately, one hundred per cent accurate. If the test is positive, 

then that person does have the disease.”  

“But what if the test is negative?” Scace asked.  

“Ah! You’re thinking of your father-in-law, Angus!” It was a statement. “In his 

case it would be slightly less certain. In the early stages of the disease, in the very early 

stages, the test might miss it, but it is unlikely.”   

“What if the person is already showing symptoms?” Scace wanted to get it clear.  

“Then the test would definitely pick it up,” he said.  

Scace nodded. He had suspected as much.  

“Don’t forget, though,” he reminded Scace, “there are other diseases, ones that used 

to be very common, Alzheimer’s, for example, that in the early stages give symptoms that 

are very similar.”  

That worry again. Alzheimer’s! At least there was a treatment now for Safari 

Disease. Scace knew which he would rather have at this moment in time. How quickly he 

had gone from denial to actually wanting the disease. No! He corrected himself. He 

didn’t want the disease. He wanted a proper diagnosis so that something could be done 

about it; so that he could be treated to stop it from rotting his brain.  

“Jo said that the test is very easy to do,” Scace said.  

“Very easy.” The Professor rinsed their empty mugs in the sink. “Anyone could do 

it, a child even.” He placed the mugs on the drainer. “Tell you what,” he said, “why don’t 

I show you? I know where they are.” 

Before Scace could think, the Professor led him into the front bedroom. The bed 

had gone but a tatty sofa still stood under the window. The walk-in wardrobe had been 

converted to a store cupboard and laboratory benching had been installed along one wall. 

In one corner, there was a desk strewn with rough piles of paperwork. The Professor 

walked over to the desk and idly sifted through the paper. 

“Tse is not a tidy scientist but it does not make him a bad one, I suppose.” 

“Professor!” Scace was conscious of the fact that they should not be there. 

“Well, look at this!” Excitedly the Professor held up a dog-eared sheaf of typed 

papers stapled together. “A draft of the original paper. This is it, Scace, the paper that 

could save mankind.” 

“Professor, you’ve lost me completely!”  

He was distracted, scanning his eyes over the manuscript.  

“This is confidential stuff. Tse wanted it published, of course, but they suppressed 

it. Wanted to keep it a secret. Well, it’s here now in this untidy pile of papers. My God! 

It’s all true!” He chuckled to himself.  

“What have you found, Professor?” Scace was growing more impatient and the 

Professor’s mad scientist chuckling was not improving his mood.  

“Everything,” he laughed. “The original paper on the discovery of the drug.” 

Now Scace understood his interest. To Scace it was all gobbledegook but to a 

scientist it was like a monastic scholar stumbling across the Dead Sea scrolls. 

“Betula pendula,” the Professor whispered. “So that’s where it came from.”  

“Betoola what?” 

But he did not hear. He sat and flicked through the document becoming absorbed in 

the text. After a couple of minutes it was as if he had forgotten that Scace was there.  

They didn’t have time for this, Scace thought. Scace wasn’t interested in the history 

of the drug; he was just happy that it was here now. Scace certainly didn’t want to be 

caught in the lab by Tse. 
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“Professor!”  

He looked up at Scace with a distant gaze and for a moment he was lost in a 

different place. Then he blinked.  

“Oh! I’m sorry.” Reluctantly he put the manuscript back on the desk and sifted a 

few papers on top of it so that it was lightly buried. “Fascinating. Absolutely 

fascinating!” he murmured. “But!” he straightened up, “absolutely no use to us in this 

present moment in time. Back to the task at hand!”  

He went to the built-in wardrobe and raked around in its shelves until he found 

what he was looking for; a large box full plastic devices.  

“These are the tests” he told Scace. 

He let Scace examine one. It was much like a pen, like the old plastic biros that 

Scace had used as a kid except that two windows were cut into the barrel and a matt-

white paper was visible through them. One window was labelled ‘test’, and the other 

‘control’.  

“We need some urine of course!” The Professor found one of the little plastic cups. 

“I think that the tea is doing its work. Excuse me for a moment!” 

While the Prof was in the bathroom providing a sample, Scace had a sudden 

impulse and slipped five of the devices into his pocket. He was confident that they would 

not be missed from such a big box.  

“Now!” the Professor announced as he delicately carried the little cup with his 

specimen to the bench, “you are very privileged, Scace, to witness a demonstration.”  

He dipped the blunt end of the device into his cup of urine, waited five seconds, 

then withdrew it and placed it on the bench with the plastic windows facing uppermost. 

“You will note that the window labelled ‘control’ will always show a blue line.” 

Sure enough, as if by magic, a blue line appeared through the window across the 

matt-white paper.  

“That means that the test has worked. On the other hand, a blue line only appears 

through the ‘test’ window,” he pointed, “if the subject, in this case me, has the disease.”  

He clutched the edge of the bench as if for support.  

“And there we have it. There’s nothing like being confronted with the harsh 

realities of the situation.”  

A blue line, a strong blue line had appeared in the test window.  

“I’m sorry Professor!” Scace hadn’t anticipated that he might take this 

overwhelming burden of proof badly. Perhaps he had been holding out hope that they had 

got it wrong but now that he had done it himself he knew that it was true. Scace 

wondered how he would feel. Well, he would find out soon enough. 

“Oh! Don’t worry dear chap.”  

Scace must have looked glum.  

“It’s the mark of a great scientist, a privilege really. All of the greats succumbed to 

their diseases in the end. It’s a rite of passage.” 

“I guess the risk goes with the territory,” Scace said.  

“Exactly!” He had recovered himself now. “And I am taking this as a memento,” he 

slipped the used test device into his pocket. “Come on then! We’d better go before that 

awful chap Black accuses us of breaking in.” 

An hour later and Scace was on Raven Law, a low knuckle of granite that 

overlooked the village. Away from the village, its back was sloped and easy to climb, but 

towards the village, it presented its shear face of cracks, crevices and small cliffs. It was a 

favourite place for ravens, and young boys. As a boy he had sat for hours in a narrow 
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crevice that was a shallow cave and had looked down on the village and across the sea to 

Bandy Island.  

Scace had not been back to the cave since his father had died. He had not been 

aware of any conscious decision not to return to his childhood hideout. It was just that 

with the death of his father, his life had changed overnight. He was suddenly no longer a 

boy.  

It had not changed much. The gorse and broom had become a little thicker; the cave 

a little smaller for his heavier bones but the view was as it always had been, except for 

the CDA camp in the church, of course. Scace looked down on this hated new thing.  

Anyway, best get it over with. 

It was only when he brought the pen-like test device out of his pocket that he 

realised that he had nothing to pee in.  

“Bloody, bloody, Hell!” He was geared up for it. It had to be now. Somehow, in the 

cramped half-cave he managed to urinate on the blunt end of the pen; a small trickle of 

urine that managed to wet one leg of his trousers. A blue line came up in the control 

window of the device almost immediately. Scace watched for the result in the test 

window. 

Well, that was a surprise.  

Just to be sure, he took another device out and managed another weak pee. There 

was no mistake. 

A relief washed over him. Relief from the weeks of worry, or trying not to worry, 

trying to box in his feelings and nail down the lid. He did have it. A clear blue line sat in 

both windows. He was clearly positive. He had it and now it could be treated. He had a 

curable disease.  

An hour can make the world of difference to even the sanest mind. No surprises 

then that an hour later the euphoria of self-diagnosis had leached away with the rain and 

had been replaced with a healthy conspiracy theory. Scace puzzled that if he had the 

disease, and even he could show it clearly by testing himself, what had gone wrong when 

he had been tested by Tse, and Jo? 

He was caught between two answers. One: he had paranoid delusions brought on by 

the disease. This one worried him because he had no way of knowing. The software was 

trying to run on damaged hardware. Two: someone really had doctored his test. If he 

could do the test on a rain soaked mountainside, it was hard to see what could have gone 

wrong in the lab. But why would Black or Tse or both of them, assuming they were in it 

together, want his disease to remain undiagnosed?   

Because he would die or, at least, his brain would become scrambled egg before 

anyone realised the mistake. Why do this though?  What could they gain by his death? 

Scace wondered if they thought that he was a threat to them. After all, he had seen 

off the Rain People quickly enough, someone might have told them that. He had no fight 

with Black, though, and even if he did, Black knew that he could squash him like a bug. 

As much as Scace’s self-esteem liked being perceived as a threat, he realised that this was 

not it.  

Jo had been acting strangely recently. What was all this about wanting a job? That 

was odd. What qualifications did she have? None! So why had Tse given her the job?  

What was going on with the make-up? Was it because of the make-up? She had 

announced the job just after the table thing! Scace shuddered when he thought of the table 

incident. Had that been guilt? An abortive guilt-driven shag. Were Jo and Tse having an 

affair? His brain ached with the swirling, sharp little thoughts. He couldn’t decide what to 

do so he decided to do nothing except to watch them both. 
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For the next few days he returned to spy on the village from the vantage point on 

Raven’s Law. He watched Jo arrive at the Professor’s cottage at eight. Tse often didn’t 

arrive until ten. Not an early morning affair then. Jo left at five; Tse left when he felt like 

it but always after Jo. Jo walked straight home; Scace followed her just to make sure. Not 

an after work affair either! 

Scace’s main frustration was that he couldn’t see through the walls of the cottage; 

to see what they did when they were obviously together. It would have been risky for 

them then, there always seemed to be a goon going in or out and Doc seemed to spend 

most of his day there. Even the Professor visited from time to time. But then, didn’t the 

chance of being caught add to the excitement? A hastily smoothed down skirt; a shirt 

wrongly buttoned. Jo had wanted some excitement on that table. 

From the cave, Scace watched something else. He watched the CDA goons 

infiltrate their small community; prowling through their lanes and around their women. 

The women, tidied and prettied, leaned over garden gates to flirt with them. These men 

from the city were powerful Gods from another world. They had powerful guns, diesel 

and a great beast that, when it roared, caused children to scream and run indoors with 

hands clasped over their ears. The goons liberally handed out fags containing real 

tobacco. The villages youngest were tasting coffee, chocolate and oranges for the first 

time. In return the village gave the Goons food, a boat, whatever they asked for and Scace 

wondered what would happen if they ever said no.  

As a precaution, Scace hid the bike deeper in the bush. He was relieved that he had 

not told anyone anything about it. 

And it was easy enough to break into the cottage.  

The Professor’s departure to Bandy Island had been announced for the next 

morning. This would not be Banishment Day with its celebration and bonfire; it was an 

impromptu banishment for having a positive urine test.  

Scace decided that the Professor should have his party anyway. He got hold of 

some of Angus’ firewater and they toasted his departure; just the two of them. It was not 

pretty. The Professor sank quickly into an alcohol-induced self-pity and drank through 

this to reach a drunken coma, pitching forward at last onto his face.  

Scace tucked him up into his bedroll and stole the cottage keys. The Professor 

wouldn’t need them now and Scace doubted if he would ever realise that they had gone; 

in the morning he was off to Bandy Island with the mother of all hangovers. 

The keys jangled in Scace’s pocket on the way home. He was perversely happy. Jo 

was in for a big surprise the next day.  

In the end, though, it was Jo who surprised him.  

“You’ve been drinking,” she confronted him as he closed the door.  

“Uh!”  

“Half the village could hear you singing.”  

Oops, his happiness had leaked out.  

“Five days,” Scace said determined to open up the batting even if his tongue did 

feel a bit thicker than normal and his words were consequently slurred. “That’s a record!”   

“What are you talking about?” She pitched at him. 

“Five days since you last spoke to me!” he batted well.  

“You’re never here to speak to,” she bowled a low ball.  

“Someone had to say goodbye,” he said swinging wildly and missing.  

“What are you talking about?”  

“To the Prof. Someone had to have the guts to face him and wish him good bloody 

luck.”  
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“We all said goodbye to him,” she said.  

“Nah! You couldn’t face him. He saved this bloody village and now that he’s got it 

nobody knows what to say to him. Poor chap was spending his last night alone. I sorted 

him out, though.” He exposed his wicket. 

“If you’re so concerned about your beer buddy, why don’t you go back to him?” 

she swung an awkward ball.  

“Right! I will!” he announced grandly with a flourish and backed into his own 

wicket. “At least I can say thanks.” 

It was another record. He had barely been in the house three minutes and now, yet 

again, he had to find somewhere else to sleep, except that this time he couldn’t sleep in 

the barn because Jo had burned it down. 

He ended up using the keys that he had stolen from the Professor to break into the 

laboratory cottage. Before falling into a comatose sleep on the stained sofa he helped 

himself to a cup of real tea and some chocolate biscuits that he found in a tin. Jo hadn’t 

told him about the biscuits. He ate them all to teach her a lesson.  

 

“What’s that smell?”  

A voice woke him. He felt like shit. 

It was still dark but he saw a chink of bright light around the curtains. It was 

morning and he was in a dark place.  

“It smells bad in here. Do you smell it?”  

It was a man’s voice, Tse. Scace remembered where he was. They were in the 

kitchen.  

“It’s the drains.” Jo’s voice. “Too much rain.”   

“Hmpph!” A grunt then a rattle of a tin. “Who ate all the chocolate biscuits?”  

“What!”  

“The whole lot. I was trying to make those last.”  

“It wasn’t me,” Jo said. “Perhaps one of Ritchie’s men.”  

She didn’t call Black Black in front of Tse. 

Tse sighed then it was quiet for a while as they moved around.  

“There’s nothing else missing,” Jo said.  

They had been looking. 

“It was him wasn’t it?” Tse said.  

Scace’s heart skipped a beat. 

“The Professor?” Jo asked. “I don’t think he would eat your biscuits!” 

“He still has keys.” Tse sighed. “It’s Okay, Jo. I know that he’s been sneaking in 

here for his morning tea. You’ve been covering for him.”  

“Well, it is his house,” Jo said.  

“Jo. Technically, it’s the universities house, they paid for it. He’s employed by 

them just the same as me.” 

“I know,” she said. “I just feel sorry for him.”  

“Because he has it?”  

“I guess! He was so looking forward to going home, back to the city. Now he’s 

going to be stuck on that island until God knows when.” 

“You have a kind heart, Jo. Did you hear that? I thought I heard something.” 

Tse had heard Scace’s derisive snort from his new hiding place in the wardrobe 

turned store cupboard. They went quiet for a moment.  

“Just the rain,” Jo said. “Can’t you get some more from the city?” she asked.  
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“We won’t be re-supplied now until after the rains,” Tse said. “But I’ll put biscuits 

at the top of my list.”  

Scace heard them come into the bedroom laboratory. He was beginning to struggle 

with a building nausea in the airless humidity of the wardrobe. 

“You should think about going to the city one day, Jo,” Tse said with a voice that 

was very close now. 

“They wouldn’t let me in,” she said.  

“I could give you papers. You could work for me.” 

Scace began to see that his situation was pretty hopeless. He couldn’t stay in the 

wardrobe all day. After all, even if Tse did find him, what was the worst that could 

happen?  

“I have to stay here with my husband.” 

“You could do better.” 

“He’s a good man.” 

“He looks after pigs, Jo” 

“He used to have books and stuff.” 

“Used to? What happened?”  

“I burned them.” 

“He must have hurt you very much for you to do that.” 

A silence in which he imagined Jo nodding.  

“He did!”  

 “What an absolute load of crap!” Scace burst out of the wardrobe into their midst.  

Jo’s mouth formed a perfect ‘O’ under wide eyes.  

Tse lifted his arm as if to point as Scace hit him with a swing to the side of the 

head. He stumbled backwards and fell over. 

“Scace! What are you doing?” Jo shrieked as he stood over Tse.  

Tse looked up at him. There were tears of fright in his eyes. “What are you doing?” 

he gasped.  

“You know.” Scace pointed down at him. “You damn well know. I should beat you 

to a pulp.” 

He scuttled away from Scace on the floor like a beetle flipped onto its back; arms 

and legs waving ineffectually.  

Jo tried to get between them. “What are you doing? Have you gone completely 

mad?”  

Scace looked at her. “Not yet but I’ll get there, won’t I?”  

“What are you talking about?” Her ignorance looked very convincing.  

“Don’t pretend. You both know. You’ve both been laughing at the poor pig man. It 

makes me sick!”  

And it really did. He staggered away from them and heaved out his guts in the toilet 

while Jo shouted and hammered on the door. Scace didn’t open it.  

Two goons eventually smashed the feeble lock and dragged him out. 

 

Black was evidently enjoying this. He tried to hide a thin smile but his eyes were 

amused.  

“So you assaulted Doctor Tse because you think that he is having an affair with 

your wife?”  

They were in the church’s inner sanctuary; in a large roughly plastered and white-

washed room where generations of ministers had donned vestments and prepared the 
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communion bread and wine. Black was using the room as his office and was seated 

behind a varnished oak table.  

They had roughly plumped Scace down in front of the table on a flimsy plastic 

chair. His head throbbed and felt as though it might burst at the seams.  

Tse was standing by a stained glass window whose bright colours had long since 

aged to brown.  

“The man’s insane! A drunk!”  

Black shot him a look and he fell silent.  

 “Your wife and Tse both deny it,” Black said.  

“Well, they would, wouldn’t they?” Scace held his head in his hands, elbows on the 

table. 

“What might surprise you,” Black said, “is that I don’t give a damn. What I do care 

about is you breaking into our research facility and assaulting one of the men who it is 

my job to protect.” 

“I didn’t break in,” Scace mumbled. He regretted nothing, apart from the hangover, 

and if he’d been feeling better, he would no doubt have been fiercely defiant. For now 

though, he just wanted to lie down on something soft and fluffy. 

“You stole keys and used them. That is breaking in. Now I have to decide whether 

to have you locked up, shot, or both in that order.”  

That helped to focus Scace’s attention. This was serious. Black held all the cards 

and he could play the game any way he liked. Luckily, Scace had an ace up his sleeve 

and slid it onto the table.  

“What is that?” Black looked at the positive urine test.  

Tse came over for a closer look.  

“He stole it,” Tse said.  

“I stole it and used it,” Scace corrected him.  

“That’s not possible,” Tse said. “It’s positive!”  

“Exactly!” Scace looked at Tse. “I have the disease.” 

“That’s ridiculous!” Tse spluttered. “Your test was negative!” 

“No!” Scace corrected him. “You told me it was negative.”  

He looked alarmed. “Surely you’re not suggesting that I falsified your test result?”  

“Who else had something to gain? You wanted me out of the way. Permanently!”  

Tse turned a shade of red. Guilt?  

“Look! I told you. I’m not having an affair with your wife.” It was anger. “And I 

did not falsify your test result. I am a scientist and I would not undermine my own 

study.” 

Black held up his hand for silence. “I don’t know what the hell is going on here but 

I do know that it is part of my job here to ensure that the study is carried out correctly and 

as instructed.” He looked pointedly at Tse.  

“His accusations are insane.” Tse folded his arms defensively. 

“We will find out,” Black said. “I want you to repeat his test. Here, in front of us 

all.” 

“Fine!” Tse snapped. “But he won’t be positive.” He was sure of that and somewhat 

shocked then when he repeated the test under Black’s scrutiny and Scace’s urine was 

clearly positive.  

“I don’t understand,” he whined. “It can’t possibly be true!” 

Black was not impressed. “At least it solves the dilemma of what to do with you,” 

he told Scace. “You are now officially part of the drug trial and I want you on that boat 

with the Professor. That should keep you out of any further trouble.” 
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Tse scowled at Black but Scace could have kissed the man; he was going to get his 

drug after all.  

 

The churches storeroom became Scace’s temporary prison. Even after all these 

years it still smelt of brass polish, candle wax and damp bibles. He barely had time to 

contemplate the room by the light of the small high window before the door was flung 

open. It was Jo with two goons but she wasn’t going to let them temper her mood.  

“You’re making a habit of skulking in cupboards!” 

He struggled for a witty repost but she ploughed on. 

“How dare you accuse me of sleeping with Tse?” She threw a pile of his stuff into 

the room. “You’re not right in the head. The disease has addled your brain!”   

“Ah!” He pointed a finger at her. “So you accept that I have it now?” A small but 

significant victory.  

“You just couldn’t leave it alone, could you? You had to be right. You couldn’t 

wait to get rid of Danny and me.” 

“What are you going on about?” He was within a step of the moral high-ground but 

she had grabbed him from behind by his braces.  

“Don’t worry about us! You go and have a great time on the island. Say hello to my 

sister, but don’t expect to move back in when you eventually come back; I’ve asked Mo 

to movie in with us.” 

She slammed the door in his face and he heard it lock.  

“I didn’t get it on purpose you know!” He recovered a voice, but she was gone. 

What a bitch! 

Bitch! Bitch! Bitch! Pain throbbed. It hurt, a lot. 

When the anger had died down a little, he reflected that it was not the smartest 

thing in the world to smash a fist into a stone wall. With Jo gone he was left undisturbed 

to contemplate the transition of his anger to self-pity throughout the long day and an even 

longer night.  

The next morning, very early, they came for him. 
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Chapter Ten 

- big blue lozenges - 

 

Normally banishment was a bit of a party, a good send off, but nobody came down 

to the beach to see the Professor and Scace off. It was a chilly grey dawn and Black had 

wanted it done quietly. Not even the Orcas bothered to turn up. 

Scace hauled himself into the boat. One of Black’s goons was driving and another 

acted as guard. The guard wasn’t needed; Scace and the Professor were anything but 

defiant. They may have had the prospect of a cure set before them but that did not lighten 

their mood; the Professor was miserably introspective and Scace was feeling morose. 

As they pulled away from the beach, Scace saw that someone had lit a fire. It was 

not a beacon of honour. Jo was burning his belongings.  

“I don’t think you deserve it,” the Professor said.  

Scace shrugged. “We both got a bum deal.” He agreed.  

They sat quietly together on the short trip while the sky defied the dawn and grew 

darker and darker. Big splashing drops of rain plopped into the sea and splattered into the 

uncovered boat  

“Bloody great!” Scace sank lower into his coat, pulling the collar around his face. 

This had to be a low point. The low point of what? His relationship with Jo? His life? He 

had not even got to say goodbye to Danny. That hurt and he slipped deeper into the warm 

hole of self pity.  

By the light of the rain clouds, the Island appeared in soft sepia hues. The light 

blurred the sharp edges of Pogelwood house with its granite stone, huge shuttered 

windows, mock crenulations and a roof that bristled with loft turrets. In its long life, it 

had been part of a Scottish laird’s estate, a hotel and now a hostel for the sick and dying; 

a slow decline from grandeur. 

The boat shuddered as the goon, their green horn skipper, misjudged the landing in 

his haste and bounced the boat against the jetty. They were then ushered off the boat with 

their small bundles of possessions and they watched it swing quickly away and chug a 

course back to the mainland.  

They were left alone in that world of weeping sepia tones and muffled acoustics. 

When Scace spoke, he found it harsh to the ear and he almost whispered.  

“Welcome party slept in?” He had expected Kate to meet them.  

They hoisted up their bundles and trudged the path of puddles that led to the 

garden. The island residents had made a surprisingly good job of restoring the garden to a 

semblance of its former glory. Grass and hedges were trimmed; flowerbeds weeded and 

statues of half-naked women were scrubbed clean of their green lichen clothing. 

A grand but excessive flight of stone steps led up to the house from the garden and 

they followed this to a double oak door. They stood before it, dripping water, not quite 

knowing what to do. 

“Ring the bell!” The Professor suggested.  

Scace shrugged. It could not really get much worse than this. Miserable, wretched 

outcasts! He pressed the button. Any sound was muted from them by the thick door and 

walls.  

They waited for what seemed like an age. The Professor seemed to have shrunk in 

the rain and he had begun to shiver. The water had penetrated to his core and had chilled 

him.  

“Oh my God!” The door was opened by Kate wrapped in a sheet. “They said 

midday.”  
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“They couldn’t wait to get rid of us,” Scace said.  

“I’m so sorry, come in and get dry. You look like a couple of drowned rats.”  

That had been the low point, Scace reflected; the wait, like poor refugees, on the 

doorstep. Now they were wrapped in the warm duvet of Kate’s mothering. 

She looked after them and made them warm again. She sat them in the quarry-tiled 

kitchen and lit a fire to take the chill off the cold stone. She gave them hot honey-

sweetened bush tea, a shot of firewater and dry dead men’s clothes to change into. The 

house came alive too. There was a cacophony of early morning coughing, the flushing of 

toilets and doors banging. The helpers, those still without the disease and those few with 

it who were still well enough, assembled in the kitchen for a communal breakfast before 

dealing with their charges. Besides Kate, there was Big Malcolm, Donald and Olli. 

“There were more of us,” Kate explained in a low voice so the others couldn’t hear, 

“but we’ve been hit hard this year. Poor Malcolm’s mother died only a week after they 

got here.” 

Scace raised an eyebrow and glanced at Malcolm. He was cooking breakfast with a 

blue striped apron stretched taut across his large belly. 

“Oh! Not the disease,” Kate smiled grimly. “Heart attack. He took it very badly.” 

I bet, thought Scace. Poor sod! He does the right thing; comes to the island to care 

for his poor old mum but as soon as her slippers touch the island she instantly croaks and 

leaves him stuck here to become infected and play catch-up-in-heaven. Bummer! 

“And my husband, Scott went downhill only a couple of weeks ago,” Kate 

interrupted Scace’s empathies for Malcolm, “and now he can’t even get out of bed.”  

The slow decline to scrambled brain. “I’m sorry!” Scace sympathised. He wondered 

if the drug could still save her husband.  

 “Here! Get that down your neck!” Malcolm interrupted their huddle and slid a 

plate of bacon and eggs onto the formica in front of them. He winked at Scace before 

returning to the stove, “I’ve given you extra bacon.”   

Kate turned to the Professor. “If you don’t mind Professor, we have a rather nasty 

epidemic of lice that I was hoping you could help us with.” Kate began to organise their 

new lives. 

The Professor nodded. “Of course I will do whatever I can to help. It must be hard 

for you all!” 

“Speak for yourself love.” Scace heard Malcolm mutter a crude innuendo, which 

Kate ignored.  

“We’re all happier now,” she smiled. “The drug has given us hope. This house will 

be soon be empty when we all go home.”  

Scace hoped that she was right. She had the tired lines and the strange glint in her 

eyes of a person who had been brought back from the brink of despair. Perhaps her 

husband would not die after all.  

“We have just the job for you.” She turned to Scace who was suddenly and secretly 

aghast at the terrible thought that he might be expected to help with the sick and dying. 

He needn’t have worried. 

 “Alister used to look after the cattle but since he…… since we lost him they’ve run 

a little wild I’m afraid. I’m sure that you could sort them out.” 

That suited Scace. The mere thought of all the sick people was making him 

nauseous; to hold their bed pans and clean them up. Scace shivered at the thought.  

“No problem!” 



 

 

 

88

After Malcolm’s breakfast, Kate offered to show the Professor to his room. Scace 

was offered the option of Alister’s old place a short distance from the house. That suited 

Scace and he readily accepted.  

Scace shook the Professor’s hand. They had come a long way together in mind and 

in spirit. His grip was weak, though, his hand bony. He was almost melting away before 

Scace’s eyes. Scace hoped that the drug would bring him back.  

“I’ll see you later,” Scace said. For some reason he felt responsible for him. 

Kate was gone for a while. When she came back she was dressed in a calf length 

cornflower blue dress that clung to her ample curves and set off her sapphire eyes and 

blond hair. 

“You’ll need a pair of these,” she was wearing a pair of green wellies looking like a 

manor-born country girl off to walk the hounds. A tattered wax jacket completed the 

image.  

In the porch of the back door, Scace found a bewildering jumble of Wellington 

boots. He routed around until he found a pair that weren’t ripped and that vaguely fitted. 

Kate was right, though, he did need them. The island paths were a quagmire of ankle-

deep churned mud, with the occasional knee-deep mantrap. Scace wondered vaguely 

about mosquitoes in this land of puddles. Here, they could breed in their millions but he 

guessed that it really didn’t matter; the island was already thoroughly contaminated with 

the disease. 

“It’s the cows and sheep,” Kate explained. “The island’s not really big enough for 

them.”  

When Scace looked more closely, he could see that the mud was streaked with cow 

dung and studded with the round raisins of sheep droppings. That explained the earthy 

odour, so unlike the sour stench of his pigs.  

“How is my sister?” Kate managed to ask as she sank to the top of her boot in a 

slimy puddle.  

 “Fine! I expect she’ll sue for divorce soon,” Scace managed as his feet skated on 

the mud behind her. 

“Do people still do that?” she asked. 

“No! They just get told to bugger off and don’t come back.”  

“Oh, but you can’t blame her,” Kate heaved at her welly that came out of the mud 

with a loud slurp. “You did sleep with a prostitute.”   

“I did not sleep with a prostitute!” Scace was frustrated. “Jo jumped to that 

conclusion but if I had, can you blame me? We haven’t…,” how should he phrase it in 

front of Kate? “had that sort of relationship for a while.” 

“That’s a poor excuse,” she was dismissive. “No self control!”  

“Well that’s men isn’t it?” Scace pointed out. 

She was quiet for a while after that. 

 “I suppose Josephine can be quite difficult,” she said eventually.  

Scace just snorted. She knew it. 

“Is that it?” Scace pointed to the beachside bothy with the corrugated roof that he 

had seen from the boat the day he had rode the whale.  

“Corfu cottage!” she announced. “An old joke about a Greek Island, golden sand 

and a beach bar selling retsina.” 

Scace smiled. “All we need are a few of those pedalos, a couple of hundred sun 

loungers and the Apocalypse never happened.”  

He looked through the door of Corfu cottage.  
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“I’m afraid you have it in the rainy season,” Kate apologised. “It’s really quite 

pretty in the sun.”  

Scace shrugged. Rain was pouring through the roof in a couple of places. The 

bothy, or cottage as Kate had called it, was tiny, just one room and a bed that, luckily, 

was not under the leaks in the roof. A warped set of drawers, a table and a fireplace 

completed the furniture. 

“It’s fine. The rain will keep the holiday crowds away, though you could lend me a 

couple of buckets.” 

There was a pile of cut logs and kindling outside and Scace wondered if that had 

been one of Alister’s last tasks before they lost him and if he were lost, was he likely to 

find his way back. Luckily, Scace did not believe in ghosts. After the Apocalypse there 

should be so many that they should be virtually drowning in ethereal plasma. The fact 

that they weren’t was proof to Scace that they didn’t exist.  

Kate left him to settle in and he set a fire to drive out the damp. He sucked in the 

familiar comforting scent of wood smoke. Now where the hell were those cows? His 

charges were conspicuously absent.  

They were, he discovered, spread all over the island. He counted seventeen animals; 

a huge fierce-looking bull, that he immediately decided to leave well alone, and twelve 

cows, four with calves.  

Scace jumped up and down, whacked their backsides with a stick, clapped and 

shouted until the cows came home. Except that they didn’t. They did not move an inch. 

They didn’t even appear to acknowledge his presence. They just kept munching on the 

coarse grass with their huge bubble eyes that may or may not have been focussed on him. 

These were either the most stubborn or the most stupid eating machines that he had ever 

come across. He felt a pang of nostalgia for his pigs; he knew where he was with pigs.  

He needed a rope, he decided and a stockade, at least for those still lactating. He 

could then milk them without having to track them down each day. He hunted around the 

bothy, inside and out but there was no rope or anything that could be fashioned into one.  

He wandered over the beach and rocky foreshore. Sometimes you could find an old 

lobster pot or nylon netting washed up by the sea.  

Still, he was surprised when he found exactly what he needed; a thick strand of blue 

nylon rope near the high tide line. Its frayed end lay amongst the tidal debris. When he 

pulled at it, a couple of feet of rope snaked from the sand. The rest of it seemed buried 

and was firmly anchored. He began dragging the rope out of the sand with his hands, 

following it back to its other end, wherever that might be. He had not been prepared for 

what turned out to be a major excavation. 

The rope turned out to be about ten feet long, frayed and damp but strong. It led 

towards the edge of the beach where sand gave way to rock, and having excavated about 

three feet under the sand Scace discovered that the rope was tied to a metal ring bolt that 

in turn was screwed into a smooth point of wood. The wood itself was immovable. 

Scace’s curiosity got the better of him. He began to dig the wood out of the sand, 

following the line of its lie. Luckily, the sand remained soft and he was able to scoop it 

out by hand.  

It did not take him long to discover that the wood was part of a plank and that the 

plank was a series of planks that made up the skin of a boat. It was a boat! Upside down! 

With that realisation, he was compelled to dig it out.  

It took him most of the afternoon to scrape the sand back from the gunwale and to 

disinter the hull. It was a small boat, wood not fibreglass. Scace guessed it was pre-

Apocalyptic and ancient even then, probably used by the owner of the bothy. With time, 
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the sand had buried it and had probably saved it from rotting completely away. Sure, the 

sand had scoured most of the red paint from the hull but there were no holes that he could 

see. Here and there, the wood was soft, a little splintered but the decay looked superficial. 

Once he had cleared the sand, the boat was heavy but he managed to rock it onto its 

side. There were a couple of oars underneath but no sail and disappointingly nothing else. 

Scace had fantasized about some pre-Apocalyptic reward; a case of beer, a stash of food, 

chocolate, anything. At least there were oars. He was now the proud owner of a boat and, 

in theory, no longer a prisoner on the island. He could choose to leave; even if that choice 

meant drowning at sea. 

It did seem a bit odd, given all the effort to raise the boat from the sand, only to 

rebury it but he wanted it to be his secret, for now. In this world, you sometimes needed 

an edge. He now had a motor bike and a boat; he guessed a car would be too much to 

hope for.  

After his efforts, he went up to the house for dinner and to clean up. Every evening 

they got the solid fuel boiler up and running to provide hot water but he was too early for 

the hot water. 

“Let me show you round,” Kate offered as he waited.  

The big kitchen, Scace had seen but there was an enormous high-ceilinged sitting 

room with huge bay windows and a view down the long sea loch. A dining room and a 

library completed the ground floor. The library of course had no books. They were too 

tempting as fuel for the boiler on a cold wet night.  

An impressive staircase swept up to the first floor and a long corridor of bedrooms.  

“This is where we put our charges,” Kate said.  

“You mean those who have the disease?” Scace asked.  

“Those who have advanced disease,” she said. “Everyone on the island gets it 

eventually so it’s easier to think of it in terms of those who can still move around and 

those who are too sick to get out of bed.”  

“The mobility challenged,” he was flippant and she ignored it.  

“This is Ruth’s room.” Kate indicated a closed door. “She was once the powerhouse 

of the place, organised us all. Now we just get by.” She pointed to another door. “Boyd is 

in here. He was our beekeeper, lovely honey. We all miss that! My hubby is in here, a 

very courageous man.” 

As they walked along the corridor, it was like a walk along death row. Lives were 

all but over behind those closed doors leaving only a persona hanging in the air. People 

were referred to in the past tense, condensed into a few images. Ruth was an organiser. 

Scace remembered her, matronly and stern. Boyd was a beekeeper, thin with baggy pants. 

“I’ll sort out the bees,” he offered. “Get you some honey.” 

“You don’t mind being stung?”  

“I’ve lived with your sister for long enough. I’m used to it!”  

“Scace!” She scolded him softly. “She really wasn’t having an affair with Tse you 

know. You’ve got to let it go!”  

Of course, they had told Kate what had happened. He couldn’t let it go, though. The 

sting had been left in.  

“Scace. I’ve watched these people.” She waved her hand at the bedrooms. “When 

they become confined, they become paranoid. I wonder if it may even be the effects of 

the disease; they think we’re trying to steal their things, poison them even.” 

Scace looked at her. Why was she saying these things? Did she think that he was 

being paranoid? She must have got a message from Jo. Jo had put her up to this. They 

were in it together.  
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Kate read his expression and sighed.  

“I’ll show you the Professor’s room, then I’ll leave you to it.”  

There was a lot of emphasis behind that ‘it’. 

The Professor’s room was at the apex of the house, under the gables. A small 

twisting staircase led up to it. It seemed odd to put him up here. He wasn’t exactly 

disabled but he was no spring chicken, more a broiler.  

“There’s a good reason why he’s up here,” Kate said, panting gently.  

Smell, bad breath, snoring? Scace couldn’t guess.  

She knocked on a door and after a pause, they heard footsteps and the door opened.  

 “Scace! Come in dear fellow! Look at this beauty!” The Professor was happy to 

see him and Scace was happy to see him happy.  

“I’ll leave you two boys alone,” Kate said. That made Scace feel odd. Boys! As if! 

As Scace entered, treading onto the threadbare rug, he suddenly understood why the 

Professor had been housed in this room. There was a bloody great telescope at the 

window.  

“One of the previous owners was an amateur astronomer,” the Professor explained.  

Another relic from the other World. Scace guessed that it had only survived 

because it was no good for anything else; it couldn’t even be burned.  

“Take a look!” he gestured excitedly like a little boy with a toy. 

To humour him Scace put his eye to the eyepiece. He was no fan of astronomy and 

it wasn’t even dark outside.  

“It’s all blurred,” he said.  

“Is that any better?” the Professor fiddled with something.  

Images snapped suddenly into focus and took Scace’s breath away. He gasped. 

“They’re so close!” He could see the village, except it was not like some distant flat 

canvas. It had leapt across the water in 3D. It was big and brash and in his face. He could 

see the church, not just the church, read the time on its broken clock, see the ivy climbing 

the spire, its leaves. He could see the CDA, a couple of goons tinkering with the Rex’s 

engine in the churchyard. 

The Professor showed him how to move the field of view. Scanning the village, 

Scace could see the sisters Lindsay and Leslie accept a smoke from a goon. He could 

almost hear their girlish giggles. He saw his own house but no Jo. No Danny. No Angus; 

he would even have been happy to see that old devil.  

“They’ve kept this quiet,” Scace said meaning the islanders.  

“I don’t think that they were spying on us!” The Professor said. “I doubt they knew 

how to set it up. We shouldn’t use it for spying either!” he added as an after thought. 

“Look!” Scace said. “You can watch the dolphins, the seagulls, the stars at night, 

but I’m going to watch my family. It’s the only way I can be with them! Call it spying if 

you like but it wasn’t my choice to be here!”  

“Yes! Yes! It’s hard for us all,” he agreed. “I guess there’s no harm if it helps!”  

Scace interpreted that as a green light. For him, this was the right thing to do. He 

could maintain contact with his family and keep an eye on Jo. He could see that he was 

going to spend a lot of time in the Professor’s bedroom.  

Scace forgot all about his shower and it was lucky that after about an hour, the 

village across the sea faded into the night; otherwise, he would have gone hungry too.  

As they went downstairs, they found that Olli had baked a cake to welcome them. A 

cake in this new world was something special; it consumed precious and rare ingredients. 

Kate had already told Scace about Boyd and the bees and Olli had used a little of the last 
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remaining honey to sweeten the cake. It was all very touching but the cake was truly 

dreadful. Olli really couldn’t bake!   

Olli’s father, Donald, didn’t help.  

“Why can’t they put icing on it? They used to have lovely cakes with icing”.  

It wasn’t the disease. Donald always had been loudly opinionated and incessantly 

complaining.  

“Leave the poor girl alone,” Malcolm patted Olli’s hand affectionately. “It’s a good 

cake love. Don’t you listen to that silly old goat.” Later, out of her earshot he whispered 

conspiratorially in Scace’s ear, “don’t worry I’ve made you a lovely toad in the hole.”  

After the cake and the toad in the hole, which Scace had to admit was pretty good; 

he made his way back to Corfu Cottage in the dark. Kate had seen him out of the door. 

“You’re lucky,” she told him. “You’ve got them both falling over you!” 

“Who?” He didn’t understand.  

“Don’t play the innocent with me, Scace. Olli has never baked a cake before in her 

life.”   

“And, technically, she still hasn’t!” he joked.  

“Don’t be cruel. It’s hard with maize flour.” 

Scace smiled as Kate defended the girl.  

“But she knows that I’m married!” It was more of a loud thought. 

“She also knows that you are a long way from Jo.” 

“It’s only across the water.” 

“It might as well be a million miles away! But that’s not what I meant. She knows 

that your marriage is in trouble!” 

“I suppose I should be flattered.” And he was. 

 “Don’t be! On this island some needs are easier to satisfy than others; we make 

do.” 

“Lucky us!” 

“She’s just a child,” Kate scolded and Scace began to see the similarity between the 

two sisters then.  

“You said that they were ‘both’ falling over me.”  

Kate smiled wickedly. “Malcolm has his needs too.” 

He couldn’t decide if she was winding him up.  

“Malcolm thinks that anyone can be …. persuaded. He doesn’t make toad in the 

hole for anyone you know. He stuffed the sausage skins himself.”  

“Oh my God!” Scace was horrified at the thought.”  

“Condemned people behave a little differently,” Kate told him. “We live for today; 

tomorrow and its consequences may never come.” 

“But the drug,” Scace said. “Doesn’t that change things?” 

“Well, we haven’t had it yet have we?” She kissed him quickly on the cheek and 

then ducked back inside the house leaving him hanging.  

Later that night Scace had disturbing dreams that featured both Olli and Malcolm. It 

was with some relief that he woke up and found that it was light. 

At the house, he successfully avoided the both of them and went straight up to the 

Professor’s room where, like two little excited boys, they watched the boat through the 

telescope. They were coming with the drug and they watched the boat all the way to the 

island. 

As Scace had expected, Black and Tse were on the boat, visible through the 

telescope lens but he had not expected to see Mo or Jo. His heart missed a beat. She had 

some nerve that wife of his. She was at the rear of the little boat, looking back towards 
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the mainland. Tse was in the tiny wheelhouse with Black. During the whole crossing, as 

far as Scace could tell, no communication passed between them.  

The carers gathered on the sitting room upholstery to be addressed by Tse. Scace 

stood by the large double-bay window. Jo had ignored him on entering the room and had 

sat on the cracked leather sofa between her sister and Mo who, still looking like a freshly 

ironed city girl, was doing her reporter bit, jotting notes in a pad.  

Tse gave him a wide berth too. He flinched momentarily when he saw Scace but 

was emboldened by Black at his elbow. He stood before them, his back to the huge 

chimneybreast. There were no slides, no hard sell this time. Those on the island did not 

need it; they were desperate for the drug.  

As Scace projected his loathing at the guy, Tse kicked off by explaining that they 

were there to give them the drug. He explained that the drug would not cure them but it 

would keep the disease under control. As long as they kept taking the drug they would be 

fine but if they ever stopped taking the drug the disease could come back. Scace hadn’t 

realised that. He would be forever dependent on Tse and his drug. He scowled even more 

as Tse carried on talking. 

Tse explained that even when they started taking the drug it would take time to 

make sure that the drug was working; it might take months of treatment to clear the signs 

of infection from their urine.  

Months! Looking at Jo, Scace thought that it could be worse. If it wasn’t for Danny 

he might never want to go back.  

Tse finished by saying that although they expected the drug to work and to stop the 

progression of the disease, it was unlikely that the drug would reverse any symptoms of 

the disease that they were already experiencing. Any damage the disease had already 

done to their brains was probably irreversible. Scace glanced across at Kate. She took the 

news well; her husband was unlikely to recover.  

“Shut your neck and give us the drug!” Scace heard Malcolm mutter in impatience. 

The islanders didn’t want a lecture, they wanted the drug. 

Malcolm didn’t have to wait long. Tse kept it short; probably anxious to be gone, 

and afterwards Jo went round the room handing out little plastic tubs of pills. She gave 

Scace his. It had his name on it. She avoided his eye, hers glassy and stern, her lips 

pressed into a thin line.  

“How’s Danny?” he asked. 

“Fine!”  

“Hamish back yet?”  

“No!” She moved on.  

They all stared into the tubs. There were seven rather large cigar-shaped blue pills.  

“Ooo! Where do these go, love?” Malcolm couldn’t resist.  

“Bloody disgrace!” Donald moaned. “Couldn’t they make them any smaller?”  

“Dad!” Olli was embarrassed by him again.  

“Well! What do they expect me to do with this?” he held one of tablets in his hand.  

“Shove it up your arse luv,” Malcolm suggested helpfully.  

Donald did have a point, though, as Scace discovered the first time he tried to 

swallow one of the blue lozenges. It felt like it was lodged in his throat for hours as if he 

were a snake that had just swallowed the pet terrier. It was a small price to pay, though. 

With some relief, Scace realised that he had turned a corner. Whatever damage the 

disease had already done to the old grey matter, it had done its worst. Apart from 

occasional dizziness and an intermittent ticky eye, he was none the worse for the 

infection. He was lucky! 
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To make sure that everyone took the medication, they were asked to pair up to 

observe each other take a pill every day. DOT, Tse called it; Directly Observed Therapy. 

In times gone passed, it had worked well in controlling tuberculosis.  

 The Professor tapped Scace on the shoulder.  

“Pill buddies?”  

“Why not,” Scace agreed. They could pop pills at the telescope. 

Scace didn’t hang around; he slunk back with his pills to Corfu Cottage to hide 

from Jo and did not see her leave.  
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Chapter Eleven 

- double the jeopardy - 

 

He skulked at the bothy all day until twilight. Then he made his way back to the 

house in the rain that had been persistent all that day.  

With their charges settled in their beds for the night, the carers were planning a 

party.  

“Look what the cat’s dragged in!” Malcolm caught sight of Scace from the stove. 

He was back in his apron busy putting the finishing touches to a tray of delicate mackerel 

pate vole-au-vents and small squares of mealy meal soaked in fermented fish sauce. 

The others had got a flickering fire going in the sitting room and were slouched 

around it in the comfy chairs.  

“Budge up!” Scace shoehorned his bottom into the battered leather sofa between 

Kate and the Professor and earned a look from Olli. 

“Ugh!  You’re all wet,” Kate complained. 

“Rain will do that to you,” Scace quipped, feeling her soft warm body pressing 

against his. 

Malcolm, still wearing his apron, minced in with the nibbles.  

“Grub’s up!” He offered them around. Somehow, with his chubby sausage fingers, 

in the face of this rough world that had lost all sense of the delicate, he had crafted little 

morsels of exquisite delight. It didn’t stop him being any the less crude. “Any closer to 

her and you’ll have to wear a condom,” he teased Scace as he offered Scace a vole-au-

vent. . 

“What is this muck?” Douglas complained in his loud complaining voice to Olli 

from a broken-backed sofa with its stuffing spewing from holes worn in the fabric. He 

was ignored. 

“I found this in the cellar.” Malcolm held up a demijohn of ruby red liquid that 

captured the glint of the fire. 

Kate gasped. “I had forgotten about that. Bartley’s attempt at home brew,” she 

explained. 

Bartley Boyd, our erstwhile beekeeper, Scace thought. 

“Elderberry and blackberry,” Malcolm squinted at a label by the light of the fire. 

“Sounds disgusting,” Douglas complained. 

“More for us then you silly old tart!” Malcolm snapped. 

“It’s worth a try,” Scace could do with a drink. 

They had no glasses; glass hadn’t survived well in the world so they filled chipped 

and stained mugs instead.  

The homemade wine was warm, fruity, and delightfully sweet and it slipped down 

effortlessly with only the mildest of woody aftertaste on the tongue. The world had once 

been sweet but now it was bitter and they craved sweetness. 

“On par with a good Beaujolais. A little more tannin, though,” the Professor stared 

into his mug.  

“I propose a toast,” Malcolm stood straight, his belly blocking the heat from the 

fire. “To Bartley Boyd, the poor sod and his wine.”  He gulped at his mug. 

Kate struggled to slide her hips past Scace’s to stand. “And to the drug.” She raised 

her mug.  

“So that Bartley Boyd can get his arse out of bed and make us some more of this 

stuff,” Malcolm toasted. 

Kate giggled. She was tipsy already. 



 

  

 

96

The fire warmed Scace’s body and the alcohol warmed his thoughts. He was 

acutely aware that he was pressed tightly against Kate’s body from shoulder to knee and 

she hadn’t made any attempt to wriggle away.  

“To my pigs!” Scace joined in with a toast.  

Kate and Olli found this excessively funny. 

“To Malcolm’s vol a whatsits!”  Olli giggled. 

“To a good lump of steak,” Douglas stood and raised his mug defiantly at Malcolm. 

“To tight arses,” Malcolm shouted with enthusiasm. 

“To wobbly bottoms,” Scace replied and regretted it as he was rewarded with a 

lascivious look from Malcolm. 

The evening mellowed into bonhomie then slid gently into the soporific. Olli was 

sat staring sleepily into the fire whilst her father snored quietly on the tatty sofa. The 

Professor was also asleep catching flies with mouth open wide and head flung back. Kate 

was gently snoozing with her head resting on Scace’s shoulder.  

Malcolm was also awake, just, slumped in a fabric armchair; legs spread wide. His 

eyes were small and bright. 

“Mother loved a good piece of steak. She used to send me for it, ‘don’t get rubbish, 

make sure you get good steak and ask him to mince it’. We may not have had much but 

we always had the best minced steak.” He sipped from the mug with his full lips that 

glistened with dampness. 

“Don’t get the rubbish,” Malcolm repeated. “Get the good stuff. She was right 

though wasn’t she?  Daft old brush. Buried her here on the Island. Lovely grave.” 

He struggled to his feet. “To Mother!” He raised a toast and wiped his eyes with the 

back of his hand. “Look at me! Crying like a baby; silly old queen. I’m off to bed.” He 

wagged a finger at Scace. “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do!”   

Perhaps it was the influence of the drink but Scace quite liked the guy. He yawned. 

He might just sleep there on the sofa and enjoy the heat of the fire.  

“Well!” Olli said. “I’m going to go up and get ready. Come on dad! Bedtime!” She 

poked her father. 

Kate stirred. She opened her eyes and lifted her head from Scace’s shoulder.  

“I was leaning on you. You should have said,” she told him. She yawned. “Well. 

I’m off up too.”  

 “What about this one?” Scace nodded at the Professor who still had not stirred. 

“You get back,” she said. “I’ll sort him out!” 

Scace sighed as he heaved himself from the sofa. He was not looking forward to the 

cold damp cottage 

Kate shook the Professor gently by the shoulder. 

“Wake up, Professor! We’re all off now.”  

He startled awake and Scace left her to it. 

Scace realised how drunk he was when he toppled over, twice, while trying to put 

on his wellies. At least, once outside, the chilled rain dampened his fevered brow and he 

began to feel better. The walk back to Corfu Cottage cleared his head; the effort of 

stumbling through the sucking mud burned up some alcohol and when he got back to the 

bothy he drank gallons of water before flopping into bed. 

He lay awake but with eyes closed listening to the sigh of the surf on the beach, the 

discordant plopping of water from the leaky roof and now a cow moving around outside. 

It wasn’t a cow! 

“Scace!” There was a whisper at the door. 

He lay for a moment surprised. 
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“Scace! Are you awake?”  

The door opened and he could just make out Kate’s movement in the darkness. 

He flicked back his blankets. “You must be freezing!” 

She was. It was like bringing the night into bed with him. Her hair was stringy with 

the rain, her body chilled. He helped her pull her dress over her head and they sank into 

each other’s warmth. 

“Am I bad?” she asked kissing him. 

He couldn’t answer; her tongue was in his mouth. She rolled on top of him and 

rubbed her body against his; her cold damp breasts juddering against his chest. 

“I’ve got to pee!” he said. 

“What?” 

“I drank a gallon of water,” he explained. 

She laughed, “so do I!” 

Together, their naked bodies misty-white in the darkness they went outside and 

peed in the rain. Scace could see the white squatting of the roundness of her hips. 

They leapt shivering back into bed and onto each other. 

“I’m f, freezing,” Scace said through trembling lips. 

She felt him shrivelled with her hand. 

“Poor you!” she said sliding down him. “Let me warm you up.” 

Afterwards, they were boiling hot and had to throw back the covers. Scace 

imagined the steam rising from their sweating flanks like horses after a canter on a frosty 

day. 

In the passion of the moment, it had felt excitingly immoral but so right. Luckily, 

he fell into a deep alcohol-induced sleep before guilt could find him. 

When he awoke at early dawn with a thick head, it was cold in his bed and Kate had 

gone. 

In the cold, cold light of day without any alcohol to fur his thoughts, he found with 

surprise that he still did not feel that guilty. He felt regret though. Regret at the 

horrendous complication. After all, Kate was Jo’s sister. He also worried about Danny. 

He had to find Kate and talk it through with her. 

When Scace got to the house, he found Malcolm slumped at the kitchen table, 

worse for wear with palms pressed against his forehead and looking sorry for himself. 

Olli and Kate were busy making a pot of bush tea and they barely acknowledged Scace’s 

cheery ‘hello!’ 

He soon found that it was not that easy to get Kate on her own. If he did not know 

better, he would have thought that she was trying to avoid him. And it was not just Kate; 

Olli was acting odd too. Had they spoken about last night?  

It crossed his mind that he was being paranoid, but if so how did Kate manage to 

avoid him all day? When he did see her, always with Olli, she refused to engage with him 

and studiously avoided eye contact. Olli didn’t help with a new-found hostility. 

“You still hanging around?” Olli asked finally as she him skulking in the house still 

hoping to get Kate alone. “She doesn’t want to see you. You should be ashamed. How 

could you do such a thing to Scott?”  

She did know. He looked at her helplessly. 

“And what about Kate?” she asked angrily. “How do you think she feels now?” 

Scace fled to gather his thoughts. Had Kate really been that drunk? What on earth 

had made her confide in Olli? It must have been in the middle of the night. Perhaps she 

had still been drunk. If she wasn’t careful it would get back to Jo. Scace suddenly realised 
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that mattered to him. He didn’t want Jo to know; particularly if Kate regretted what had 

happened. 

He slunk back to his bothy and the scene of his infidelity. He was starting to feel 

the regret that mingled with hurt and confusion and worry. His poor sick brain could not 

cope with so much emotion.  

The next few days were hard. Even Malcolm seemed to have joined the anti-Scace 

alliance. He looked down his nose at Scace and acted as if he were something unpleasant 

that he had just trodden in. 

“You’ve only been here five minutes and the poor girl is distraught,” he told Scace. 

Kate was distraught. Scace pondered that and decided that he had no idea what was 

going on. He suspected, though, that Malcolm was rather enjoying the drama. Malcolm 

could be relied on to whip it all up into a frenzy of hysteria. 

For the next few days, Scace took refuge in the Professor’s room and escaped 

through the eyepiece of the telescope. On some days, the weather was so murky that it 

was impenetrable, even to such a powerful optical beast. On others, the clarity was 

breathtaking.  

Scace’s focus had switched from Jo; trying to catch her in the act of passion with 

Tse to Danny. He could watch him for hours, playing on the beach with Seven or trying 

to set a small fire at the bottom of the garden. It was endearing to see the extent of his 

mischief; at one point, he even tried to climb the monolith at low tide. Occasionally, he 

would stop what he was doing and stare towards the Island. Scace liked to think that he 

was thinking of him and that made him feel bad. Scace knew that he had put Danny’s 

happiness at risk; that he had made Danny’s little life a lot less stable and secure. If Jo 

ever found out what Scace had done he doubted that he would ever see Danny again. 

“Professor?” 

The Professor was in the process of trying to swallow his daily dose of the big blue 

lozenge. 

“Have you heard anything…,” Scace hesitated, “about me?” 

He looked at Scace with bulging eyes as the lozenge slid painfully down his gullet. 

“In what way?” 

“Oh, I don’t know,” Scace shrugged. “Gossip.” 

“What we need is some of those urine tests,” the Professor said. “Then we could see 

how the drug was working.” 

Despite the perpendicular turn of his thought, it occurred to Scace that the Professor 

was right and unknown to the Professor, Scace did have some urine tests stashed back at 

the bothy. They were the ones that he had stolen from Tse and had not felt obliged to 

return.  

“How long do you think it will take before we see a difference?” Scace asked him. 

“I’d be surprised if our urine was still positive after a month!” the Professor 

considered. 

“A month!” It had still been less than a week since they had started taking the drug 

but when Scace got back to the bothy he couldn’t wait, he tested his urine anyway. It was 

still positive and he felt a pang of worry. He squinted at the little blue positive line. Was 

the line fainter than before? Scace thought that it might be. He still had two tests left. He 

decided to wait a whole month before he used another. If it was still positive then, then he 

would worry. 

The next day he awoke in an angry mood; angry at Kate and the rest of the world; 

angry enough to take on the buzzing bees and stubborn cows. 
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He smoked the beehives as he had seen Bartley Boyd do in the village before he 

had been banished. The poor sod had taken his bees with him. That was one boat trip to 

avoid; they had all been stung to buggery of course. An image of the fateful trip with 

angry bees swarming above the bobbing boat and the waving arms of the passengers 

made Scace smile despite his own stung hands and arms. At least he had managed to 

extract several honeycombs that dripped with the golden honey fluid. 

He even managed to find his lactating cows and extract some creamy white milk 

from their rubbery udders. A land flowing with milk and honey. Where had he heard that 

before? Anyway, the island might have milk and honey flowing but it was still ridden 

with disease. They had left that little fact out of the tourist brochure. 

At least Malcolm thawed a little when he saw the honey. “Ooo! That will make 

lovely Baklavas.” 

Scace took his word for it. He wondered if Kate would be similarly impressed by 

his efforts. He still had not spoken to her. They were both avoiding each other now, 

which was no mean feat on a small island with a single house and a bothy. 

A week had passed since the residents had received their last medication; they 

would come again to give them more pills and to take their urine for testing. As Scace 

awoke on this morning of the seventh day, alone and cold in bed, he realised that he 

dreaded the thought of seeing Jo again. It was one thing to fantasise that, given how she 

had treated him, she had only got what she deserved, but faced with imminent reality his 

emotions sunk into a mind meld of guilt, pain and a strong sense of tragedy. To make 

matters worse, he strongly suspected that he had been wrong about her and Tse. Tse had 

not once been to their house; at least Scace had not seen him there in all the hours of his 

watching. He had never seen them touch; not even accidentally. Besides, Tse was more of 

a chess and chequers man; not Jo’s type. She enjoyed blood sports. Scace, thinking of 

Kate now, was beginning to suspect that it might be a family trait. 

“Oh! God!” He groaned. What a mess.  

Again Scace watched the boat approach through the telescope but this time the 

Professor lay in bed, unwell. He felt shaky and dizzy, he said. 

As the boat docked, Scace didn’t need the telescope to see Kate run down the 

landing to greet Jo. 

“Oh! God!” Scace groaned again. Surely, Kate wouldn’t tell her. He could imagine 

Jo’s reaction; she wouldn’t be much pleased with Kate either. But Kate could be 

unpredictable. He would never have guessed that she would have blabbed about it to 

everyone on the island. The sisters linked arms and walked happily up to the house. 

Perhaps no-one would tell her. Perhaps she wouldn’t find out. His head, heart and gut 

ached as he fled back to the bothy. 

Scace paced up and down inside the small room. He made a small fire in the hearth 

and brewed some bush tea. Then he did some more pacing. He knew that they would 

have to come for him. They would need his urine. He even hoped that it would be Tse 

that came.  

In the end, it was Jo that came; and Kate! Scace felt a cold sweat on his brow. Kate 

was smiling, eyes bright, cheeks rosy with rain. Jo’s eyes were a dark deep hole. She was 

not smiling. 

“I’ll leave you two together then,” Kate looked him in the eye. He couldn’t read any 

message in that look as she turned away and left them to it. 

“I just need some urine,” Jo said.  

“Taking the piss as usual,” he said possessed by some evil death wish, obviously. 

“Forget it!” She turned to go. 
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“Jo!  Don’t go!” he said suddenly. 

“Do you still think that I slept with Tse?” 

“Ah!” he looked at the floor. “Probably not.” 

She nodded at Kate who was squelching her way back up the path and Scace 

wondered what was coming. 

“At least my family never let me down.”   

“Mmm. Hghmm. How’s Danny?” he asked. 

“Fine.” 

“I miss him.” 

She just stood there. 

“I miss you,” he said. Well, he did miss his family. He realised that he was in 

danger of becoming pathetic. 

“Well you shouldn’t have fucked it up, you moron.” 

He was alarmed for an instant but she didn’t mean Kate. He wasn’t sure what she 

meant. 

“Look!  Come out of the rain!” he placed an arm around her shoulder and felt a 

moment of resistance before she allowed him to lead her inside. 

“Tell me, Jo! I don’t understand. What did I fuck up?” 

“My plans,” she said. “I didn’t want you to go away.” She had trouble meeting his 

eye. “I’m not as strong as you think.” 

He laughed. It just came out, suddenly. “Come on, Jo! You’re the rock that I break 

on.” 

“Laugh then,” she was angry. “But I don’t like being left alone. Not with Danny.” 

He knew that. Every trip that he took had been a problem. He had never understood 

it; after all she had Hamish and her father and friends in the village, but he supposed 

some emotions weren’t meant to be understood and rationalised; they just were. Like 

Hamish and his fear of pigs. 

“But, Jo, this time I didn’t have a choice. I have the disease.” 

“I faked your test!” she blurted it out and immediately went red. 

“What?” He struggled to understand. 

“I swapped your pee.” 

“With whose?” 

She waved her hand. It was irrelevant. “I don’t remember, but it wasn’t yours.” 

“You knew before the test that I had the disease!”  It suddenly occurred to him. 

“I didn’t know, well not definitely but after you left Danny on the hill I couldn’t 

take the chance.” 

“But, Jo, I would have died.” What on earth had she tried to do to him? If he had 

not been diagnosed, he would not have got the drug and he would have been condemned 

to a slow lingering death.  

“Don’t be so dramatic!” she snapped. “I would have got the drug for you. They 

have it just lying around in the lab.” 

Scace thought it through. “You planned to treat me at home.” He felt some relief at 

that; she hadn’t planned to just let him die then.  

“Of course! Slip it into your food or something.” 

“But Jo!” he said. “You don’t even cook.” He couldn’t think how she thought that 

she was going to be able to slip one of those pebble-sized lozenges into his food without 

him noticing something odd. 

“I would have found a way.” 
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“Jesus!” He sat heavily on the bed and she parked her small bum beside his. “Do 

they know?” he asked. 

“I think that they suspect now.” 

He sighed. 

“And I didn’t have an affair with Tse, you bloody idiot. Not that you don’t deserve 

it, but he’s not my type.” 

Scace nodded. “I know.” 

They sat silently for a moment. 

“We’ve fucked this up,” he said. 

“You have, you mean,” she said. 

More than she suspected, he thought. 

“But I’m sorry about the books!” 

For a moment he didn’t follow, it all seemed so irrelevant now. 

“Well, I’m sorry about some things too,” he said quickly. “Perhaps we can forgive 

each other.” 

She nodded and handed him a little tub. “I have to get back.” 

He filled it for her. “Don’t swap this one!” 

“Fuck off!” 

“Sorry!” 

“I’d better go then,” she said.  

He heard reluctance in her voice. 

“We have no choice,” he said. “Not now.” 

They awkwardly pressed cheeks. Her face was cold. 

 

Scace hung around until he was sure that Jo and Tse had left on the boat then he 

went up to the house. Kate was nowhere to be found. 

He hunted around the several outbuildings at the back of the house, making his way 

through pecking, strutting hens. It crossed his mind that she may have left on the boat 

with her sister but she hadn’t, of course. He found her with a wicker basket full of eggs in 

one of the larger outbuildings. The place was full of chickens and clutter. 

“Oh!” she gasped when she saw him. 

“Kate! We need to talk!” 

“Of course!” She fidgeted with the basket. “After I finish collecting the eggs.” 

“No!” Having caught her alone he was not about to let her flee to the protective 

bosom of the sisterhood. “Now!” 

She sighed and placed the basket on a dustsheet-covered stack of detritus. She 

looked him straight in the eye, hands on hips; all coyness gone. “Okay, Scace!  What do 

you want to say?”  

An hour ago he would have asked her what she was playing at. Why she had slept 

with him then treated him like dirt?  Why Olli and Malcolm had turned against him? But 

things were different now; at least he felt they were after talking to Jo. 

“About Jo and me.” He hesitated for the right words. 

“Yes?” 

“Well, when we… Well, you know.” 

“When you took advantage of me,” she was quick. 

“Hardly!” he scoffed. 

Her eyes flashed a warning. 

“But that’s not the point,” he navigated around the difficult ground. “I thought it 

was over between Jo and me.” 
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“And it’s not.” she said it in such an ambiguous way that he couldn’t decide 

whether it was a question or a statement. 

“I don’t know. But I think that I was wrong about Jo and Tse.” 

“I did warn you.”  

She had.  

She tapped the side of her head. “It makes you paranoid.” 

He nodded. He could use that excuse. 

“I can see your problem,” she said. “You thought that she had been unfaithful so 

you paid her back. Now you’ve changed your mind. You regret it and don’t want her to 

find out.” 

That was a good summary. 

“Only one problem,” she said. 

Scace’s heart sank.  

“You slept with me and I’m her sister. Sisters tell each other everything.” 

Scace looked at her.  

“You thought you’d find solace in Jo’s sweet sister. After all she is always so 

friendly and accommodating!” 

“Hang on a second,” he said, “that’s not fair. You seduced me!” 

“Scace, you know that’s not right. I have a husband dying of the disease. You knew 

that yet you took advantage of my emotional needs. Typical man! You have been flirting 

with me ever since you got here; a look here, a stare there, a surreptitious feel-up on the 

sofa.” 

Scace looked blankly at this woman in front of him. Who was she? Where had nice 

Kate gone?  It was as if she had read his thoughts. 

“Jo would never cheat on you, you know. She treats you like dirt but she loves you. 

Well, I’m afraid you’ve messed with more woman than you can handle this time.” 

“You’ll hurt her and Scott,” Scace said feebly. Surely, she wouldn’t want that. 

“My husband’s dying. Why should Jo be so happy with her cosy little life? But 

don’t worry about her; I’ll be there to pick up the pieces.” 

“She’d never forgive you,” he was sure of that. 

“You’re wrong, Scace. She’d never forgive you! Sisters forgive everything, 

eventually.” 

Someone upstairs had messed up. They had given a twisted mind the look of a 

warm earth mother.  

“You’re mad,” he accused her. 

She picked up the basket and the dustsheet snagged on the wicker and fell to the 

ground. It had been covering a car. Vaguely, he recalled a childhood story involving a 

cattle boat ferrying a car over to the island. The boat had long since gone, probably 

rusting on the loch bed. 

“I must be mad,” she pushed past him as he stood distracted. “After all, I slept with 

you.”   

She left quickly before he could hit her over the head with a handy spade. 

Scace had to steady himself. He had a damp sweat on his brow and he felt faint. She 

had really shocked him. She had been so cold and vicious; like a different creature. There 

was more of Jo in Kate than he had ever suspected. He leant on the black hood of the car 

for support. 

Slowly the nausea subsided and he could breathe again. The crumpled dustsheet lay 

at his feet.  

There was a latent stirring of male car genes. 
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The car was a black Lincoln Town Car number plate N100 YRK. New York, he 

realised, very clever. It looked a twin of the one Johnny had in Barter Town. Twins but 

somehow now separated. Scace bet that Johnny could construct a whole car from the sum 

of the parts. He would pay a lot for that. The prospect made up a little for the Jo-Kate 

thing.  
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Chapter Twelve 

- dot, dot, dash - 

   

Scace went up to the house to tell the Professor about the car and found him still in 

bed. He wasn’t feeling too good. 

It was just a virus, he told Scace and that’s all he would say.  

Scace thought that that the Professor was pretty unlucky to get a virus on top of the 

disease. He worried about it for a moment but then left him, tunnelling himself through 

the telescope lens to the village. 

A couple of CDA goons were talking to Jo in their garden. Mo was walking on the 

beach with Danny who was skipping along with Seven. Scace could almost hear Seven 

barking. Mo was trying to avoid putting her smart city shoes into the unsavoury flotsam 

of decaying marine life. 

The goons were still talking to Jo.  

Later, Scace brought the Professor his dinner and his big blue pill. He was a little 

detached; delirious, perhaps. Scace had to heave him upright, propping him against his 

pillow. Even so he couldn’t get him to eat his dinner. 

Scace couldn’t allow the Professor to miss his therapy so he crushed the pill and 

made him take it. Despite giving him the drug, throughout the following week the 

Professor didn’t get any better. Sometimes he would mutter something coherent but those 

instances were becoming rarer.  

As the Professor was now bed-bound Scace became his carer. He had no choice 

really; he was still avoiding Kate and Olli and he knew that if he didn’t care for the 

Professor they would have to come and do it and that would disturb his time at the 

telescope. Anyway, looking after the Professor wasn’t that bad. He didn’t eat much and 

was semi-continent; after the first couple of accidents Scace learned to read the signs.  

A week later, when the boat showed up he shared his concerns with Jo. 

“He said it was a virus but he doesn’t seem to be getting over it. He’s going 

downhill fast,” he told her as they stood over the Professor’s prone body. His eyes were 

open but he didn’t seem to register their presence. 

Jo felt his brow. “No temperature.”   

Scace shook his head. “If I didn’t know that I was forcing those bloody jumbo pills 

down his throat every day, I would say it was the disease.” 

“Well, the urine from last week was still positive,” she said. “Tse didn’t seem 

concerned about that. He said that even when the drug is working it takes time to clear the 

infection.” 

“But if the drug is working he shouldn’t be getting worse, even if his urine is 

positive,” Scace said. 

“That’s true!” she agreed. “But let’s see what happens in the next week. How do 

you feel?” 

“Great!” he said. And he did. It was as though an insidious fog that had formed 

around the body of his thoughts had suddenly blown away. There was a certain clarity of 

thought. 

“What’s this?” she had moved over to the telescope. 

“A telescope,” he said helpfully. 

She gave him an old Jo look; one that he had not seen for some time. 

“Don’t be a prick!” 

“Sorry!” 
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She looked through the eyepiece and her back stiffened slightly. “So you’ve been 

spying on me.” 

“I wanted to see Danny.” 

“Well, if you’ve been spying on me you know there’s nothing between me and 

Tse.” 

Scace waved his hand dismissively. He didn’t want to revisit that. 

“We need a code,” she said. 

“Uh?” 

“If we had a code I could send you a message.” 

“How?” He had no idea what she was going on about. 

“You can see the window of our house clearly through this. I could use the lamp.” 

He realised what she was getting at. 

“Then I could let you know the Professor’s result and you wouldn’t have to wait a 

week until our next visit.” 

Scace wasn’t sure that knowing a week earlier would help but he liked the 

cleverness of the plan; no one would ever guess that there could be communication with 

the island and the fact that they were allies in complicity made a change from their usual 

dog fighting.  

They decided on a simple code. Jo would hide the light of the oil lamp, somehow. 

Then, three long flashes of the lamp, repeated meant that the Professor was still positive. 

Three short flashes meant that he was negative. Three long followed by three short meant 

that he was positive but less positive than the test a week previously. It seemed simple 

enough. 

“We’ll do it tomorrow after we’ve tested the new batch of urines,” she said. “At 

ten.” 

“I’ll be here,” he told her. 

“And I’ll make sure that Danny plays in the garden tomorrow.” 

“Thanks!”  Briefly, he thought about confessing; to pre-empt Kate. Then he let it 

slide. He clung onto the hope that Kate would never tell. 

The next day the cows complained. He was agitated and milked them roughly. They 

protested by trying to kick him. 

“Sorry girls!” 

He took the bucket of milk up to the house. 

“That’s a big bucket of creamy white stuff you’ve got there,” Malcolm said pouting 

his pretty lips. 

“Can I give it to you?” Scace sighed. 

“Saucy!”  He mocked. ”Come on!  Bung it on the table, I’ll sort it. I’ll make us 

pancakes and a lovely crème caramel from the cream.” 

Scace was happy to dump the milk and scurry away. 

He spent the afternoon watching the village, watching Danny and watching the 

CDA. He saw Tse but there was no sign of Black. 

As it grew dark, Scace tried to get the Professor to eat. Malcolm had made thick 

creamy pancakes from the milk and had drizzled them with the honey but the Professor 

couldn’t eat any of it. At this rate, he would starve to death. At least Scace managed to 

get the Professor to take his pill by crushing it into some milk and feeding it to him from 

a spoon. The pill turned the milk blue grey and some of the liquid dribbled down the 

Professor’s chin. 

When it was time for Jo’s signal Scace focussed the telescope on the window of the 

cottage. There was a lot of flickering in the window and he realised that Jo was 



 

  

 

106

experimenting with the lamp. After a minute, the jerky flickering stopped and there was a 

more regular rhythm to the light; three long flashes a pause, three short flashes a pause. 

She was sending the message. 

The following week was a washout as the weather deteriorated. The rain drummed 

down on the earth and gusty gales blew in from the Atlantic. The waves that normally 

lapped at the shore now bit and sucked at it hungrily. The boat from the village did not 

even attempt a landing. Instead, a couple of green-gilled goons took a huge chunk of 

splintered wood out of the jetty as they threw a few weeks’ supply of drug onto the shore. 

Neither Jo, Mo nor Tse were in that boat. 

Kate distributed the new tubs of blue pills. “At least they managed to get them to 

us.” Her cheeks were rosy and damp from the lashing rain. A wet dress clung to her. 

“They should have had a plan for bad weather!” Scace snarled and snatched the 

pills from her. 

The storms continued unabated. This was the cusp of the weather cycle, at its 

wettest, coldest, windiest peak. Soon it would begin the slow slide back to sun and 

warmth. 

Even as the strength of the wind whipped and whistled around the attic room 

causing the glass in the windows to rattle, the Professor’s strength seemed to blow away. 

He was never lucid now, barely conscious and completely incontinent. Scace mourned 

the passing of a great mind. He doubted that they would see it back. 

The others were worried about him too. At least their charges seemed to be 

responding to the drug. Kate even had her husband sitting up in bed. 

“Bartley even asked after his homebrew, poor love,” Malcolm told them. “Didn’t 

have the heart to tell him that we’d finished it off!” 

Despite these improvements, the Professor’s continued decline was a huge question 

mark that hung over the drug and all their hopes. 

“Perhaps it’s not the disease,” Olli said in a small voice. It was possible. 

“Knowing my bloody luck, it won’t work on me either,” Donald was 

characteristically bleak. “And why do they have to be blue? It’s the blue muck that’s 

killing him!” 

Scace didn’t tell them what he knew; that Jo had signalled that his urine was still 

positive but less positive than it had been before treatment had started. The drug was 

indeed clearing the disease from his urine and he should have been getting better. He 

began to wonder if he had got Jo’s message wrong. How could the drug be working when 

the Professor just lay there virtually comatose? But what did Scace know? He wasn’t a 

doctor. As the doc in Barter Town had said, there were probably hundreds of diseases that 

could do this. At the back of his mind though, he couldn’t dispel a worry. Jo had lied to 

him once already, but she had explained why. Why would she lie again? He couldn’t 

think of any reason why she would have lied about the Professor’s test. 

At the end of the second week of their isolation, the boat didn’t even attempt the 

crossing. The village had been hidden for days on end from the telescope by grey sheets 

of rain. Out of sheer frustration, Scace made a decision. 

The Professor had told him that it would take a month for the drug to show an 

effect. It had been a month now. Scace wanted to know if the disease had gone from his 

urine. He decided to use the last two tests. 

He locked himself in the small attic toilet and peed all over his hands as they were 

shaking so much. This next moment, this next instant could determine the course of his 

life. He carried the test back to the Professor’s room then looked at it. 
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It was negative! He punched the air suddenly and let out a whoop. The air was 

suddenly cooler, fresher. He had knocked the bastard on the head. He had beaten it. 

He heard a sob. Another sob and before he even knew it he was crying. Tears were 

streaming down his face as a dam of emotions burst through him. 

“Everything alright? I heard a cry.” Malcolm was standing in the doorway. He saw 

Scace’s tears and his mouth dropped open. 

“I’m negative!” Scace told him. 

“Oh! Poor you! Don’t fret about it love! We all get a bit negative from time to 

time!” 

“No!” Scace laughed and cried. “I’ve just tested myself.” He waved the test in 

Malcolm’s face. 

It took a moment for him to understand then he stepped forward and wrapped his 

big arms around Scace. 

“You poor love. Let it all out!” 

Scace really couldn’t stop crying. Malcolm was such a nice guy. 

It took a mug of Malcolm’s strong honey-sweet bush tea to restore Scace’s dignity. 

“You okay ducks?” 

“Yeah. Thanks!  A lot better.” Scace cradled the warm mug in his hands. “I don’t 

know what came over me.” He was embarrassed. 

“I was just the same,” Malcolm patted his hand. “When my poor mum died I didn’t 

shed a tear. Months later, I suddenly cried like a baby.” 

“Thanks!” Scace said.  

“We won’t mention it again,” Malcolm said. “It can be our little secret.” 

Scace had one test left and that was for the Professor. Malcolm helped him. Scace 

realised that Malcolm was much better with the old guy. Somehow, he coaxed some urine 

out of the poor fellow and Scace tested it. 

There it was; the strongest positive signal that Scace had seen in any of the tests. 

The Professor was not getting better. He was riddled with the disease and the drug was 

having no effect.  

He was fucking angry. Why had such a simple test become so complicated? Why 

couldn’t people just tell the bloody truth?  What the hell was Jo playing at?  Again! 

“What is it?” Malcolm was peering at the test strip. Of course, he didn’t know how 

they worked. 

“He’s still positive. Very  positive!” Scace said. 

Malcolm let out a little gasp. “But you’ve been giving him the pill?” 

“Yep! Every last bloody great lump of it.” 

“Oh mother!” 

Scace looked through the telescope while Malcolm hurried to tell the others. The 

wind had dropped, Scace thought, but he still couldn’t see the village. It was only midday 

but the day was dark as an unbroken blanket of thick grey cloud scudded overhead. 

Would they come tomorrow? 

Scace rehearsed what he would say to Jo. ‘What the fuck are you playing at?’ 

sprung to mind. He was still very angry. 

 

“What the fuck are you playing at?” Scace had pulled Jo out of the house to the 

outbuilding with its damp chickens. She and Tse had made it over in the late afternoon, 

but the waves were still rough and they had hit land looking as sick as dogs. 

Jo looked at first surprised and then angry.  
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“What now, Scace? Who have I slept with this time?” That was a poisoned arrow 

but this monkey wasn’t going to fall out of the tree. 

“You signalled that the Professor was getting better!.” 

“No!” She cut him short. “I signalled that the test was a weak positive, not that he 

was getting better.” 

The monkey was on an unusually slippery bough. 

“Well I tested him and I’ve never seen such a strong positive,” he told her. 

She looked puzzled. “All I know is that I sneaked a look in Tse’s book, where he 

writes up all the tests. It showed that the Professor was a weak positive, just like everyone 

else on the drug. Just like yours.” 

He looked at her suspiciously. 

“Look!” she said. “Why would I lie? What have I possibly got to gain by it?” 

Scace didn’t know but then he hadn’t known before either. 

“I thought we were okay now,” she said. “I thought that we had put it behind us.” 

There was a thud as the monkey hit the ground. 

“I’m trying,” he said. 

“Well, you have to trust me!”  

“I do,” he lied. Or at least, he thought, that it might be a lie on certain things, not 

right across the board because he could obviously trust her on a lot of things like Danny, 

for example. But she had lied before; okay for a good reason, but it still made him 

uncertain. His mind was galloping. 

“Perhaps he’s relapsed,” she said. “Got worse again. Did you give him the pills?” 

”Yes! Of course I did,” Scace snapped testily. Everyone kept asking him that. 

“Then we’ll have to see what Tse says,” she said. 

Scace nodded. The others would have confronted Tse already. 

“And we’ll see what his next test shows,” he said. 

Tse was not happy when they found him in the house. He was surrounded by the 

others who were arguing with him. When he saw Scace there was anger in his face. 

“There he is. Blame him for this!” he pointed at Scace. 

They all turned to look. 

“You are causing me trouble, mister,” he said. “You stole the tests and you don’t 

know how to use them. You have had no training at all.” 

That made Scace laugh, “come on Tse, you just pee on it.” 

“It’s not that simple.” 

Scace shrugged, “seems pretty simple to me.” 

“It is fairly simple,” Jo said quietly.  

Scace noticed how much more polite she was with Tse. 

“Well the test is out of date. Or damaged,” he said. “And we only have your word 

that you’re giving the pills to the Professor.” 

There it was again. Scace realised that if he was not careful the blame for this 

would land at his door.  

“Right!” Scace shouted. “I have had enough of this! Someone else can look after 

the poor bastard. Then you can all stop accusing me.” 

They all looked shocked for a moment. 

“Well,” said Tse. “Don’t think that I will let it rest here. Captain Ritchie will want 

to talk to you about this.” 

“I can’t wait!” Scace sneered. After all, Tse hadn’t come off that well the last time 

they had argued in front of Black. 

Tse sniffed and abruptly turned and walked away towards the boat.  
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Jo hesitated. 

“How’s Mo?” Scace asked her. She hadn’t come over on the boat which struck him 

as odd. “I haven’t seen her around lately. She still at our place?” 

Jo didn’t reply straight away. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“She says that she tripped.” 

“Is she Okay?” 

“She’s got a black eye and a swollen lip.” 

“It’s those bloody shoes,” Scace said. “I saw her tottering around the beach the 

other week.” 

“I don’t think so,” Jo whispered. “She’s become a good friend and I know 

something’s not right. Jo shrugged. “I could be wrong but I’ll wangle the truth out of her, 

eventually.” 

“We also need to keep an eye on the Professor,” Scace said. 

Jo nodded. “I’ll test his wee myself this time.” 

“Will they allow that?” 

“They won’t know,” she smiled thinly. 

“Be careful!” 

“I will. And Scace……” 

“Yes!” 

“I’m glad that you’re getting better.” 

“My God you’re going soft in your old age.”   

“Fuck off!”  

 

Scace stood on the jetty watching as the boat plied its way back to the village. A 

lost shaft of sunlight found a gap in the grey and spilled onto the sea casting a weak 

rainbow.  

Jo had promised to signal Scace the next day, at the usual time. 

Scace exhaled some of his strain as the boat bobbed away with the scowling Tse. 

Scace had been lucky. He had not forgotten that Kate could have made everything blow 

up in his face but she had not said anything to Jo, this time. Perhaps she had been too 

upset about the Professor. But next time? He realised that he could have this one thing 

hanging over his head for years. 

He turned to leave the jetty and Kate was standing behind him. 

“Scace!” she tried to talk to him and put out a hand as if to stop him as he pushed 

angrily passed her. 

Scace spent the next day looking after the cows who he had sorely neglected. Now 

that he had refused to care for the Professor he had more time. 

But when evening came he sneaked back up to the Professor’s room. The Professor 

was alone and sleeping or in a coma, Scace couldn’t tell? It had upset him to watch the 

Professor’s decline and he feared now that he was too far gone to be brought back. What 

they had to do now was to find out what had gone wrong. 

Scace had a bit of time so he used the telescope to scan around the dark village. For 

once, the night air was clear and there was no drift of rain. The CDA compound was well 

lit. They had static spotlights and lights that flicked on in response to movement, all run 

off a hungry generator. 

He trained the telescope on his cottage. Jo had the lamp on and was signalling 

already. He realised with a start that she was early. He watched her signal. Three long, 

three long, three long. The signal was clear, the Professor was still positive. He had been 
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right!  He was about to leave when the signal changed and became completely erratic. 

Long and short flashes were completely jumbled and random. 

“What are you doing, Jo?” he muttered as he peered through the eyepiece. Perhaps 

Jo had let Danny get hold of it, to send a goodnight signal to Daddy. 

“Goodnight, Danny!” he whispered as the erratic flashes suddenly stopped and the 

oil lamp went out. 

The next few days passed agonisingly slowly as he waited for the boat, for Jo. He 

cursed that he had no way of contacting her. They had thought that they had been so 

clever with the lamp and telescope but now it was wholly inadequate. At least the weather 

had cleared up a bit; it was not so doggedly grey and the rain seemed less enthusiastic. 

He spent his time with the cows. They had grown used to him now, though were 

hardly more obedient and he still lacked the courage to tackle the bull so he let it roam 

wild. Perhaps it would catch Kate unawares one day. He could only hope. It took him a 

whole morning to butcher one of the calves. They were drinking too much of the milk 

and the islanders needed fresh meat. He turned the mud around the bothy red with its 

blood. 

Scace also kept an eye on the village. It seemed quiet enough. A couple of the 

fishing boats were out now that the gales had gone and Scace noted with satisfaction that 

Ruthven’s large obelisk had withstood the lashings of the waves. Perhaps it would last a 

hundred years. 

On the fourth day since Jo’s signal, he happened to be observing the village in the 

late afternoon, at the time Jo normally left the makeshift laboratory. He waited to watch 

her walk home but she didn’t appear. He had seen Danny in his carefree play, Mo and 

Angus pottering around but not Jo. That in itself was not so odd, he couldn’t watch all the 

time, but now his interest was roused. 

Scace spent much of the following day at the telescope despite Malcolm’s 

protestations as he fussed around the prostate form of the Professor. Malcolm didn’t 

protest that hard, they had all been sated with a delicate melt-in-the-mouth calves liver, 

fried onions and mashed buttery spuds. It had been a rare feast.  

Later as Malcolm and the others had gathered in the lounge to drink young gassy 

mead made from Scace’s honey he was left alone with the Professor. At last he could 

concentrate at the telescope without the distractions of Malcolm’s life noises; his heavy 

sighs, his tuts and his constant chatter to no one at all. 

Scace was getting tired and dusk was creeping in. Some of the lights around the 

CDA compound had already blinked on. There was a smattering of oil lamps in windows. 

Scace stared at the cottage window one last time, hoping for, he wasn’t sure what; a 

glimpse of Jo to put his mind at rest?  If anything had happened, gone wrong, surely they 

would have sent a boat over to tell him. Wouldn’t they? 

He was doing one last scan of the village when a movement outside the village 

caught his eye. It was getting quite dark so it was hard to make out.  

A shadowy figure was pushing something along the northern cliff path away from 

the village. Whoever it was, they were not having an easy time. The path was steep and 

muddy and he, it had to be a he, was slipping and sliding around. 

Fascinated by the figure’s arduous task, Scace watched him labour towards the top 

of the cliff. It was getting darker by the minute and more difficult to see. If the first moon 

of the new season had not chosen that precise moment to break through the thin veil of 

grey he may never have seen. By its light he saw Angus pushing his old rusty 

wheelbarrow. It was very heavy. 
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What the hell was the old fool up to? It certainly wouldn’t do his chest any good. 

Scace could not imagine what had driven him out into the cold and damp to push a heavy 

wheelbarrow up the side of the cliff. In another age he would have suspected him of fly-

tipping, dumping rubbish. Perhaps he was. Perhaps one of the pigs had died. But why not 

eat it? And if it couldn’t be eaten for some reason, why not simply bury it? Why dump it 

at dusk when he could not be seen? It didn’t make any sense at all. If only Scace could 

speak to Jo! He thumped the telescope in frustration then cursed as he had to spend 

seconds refocusing the damn thing. 

The moon-white figure of Angus zoomed back into focus just as he reached the 

cliff top. Below, the waves crashed on rocks in spays of white. As Scace had anticipated, 

as Angus reached the edge of the cliff he tipped the barrow and something heavy fell out. 

It flopped forward, like a rag doll and sailed down the grey granite face of the cliff, 

bouncing limply off the rocks in a jumble of arms and legs. It wasn’t a pig! The barrow 

went over too tumbling down to the sea followed quickly by Angus himself. Whether the 

barrow had snagged his clothing and pulled him over; whether he had stumbled or 

deliberately jumped Scace would never know. With a sickening jolt Angus’s body broke 

on the rocks at the base of the cliff and was washed into the sea. The view through the 

eyepiece was suddenly recomposed. The moon’s ghostly light lit up the coarse grassland, 

the wind-stunted trees and the swell of the sea. Angus, the barrow and body had gone, as 

if they had never been. 

Scace blinked, almost unable to believe what he had seen. A mile across the water 

he had watched Angus die. He stepped back and tripped over the telescope’s tripod. The 

instrument crashed to the floor as its leg buckled and there was the unmistakable sound of 

glass shattering. 

“Shit!” 

He sat on the edge of the Professor’s bed to gather his thoughts. Angus had gone. 

He really had. If Scace had not happened to have been watching, Angus would have just 

slipped quietly away so that in the end, they, Jo, would have never known the truth. For 

some reason that really bothered Scace. In Angus’s last moments he had not know that 

Scace had been watching and no one should die alone; slipping from the World 

unobserved.  

Who the hell had been in the barrow? And why? What the hell was going on over 

there?  Scace picked up the telescope and shook it gently. Glass tinkled inside. He had 

broken it. 

His hands were trembling. He went downstairs and made himself a strong mug of 

bush tea.  

“Seen a ghost?” Malcolm walked into the kitchen as Scace drained the tea. “You’re 

as white as a sheet, poor thing.” 

“I’m just tired.” Scace did not want to tell anyone what he had seen until he had 

spoken to Jo and to do that he would have to wait for the boat that was due the next 

morning. 

“You get an early night ducks. My poor old mum was always in bed by nine.” 

Scace took his advice. There was nothing to be done until the boat arrived and 

worrying about it wouldn’t help. 

It was the worst night. Scace’s mind would not rest, volley after volley of synapses 

firing until he was dog-tired. When eventually he did fall into a restless sleep he was 

tormented by foul dreams; Angus’ seaweed clad body, rising from the sea with his hand 

gripping the tangled hair of Jo’s decapitated head.  
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Dawn was a welcome relief and he waited impatiently for the boat. For once, it was 

early, arriving just after full light. It was not a good sign and as the little group gathered 

on the jetty to greet it Scace realised with dismay that his foreboding had been correct. Jo 

was not on the boat but Black and the Weasel were. 

“You!” As soon as his feet hit the jetty, Black pointed a dark-hairy finger at Scace’s 

chest. “Come with me!” 

Scace had been so anxious to see Jo that he had forgotten about Tse’s threats. He 

had worried about Jo, Danny, the Professor, even Angus but he had forgotten to worry 

about himself. He felt that worry acutely enough now, though, as he was escorted by the 

Weasel and another goon up to the house. Tse, Black and the others followed behind. 

“Where is my sister?” he heard Kate demand of Black. 

“She is no longer employed by us,” Black said. “She will not be coming here 

again.” 

There was a little ‘oh!’ from Kate. 

Black sat Scace in the kitchen. They were alone with the Weasel and the goon. 

Black stood looking out of the window for a moment. 

“Where is Jo?” Scace asked. 

He turned on Scace with eyes glaring. He was angry. “You and your wife have 

caused me a great deal of trouble.” 

Scace couldn’t deny it. 

“You,” he pointed at Scace again, “broke into the lab and stole from us. We were 

lenient but now you have used the stolen tests to undermine our study.” 

“I….,” Scace began to protest. 

“Shut up!”  He commanded. “You will listen!” 

“You wife, employed by us, falsified your result and in a further act of madness has 

been interfering with our study.” 

Jo had obviously been found out, but Scace was puzzled. She had been merely 

going to test the Professor’s urine herself. Was that ‘interfering with their study’? Surely, 

it was only confirming the data. Not if she got a different result, though! Surely she 

wouldn’t have been daft enough to bring that to their attention. 

“Your family seem determined to cause us trouble. Do you all have some kind of 

bizarre death wish?” 

Scace thought of Angus. Perhaps Black was right; perhaps they did have a suicidal 

tendency. 

“I’m fed up with you people! And one of my bloody men is missing! I wouldn’t be 

surprised if you had a hand in it!” He stared at Scace hard. 

With a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach Scace thought of the rag doll he had 

seen falling from Angus’s barrow. 

“How could I? I’ve been here on this island for weeks!” Scace pointed out. 

Black looked at him for a long moment. “Yes! He’s probably off shagging a local 

but if I find out that there’s any bloody funny business, I will have you shot!  Is that 

clear?”  

Scace nodded, relieved. He couldn’t shoot him twice. The relief must have showed. 

“Don’t get me wrong! I would love to beat you to a pulp. To grind you under my 

heel, but Tse will not allow it. He claims that it would ruin his study.” 

Saved by Tse! That was ironic, Scace thought. Even more ironically, the disease 

had saved his life. He was in the drug study and they needed to see the end result. After 

that they could do what they liked with him. That was a chilling thought. 

“Here!” Black slammed a tub of pills down on the table in front of him. 
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Scace picked them up then rose to go. 

“Not so bloody fast! We’re not finished with you yet!” Black handed a pair of 

rubber gloves to the Weasel. 

The sight of the gloves made Scace suddenly nervous.  

“Search him, thoroughly!” Black turned on his heel and left the room. 

The Weasel had an evil little glint in his eyes as he pulled on the thin gloves. 

The goon grabbed Scace suddenly and bent him over the table, holding his hair with 

both hands.  

It wasn’t about the search, of course, it was about the humiliation and the power. 

Scace knew that but the humiliation ate at his soul. 

“There. I’m sure that won’t have spoiled Tse’s study!” The Weasel mocked him. 

Slowly, Scace reached down and pulled up his pants. He couldn’t look the Weasel 

in the eye. They hadn’t finished. They dragged him to the bothy and tore it apart. Having 

finished with that, they threw him into the Professor’s room. 

“What is this?” The Weasel screamed into his face pointing at the telescope. 

“It’s broken!” Scace mumbled in a daze. 

They took it anyway. Then they turfed the Professor from his bed. They searched it 

and they searched him though he did not get the special Weasel search. 

When they had gone, Scace smoothed the bedclothes and tucked the Professor back 

in. 

“Don’t worry!” he said to the Professor. “We’ll fuck the lot of em!” He had tears in 

his eyes but he meant every single word of it!  

The Weasel had not been gentle in his search and Scace ached! Pain, both sharp and 

dull. He thought of Jo. “Oh! Hi Jo! Yeh! I’m fine. By the way, I was thoroughly 

‘searched’ by the Weasel today!” 

One day, at a quiet moment he would deal with that humiliation but he couldn’t 

allow himself to go to pieces now. The mind and body had to function! Jo and Danny 

needed him.  

“Jo’s in trouble!” he told Kate. 

She looked aghast.  

Scace needed her help. He told her about the Professor, the signalling, that Black 

had caught Jo. 

Kate went pale. 

“What can we do?” she asked. 

“I have a boat,” he told her. 

She looked at him oddly. “Are you Okay? You seem a bit…,” she searched for the 

word, “detached!” 

He felt like laughing hysterically but said simple, “I’m worried!” 

She nodded, not convinced. 
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Chapter Thirteen 

- mealy biscuits - 

 

Scace showed her the beach. The storms had scoured the sand away and the hull of 

the boat now lay visible. 

In the end, they all helped him; the little dysfunctional family putting aside petty 

quarrels and working together. Olli worked hardest by far. She was young and lithe, like a 

boy. 

It didn’t take them long to dig out the boat and to flip it over. 

They all stood looking at it dubiously. 

“You call that a boat?” Kate looked dismayed. 

“Oh my giddy aunt!” Malcolm sat heavily on the edge of the excavated sand pit. 

It was a bit decayed, Scace admitted, but wood floats right? 

“It’ll fall to pieces before you get five yards,” Donald speculated helpfully. 

Scace shrugged. “We’ll see. I’ll go early; at first light so they can’t see me.” 

“If the weather’s good,” Kate said. 

“Whatever the weather,” he told her. 

He spent the night in the bothy, built a huge fire in the hearth and tried to stay 

awake. He daren’t fall asleep. It wasn’t just the fear of what might crawl into his dreams; 

he also didn’t want to sleep past first light. Once or twice he went outside. There was no 

rain and no wind. He hoped that it would last. 

He woke with a start at the banging on the door. They had all come to see him 

drown. A thin pallor of light separated mountain from sky on the eastern horizon. Time to 

go! 

They dragged the boat to the surf and Scace pretended not to notice as a section of 

gunwale came off in his hand. At least the boat did float. 

“Take these,” Malcolm thrust a parcel of mealy biscuits into his hand. “In case you 

get peckish.” 

“Look after the Professor,” Scace told him. He felt guilt about abandoning the 

Professor, not that he would even know that Scace had gone. 

“It’s bloody stupid. He’s going to drown,” Scace heard Donald mutter. 

“Shut your neck,” Malcolm glared at him. 

“Well, even if he gets there what can he do?”  

“You’ll get a slap in a moment,” Malcolm warned reducing Donald to guttural 

mutterings. 

As Scace was getting into the boat, Kate threw her arms around him. “Don’t 

drown!” 

“I wouldn’t like to spoil your plans!” 

“Exactly!” she smiled a Kate smile and leaned close to his ear. “I’m sorry!” she 

whispered. “I was angrier with myself than with you.” 

Then she confused him completely by kissing him on the mouth. 

“Jo doesn’t have to know about that one!” she whispered into his ear. 

“I guess, we both needed a hug,” he told her and hoped that she knew what he 

meant. 

He winced, courtesy of the Weasel, as he sat on the hard wooden seat. This would 

not be a comfortable voyage but a more immediate problem surfaced. Already there was 

already an inch of water in the bottom of the boat. 

Olli was quick to see the problem. “Take this!” she threw one of the rainwater 

buckets from the bothy into the boat. “You might need to bail.” 
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“He might need to bloody swim!” Donald muttered, moving away from Malcolm, 

just in case. 

No kidding, thought Scace. 

Scace would have liked it to have been a heroic departure; rowing magnificently off 

into the sunset to his certain death. Except that: one, he couldn’t row; two, it was dawn 

not sunset and three; he wasn’t a hero and was really scared. He didn’t want to die.  

His inability to row caused the most embarrassment; he couldn’t get the boat away 

from the shore. Every time he put a few feet of water between himself and the beach he 

caught a crab with an oar and the strong ocean tide swept him back in. 

It didn’t help that everyone on shore seemed, suddenly, to be expert rowers and 

were all shouting advice. 

“Turn the oar round,” Kate suggested. 

“Put it in deeper,” Malcolm, of course. 

“Lean further forward,” Olli showed him how she thought it should be done. 

“He’s not going anywhere,” Donald observed helpfully. 

“Look!” Scace threw the oars down in exasperation and stood up as the keel of the 

boat once more crunched on sand. “Will you all just fuck off and leave me alone!” 

“Charming!” Malcolm mumbled as they ambled off to mutter in a sulky huddle and 

to watch from a distance. 

After a bit more struggling and a bit of bailing to reduce the water level in the boat 

to below ankle level, Scace realised that the tide may have been working against him but 

it was also pushing him along the shoreline. He was now at the northern end of the beach. 

It occurred to him that if he could get to the northern tip of the Island the current would 

launch him out into the mouth of the loch and with a bit of incompetent oar work he 

might be able to get to the mainland, somewhere, somehow. 

He gave up trying to row and punted the boat along with an oar instead, pushing it 

off the sandy seabed and then off the rocks as the beach petered out. In this way, he made 

good if slow progress until the house drifted into view with the damaged jetty. Here the 

water was too deep to punt and he manhandled the boat along, grasping the barnacled 

timbers of the jetty, until he reached the end.  

With one last push, the boat was suddenly sucked from the Island by the tide and 

swept out into the sea loch. Scace took up the pretence of rowing but there was really no 

need, the tide was fairly licking along and in no time at all the Island and the house 

became small and distant. 

God! Scace looked around. It was lonely and frightening out here; and nauseating. 

He felt the first turns of his stomach, rolling in time to the motion of the boat. It was 

colder too. The water slopping around his feet was icy cold. On the island, he had not 

noticed any wind but out in the loch with no trees or bushes to act as windbreaks, the sea 

breeze gathered its momentum and stirred up the waves. 

The rowing was really making no difference to the boat so he gave up the charade 

and began bailing out. The water appeared to be seeping in through the very fabric of the 

boat. Scace swung the heavy metal bucket to scoop out the last inch or two of ocean from 

the bottom of the boat and was horrified as it punched a hole through the rotten wood. 

Like the cartoon coyote from his childhood who froze in mid air for an instant as he 

suddenly realises that he has run over a cliff, Scace froze. Even the water appeared to 

freeze for an instant before pouring in. 

“Oops!” Like that coyote who inevitably plummets to the canyon floor, Scace had 

begun his descent to the bottom of the loch. 
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The boat filled very quickly as the water swirled through the hole and soon it was 

not so much floating as hanging in the water, with the waves piling over the top. 

Wood did float but not with him standing on it. He sank quickly up to his knees, 

waist then chest before the submerged boat rolled lazily upside down and threw him out. 

It was surprising the difference a couple of feet could make. In the boat he had been 

secure above the waves with a comforting if somewhat distant view of land. Now, up to 

his chin in water, all he could see were the grey green waves that boxed him in. He felt 

very small and very frightened. 

Already his arms were tiring from the effort of trying to prevent his sodden clothes 

from dragging him under. His legs were leaden. He knew that he didn’t have long to live. 

This was it! He was going to die. He felt sorry for Danny. 

The submerged boat bumped against his shin but when he pushed against it, it 

drifted away and a tiny hope went with it. 

A wave broke over his head and he spluttered. Some water got inside him; it was 

bitterly cold against the moist warmth of his lungs. 

The boat drifted again against the back of his legs, teasing him. He was too 

exhausted to even care, but then it bobbed up right in front of him and it had big fucking 

teeth. The boat was going to eat him! 

He looked into the mouth, the rows of needle teeth and big lolling tongue of the 

orca. His head would fit so easily into that mouth. 

With one last effort, Scace fished into his pocket, almost drowning as he bobbed 

under again, but he had the mealy biscuits and he threw them to Willy. The cavernous 

mouth disappeared and suddenly he was alone again.  

“Well thanks a bundle!” Scace screamed out and it wasn’t just directed at the orca. 

But the orca was back and nudged his side. He wondered vaguely if it had taken a 

nibble of him. He was so numb with cold that he couldn’t tell. 

The orca’s back bumped under his legs and the orca’s huge drooping dorsal fin slid 

past his face. He grabbed it and hung on for his dear life. 

He hung on. He hung on. He had to hang on but the sea tried to push him off. More 

water spilled over his head. He tried to catch some breaths and choked. The water poured 

past his cheeks and his eyes could see only grey and swirling. He sucked in air from the 

big air above the sea, and then water broke over him again. Choking, breathing, choking, 

he was slowly drowning, slipping away. Then he fell off. His hands simply slipped from 

the hide of the orca and it was gone. He floundered weakly for a moment and found 

something surprising; his feet touched something solid. More floundering and his head 

came out of the water. 

Waves hit him from behind threatening to knock him down but like some seaweed-

draped actor in a sea-monster suit he emerged from the sea and staggered up the pebble 

beach to collapse in a heap. 

He didn’t know how long he had lay there but it was the sharp poking stones that 

probably saved him from hypothermia. They would not let him rest in peace. 

He got unsteadily to his feet. He was so cold. A weak sun probed the thinning veil 

of grey. It was not raining but perhaps that was bad; at least the rain would have been 

warm. 

He looked around. Bandy Island was small across the water and there was no sign 

of Willy. Scace had been deposited on a small shingle beach at the head of the sea loch, 

some distance from the village that was hidden from his view by the rolling heathers of 

the loch-side foothills.  
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Scace mapped the route home in his head. A hack across rough ground, past the 

village peat bogs to the old military causeway that skirted the loch; then a relatively easy 

descent down to the village itself; a couple of miles at most. 

Within fifteen minutes, he had amazingly gone from hypothermia to hyperthermia. 

He was soon sweating and steaming as he staggered his way uphill through the tangled 

roots and coarse tufts of waist-high heather. 

He could see the ancient military road above, a gash cut along the contours of the 

hillside that had once been used by the English to subdue the unruly clans. It was not far 

but it took him twenty minutes of sweat, blood and tears to reach it and he was thankful 

when at last he stood scratched and panting on its levelled surface.  

He gave himself a minute to pant back his breath before setting off on the gentle 

downswing to the village.  

It did not occur to him that he might meet anyone on this desolate mountain track 

so he got an unpleasant surprise when he rounded a low shoulder of the hill and found 

himself in the middle of a makeshift camp. 

“Yo!  If it isn’t the famous whale rider.” A familiar voice called out. 

Scace took in the scene. A lean-to cut into the flank of the hill off to the side of the 

road. Horses tethered to a stunted rowan. 

A figure cradling a shotgun rose from behind a small boulder half buried in the 

heather. Scace saw that it was Big Mac. Bäror appeared at his shoulder. 

“We almost shot you!”  Mac was grinning. 

Scace was struggling for words. He had no real reason to fear Mac but could you 

trust a man turned bandit? Unfortunately, in the next instant the encounter went from bad 

to worse. 

“What’s all the excitement?” Hamish, the final member of the bad-boy gang of 

three came stumbling out of the lean-to, pulling up his pants over a clean white bandage. 

“You!” He stopped in his tracks as he saw Scace. 

Doc followed him out. 

They all stood eyeing each other sheepishly for a moment. 

“I thought you had been banished!” Hamish gave Scace a cold stare not even trying 

to hide his contempt. “What did you do, swim back?” He sniggered at his little joke. 

Scace wrung out a sleeve and water poured to the ground in a little puddle. 

“Caught a ride on a whale, actually!” 

Hamish’s eyes widened. 

“And I thought you had run away!” Scace said. He shouldn’t have provoked 

Hamish. The big man clenched his fists and took a step towards him. 

“Gentlemen, before you kill each other in this family feud, I’ll be off,” Doc edged 

around them. 

“Hold on a sec, Doc. I’ll come with you.” Scace fell into step with Doc before 

Hamish could think to stop him. They trudged on together and Scace didn’t look back. 

“You were lucky,” Doc said. 

“We’ve never got on,” Scace said.  

“I don’t like sneaking out here but I couldn’t let him die from a wound infection,” 

Doc felt he had to explain.  

“So he really did get shot in the arse!” Scace laughed happily. “Does anyone else 

know they are camped out here?”  

Doc shook his head. “Only Lindsay and Leslie, they creep here at night to see 

Hamish and Bäror.” Then he looked sideways at Scace. “But Scace, why are you here?”  
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Scace realised then that he also had some explaining to do. As far as Doc was 

concerned, he should still have been on the island. 

“I wanted to make sure that Jo was Okay. I’ll do that, then I’ll go back.” 

“How did you find out about Jo?” Doc stopped suddenly and looked at him. It was 

a concerned look. “I didn’t think that there had been a boat over since it happened.” 

“Since what happened?” 

“Oh Lord!” He looked suddenly uncomfortable. “When you said that you wanted to 

check on Jo, I thought that you knew.” 

“Doc?”  

“I’ll tell you, if only to stop you marching in there and getting into trouble”, he said. 

Then he sighed, “there’s no easy way to say this.” 

“Doc, just say it!” Scace was getting worried. 

“She was attacked.” His face reddened. 

It hit Scace like a brick. 

“She was kicking up a fuss about the Professor and his treatment. A few days ago 

Black ordered a couple of his men to bring her to the compound. Things got out of hand. I 

am very sorry!” 

Scace thought of the night when she had been signalling with the lamp; when it had 

all gone odd and he had thought that it was Danny. That could have been Jo, being 

attacked. Scace’s eyes burned. “Is she badly hurt?” 

“Not visibly, perhaps more up here,” he tapped his forehead. 

“Was it the Weasel?” 

“One of them. How did you guess? The other’s gone missing. None of the villagers 

know about this; just Tse, Black and myself.”  

Scace thought of Angus and that barrow going over the cliff. It had begun to make 

sense. Black’s man had disappeared and Scace knew why. Scace imagined Angus hiding 

upstairs with Danny as Jo was being attacked, torn between protecting his daughter or his 

grandchild. Or perhaps he had just been too afraid. Whatever; in the end, Angus had paid 

a high price. Scace wished that he could tell him that he knew; knew that at the end he 

had had the courage to take revenge. That left the Weasel. Did he have Angus’ courage to 

deal with the Weasel? 

“I bet Black’s done nothing about it!” Scace barked angrily. 

“Steady!” Doc put a hand on his arm. “He’s absolutely furious. He doesn’t want the 

villagers, us, stirred up.” 

“Well, that’s very civil minded of him, I’m sure!” That was Black’s bottom line; 

the job at hand was all that mattered. 

He looked at Scace nervously. “What are you going to do?” 

“Doc, I’m going to kill the fucking lot of them!” 

“I understand how you feel but think of Danny and Jo. You can’t get to the Weasel 

anyway. He’s grounded at HQ.” 

“So,” Scace sneered angrily, “what do you suggest, Doc? A bit of Réké healing to 

make the pain go away?”  

He looked hurt. “Well, yes, that would help of course, but it’s more important that 

you give Jo your full support. You need to be there for her and that doesn’t involve 

getting yourself killed. Go to her now. Give her some comfort but then go back to the 

island and get well.” 

“That’s what you suggest?” 
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He nodded. “It’s best. We can’t undo what’s been done. We mustn’t make it worse. 

Meanwhile, I have some influence with Black. I’ll try to get the Weasel detained long-

term; to keep him away from the village.” 

“Black won’t listen to you!” 

“We’ll see,” Doc said. “You go to Jo now. Don’t let anyone see you. I’ll arrange a 

boat to take you back!” 

“Sod the boat, Doc!”  Scace still wanted blood. 

“It’s not just your family, Scace. It’s the whole village I have to think of. We need 

the drug. You do what you feel you have to do but talk to Jo first. And I will do what I 

have to do. I will give you until tonight but after that…..,” he shrugged helplessly. 

“We understand each other then,” Scace glared at him. 

Doc held Scace’s glare. “I think that we do.” 

Scace left him on the track while he skirted the village, to come quietly around the 

back of his own house. 
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Chapter Fourteen 

- running away together - 

 

 

Scace didn’t think that anyone saw him as he clambered over the fence into the 

back yard. The pigs lay fatly in their wallows; too lazy to greet him. 

He let himself in through the back door. 

“Jo!” he called out softly. He didn’t want to scare the life out of her. “Jo!  It’s me!” 

The house was deathly quiet as if in mourning. He was beginning to think that it 

was empty. He opened the door to the kitchen and glanced in. It was gloomy with the 

shutters closed. Jo was in bed, apparently asleep. Angus’ water-wrinkled pale body was 

lying on the table. Mo was standing behind the table with a large cast iron pan raised 

above her head. 

“Oh! Scace!  It’s you. God! You terrified me.”  

Scace could see the dark bruises on Mo’s face even in the low light. He 

remembered, she had told Jo that she had fallen. 

He realised then that the house wasn’t so much in mourning as in a state of 

complete terror. Two women recently abused on their own with a small boy and a 

waterlogged corpse.  

“I’m sorry!” He moved to her, took the pan and gently guided her into a chair. 

“Is it always like this?” she asked wearily. 

“I’m sorry!” He knew what she meant. “How is she?” He nodded towards Jo. 

“Very low,” Mo whispered. “She was upset.” 

“Upset!” It was not quite the word he had expected. 

“Well. You know. When they found Angus. That’s why you’re here right?” 

“Yes! I guess so. Where did they find him?” 

“They fished him out of the sea this morning.” 

Scace hadn’t expected them to find Angus’s body so quickly. Mo had assumed that 

he was here because of what had happened to Angus. Either she did not know what had 

happened to Jo or she did not want to tell him. 

“Where’s Danny?” He worried. 

“With Mrs Crankie. He’s fine. Seven’s keeping him company. Jo didn’t want him 

to see his grandfather like this.” 

Scace relaxed a little. “And how are you?” he asked her. 

Instinctively, a hand went to her face. “Is it that obvious?” 

“No! But Jo told me what happened.” 

She nodded. “Doc says nothing’s broken. Lucky really.” 

“The beach can be a dangerous place,” he said.  

She turned her face away from him. 

“Want some tea?” She didn’t want to talk about it. 

“That would be great.” 

Scace sat on the bed while Mo stoked the range and began to boil the water. 

“Jo!” She had her face to the wall. Scace tentatively put out a hand and touched her 

shoulder.  

She flinched a little. “What are you doing here?” Her shoulders were shaking 

slightly as if she was crying in quiet sobs.  

He felt completely helpless. “I’m sorry!” was all he could say. 

“They killed him!” she managed between sobs. 

“They killed Angus?” He knew this not to be true. 
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“No!  The Professor.” 

Scace was confused. “But he’s not dead.” 

“He will be. They’re killing him and I found out.” 

He could make no sense of this. He felt exasperated. She was obviously very upset 

and she had to cry it out of her system. She had a lot to cry out. 

Mo handed him a mug of tea. It was weak and tasteless; city types didn’t know how 

to make good bush tea. 

“When do you have to go back?” Mo asked. 

“I don’t have a twenty-four hour pass, Mo. I escaped,” he snapped at her. 

She was startled. 

“There’s weird stuff going on here and I had to see for myself that Danny and Jo 

were okay.”   

He got up and hunted around in the cupboards, grunting with satisfaction when he 

found some mead. 

“But what are you going to do?” she asked. 

He glugged some mead into the tea and sipped it. It was hot and sweet with a kick. 

“I’m going to bury Angus but apart from that I don’t have a bloody clue!” 

His inclination was to get as far away as possible, as quickly as possible. One of 

their men was missing and they wouldn’t let that rest. It probably wouldn’t be long before 

his body washed up too. It probably had already and they just hadn’t found it, yet. When 

they did, they would suspect Jo; she had been snooping and the dead man had assaulted 

her. 

He tried to think straight. They could get away; on the motor bike but where would 

they go? Barter Town? And how long would he last without the drug; he only had enough 

for a few days. The Professor had told him that it wasn’t a cure, that it just kept the 

disease under control. 

“I need some of that!” Jo surprised his thoughts.  

She tottered weakly over to the table her arm across her stomach as if holding in her 

guts. She took the mead bottle from his hand, took a few glugs and spluttered at the 

strong sweetness. She sat heavily and Scace eyed her warily over Angus’ bloated 

stomach; trying to fathom her state of mind. 

“He had it you know,” she kept her eyes low. 

“Had what? Who?” 

“The Doc examined him just before he …..” she could not say it. “He had 

tuberculosis. My dad really had it and we didn’t take him seriously. We didn’t listen.” A 

tear dropped into her lap. 

“Jo!” She was torturing herself. 

“They have drugs in the City but not here. Doc told him that he was going to die.” 

Did that help to explain what he had seen on the cliff top, Scace wondered? Had 

Angus deliberately jumped after disposing of one of his daughter’s attackers? They would 

probably never know the truth. He knew that he couldn’t tell Jo what he had seen, not yet. 

“I’m sorry, dad.” She touched her father’s hand briefly then wiped her eyes and 

looked up at Scace. “Enough crying for now!” Her voice was flat; emotionless. 

She had built a wall around her emotions. They were all building walls, Scace 

thought. He looked at Mo’s battered face; even Mo. 

“You said that they had killed the Professor?” He asked Jo. It seemed harsh to drag 

her from her grief but there was an urgency here. 
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“He’ll die soon,” she said. “They’re giving him these.” She fished in a pocket of her 

bed robe; an old warm coat that Scace had scavenged for her, and the familiar blue pills 

spilled from her hand onto the table at Angus’ feet. 

“The drug?” Scace looked at the pills. 

“Looks like it doesn’t it?” She was still flat. 

Scace picked up one of the pills. It was the same as the ones in his pocket.  

Jo got up wearily and fetched two mugs of water. Wordlessly she dropped one of 

the pills into the water. 

Scace picked up the mug and swirled it; the pill was turning the water blue. “So?” 

“Now try this one!”  She handed him a different pill from her pocket. 

He plopped it into the other mug and swirled the water. The pill sat like a stone at 

the bottom of the mug and the water remained clear. Mo peered over his shoulder. 

“I don’t understand,” he peered at the water in the two mugs. The first had already 

turned deep blue. 

“It’s just dye!” Jo said. “They’re feeding the Professor dye.”  

Memories of the Professor’s blue-stained lips as he fed him crushed pills sprang to 

Scace’s mind. 

“Hell!” He scrambled around in his pocket for his own tub of pills. Of course, the 

seawater had leaked into the tub and as he pulled it out a little stream of blue water 

pooled on the table. The wetness on the outside of the tub had stained his hand blue. 

He remembered Black’s smug expression as he had handed the pills to him.  

“The bastards!” 

His little family was suddenly in serious trouble. It was like waking up to the fact 

that they were in a game of chess and about to find themselves suddenly in checkmate. 

The Professor was already on his way out and they had planned the same for Scace; he 

had obviously become too meddlesome. And they could come for Jo at any moment. Was 

Mo embroiled in this? Did she still have a chance to side step this mess? 

“Mo!  Your face. You didn’t fall.” 

Mo hesitated and bit her lip.  

“I’m ashamed,” she whispered. She clutched Jo’s hand. Two pale faces looked 

across the table at me. 

“The Weasel!” Scace spat his name. 

She shook her head. “Ritchie!”   

It took me a moment to realise that she was talking about Black.  

“What happened?” he asked. 

“It’s a long story,” she sat in her smart city clothes and wrung her hands together. 

“But my surname was once Ritchie!” 

He hadn’t seen that one coming. 

“You’re married to Black!” Scace gasped. 

“No!” she corrected me. “I was, years ago. We’re divorced.” 

Divorce was still a quaint metropolitan custom.  

“He was violent?” Scace guessed. 

“Just once but that was enough for me,” she sighed. “I did love him. He had just 

joined the CDA. God we were so young. I thought he was so handsome, so wonderful.” 

“What went wrong?”  

Her lip trembled and Scace saw tears coming. 

“It’s not important,” he said. “I’m sorry.” 



 

  

 

 

123

“It’s OK,” she said. “We were very adult about it. We both regretted it but I 

couldn’t stay with him after that. It didn’t seem that odd when he insisted that I come on 

this trip, to cover the story.” 

“He wanted you here!” 

She nodded.  

“It looks like it. We argued and he hit me again. Now I’m frightened that he’s going 

to kill me.” 

Scace looked at her. She was serious. The violent ex-husband? Why not? Bring it 

all on. He just wondered what else could happen. 

Jo was sitting quietly, pale, impassive. It was not like her. 

“What can we do?” Mo raised that question again. 

Scace didn’t have to think long. They had no choice.  

“We’re getting the hell out of here!” he said, “on my bike!” 

“You have a push bike?” Mo was puzzled. 

‘No, Mo!  I have a motorbike!”  

First, though, he had a grave to dig and a visit to make. He found that he had to 

function without Jo. She had withdrawn into herself and he could barely get through to 

her.  

He dug a shallow grave in the shadow of their cottage for Angus. He didn’t know if 

Jo even understood. It was as if she was drugged; no interest, no emotion, just flat 

function. He almost preferred the tears. 

Scace laid a blanket over Angus’ body and tucked him in. He paused for a moment 

before covering him with earth but he couldn’t find the right words. He wanted to say 

thanks for avenging Jo. Thanks for caring enough to kill one of the bastards! And sorry 

that he had been such a shit! And he knew that Jo loved him. 

 Mo offered to go with Scace. That was good. It was not suspicious for Mo to be 

out and about in the village, even if it was a little early in the day for her to be out of bed, 

but Scace was still supposed to be on the Island with the dwindling little band of 

survivors. For that reason, Mo scouted the way to Tse’s cottage laboratory. 

The morning had a rare pre-global warming winter coldness about it and 

encouraged by the uncharacteristic chill the villagers were slow out of bed. The small 

huddle of cottages and network of village paths and lanes were quiet. Even the CDA had 

taken refuge around their breakfast fires. 

The cottage was still empty and locked. This time Scace did not have any keys so 

he broke a window at the rear and lifted the latch. That was the easy bit. The window was 

small, at chest height and he had to slither his way in head first. There was an awkward 

excruciating moment when his scrotum snagged on the little window latch and he hung 

briefly suspended by his testicles with the blood rushing to his head. 

Somehow, Mo’s nimble hands managed to free him and he landed with a thump on 

his head. 

Mo, smaller and more flexible, had no such problems. 

Scace knew exactly where the drug was and he moved quickly to the small 

converted laboratory. Raking in the wardrobe store, he pulled out several boxes. Mo 

looked through them. Some of the boxes were full of hundreds of blue pills in little 

plastic snap-seal packets and others were full of test devices. 

“Let’s see!” Scace said. He tore into one of the little plastic packets and licked one 

of the pills then tried unsuccessfully to look at the tip of his tongue.  

“My tongue blue?” 

Mo nodded. 
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“Bastards!” He put that box aside and tried the pills from another. 

“Blue?” 

Mo shook her head.  

They tested all the boxes of pills. As Scace’s tongue was now blue, Mo did the 

licking. Her soft little tongue remained healthily pink. There were no more boxes of dyed 

pills. 

“Right!  Let’s go!”   

Scace assembled a box of the good pills to take with him. He had perhaps a couple 

of hundred pills, enough to keep him going for quite a few months, but he couldn’t take 

them all. That would be as good as murder. Those on the Island still needed them. 

However, he did flush the dye pills down the toilet. That would present Tse and Black 

with an interesting little problem. They would either have to make some excuse for 

giving the Professor no pills at all or they would have to begin giving him the drug again. 

Scace suspected that it was a hollow victory; the Professor was too far gone, but still… 

They made their way back to the window. Scace was just passing the box of pills 

out to Mo when they heard a key in the front door. 

“Tse!” Mo hissed. “Quick!” 

Scace hesitated; an afterthought. 

“I’ll see you back at the house!” 

“Scace!” 

“Go!” he urged and turned back into the cottage. Quickly he ran back to the 

temporary lab and Tse’s desk. The paper! 

It was near the top of the untidy pile pretty much where the Professor had left it. 

Thank God! Scace stuffed it into his shirt and ran back through to the kitchen. He heard 

the front door slam as he launched himself through the window in complete disregard for 

his testicles. 

Mo was waiting. 

“I though you’d gone,” he told her. 

“I thought you’d been caught,” she said. 

“If we don’t get a move on we will be.” 

Scace wondered how long it would take them to spot the broken window or the blue 

toilet bowl and to come looking!  Not long! 

On the way back to the cottage, Scace picked Danny and Seven up from a surprised 

Mrs Crankie; more like a kidnap really. Danny was just having breakfast. ‘Thanks very 

much. Can’t stay. Bye.’  

Danny clasped his arms around Scace’s neck and wouldn’t let go so Scace carried 

him home on his shoulders. 

Scace reckoned that they had only a few minutes to get safely out of the village. 

Unfortunately, Jo was switched off and was as helpful as Mo who just stood in the middle 

of the room looking stunned. 

“Come on, Mo! Put something warm on, you can’t travel like that!” 

“Travel? You’re taking me?” 

“Do you want to stay?” 

“No!” 

“Well. We can get you as far as Barter Town; you should be able to hitch a ride to 

the city from there.” 

She hurried off to find something vaguely suitable to wear from among her city 

clothes. 
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Meanwhile, Scace assembled the essentials: a bottle of Angus’ firewater; the box of 

pills; a rudimentary first aid kit; clothes for Jo and Danny; a small barrel of salted whale 

meat; a couple of kilos of smoked bacon jerky; a struggling piglet in a sack that he tied 

with its head poking out; and lastly, he picked up a can of fish oil diesel that Hamish had 

used for his boat before it had been wrecked. Then he shooed everyone out and as he 

staggered out of the back door, bowed under his load, he half-expected the CDA to storm 

the front of the house. This was it, thought Scace, they were fleeing their home. He hoped 

that someone would take care of Two and the rest of the pigs.  

The bike had remained well hidden and dry under its tarpaulin. Scace’s shotgun 

was still there. Scace topped up the bikes fuel tank with the smelly diesel and began 

lashing their possessions to the bike’s frame. It was a big bike but it still wasn’t big 

enough to take Mo’s suitcase. 

“I’m sorry, Mo. You’ll have to leave it!” 

They manoeuvred the bike from the gulley and somehow all managed to climb on. 

Danny was sat over the fuel tank, clutching the handlebars with the sack of struggling 

piglet hanging off one handlebar. Jo was sitting behind Scace, arms around his waist and 

behind her, perched precariously; Mo clung on for dear life. 

Scace kicked the starter and wonderfully and gloriously, a deep throat rumble rang 

out into the morning air. With a warming sun on his face he let out the clutch, the bike 

jerked and they all fell off. 

“Shit!” 

They scrambled back up. No one was hurt but he was conscious of the noise they 

were making. He had no doubt that they could hear the bike from one end of the village 

to the other. They would come to investigate. 

They tried again and this time Scace maintained control. It was not too difficult 

once they got going. With Seven bounding happily alongside, he revved the engine and 

they were enveloped in the smell of cooked mackerel as the engine guzzled the fish oil 

fuel.  

Scace headed for the main easterly road out of the village and hoped that the CDA 

would not block it off. However, there was no sight of Tse, the Weasel, Black or any 

other goon and they hit the main track in a spattering of loose stones. 

 

 

. 

They didn’t so much roar away as weave and bounce through the potholes at a fast 

jogging pace.  

For the first hour Scace kept looking over his shoulder for signs of pursuit. Luckily, 

the CDA’s only vehicle, the Rex, wasn’t built for speed and Scace thought that in a chase 

they could outrun it.  

They left the loch side and climbed towards the mountain pass soon reaching the 

trail that branched off over the moors towards the old lady’s croft. It occurred to Scace 

that it would be a good plan to get off the main road; after all, that ploy had worked 

before when the Church of the Rain had been on his tail. He also knew that, at their 

current pace, they wouldn’t manage to make Barter Town before nightfall. They would 

need to hole up somewhere safe. With a bit of luck the old lady might even feed them. 

Scace realised that he hadn’t eaten all day and he was suddenly starving. 

“We’ll go and see the lady with the magic tea,” he shouted above the noise of the 

bike into Danny’s ear. 
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Danny grinned back. He was just happy to be safe with his mum and dad on the 

bike.  

The track to the croft had been well watered since Scace had last used it; parts of it 

were no more than long peaty puddles. The bike gouged a deep tyre furrow through the 

mud and they had to get off and push it through the deepest bits.  

Mo was not happy in her town shoes. 

“They’re ruined!” she moaned. “I knew that my next assignment was to be in the 

country but I didn’t expect to have to wade through it.” 

“It’s only mud,” Scace reassured her. “It’ll brush off.” 

She looked at him dubiously. 

In the end, they were all happy when the white croft eventually appeared in the 

distance. It was after midday and they had been on the bike for hours.  

But something had changed.  

There were no sheep. Scace didn’t like the feel of it. He pulled up twenty yards 

from the croft. 

“Stay here!” he lifted his shotgun. 

“What’s wrong?” Mo looked alarmed. 

“A bad feeling,” he said. 

The feeling was right; she was dead. Scace could smell it as soon as he opened the 

front door. 

She was lying on the floor in a pool of death; her tatty cardigan was the only thing 

holding her together. He almost puked. 

Scace flung open all the windows and doors then he took a blanket from the bed 

and rolled her remains up in it. She weighed no more than a piglet. He deposited the little 

bundle in the back garden in the tall grass, well away from the house. Scace thought that 

he might bury her later. 

He then used his pocketknife to excise the fouled patch of carpet which he rolled up 

and left next to her bundle. He would bury that too. 

The house smelt better already. 

“Where’s the lady, Dad?” Danny searched the small croft. 

“She’s gone Danny.” 

“Oh!” He was disappointed. “Did she take her magic tea?” 

Scace glanced at the shelf. It wasn’t there. 

“I guess she did!” 

“That’s not fair,” he stamped a foot. “I want some magic tea!” 

“For God’s sake, Danny. Not now!” 

Scace hunted for the little tea caddy but it really had gone. He noticed that all the 

booze had also disappeared along with anything edible from her cupboards. This gold 

lode had been mined, but before or after she had died?  Had they killed her for her food?  

Or for her tea? 

“Danny! You didn’t tell anyone else about the magic tea did you?” 

Danny was still sniffing, wounded by his dad’s shouting. 

“No!” he sulked. 

Scace suspected that he was lying he knew his son. He remembered the day of the 

whale hunt. It was just after he had told Danny about the tea. Danny had spent a lot of 

time at the front of the boat alone with Mac that day. 

“What did Mac think about the magic tea story, Danny?” 

Danny sniffed. “He thought that it was funny!” 
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Could Mac have done this? Perhaps not Mac, but Bäror or Hamish? Scace knew 

that his brother-in-law was a bully and a thug. But this? Scace shivered at the horrible 

thought. 

While Danny saw to the piglet, Scace built a fire with some dried peat from a stack 

that he had found by the back door.  

Jo sat pale and vacant hugging herself and watching the flames.  

Scace realised that he had not heard her utter a single word since they had left the 

village. He would even have been happy to hear one of her acidic comments. 

“We’ll rest here for a while. Mo! Can you keep a watch out of the window just in 

case our friends roll up?” Scace didn’t think that they would. If he were Black, he would 

just be happy to get them out of his hair. 

He went out into the back garden with the intention of digging a shallow grave. The 

garden was really just a rough area of grass that had been vaguely levelled and cleared of 

heather. There was solid rock beneath a skimming of peaty soil. It was impossible to dig 

down more than a few inches. 

In the far corner of the garden, there was a stand of young silver birch and Scace 

left her there under the trees like a bag of discarded rubbish. Still, the trees would 

appreciate the nutrients.  

And they needed it; he thought as he realised that the old lady had been bleeding 

them. The trunks of the trees were covered in holes and the most recent ones still oozed 

sugary sap that dripped into earthenware jars. Fermented tree sap, often from birch or 

pine, was commonly fermented and distilled to make firewater. So Scace thought, this is 

what she had fermented to make her fiery brew.  

Later he managed to get the fire going and they sat around it huddled together 

watching the small flames grow. 

“So, what’s your plan?” Mo asked him. 

“The cunning plan?” 

She nodded. “I’m heading back for the City but you can’t run forever and you only 

have enough drug to last you,” she thought about it, “ten months max! Eventually, you’ll 

need more.” 

That was a good summary of their plight, Scace thought, concise and depressing. 

“There’s only one place we can run to,” he said. “I have a sort of friend in Barter 

Town. He may help!” 

“A sort of a friend?” she raised an eyebrow.  

“He used to be a friend but now I’m not sure.” Scace remembered their meeting in 

Barter Town and the gun in his face. At least Johnny had not shot him! 

“It’s not much of a plan,” she said quietly. 

“But I do have this,” Scace smiled a little and from under his shirt he pulled the 

paper that he had stolen. “It was on Tse’s desk. It describes how to make the drug!” 

“Let me see!” There was some excitement in her voice.  

Even Jo stopped staring into the fire and showed some interest.  

Mo scanned the paper. “I can’t understand much of it.” She was disappointed.  

Scace took it back. “Me neither but we’re not scientists. We need to find someone 

who can understand this and explain it to us.” 

Jo sighed and went back to staring into the fire. 

“It is valuable knowledge!” he insisted. Even to his ears it didn’t sound very 

convincing. Surely, it was valuable. Not only could the knowledge described in the paper 

save them all from the disease, someone might pay good barter to get their hands on it.  

“You realise that they’ll want that back!” There was fear in Mo’s eyes now. 
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“Um!” Scace thought that she had a point. After all, with an effective treatment for 

the disease the CDA’s power would be broken. If everyone had access to the drug there 

would be no further need for the Dissociation or the CDA. Black couldn’t let it remain in 

the wrong hands but did they even realise that it was missing; Tse had so carelessly left it 

lying on his desk. Scace smiled despite everything; Tse would get a hell of a bollicking 

from Black. 

They settled down for the night in the croft. Jo and Danny soon fell asleep curled up 

together on the small sofa; Scace and Mo sat up a little longer by the heat of the fire. 

Scace brought out the bottle of Angus’s firewater. The booze was raw and fiery; Angus’ 

last brew; ever. Scace wondered again whether Angus really had sacrificed himself to 

avenge his daughter. With his lungs already riddled with the caseous lesions of 

tuberculosis, racked with grief or guilt had he killed and then taken his own life?   

Mo took a few mouthfuls of the firewater. “Medicinal,” she explained.  

Scace noticed that her bruises were turning brown. 

“Mind or body?” he asked. 

She took another sip and shivered as the fiery drink found its way to her stomach. 

“Both,” she said. “For my poor backside on that bike of yours and to forget about 

Black.” 

She had called him Black. Scace allowed himself to raise an eyebrow. She could 

talk if she needed to. 

“He didn’t always hate me,” she said. “I’m not even sure he hates me now. He hates 

himself more.” 

Scace didn’t follow that. 

“I’ll tell you what happened,” she said. “It’s silly, really. Tragic!” She took another 

swig. 

“We were happy, I guess; pursuing our own careers, no kids. I was doing well at the 

paper; he began working his way up the ranks of the CDA.” 

“So what went wrong?” he asked. 

She laughed despite herself. “I went to a party, someone’s retirement from the 

paper, and got bored. I went home early.” 

Scace knew what was coming. She had caught him with a lover. It was the oldest!  

“I walked straight in! I had no idea! He was wearing my clothes; underwear and 

everything!” 

“Ughh!” That is not what Scace had expected. 

She nodded. “Yeh! Macho Captain Ritchie; a cross dresser in cami-knickers! That 

doesn’t get you a promotion.” 

“Wow!”  

“I could handle it,” she continued, “but he didn’t trust me. His secret, his shame 

was out there and he couldn’t bear it. That’s why we broke up. And now he’s aiming for 

the very top, to be a general, he has to find a way to be sure that it will never come out!” 

“He threatened you?” 

“Not at first. He wanted to ‘discuss’ it, his word. Then things got heated and he got 

nasty. Now, with all that’s happened, I’m afraid. It would be very convenient for him if 

the threat of exposure just disappeared.” 

Like the Professor, Scace thought. He also knew too much. He knew of Tse’s 

research and even knew where the drug had come from. Black was surrounded by people 

who knew too much; so much dangerous information. He was trying to bury it the only 

way he knew how. Here in the midst of nowhere, away from the prying eyes of the City 

he could put his fears to rest and make sure that they could never be exposed.  
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Scace left Mo by the fire. She had confided in him but he didn’t know what to say. 

Did she want comfort or sympathy? He was too stunned to give either. But Black a cross 

dresser! Ho! Ho! 

Scace sat up and tried to keep some sort of watch but after the day he had just had, 

it was hopeless and he soon fell into a restless sleep haunted by lurid dreams and plagued 

by biting insects. How many of the mosquitoes that buzzed around their heads were 

carrying the disease? There was no Walking the Rain here. It was alright for him, he 

already had the disease and was taking the drug but Danny and Jo were at risk and he 

could do nothing about it.  

Despite protestations and complaints of aching bums, bitten flesh and Mo’s 

hangover, they set off at first light  a grey moorland mist. Scace wanted to try to reach 

Barter Town by nightfall. He thought that it should be easy enough, especially if they hit 

some decent road.  

But their progress along the moorland track was again frustratingly slow, especially 

as they still had to get off and manhandle the bike through the stickiest patches of mud. 

They were soon exhausted and it was with some relief that they eventually reached the 

main highway that swooped down the mountain towards Barter Town. 

At least here, the road was well drained with a bed of rock and they began to make 

good time. The bike growled throatily as Scace let out the throttle and they began to 

breeze along under the first blue skies of the new season. Scace began to relax a little. 

With the mist gone, he could see further ahead and there was less chance of an ambush. 

They reached the great peat bog of Rannoch Moor well before midday.  

 

The Beast of Rannoch surveyed her vast empire from the broken shoulder of the 

mountain. She lay in the new sun on her favourite rock and soaked up the rays. A 

thousand feet below the rolling moorland stretched to the edge of her domain. Small 

lochan mirrors glinted in the sunlight. She steeped in the sights and smells of the land; 

inhaling the comfort of damp peat and the vague unease of smoke from man’s cooking 

fires through her huge flaring nostrils. Her black and yellow eyes caught the faintest 

movement; saw it all. She saw the familiar brown animals that moved slowly across the 

land feeding. She stole their young; the meat raw and bloody. She loved to chase the little 

grey animals that lived in the ground though she could only catch the old and sick with 

their tough chewy flesh. 

Her nostrils twitched. A delicious smell of cooked fish wafted up from the 

moorland and made her juices flow. 

She stood and looked for her meal but saw instead a strange creature with many 

heads far away. She could hear it growling as it ran away from her across the moor 

stinking of fish. 

 

Scace was pleased at their speed. The bike powered along the Rannoch road 

towards the eastern plantation. The engine deafened him as it ran ragged on the fish oil 

fuel and the sun shone in his eyes, blinding him as it reflected off glass. There should be 

no glass! 

Almost too late, he squeezed the brakes and they slithered to a stop with the wheels 

locked. Something was not right. The glinting glass was at the edge of the moor up 

against the pine plantation, too far away to make out what it was. There was a little curl 

of smoke though, just visible above the treetops against the backdrop of green flanked 

mountain. Someone had a camp.  

Scace began to turn the bike around. 
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“What’s wrong?” Mo had recovered from nearly being flung from the bike. 

“There’s a camp ahead.” 

“Is it them?” he could hear the fear in her voice. 

Scace squinted again at the glint of sunlight. He didn’t know but they couldn’t risk 

it; they would have to find another way. 

Even before he could answer Mo, a movement caught his eye ahead on the road. 

Two CDA goons were running towards them. 

“Shit!” Even as he watched, one dropped down on a knee. They had a bloody rifle. 

Scace was horrified. They wouldn’t shoot would they? In his panic he let the clutch out 

too quickly and the bike leapt forward with a judder. The piglet squealed and the women 

screamed, but they didn’t fall off.  

Don’t panic, he told himself as he hauled the bike around and gunned the throttle. 

They shot off back the way they had come, bouncing through potholes and over the 

stones. Scace’s brain was jiggling around so hard in his skull that it was hard to think 

straight. 

There may have been many shots; he wouldn’t have heard them above the roar of 

the bike. Bullets make very little noise as they phutt into soft peat. There may have been 

only one shot; the one that kicked the bike sideways and made them all scream.  

For a moment, Scace thought that the front wheel had simply jarred against a rock. 

Danny seemed to have been unseated by the bump and was leaning heavily on Scace’s 

arm and slumped slightly to one side. Seven was bounding alongside, barking like a dog 

possessed and Jo screamed and screamed, pummelling him in the back. All hell seemed 

to have suddenly broken loose. 

He rode the bike through this hell for as long as he could; to give them some 

distance before he pulled up.  

As the bike jerked to a stop, Mo flopped into the mud on her back, her eyes open 

and glazed. Scace knew that look. There was blood everywhere.  

Jo was off the bike and already pulling Danny from his arms. She held Danny’s 

little body in her lap. His eyes were closed and there was blood down his arm soaked into 

his clothes. 

With the engine noise gone it was suddenly deathly quiet. Scace sat on the bike for 

an instant trying to comprehend was had happened. There was a red spatter up his sleeve. 

Just a moment before, they had all been alive, embracing the moment, now he was 

surrounded by blood. 

He jumped down and probed Danny’s clothing, looking for the leak. 

“Is he dead?” Jo whispered. She was deathly pale; eyes wide. 

He honestly didn’t know and was terrified of finding out the answer. He fought to 

keep control, despite the urge to tear his hair and run around in circles shouting ‘fuck! 

fuck! fuck!’ 

Gently, Scace moved Danny’s little arm; it was clearly broken, both bones smashed 

above the elbow as the bullet had zipped its way through. 

Scace’s heart burned. Where had the bullet ended up? He imagined it lodged in 

Danny’s heart or lung or severing an artery. He looked at the bike. The piglet had stopped 

wriggling and the bag was a bloody mess. 

“Scace?” Jo pleaded. 

“It’s Okay, Jo!” As far as he could tell there was a deep bloody score across 

Danny’s side but the bullet had been deflected by his ribs. 

“He’s breathing!” Pure cool menthol relief. 

She burst into tears. “His poor little arm!” 
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“It’s Okay. We’ll splint it.” He was aching inside.  

“Mo!  Where’s Mo?” Jo didn’t know. She looked around for her friend. 

“She’s dead Jo!  On the other side of the bike. I think that she took the same bullet, 

slowed it down. She saved Danny’s life.” 

He looked back up the road. No goons yet but they did not have much time. Scace’s 

relief was fast evaporating; it was still serious. They could all be caught, shot and 

Danny’s injury could still easily kill him. They had no antibiotics, they didn’t even have 

painkillers. Infection was the main threat; they had to try to keep the wound clean until it 

could be stitched.  

Scace worked quickly with clumsy fingers. He used boil-sterilised cloth from their 

rudimentary first-aid kit to bind the bullet graze and to immobilise his arm. He was 

relieved to see that the flow of blood had stopped; a little chap like Danny didn’t have 

much to spare! 

“We have to push on while he’s unconscious, Jo!” 

“There’s the Doc at Barter Town,” she said. 

The CDA would be waiting for them there; he knew that now. 

“No, Jo. I’m not putting us all at risk. I know a place. Trust me!” 

“He needs a doctor!” She was going to argue. 

“Look, Jo!  If Black catches us he is likely to shoot the lot of us!” 

“You don’t know that!” 

“Jo! They’ve already had a pretty good go. Mo’s over there, if you’d like to go and 

have a look.” 

She hesitated, and then sagged. “If he dies,” her eyes looked at him wildly and her 

face contorted with rage, “it will be your fault and I’ll never forgive you.” 

No pressure then. 

“What about Mo?  We can’t just leave her here like this!” 

“She’s gone Jo. She won’t mind. We’ve got to move now!” Scace knew that they 

had already taken too long. The goons could be on top of them at any moment. 

They climbed back on the bike; Jo behind sitting awkwardly cradling Danny and 

holding onto Scace at the same time. 

And that was it. To save Jo and Danny he had to leave Mo with her dyed highlights 

and silly city shoes lying dead in the mud. He felt like throwing up! 

‘Trust me!’ he had told Jo confidently. ‘I know a place’. But he was not confident. 

All he had was a vague recollection that when he had been in Barter Town doctor 

Kennedy’s had vaguely described the village ‘to the west of Rannoch high in the 

mountains, on the slopes of Ben Cruachan’ where his sister was a Healer. They would 

have to find it and if he failed they would lose Danny; he would loose everything. 
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Chapter Fifteen 

- the dance of the mushrooms - 

 

 

The bike bumped and slewed its way back the way it had come. Scace half 

expected a bullet in the back but that bullet never came. Instead, they reached the edge of 

the moor safely and were soon obscured by the untidy growth of birch wood that 

straggled across the mountain foothills of Ben Cruachan. 

Their only hope was to find a route into those mountains, a track that looked used. 

At the moment, there was no choice; Scace was forced to follow the rising road that 

would simply lead them back to their own village and another hostile CDA reception. In 

desperation, he turned up one of the many animal trails that bisected the road. The bike 

slipped and slithered on the damp mould of leaf litter and the thin fingers of branches 

pulled at his hair. If Jo was protesting, he could not hear her above the sound of the bike. 

Scace worked the criss-crossing maze of trails higher and higher, conscious of the 

fact that if they found nothing they would be forced to retrace their steps. 

After half an hour of twisting and turning, of ducking under low branches and 

skirting fallen trees they emerged into a wider track that rose along the floor of a river 

valley. Unless it had been made by elephants, it had to be man made. 

With an exhausted Seven resting awkwardly across his lap, Scace drove the bike as 

hard as he dared, roaring alongside a tumbling stream. At the head of the valley, the trail 

steepened, zigzagging out of the tree line and into a low-hanging shroud of cloud that 

clung to the high mountain slopes. 

The world of that cloud was grey and surreal and Scace was beginning to get 

seriously worried; the trail seemed to climb endlessly. It was from this swirling chilled 

white vapour that they emerged suddenly a thousand feet higher, into full sunlight and 

blue skies. 

Scace was so surprised that he stopped the bike. Behind them the mountain cloud 

drew across the world below like a curtain cutting them off from it. 

Danny was beginning to moan. Scace thought that he would come around soon. 

“Scace!” Jo was alarmed. 

“I know,” he said. “We’ll give it ten minutes. If we don’t find anything by then I 

promise we’ll turn back to Barter Town.”  

Scace looked around, willing there to be a village. The clouds swirled below, hiding 

the valley but ahead, in the sunlight, the scar of the trail cut across the high shoulder of 

the mountain and there was something there. 

A couple of minutes later they pulled up at the two immense carved stone beasts 

that sat either side of the trail. Scace heard the rumble of a growl in Seven’s throat. The 

creatures were roughly hewn but clearly feline. A threat; a warning or just art like 

Ruthven’s obelisk?  It didn’t matter; they had no choice. Despite Seven’s warning they 

had to push on. 

As they passed over the ridge, between the beasts, the belly of the mountain opened 

up to them. A great bowl of a corrie had been carved by an ancient glacier and was filled 

now with a blue loch that spilled a stream from its head. The back wall of the corrie was 

steep and fractured with cascades of scree running to the loch’s shore. 

The village was in this sheltered haven. Some houses were around the shore of the 

loch and others were on the higher ground looking down on it. This was a fine world of 

cool breezes and bright light. Boats drifted on the water, dogs barked, horses grazed the 

pastures and men with guns were waiting. 
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“Wake up man!” She was shaking him. He had fallen asleep. 

It was dark outside now; a full moon in a clear cold sky. She had lit candles. Their 

flames danced around the hut, casting frightening shadows on the walls. He was more 

than a little afraid of her. 

Danny lay on a low bed of animal skins. He was still unconscious. He looked so 

small and helpless. Scace felt like crying. 

They had carried Danny here. The house was set back from the others, squeezed 

between the loch and the towering back wall of the corrie. Scace’s heart had sunk when 

he had first seen the house with the eagle feather dream catchers hung from the gable. 

Wind chimes tinkled their forlorn song. This was the house of the Healer; a self-styled 

White Witch, surprisingly black, and the sister of doctor Kennedy, Barter Town’s 

missionary doctor. She had sent the villagers away and she had made Jo leave too; which 

was magic in itself. Scace had been allowed to stay. 

“Drink this!” She offered him a small cup. 

“I’m Okay, thanks!” 

“He needs you to drink it!” The candlelight danced on her black skin. Her eyes 

were fierce. 

Reluctantly, he sipped the bitter liquid.  

That pleased her and she smiled widely, showing her huge white teeth. 

“We have to call his spirit now,” she announced, bustling up her long skirt and 

stepping outside. 

He wished that he could bundle Danny up in his arms and take him away from this 

madness but she had not finished the healing. He had watched her competently set 

Danny’s arm and mix a poultice to dress his wound. 

“There!” she had smiled. “The body is whole. Now we must find the spirit!” 

Apparently, Danny’s spirit was off roaming the spectral plane and needed to be 

called back to his body. 

“Let’s hope that it hasn’t got comfortable in another body,” she said. “Last month I 

had to beat a spirit out of a dog. It didn’t want to come back; liked being a dog too 

much!” She laughed heartily at this. 

Apparently, calling back Danny’s spirit involved preparing a huge bonfire; a 

beacon to guide the spirit home. 

The flames leapt into the inky blackness, snuffing out the starlight. They curled and 

twisted high into the sky in a shoal of sparks that winnowed about the fire, darting back 

and forth. Scace couldn’t take his eyes off them. They swirled around him, taking on 

patterns and earthly shapes. 

“Dance!” she shrieked. “Dance for your boy!” 

“There’s no music!” he shouted above the roar of the fire. He could only hear the 

crackling of flames. 

She laughed at him. “Listen to the fire!” 

She was right. The eddies of hot air were blowing through the wind chimes; the fire 

itself pulsed with a rhythmic basal beat. It couldn’t be ignored. It reached inside him and 

stirred his viscera. 

“Dance!  Dance!” she screamed as she swirled and swayed her way around the fire. 

‘What the Hell?’ he thought, there was the slightest chance that this might help 

Danny and anyway, no one would ever know. He let himself sway in time to the beat. 

“Good!” she shrieked. “Now burn your clothes!” 

“What?” He gaped at her.  
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She already had her top off; huge melon breasts swaying to the beat. 

“The spirit needs an offering!” 

“My clothes?” It didn’t seem likely. 

She threw her top into the flames and it puffed up with hot air and floated over the 

fire before igniting and tumbling in a ball of flames. She shouted and clapped her hands. 

‘”No way!” Dancing was one thing, doing it naked was quite another. And he 

wasn’t going to have sex with her either. 

The Healer stripped quickly and threw every shred of clothing into the fire. Her 

coarse black pubic hairs glistened in the firelight. 

This was silly. Scace stopped his pathetic semblance of dancing. 

Suddenly, a huge force gripped his body. His arms flew out to the side and his head 

snapped back so that he gazed at the swirling sparks and flames. The sound of the fire 

was deafening. He wanted to clap his hands over his ears to keep it out. He felt fear, 

terrible and primeval. Tears streamed down his cheeks. He tried to scream but no sound 

came out and he slumped to the floor as he blacked out for a moment. 

When he came to, fear had gone. He felt an inner peace and calm. He was drifting 

over the fire, looking down into the flames. They licked his feet and caressed his body 

like warm hands stroking his skin. Two people were dancing wildly below. He 

recognised his own body, naked and orange with firelight. 

This was so cool! He looked around. He could find Jo and give her the fright of her 

life. 

Suddenly a huge ball of flame detached itself from the fire, shot straight through 

him and through the open door of the house. 

‘Well, there goes the house,’ he thought. 

He began to feel a coldness. It began at his extremities and gradually worked its 

way inwards. The beat of the fire was faint now but another sound was washing over his 

heart. 

He opened his eyes. It was cold dawn. The fire had burned to embers. He was 

naked and cold and still shuffling around the fire to a faded beat. 

The Healer was sprawled on her back at the edge of the fire, still hugely naked and 

snoring. 

“Dad!” Danny called out again from the house. 

Scace ran to him. He was awake in bed, his eyes clear and blue. He threw his arm 

around his dad’s neck and held him tightly. 

 “Where’s mum?” 

“She’ll be here soon.”  

“With Aunty Mo?” 

“No, Danny. Aunty Mo’s gone.” 

“I didn’t say goodbye,” he sniffed. 

None of us did. “It’s Okay, Danny. Rest now!” Scace climbed into bed beside him, 

snuggled into the warmth of the blankets and slept an exhausted sleep. 

When Scace awoke, he was alone. He panicked for a moment before he saw Danny 

sitting at the table having breakfast with the Healer. She was dressed, thank God, but she 

was wearing a red gypsy top that showed off far too much dark cleavage. 

She saw him awake.  

“You made me burn my clothes!” he was annoyed. 

“Thank me!’ she said. ‘They didn’t suit you.” 

Scace remembered the dancing and felt embarrassed. He remembered the drink that 

she had forced him to take. He felt angry then. He had once read in one of his books 



 

  

 

 

135

about the Eskimo. They used mushrooms, particularly the Fly Agaric with its white 

spotted bright red cap. Eat too much and it would kill you, but eat just a little and it would 

give you one hell of a trip. 

“You drugged me!” he said. 

She merely smiled. “Our feet are rooted in the earth. We need help to fly.” 

“And the dancing?” he asked. 

“I do like a good dance,” she said. “It’s such a good show for the villagers.” 

He shuddered at the memory of her naked. 

“And Danny?” Scace asked, “What did you give him?” 

“Horse chestnut and chamomile in a honey poultice to help heal his wound with 

comfrey to help mend his bones. I know my herbs. Oh! And a handful of these to help 

with the pain.”  She tossed him a little white bottle. 

He read the label. “Ibuprofen!” 

“Those are ‘magic’ now,” she said. 

Not magic, Scace thought, but certainly hard to get hold of. No doubt, it helped to 

have a missionary doctor brother in Barter Town. 

“There is no shame in mixing the old with the new magic,” she said.  

Scace wrapped the blanket around him, he was still naked, and handed the medicine 

back to her. 

“You’ll find some clothes in there,” she pointed to a large chest at the bottom of the 

bed. “I only wear rags for the burning.” 

“Thanks for the warning!” he, on the other hand, had burned a perfectly good set of 

clothes. 

When he had dressed, he sat with them for scrambled eggs, wild rocket and smoked 

trout fillet.  

He couldn’t stop touching Danny, tousling his hair. Scace was so relieved to see 

him up and about, remarkably cheerful considering his bandages and poor broken 

splinted arm. Scace had once broken a finger, he remembered, and he had been in agony 

for days. He looked at the Healer. 

“Thank you!” he said. “For helping him. If there’s anything that I can do?” 

“Well!” She gave him one of her whitest smiles. “Since you’ve offered…” 
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Chapter Sixteen 

- the beast of Rannoch Moor - 

 

 

Several hours latter Scace was lying with his gun on a wooded ridge overlooking a 

mountain glade. He was soaked, the grass had given him a rash and his back was aching. 

He laughed at the mosquitoes though. 

‘Too late, suckers!’ he whispered. ‘I already have the disease.’ He wondered what 

the drug circulating in his blood would do to them when they ingested it. With luck, it 

would give them one hell of a gut rot. This far down the mountain there were swarms of 

mosquitoes. Higher, in the cradle of the mountain, it was too cold for them. The village of 

the Healer was a mosquito-free, disease-free island surrounded by a sea of disease. 

‘Animals like you!  She’ll find you!’ he mimicked what the Healer had told him. 

He was angry with her. What did she know? A strong spiritual connection to the earth 

force! Crap! He couldn’t stand nature. Give him a sanitised concrete jungle any day. But 

was he not a celebrated ‘Whale Rider’, twice; pig-man, cow herder and master bee 

keeper? He pondered this. Dear God! He hoped that she was wrong. 

He covered his head with his hood and retreated into the darkness, free of his 

winged tormentors. He decided that he would give it one more hour. Just another stone on 

the mountain; a grey man-sized stone. As a stone, he listened to the symphony of the 

mountain.  

The last of the season’s rain dripped in heavy droplets off the trees, spattering onto 

the soaked leaf litter; a blackbird was raking around under the bushes, digging into the 

leaves; a small flock of twittery little birds flitted about in the treetops. Warm in his 

cocoon, he almost fell asleep. 

There! Barely perceptible, not perceptible really, the silence of stealth. He could 

hear the presence of another life, the subtle change in the rhythm of the woodland. It 

changed the sounds, stifled them, and made them less distinct. 

Slowly, very slowly, Scace lifted the brow of his hood and peered underneath. 

Deer had emerged from the trees and were nervously munching the grass. He barely 

dared to breath and his heart pounded in excitement. He was getting better at this stalking 

lark. Well, perhaps ‘stalking’ was not quite the right word, he thought, as it implied 

movement on his part. He was getting better at pretending to be a rock! 

How long would he lie here cold, wet and cramped, waiting to ambush a beast that 

he knew did not exist? He pondered it. Not much longer. It was tempting to go for a deer, 

though. With both barrels, he could bag a couple. His mouth watered at the thought of 

flame-charred venison steaks. Very carefully, he moved a hand to the gun that lay beside 

him.  

‘Shit!’ He froze and held his breath. The deer had stopped their nervous grazing and 

were all looking at him. He had thought that he was being so careful. He waited; hand on 

the cold metal of his gun. They would either resume feeding or dart back into the trees. 

It slowly dawned on Scace in this frozen moment that they were not really looking 

at him. Their gaze was fixed some distance above his head. What could be so interesting 

up there? 

A terrible coldness gripped him; one of those nightmare situations when the hero is 

convinced that some terrible presence is breathing down his neck, but when he turns in 

the grip of fear there is nothing there. Well, almost like that, because when Scace turned 

in the grip of fear there was something there. 
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“Bloody Hell!” The shock almost killed him. His heart contracted in a frightened 

spasm and rattled the plumbing. 

 

 

He really was a crap stalker but he had been stalked by the best, an expert. No more 

than ten feet above his head were the two black and yellow eyes of the beast of Rannoch 

and it was looking at him; hungrily, he thought. 

He had a fleeting hope. If he could just lift his gun, he could get a couple of shots 

into its belly but even as he had the idea, the beast leapt from the tree. 

Scace screamed as it knocked the wind from his chest. His nostrils filled with its 

pungent scent. She had him pinned to the ground and a rough huge pink tongue rolled 

over his face, tasting him.  

Seconds passed, she was still tasting him; playing with him cruelly. A deep rumble 

issued from the beast's chest. It sounded very much like a cat purring. Was she licking 

him? 

"Nice kitty!" Scace squeaked nervously as he tried to move away. "Very nice kitty!"  

The tiger rolled her great head in his belly.  

"You don't want to eat me do you?" A hope, a request, a plea? All three. 

Very slowly and very carefully, he manoeuvred himself from under the beast and 

stood up. She rubbed her great body against his thighs. He picked up his gun and she saw 

no threat. She licked the smooth barrel and pawed it playfully. She even took the end of 

the barrel into her mouth and gnawed it with her sharp teeth. He could have shot her then.  

"Oh kitty, if only you knew." But he couldn't do it: another reason that he was a 

useless hunter. He didn't like to kill something so wild, so beautiful and so unique. She 

might be the last of her kind. 

Slowly, he backed away. The Healer would have to do without her trophy. 

The beast, however, had other ideas and Scace didn't feel in any position to argue as 

the tiger followed him. He decided that, eventually, she would either get hungry and eat 

him or would get bored and wander off. For the moment, though, she wanted to play! 

Her favourite game was to crash through the undergrowth and disappear amongst the 

trees. Just at the point when Scace began to relax and think that she had finally gone, she 

would scare him rigid by appearing suddenly, bounding towards him and flinging herself 

at his chest, bowling him over. He was soon battered and bruised. At this rate, she would 

kill him through play as surely as if she had eaten him. 

Scace thought of Jo's parting words as he had set out on the Healers quest to kill the 

beast. "Just humour her," she had told him. She hadn't believed that there was a beast. 

Scace couldn’t wait to see Jo's face when she saw Kitty. God! He was going to relish that.  

Scace strolled with Kitty out of the tree line onto the moors and between the two 

feline effigies. Now he understood their significance. The Healer had explained it to him. 

The villagers had begun to worship this mystical beast and the deighifying of it 

threatened to undermine her power. 

"There's only room for one mystical creature on this mountain," she had told him. 

"It's time for a cat fight!  

Which was fine, except he was the one that she expected to do the fighting.  

Kitty caused quite a stir in the village. The track was suddenly deserted as the 

villagers peered at her cautiously from windows and doorways.  

Scace sauntered to the Healer's house, enjoying the attention. Scace, whale-rider and 

now tiger-tamer. Perhaps the Healer was right. Perhaps he had an affinity for animals 

after all. 
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"Jo! I have something to show you," he called from outside the Healer’s house.  

"Scace!" she hissed between her teeth as she appeared at the door. "Are you insane? 

She asked you to kill it, not to bring it here."  

Scace was quite hurt.  

"You said it didn't even exist," he reminded her.  

"Well clearly I was wrong. The bloody thing's huge. Is it safe?" 

He looked at Kitty who had flopped on the ground and was licking her paws.  

The next moment there was a huge shriek from the house. The Healer had seen 

Kitty. She ran and threw herself at the tiger, wrapping her thick arms round its neck. 

"She's lovely," the Healer squealed.  

Scace looked at Jo. "Better get a chicken," he said, "just in case."  

"She's got a collar," the Healer told him.  

Scace looked. She was right. A leather collar was buried deep in the big cat's fur. It 

had been there for some time and as she had grown, it now threatened to strangle her. 

"We'd better cut that off." Scace thought that the collar might have a name or an 

indication of where the cat had come from; a zoo, a circus, a rich man's pet? But as Scace 

held the collar in his hand he saw that the leather was cracked and bleached and any 

writing on it had long since worn off. At least the collar explained why she had been so 

tame; once, she had been used to being around humans. 

Overnight the Healer's house became the centre of girl power. All the mystical 

forces were focussed on that place. The villagers came to see Kitty and the Healer's 

power over her. Though Kitty could never be described as a pet, she chose to stay. 

Perhaps it was the lure of comfortable living with fresh fish and chicken handed to her on 

a plate. 

At first Scace was nervous of Kitty, especially when she was around Danny; Kitty 

was so powerful and Danny so fragile from his wounds. Danny soon grew stronger, 

though, and Scace got used to seeing Danny, Kitty and Seven chasing their tails in some 

mad game.  

Scace sighed. Danny was happy with his new friend. Jo was helping the Healer and 

even she seemed happier. He wondered whether she would ever talk about the attack on 

her or if he would ever be brave enough to raise it. They had never even talked about 

what had happened to Angus or Mo. 

For now, they were both happy and Scace tried to be happy too. It would have been 

easier if he knew that it could last but he had the disease and the small stash of blue pills 

would not last forever. He tried not to think of it for now. The family needed some happy 

time. Life was good for them again.  

The days and weeks passed in this happy state. The dry season was well underway 

and Scace and the family had shoehorned themselves into the village community. The 

Healer even let them call her Joyce when nobody could overhear.  

On the outside, Scace remained happy but it was this very happiness that continued 

to cause him great anguish. He had watched his family heal under the clear blue skies and 

clean mountain air, but it could not last. His cache of blue pills was dwindling fast. He 

waited and waited until he could wait no more. The pills were all gone; all except one that 

he couldn’t bring himself to take. What difference would one day make anyway? He 

would have to confront Jo now. 

"We have to go!" he blurted out one balmy evening. 

Danny was asleep and Joyce, Jo and Scace were sitting on her veranda listening to 

the gentle tinkle of the wind chimes. Kitty was out in the growing darkness sniffing 

chickens. 
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"The drug is gone," he explained. "I have to find some more."  

"But you feel fine," Jo said.  

"The drug's not a cure, Jo. Tse told us that. It just keeps the disease at bay."  

"You don't know that! Perhaps the disease goes away after a long treatment."  

"Perhaps," Scace said. "But how would I know? I don't want to wait until I forget my 

pants again. It would be too late then!" 

"Typical! Just when I begin to feel happier about things, you want to throw it away!" 

Jo stomped off into the house in a huff.  

That could have gone better, Scace thought. His heart ached that she cared more 

about her new interest in healing than his disease but he understood.  

"She doesn't want to leave," Joyce said.  

"Nether do I," he told her. He was terrified of leaving; of going back into the world 

of disease; of putting his family at risk in order to seek something that he might not even 

find. 

"I wish that I could help," she said, "but even my magic and herbs can't cure the 

disease."  

"Joyce, you have helped us. You cured Danny. And you've helped Jo too," he told 

her.  

She smiled. "Jo had lost her spirit."   

"And you gave it back to her. Though it's a shame you couldn't find one that was a 

bit more user friendly." 

She laughed heartily at this showing her bright teeth.  

"You love it really.” Then she was serious. “Maybe I can help. Leave Jo and Danny 

with me" 

It was an obvious solution but Scace didn't know if he was brave enough to go out 

there alone. Who was being selfish now? It had to be done. 

"Joyce, if I wasn't just a bit afraid of you, I'd kiss you," he patted her hand. 

"Well, they're happy here,” she said. “It would be such a shame to force them to 

leave! Jo likes to help me anyway and in time, she may even become a Healer. When will 

you go?" she asked.  

"Soon," he sighed. "Tomorrow." Why not? It was both harder and easier for him to 

leave on his own. He looked across the corrie to the plot he had picked out for a house. It 

was in the shadow of the high cliffs. At some point in time huge rocks had calved from 

the cliff and smashed into the shore of the loch. They lay at the waters edge as big as a 

cart. A bloody stupid place to build a house, anyway!  

He told Jo of his plans. 

"I was only thinking of Danny," she looked at him aghast. "He's so happy here!" 

"Yes! And so are you! There is nothing wrong with that!" 

"Where will you go?" 

"To see Johnny, at Barter Town." 

"Will he help?" 

"He might." 

"Well, make sure you come back!" It wasn't delivered as sharply as she might have 

liked. It was almost a plea. 

That night they slept comfortably together, sharing their body heat. They didn't 

know when they would sleep together again.  

Scace awoke to find her watching him with those dark brown eyes. 

"I'm sorry!" she said. 

"For what?" 
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"For being such a bitch!" 

"It's Okay, you didn't want to leave. I understand." 

"Not now. I mean, before. For a long time." 

"Oh!" 

"I'm not a good mother." 

"Rubbish!" he smiled at her. 

"I'm not. I feel boxed in, looking after Danny. Look what it did to me." 

"Jo. We're all fucked up; looking for something. Look at me with my books; I 

thought they would make us rich." And they might have, if she hadn't burned them, he 

thought. 

"Some people aren't screwed up. Some are content." 

"Well, I guess we're not like that." 

"You're a good dad. You keep us going." 

"Jo. It's easier for me." 

"You swam across the sea for us." 

"Hitched a ride on a whale actually," he reminded her. 

"And now you're going again." 

He stroked her cheek; it had been a long time. "I'll be back!" It seemed the right 

thing to say. 
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Chapter Seventeen 

- Johnny white hat : Johnny black hat - 

 

 

Scace cadged some more fish oil fuel for the bike and took longer than he needed to 

get his gear together. He was not looking forward to saying goodbye to Danny. In the 

end, Scace picked him up and kissed him on the cheek. 

"Dad!" he protested, wriggling gently. He was getting older. 

Scace embraced Jo, somehow it didn't seem enough but he couldn't think of the right 

thing to do or to say. She was awkward too. They knew that this was a big event; that he 

was going and might not make it back but it remained unsaid.  

Joyce had no such inhibitions and nearly crushed the life out of him.  

"We must have another bonfire when I get back!" he said. 

"We'll get naked and dance!" she promised.  

Well that was a reason to return.  

He rubbed Danny's head. "Look after your mother for me!"  

One last hug from Jo, a pat of Seven's head and he was off; the bike running raw on 

poor fuel. 

Scace didn't stop until he reached the feline effigies. There he took one last look 

behind. Kitty was standing in the trail panting gently. She had followed him. 

"Go back!" he waved his hand at her but she wasn't even looking at him. How could 

he stop a two hundred pound tiger from following him? Perhaps she would turn back 

soon, if she didn't Danny would be gutted but perhaps he wouldn't be too upset if he knew 

that she was with his dad.  

"Come on then!" he told her as he set off again. To a casual on-looker it must have 

presented an alarming sight; a man on a motorbike being chased by a tiger. 

There was only one place that Scace could think of going for help but he didn't know 

if he would get it. The last time he had seen Johnny he had had his face pushed into the 

dirt.  

The trails now were sun-baked and dry so that it was easy for the bike. Not so easy 

for Scace, though; he had to pass the place where Mo had died in the mud. Scace kept his 

eyes on the road and opened the throttle; he didn't want to see her silly city shoes or torn 

clothing on the verge. But there was no sign of her body. The scavengers had cleared up 

the litter that had been their friend.  

This time, as he neared the plantation, there was no flash of sun on glass, no CDA. 

He had not expected them to be here or even in Barter Town. Scace and his family had 

faded into the mountains and Black had surely given up looking by now. It was wise to be 

cautious, though.  

Scace hid the bike and with Kitty in tow approached Barter Town on foot, under 

cover of early darkness. He soon found the neon 'Pam's Pink Palace' sign opposite the bar 

where he had last seen Johnny. It had only been a few months but it seemed an age ago.  

Scace took a deep breath and entered the bar. The bald wide-necked heavy that had 

manhandled Scace on his last visit was on the door. He jumped with a fright when he saw 

Kitty.  

"I need to see Johnny," Scace told him. 

"Woah! Is that thing safe?" he nodded towards Kitty who had settled to lick herself 

with a big lolling tongue.  

"She's hungry!" Scace said. 

The man fought to control himself but keeping his eyes on Kitty.  
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"Johnny's not here."  

"Look!" Scace said. "I'm not here to cause trouble. Just tell him an old friend is here 

with information about parts for a Lincoln Town Car. Then I can get the tiger out of your 

face." 

His nerve broke. "Okay! Wait here!" and he disappeared through the back of the bar. 

The barman and several customers looked at Kitty nervously.  

"Who’s afraid of poor Kitty then?" Scace rubbed Kitty under the chin and she 

purred. "They don't know that you're just a big softie," he whispered.  

The doorman returned but kept his distance from Kitty. 

"Mr Thurston will see you but you have to leave the animal here."  

"Okay, but like I say, the tiger's hungry. Perhaps you could feed it something for 

me?"  

A look of panic appeared on the man’s face. 

Kitty, though, wasn’t about to be left behind. As Scace walked through the bar, she 

followed him. He had no control over her anyway; you couldn't just yell 'stay' at Kitty 

like she was a dog. 

The man was not about to argue. Johnny might tear him off a strip but the tiger was 

likely to tear him limb from limb. He led Scace and Kitty through the bar and there was a 

scraping of chairs as customers fled before them.  

"The boss is not going to like this!" the man shook his heavy head.  

At the back of the club, he rapped on a door with hairy knuckles.  

After a moment, Johnny himself appeared smiling.  

"Which are you, Pink Pam or Donkey Dong Dan?” Scace asked him.  

"Scace! Funny! As it happens, I own them both. Come in! It's good of you to stop 

by." Johnny’s smile suddenly died. "I thought I told you to lose the tiger," he snapped at 

the man.  

"Sorry, Mr Thurston. It was hungry!"  

Johnny's smile flickered back. "Okay, as long as you promise it won't eat me," he 

said to Scace.  

"I can't promise that," Scace said. "She eats what she likes."  

"Well, I’ll just have to make sure that she doesn’t like me!" He laughed at his own 

joke slapping Scace on the back "Come in! Come in! I got the fire going." 

Scace had half expected to be ushered into an office, but instead he found himself in 

a large plush apartment, complete with leather sofa and log fire. If this domestic 

environment was strange to Kitty, she didn't show it. She sauntered over to the fire and 

hunkered down in front of it to absorb the heat. Scace was the one left feeling 

uncomfortable. He was suddenly conscious of how worn and grubby he was. He 

suspected that he even still smelled of pigs.  

"Drink?"  

Scace shrugged  

"Scotch?" 

Scace nodded. "Thanks!"  

Johnny poured a generous slug of amber liquid into a crystal glass.  

When Scace sipped it, he realized that it was the real thing; not rough firewater but 

smooth and smoky sweet. For all Scace knew this might be the last bottle of stuff on the 

planet.  

Johnny looked over to Kitty by the fire. "She'd make a great fireside rug!"  

Scace assumed he was joking.  
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"So, long time no see. What brings you here to look up an old friend?" His mouth 

was still smiling but Scace noticed that his eyes were colder, more measured. 

"I have a drug!" Scace told him. The whisky was warm in his stomach.  

"Scace! You dark horse," he laughed.  

"No! I mean a drug for the disease!"  

He laughed even louder. "The number of times I hear that! Every hustler with more 

than half a brain tries to push one of those. There must be a hundred of them out there."   

"But this is the real thing!" Scace sounded pleading.  

"Where did you buy it? In Barter Town?" Johnny leaned forward in his seat. "You 

got to be careful. I once caught a guy in one of my clubs trying to sell a cure-all 

containing viper venom of all things. Didn't catch him until he'd killed one of my best 

customers."  

Scace looked at him. This wasn't going well. He took a chance. "You've had the 

CDA here." 

Johnny looked up sharply. He wasn't smiling now.  

"CDA?"  

"You know; the goons with the crisp green uniforms."  

"So what if they were here?"  

"They were looking for these," Scace pulled out his last blue pill. "I stole them."  

Johnny put out his hand and Scace gave him his precious pill. Johnny examined it 

and to Scace’s dismay he licked it tentatively.  

"Hey! I have to swallow that!" Scace exclaimed. 

"You’ve got it?" He meant the disease. 

"The pills keep me sane," Scace told him. 

Johnny shrugged, "they must be good then," and handed the pill back to him. 

He looked at Scace for a moment. "Okay, say that it is real, what has that to do with 

me?" 

 "You're a big man here," Scace said, "with lots of muscle."  

"Perhaps!" 

"Well our village is occupied by the CDA. They're carrying out trials of the drug." 

"Lucky them!"  

"I need your help to kick them out."  

He laughed long and loud this time. "Let me get this straight. You expect me to take 

on the CDA to liberate your village?"  

Scace shifted uneasily in his seat. It hadn't seemed funny when he had hatched the 

plan.  

“No! You take them on to get boxes full of those pills; they must be worth a small 

fortune on the black market.” 

Johnny thought about it. "Say I was interested and I got hold of the pills," he said. 

“How long would it keep me going? I’d soon have a major supply problem; a lot of 

unhappy people would soon be banging on my door. Supply and demand: if I couldn't 

supply it they would demand it. I’m not suicidal." 

Scace hesitated, but he had no choice. He pulled the scientific paper out of his shirt.  

"I also stole this. It describes the drug and how to make it." 

He handed the paper to Johnny. 

 He looked at it for a moment. "All this scientific mumbo jumbo, it means nothing to 

me!"  

"It means a great deal to the CDA. That's why they're after me. They want it back."  

He weighed the paper carefully in his hand. "So what's the deal?" He said finally.  
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"There's a scientist, Tse. He's running the trials in the village. He knows what that 

paper means. You just have to get to him." 

"I've got a better idea," Johnny smiled a wicked smile. 

"Why don't I just hand this paper over to my scientists? I've got a whole lab of em 

out back making drugs of the recreational variety. I don't need this fellow Tse." 

In an instant, it was all over. How could Scace have known that? He could never 

have guessed that Johnny would have access to science. Johnny was right. All he needed 

was the paper in his hand that described in detail how to make the drug. Scace had just 

given him everything. 

He was still smiling when Scace reached forward, snatched the paper out of his hand 

and tossed it into the fire.  

Johnny sat shocked for a moment, his hand clutching thin air where the paper had 

been a moment before. 

Already, the edge of the paper had curled and a yellow flame had begun to lick 

around it. Johnny moved towards it but too quickly for Kitty’s liking. She sensed a threat 

and sprang to her feet with a terrible growl. He leapt back from her and the paper ignited 

suddenly and burned with a hearty flame.  

Johnny scowled at Scace. "I hope that you don’t live to regret that."  

Scace already did. He had just destroyed the one thing that given him hope. Now 

they both needed Tse.  

 

 

Why on earth had he given Johnny the paper? What had he been thinking? 

Ironically, without Jo to nag him, he was doing a pretty good job himself. He sought 

Kitty's disapproval on the road out of Barter Town. Johnny could have had him beaten, 

broken his limbs or had him shot. Instead, he had exiled him, making it clear in no 

uncertain terms what would happen to him if he hung around. Kitty had been just as 

lucky to escape being turned into that fireside rug.  

Scace’s only thought now was to get to his village and steal more drug or kidnap Tse 

and somehow persuade him to tell him how to make the drug. It wasn't much of a plan. 

Scace was no scientist and he didn't even know if the drug could be made outside of the 

City; it would probably need a proper laboratory with access to the proper chemicals.  

Scace picked up the bike where he had hidden it but it was already too dark to travel 

far so Scace camped a short distance from Barter Town. It was risky but he had no 

choice. At least Kitty, when she returned from her night hunt, might deter a casual robber.  

He didn't light a fire and awoke chilled and stiff. Kitty was lying nearby curled up in 

her fur. Scace set off again on the bike determined to make good time. The disease was 

growing in his head again and each day he spent without the drug meant a few less 

neurones. 

Any prospect of making good time that day was abruptly undermined by the 

ambush. 

At first it didn't seem much like an ambush, more like an unpleasant family reunion. 

It appeared that on his travels Scace could not escape bumping into Hamish and Hamish’s 

friends. 

"Yo! Whale rider!" Big Mac greeted Scace in his customary manner. "Nice bike!"  

Bäror rubbed Kitty's head as if she was no more than a big domestic cat. These 

Viking types were pretty fearless, Scace realised.  

"Give me a shot." Hamish nodded at Scace’s bike, he was apparently not as afraid of 

Kitty as he was of man-eating piglets.  
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Scace did not have much choice. He watched them burn precious fuel as they went 

too fast up and down the road, falling off frequently with much whooping and hollering.  

"Thanks pal!" A battered and bruised Big Mac pulled the bike up.  

"It was nice bumping into you again," Scace said, “but I need to be off now,” he 

made a move to take the bike from Big Mac,  

"No!" Bäror gripped Scace’s arm.  

"Uh!" Scace’s first thought was that they were planning to steal his bike, after all 

they were bandits now.  

"You have to come with us," Bäror said.  

"I don't think so," Scace was annoyed.  

"You have no choice," Mac explained. "The boss wants to see you!" 

Scace was puzzled. Why the hell would the boss of a bunch of bandits want to see 

him? Why not just rob him here and now and get it over with? But they refused to answer 

his questions and in the end Mac was right, Scace had no choice.  

Even with horses and the bike it took the best part of the day to reach Mamore 

Lodge, an old hunting lodge perched on the flank of the Mamore mountains overlooking 

a narrow sea loch and an old aluminium smelting works. 

The road suddenly left the loch side and struck straight up the mountain, through the 

trees. They passed a number of wooden chalets. Children were running about bare-foot, 

women were tending cooking fires while the men gathered at the road's edge to watch 

them pass. These men looked surly and mean, but decidedly more nervous when Kitty 

padded into view.  

"That's our place," Mac nodded at the chalets. "The boss is in the big house up 

ahead."  

The big house, Mamore Lodge, emerged from the tangle of trees set in a small 

clearing. 

At the house, the little gang of novice bandits handed Scace over to a couple of big 

men in black suits. Black suits were apparently easy enough to come by in this 

Apocalypse.  

Scace was tired after the trip. A little fear also gnawed at the lining of his stomach. 

Why had the mysterious boss summoned him? Hamish wouldn't reveal his name or the 

reason for Scace’s abduction. Perhaps he didn't know. Surely, even Hamish wouldn't 

knowingly lead the husband of his sister and father of his nephew into danger. Scace 

wished that he had been more understanding about Hamish’s pig-phobia; he could have 

done with a friend now. 

"The boss is in the pool room." The biggest and fiercest minder interrupted Scace’s 

worry and led him down a stairway into the bowels of the house. There was no argument 

about Kitty this time; the minder barely appeared to notice her. 

Scace felt vaguely uneasy about confronting the boss man in his pool. In his mind, it 

conjured the image of a short pot-bellied Mafioso in swimming trunks floating on an 

airbed sipping a cocktail. 

It was with some surprise then, that Scace was shown into a plush carpeted oak-

panelled room with a large table and coloured balls. Oh that sort of pool! The Mafioso 

wasn't short or pot-bellied either. He was Johnny!  

"Hello again!" He smiled at Scace’s surprise and lined up a shot on a striped ball. 

"What was it you said about a part for my Lincoln?" There was a thwack as the he played 

the shot. 

"I don't understand," was all Scace could manage. 

Johnny stood and surveyed his next shot. 
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"I have to be careful. The CDA have been sniffing around and God knows what 

would have happened if the Church got to hear of your little plan. Walls have ears and all 

that crap!" 

"So you had me kidnapped and brought here?"  

"I can't risk my operation in town but here I have more freedom to operate." 

“As a bandit!” Scace said. 

“I hate that word,” Johnny frowned. “It sounds so unprofessional. Let’s just say I 

have two operations; a legit one, well mostly, in town and this one. It works quite well 

really. I sell stuff to people in town then steal it back when they leave.” 

He played the shot and with a clink of porcelain, the white ball disappeared into the 

far pocket.  

"Damn! Look what you made me do!” He frowned. “Come on, I guess I might as 

well feed you." 

Scace was very hungry and he suddenly realised that Kitty hadn’t eaten all day 

either. 

"We'd better feed the cat first!" Scace told him. 

Johnny laughed. 

"No! Seriously!" 

They hurried upstairs to a stone-floored kitchen.  

"Dot! I have a guest for you," he called out to a blonde-haired older woman who was 

washing pots at a sink. 

The hair was so obviously a wig, Scace thought. 

"There you are!" she scolded Johnny. "Out of that pool room at last. Your dinner’s 

ruined."  

"Can't you heat it up or something?" Johnny asked. 

"Heat it up, dear? Yes, I'll just stick it in the microwave shall I? Oh, but silly me! We 

don't have a microwave because something terrible happened and all those poor little 

children who worked in the sweat shops assembling our electronic appliances are dead." 

Johnny shifted uncomfortably.  

Scace liked Dot already. 

 "Come in! Come in! Don't be bashful!" She had a smile for Scace and waved him to 

a table. "Introduce me to your nice friend, Johnny!" She caught sight of Kitty. “Oh! You 

have a lovely pet too," as if Kitty were a cuddly tabby. "You don't play pool do you?" she 

asked me.  

"Er! No!"  

"Good thing too! Sign of a misspent youth if you ask me."  

"Dot!" Johnny protested. "It was all misspent as it turns out. You know, the 

Apocalypse and everything."  

"Did I not just say that?" she bustled away. "All those poor little children!" 

She lifted Johnny's plate of cold food from the table.  

"I suppose I will have to heat it up or something," she imitated Johnny.  

Scace knew who the boss was in this house. 

"Sorry about Dot!" Johnny apologized in a low voice as he sat opposite Scace. "I 

inherited her; one day I'll take her out back and shoot her!" 

"I heard that!" Dot scolded him from the other side of the kitchen. "I'd like to see 

you find someone else to do your cooking and clear up your mess when you have your 

young floozies over!"   

"Dot, for God's sake!"  
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"And the swearing, always the swearing!" she muttered as she settled back to the 

task of warming up dinner and adding extra for Scace. 

With Dot occupied with the dinner, Johnny turned back to Scace. "I am interested in 

the drug. The Church of the Rain is squeezing my profits with their endless demands for, 

what do they call it, collection.” 

“Can’t you just make them go away?” Scace couldn’t bring himself to use the word 

‘murder’. 

“I could,” Johnny agreed, “but there would be hell to pay. They have a lot of 

followers; I even suspect that some of my men might be members.” 

“That wouldn’t surprise me,” Scace said thinking of how the Church of the Rain 

seemed to be everywhere these days; even extending its influence into his own village. 

“If I could get hold of the drug, a cure for the disease that would help to undermine 

the Minister’s power,” Johnny explained. 

“More likely to bring them down on your head!” Scace pointed out. “They don’t 

want a cure.” 

“Exactly!” Johnny said. “Because a cure would undermine the Minister’s position. 

The Church exploits people’s fear of the disease. That is the whole basis of the church; 

the very rock of its foundation. If I take that fear away by making a cure available the 

Church will implode.”  

“Perhaps!” Scace wasn’t convinced. 

“Put it this way,” Johnny had a gleam in his eye. “Would you remain with the 

Church and put your family at risk from the disease, knowing that there was a cure and 

knowing that the Church was determined to prevent it from being used?” 

“I see what you mean,” Scace wasn’t persuaded by Johnny’s argument; many 

followers of the church were fanatics, zealots but Scace didn’t care; he just needed 

Johnny’s help to get to the drug. 

“I’m still angry with you, though, for burning that paper,” Johnny looked at him. 

“I needed your help to get to the drug,” Scace told him. 

“Once we had it manufactured, you could have bought it from me like everyone 

else,” Johnny pointed out. 

“I could have,” Scace agreed, “but my needs are somewhat urgent. I couldn’t wait 

for you to get your act together and start manufacturing. How long would that take?” 

Johnny shrugged. “A few months. A year.” 

“I’d be dead by then,” Scace was sure of that. “I need your help to get to the only 

supply of drug that I know. And that is in my village.” 

“Is it true what you said about the Lincoln?” Johnny asked him. 

Scace nodded.  

"Tell me then! Where exactly is this car?" 

"In the village," Scace told him. “I’ll show you when we get there.”  

Johnny wagged a finger at him, "I knew you were going to say that."  

They were interrupted by Dot carrying two steaming bowls and a plate of coarse 

bread. 

"Lovely Kinlochleven mussels steamed in a wild coriander and lemon thyme sauce," 

she announced. "And I've got a bone for the cat."  

It was a very big bone and Kitty pounced on it. 

Johnny saw Scace looking. “There used to be an ostrich farm around here before the 

Apocalypse. The men still bag one occasionally.” 

Scace tucked into the plump-fleshed mussels and soaked up some sauce with a slice 

of bread. It was delicious. 
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“Thanks!" he told Dot. “It’s great!” 

"You’re more than welcome. It’s a nice to be appreciated. Makes a change from the 

ungrateful floozies that I’m used to," she told him. 

"She's just jealous." Johnny winked at Scace. "A few years younger and she would 

be after me herself."  

"Oh, you wicked man!" Dot scolded him. "With all that robbing and swearing too!" 

The mussels warmed Scace’s stomach and he began to feel drowsy. As he licked his 

bowl clean, it was all he could do to keep his eyes open. 

"You're exhausted." Dot caught him yawning. "Of course, you must be tired. I'll 

make a bed up for you."  

"It's Okay Dot, he can sleep with the lads," Johnny stopped her.  

"I won't hear of it!" she glared at him. "He needs a decent bed to sleep in. If you 

want to keep your precious house to yourself, you shouldn't go around kidnapping 

innocent folks!" 

Johnny had no choice in the matter as she over-ruled him. 

“Okay,” Johnny sighed. “It’s only for a couple of nights. By then the Pink Palace 

should have arrived.” 

Scace was confused. Why did Johnny want to wait for lurid entertainment? 

“It’s a boat,” Johnny explained. “And I didn’t pick the name; something else I 

inherited,” he looked at Dot. 

“I hope that you are not comparing me to that floating brothel,” Dot complained. 

“Why do we need a boat?” Scace struggled to keep up. 

“Well, we could slog across country to your village and risk bumping into the CDA 

but I suggest we take a little cruise around the coast; much more fun don’t you think?” 

Scace nodded enthusiastically. He liked the idea of using a boat and it would be 

faster. Things were happening; the plan was coming together even better than he could 

have hoped. He yawned again. 

“Right! Its bed for you,” Dot told him. “Follow me!” 

Dot led Scace and Kitty, who followed Scace, to their room. The room had a proper 

bed with a proper sprung mattress and Scace was excited to find hot water coming from 

the taps in the bathroom. Jo would have loved it. He felt a pang for her then. 

"I know what I'm going to do," Scace told Kitty who had already settled down on the 

soft bed. 

He ran a bath and when he had settled into the warm soapy water he picked up his 

last blue pill, rolled it one last time between his fingers and then popped it into his mouth 

and swallowed it with a mouthful of cold tap water.  

"That's it then. All gone!"  

He stuck out his tongue to see if it was blue. It wasn't.  

"I’ll get some more soon," he promised himself. Until then, though, his brain would 

begin the slow decline to porridge.  
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Chapter Eighteen 

- the floating Pink Palace - 

 

 

 

The next day Johnny went down to the loch to make preparations for the arrival of 

his boat. Scace expected to be kicking his heels but was recruited by Dot to chop 

firewood, lots of it. At least it kept him out of the way of Hamish and the others. By 

evening, he had chopped a mountain of wood and retired early; tired and expectant. The 

Pink Palace had arrived, Johnny told him, and they were setting out for the village the 

next day.  

Scace expected not to sleep; what with the blisters from wood chopping and the 

excited anticipation of returning to the village; to liberate it; to see Kate and the Professor 

and to secure his supply of drug. The soft mattress and Kitty’s warm body purring on the 

bed beside him eventually lulled him to sleep. 

A noise woke him. At first, he tried to incorporate it into a dream but it wouldn't fit. 

Kitty was growling, low and guttural. Scace could see her in the moonlight filtered 

through the curtains. She was standing facing the window.  

He slipped out of bed, thankful for the warm shag pile and pulled the curtain to one 

side.  

"What's wrong girl?" he rubbed the coarse hair of her head and wondered what could 

upset a fully grown tiger. She must have heard something or caught a scent of something. 

Perhaps it was just a rabbit? 

Outside, there was not a breath of wind. The full moon illuminated the driveway. It 

was very still and very quiet. They didn't appear to have twittery night birds or owls here?  

Something suddenly moved at the edge of the wood; his eyes flicked to it but it had 

gone. Something was not right.  

Scace knew that Johnny employed men to 'take a look' but he wouldn't be able to get 

back to sleep until he had satisfied himself that he wouldn't be murdered in his bed!  

He thought about taking Kitty with him but Kitty didn’t follow orders; she either 

chose to tag along or did not. This time she chose not to and settled onto her haunches 

under the window.  

"Well, thanks a lot!" Scace told her. "Just remember, if I get murdered, no more 

chickens for you!" 

He pulled on his boots and wrapped a bath towel around his waist. He only intended 

to be a couple of minutes; a quick scout around to check the ground floor windows then 

back upstairs, off with the towel and straight back into the warm bed.  

He moved quietly so as not to wake the rest of the house. He crept down the stairs, 

along the hall and into the kitchen where he narrowly missed being brained by Dot 

wielding a frying pan. He almost died of fright.  

"Oh! You terrible, terrible man!" she clutched her breast through the thin nylon of 

her nightie.  

The swing of the frying pan had missed Scace’s head by inches. There was a glass of 

milk and a plate of crumbs on the table. She was a midnight snacker.  

"I heard a noise!" Scace gasped as his heart missed several beats.  

"I almost killed you! Cracked your head like an egg. Your brains all over my nice 

clean floor."   

"No harm done. I'll go back to bed!" he shivered in the night air. 
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"Yes! You go back to your nice warm bed! I'm sure it was just the silly old foxes at 

the bins again. Don't worry about me! I’m such a light sleeper but I'm sure I'll still 

manage a wink or two."  

Scace sighed, "Do you want me to look?"  

"Oh! What a nice man you are. That would be lovely of you." 

He hadn't intended to leave the safety of the house but now he found himself being 

ushered towards the front door. Still, if it was only the foxes at the bins. 

Dot nipped into one of the rooms, her room and handed him a dressing gown. "I 

don’t want you catching your death of cold!”  

Reluctantly, Scace put it on in the monochrome light cast by the moon. It was a bit 

short in the arms but at least it was warm  

"There now! All toasty." she patted his arm. 

Scace opened the door cautiously and a breath of damp night air sighed in his face. 

He couldn't hear any foxes. He looked at Dot one last time who was making little shooing 

motions with her hand. “The bins are at the back of the house; it will only take you a 

moment.” 

There were men paid to do this; with guns. Why didn't he have his gun? He cursed. 

It was probably just as well or he would have already shot the old dear several times over; 

once in the kitchen out of fright and again now because she was annoying him. He 

decided to take one quick look just to please her and then he would call it a night. 

He circled the house, passing the garages where they had parked his bike. He moved 

quietly but his body cast a huge moon-shadow on the drive. At least by the moon's light 

he could see. When he moved into the lee of the house out of the moonlight, it was pitch 

black. He didn't like that at all. He began to hurry and ran smack bang into something 

running in the opposite direction. They collided and clattered into the bins knocking them 

over.  

They grappled with each other for a moment before losing their balance and toppling 

over a knee-high wall.  

Scace tasted the dank deep leaf litter as he hit the ground and slipped and slithered 

down a steep drop away from the house. He heard cursing and swearing as they were 

spilled into the moonlight out of the shadow of the house.  

Scace turned to look at him.  

"Hamish!"  

Hamish scrabbled to his feet. "What the fuck are you wearing?” he looked at Scace. 

“You gay or something?"  

It suddenly occurred to Scace that this would be a good time to whack Hamish over 

the head with a log. They'd never find him down here away from the house  

"Shhh!" Hamish hissed suddenly as Scace raked around in the leaf litter for a likely 

log. "They'll hear you!"   

"Who?"  

"The things! I was out for a stroll when I saw them."  

Scace laughed. "A stroll in the middle of the night!"  

"Shhh!" he hissed again. Something really had him spooked. "Ok, the boss has some 

weed at the back of the house. He probably doesn't even know it's there. I just take a few 

leaves, enough for a joint.”  

"Ah!" That made more sense to Scace. Hamish was a secret night gardener, pruning 

Johnny's pot plant. 

"That's when I saw them, sneaking along the drive. I was running to warn you all, to 

wake Johnny." 
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Scace doubted that. 

"Hamish! Tell me! What did you see?" 

He shook his head. "Beasts! Like men but striped like your tiger."  

The moonlight had played tricks on him. Either that or he was already stoned. Still, 

he had seen something.  

"We'd better get back to the house," Scace said.  

They had hardly begun to scramble up the leaf bank when the drums started.  

"Oh shit!" Hamish swore.  

The drums pounded out their rhythm, deep and visceral, the heartbeat of the night. 

The Morlocks again. 

They clawed their way back up to the house, eager to reach the safety of bricks and 

mortar and were just in time to see a pair of bare legs disappearing through a ground floor 

window.  

Without thinking, Scace grabbed the ankles and hauled the legs back into the night. 

There was a moment of fright as Scace realised that he had hold of one of Hamish's 

beasts.  

Hamish backed away terrified.  

"Come on!" Scace pleaded with him. "Help me!" The little beast had oiled its body 

to make it slippery to the grasp. Scace had to hug its body in a bear grip to hold it still. 

"Grab its arms!" Scace hissed at Hamish who was still gaping at the creature with horror.  

Hamish let out a little whimper of terror when in the struggle the beast’s head fell off 

and thudded to the ground.  

"It's just a mask!" Scace gasped as the creature managed a glancing blow to his 

testicles.  

Hamish looked and saw that it was true. Reluctantly he helped Scace haul the 

struggling kicking creature around the house and through the front door where they were 

lucky not to be shot by Johnny who had grabbed his shotgun and was standing in the hall 

in the dark with Dot. 

For a moment it all went pear shaped as they all dove on the poor creature and got in 

each others way.  

Scace yelled as Dot clunked him on the back of the head with the frying pan. 

"Ow! That's my head! That's me!"  

Somehow, with the help of a length of electrical flex they managed to secure the 

creature into a chair and sat it in a pool of moonlight that flooded through the window. In 

the light, they could see that the creature had long blonde hair and a painted striped body.  

"Oh! God save us!" Dots' bosoms were heaving, "It’s a werewolf and it's naked!" 

"No! Not a werewolf!" Scace threw the mask at the young mans feet. "His name is 

Jason and he belongs to the Church of the Rain." 

Jason looked up at Scace recognising him. 

“You!” he snarled as he struggled against his bonds. 

Johnny pressed his shotgun to Jason’s cheek. "What is the Church of the Rain doing 

here?" 

"They want to murder us in our beds!" Dot held a hand over her mouth. 

"Well? Johnny pressed Jason but only got a defiant glare in return. 

However, Scace noticed the lad start when he caught sight of Kitty who had come 

down the stairs to investigate the commotion. Jason kept a wary eye on her as she 

prowled the room.  

"I'll beat an answer out of him." Hamish offered. He had recovered some of his 

thuggery now that the danger was securely tied up. 
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Jason appeared unmoved by Hamish's threat but when Kitty came over and began to 

rub herself against his legs, his eyes opened wide in fear. She pressed her nose into his 

groin like a dog and sniffed his bollocks. 

"She'll have those off," Scace observed helpfully.  

 It was the final straw.  

"Please! Take her away!" he arched his back in the chair away from her nose.  

"You wouldn't be such a proud young man without your manhood now," Dot told 

him. 

"Oh God!" he moaned. "I'll tell you. I'll tell you. You haven't a chance anyway. The 

whole church is outside."  

Kitty licked his groin.  

"Magic tea! We're here for the magic tea," he screamed.  

"What the fuck is magic tea?" Johnny looked at Scace.  

Scace knew what Jason was talking about; so did Hamish.  

"Do you know?" Johnny poked a finger at Hamish.  

"Yes boss!" Hamish swallowed hard. "It cures the disease! So they say."   

"Who says?" Johnny was completely confused.  

"It's the Devil’s brew!” Jason shouted. "The disease is God's judgment; divine 

justice. It should not be interfered with!" 

"Will you shut up!" Johnny waved the gun at him. 

Scace was thinking fast. Could it have been the Church of the Rain that had killed 

the frail old lady on the moor? For her tea? But Jason had implied that they did not have 

it. Scace looked at Hamish again. His face was white in the moonlight. He was in this up 

to his neck. 

Johnny threw his arms up in frustration. "Do we have any of this tea?" he asked Dot.  

She shook her head. "We do have a lovely earl grey," she said. "But I wouldn't call it 

magic." 

"Is that it?" Johnny asked Jason.  

"Hamish knows!" Scace blurted out. "If I'm right, they killed an old lady for it!"  

Hamish looked wildly afraid.  

"It was an accident!" he whined. "Bäror knocked her over. She banged her head." 

"You mean that they are here because of you?" Johnny waved the gun in Hamish's 

face for a change.  

"Sorry boss, it was before we worked for you. I didn't know that any of this would 

happen." 

"Why don't you just give them the tea then they can go back to their lovely church?" 

Dot suggested.  

"We can't," Hamish said weakly, "it's all gone. We drank it."  

"There!" Johnny turned back to Jason. "It's all gone! Happy?"  

 Jason smiled horribly. His confidence had returned a little as Kitty had lost interest 

in him.  

"We also want him," he nodded at Scace catching Scace by surprise. 

"Well you can't have him, you horrible man!" Dot scolded him.  

"He is seeking the drug. He must be stopped."  

Hamish smirked but Scace was too worried to care. They already knew about the 

drug! They really did have eyes and ears everywhere. 

"We need to get out of here!" Scace told them. "There'll be hundreds of the buggers 

crawling all over this house in a moment."  

“My men will take care of them,” Johnny wasn’t worried. 
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 “By the way, where are your men?” Scace asked him. “Shouldn’t they be guarding 

the house or something? They must have heard the drums and this kid shouldn’t have 

even got close.” 

“I wouldn’t rely on your men if I were you,” Jason told Johnny. “The Church of the 

Rain has many converts. Hand those two over,” he nodded at Scace and Hamish, “and I’ll 

put in a good word for you with the Minister.” 

“Ooo! You nasty boy,” Dot waved the frying pan in Jason’s face. 

Johnny looked from Scace to Hamish and shook his head in resignation, as he 

seemed to come to a decision. 

"Come on then!" he said. "Out the back!"  

"Not without my gun," Scace told him. Or his pants for that matter, he thought; he 

was still wearing Dot's dressing gown. 

"We don't have time!" Johnny argued.  

"You go, I'll be quick. Meet you out back!" Scace was already on the move. He ran 

up the steps back to the bedroom. The gun was in the wardrobe unloaded. He scrabbled in 

the bedside drawer for the cartridges and stuffed them in the pocket of his gown. The 

bedroom was at the front of the house and he could see through the window out into the 

moonlight. People appeared suddenly running. Johnny's terrified men were pursued by 

masked Rain People. They spilled like a wave across the drive and he could hear screams 

mingle with the drums. 

Glass broke downstairs; a window had been smashed. 

"Shit!" Scace hoped that the others had got out in time. He grabbed his trousers and 

made for the stairs but already he could see that it was too late. Naked painted bodies 

were already climbing the stairs. They saw him and came at him two stairs at a time.  

In a blind panic Scace threw his pants at them. They tangled the legs of the first Rain 

person causing him to stumble. Scace didn't wait to see if he fell but ran to the bathroom 

and locked himself in. In desperation, mind triumphed over matter and he somehow 

managed to squeeze his large body out of the small toilet window. He dropped painfully 

into a clump of Holly bushes and then hobbled to the garage to find his bike.  

In the garage, Johnny already had the others in a black four by four.  

"Okay?" He yelled.  

"Piece of cake!" Scace waved his gun.  

"Get in!" Johnny revved the engine.  

"I'll get the bike! Don't wait for me!" Scace slapped the bonnet.  

Johnny didn't wait. The jeep shot backwards out of the garage and spun a hundred 

and eighty degrees spraying gravel and narrowly missing some of his own fleeing people. 

The gears ground painfully before the jeep sped off down the drive at a reckless pace. 

Scace was not far behind on the bike, bouncing in and out of the potholes with Dot’s 

dressing gown billowing out behind to reveal his bare buttocks white in the moonlight.  

A startled face was captured in the bike’s headlights. Friend or foe? Scace had no 

idea. It made no difference. He wasn't stopping for anyone.  

He followed the taillights of the bouncing jeep down the mountain and when they hit 

the floor of the valley, Johnny tracked around the loch to the rusting bones of the old 

Aluminium smelting works. There was a huge quay where they used to unload the ore 

and berthed in that quay there was a an impressive motor yacht, glowing pink in reflected 

moonlight, with the name ‘Pink Palace’ stencilled on the bow. 

Johnny didn't stop until the last moment. He braked suddenly and the jeep slewed 

onto the quay with a screech of tyres. The roar of the bikes engine echoed off the skin of 
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the yacht and when Scace pulled up alongside the jeep and cut the engine the silence was 

ominous. Scace left the bike's headlight on to chase away the dark.  

The doors of the jeep were flung open and Hamish spilled out landing in a heap on 

the cold quay. There was blood down his face and he didn't move.  

"What happened?" Scace was shaken by the sight of Hamish’s body. He assumed for 

a moment that Hamish must have been shot.  

"I told him to buckle up!" Johnny was looking anxiously around. "But the silly 

bugger wouldn't listen." 

 Dot knelt by Hamish. She was still clutching the frying pan tightly.  

"We hit a pothole," she explained. "It bounced us around and he hit his head on the 

roof!" She felt for a pulse. "I think that he broke his neck!"  

"There's probably a bloody great dent in my roof," Johnny complained. 

What a way to go, Scace thought; infamous as one of the World’s last automobile 

casualties. 

"Where the hell are my men? I left two of them here to guard the yacht" Johnny was 

perplexed. His men seemed to have deserted him completely. 

"Where the hell is Kitty?" Scace looked around. Somehow she had been left behind. 

Danny would be gutted. 

They had to leave Hamish behind too; Johnny didn’t want his body bleeding all over 

his yacht. Johnny also had to leave the jeep but Scace refused to leave the bike; somehow, 

he managed to half carry it, half wheel it up the steps to the deck.  

"I hope you've got some clothes on this thing!" Scace said to Johnny. He realised 

that he was still dressed in Dot’s dressing gown. 

 "Why? Want some fluffy slippers to match?" Johnny teased him. 

Scace ignored him. "Dot’s still in her nightie!” He could see that she was chilled and 

shivering. He would have returned her dressing gown but he was butt naked underneath.  

"Take a look!” Johnny told him, “While I try and get this thing going.” 

There were a few cabins and Scace and Dot tried a couple of the doors. Scace found 

that his cabin was plush with red velvet and tasselled cushions. Inside a mirrored 

wardrobe one of Johnny's vanished minders had left behind a black suit, a few white 

shirts and polished black boots. The suit was a bit tight but it was better than the dressing 

gown. 

As Scace finished dressing, he heard the hum of the boat's engine and the walls of 

the cabin began to vibrate with its rhythm. Johnny had got it going. The boat lurched 

suddenly and almost threw him off his feet. Scace wondered if Johnny knew how to drive 

it.  

He left the cabin and discovered that the outside of the boat was lit up like a 

Christmas tree with ropes of bulbs strung high in the air along its length. He found his 

way to the wheelhouse.  

Johnny was looking at the controls scratching his head.  

"I don't know how to make this thing go," he confessed. "The crew have gone 

AWOL and I'm fucking annoyed!"   

"Did you cast off?" Scace asked him.  

"Ah! That might help!"  he agreed. 

"I'll do it," Scace offered. "You work out the controls and stuff." 

Scace worked his way along to the back of the boat, the stern, if he remembered 

correctly from his brief whaling exploits, and hopped onto the quay. He slipped the thick 

heavy rope from the mooring post. The propeller was bubbling and churning the water 

and as soon as the rope was untied, the back of the boat began to drift out into the loch. A 
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single rope still held the bow of the boat to the quay. The rope had pulled tight as the 

yacht had drifted and Scace was struggling to slip this rope off its mooring when he heard 

a noise from behind him.  

"Holy shit!" He swore; it seemed that the whole of the Church of the Rain were 

bearing down on them. It was those damn lights; you could see them from clear across 

the loch if not from the very summit of Ben Nevis itself. Scace fumbled with the rope as 

the crowd, grotesquely lit by flaming torches, suddenly broke into a fearsome yelling run.  

The yacht engine surged for a brief moment as Johnny played with the controls and 

the rope went slack. Scace pulled the rope free of the mooring and jumped on to the deck 

of the yacht.  

But the yacht just sat there barely drifting on the calm water of the loch.  

"Johnny!" he panicked. "For God’s sake, do something!"  

There was only six feet of clear water between the yacht and the quay when the first 

running naked painted body reached them. Scace saw that it was Jason.  

Jason tried to take the gap between the quay and the yacht in his stride but he slipped 

badly and cart wheeled into the loch.  

The next body, taller and clothed in leathers, barely managed to get a foot on the 

deck. He wobbled precariously for a moment as he came nose to nose with Scace. 

"You!" Joshua exclaimed as he recognised Scace. “Where’s my bike? I want it 

back!" He managed to gasp as he teetered on the edge  

"Not today!" A sharp push from Scace and he lost his balance and tipped backwards 

into the water. He came up spluttering seawater and expletives. 

The gap was too wide now but it didn't stop the naked bodies from trying. Plop, 

Plop, Plop! They leapt optimistically into the sea one after the other.  

It made Scace laugh. "Suckers!" He gave them a two-fingered gesture as the yacht 

drifted out into the loch and then he spent the next ten minutes levering wet disciples off 

the side of the yacht with a boat hook.  

At last, Johnny seemed to find the right button to press or the right lever to push. The 

boat suddenly shuddered and began to slide through the water. Scace had a good look 

over the boat and decided that it was disciple-free. He watched the church swimmers 

struggle back to the quay to be hauled out of the dark loch waters. 

The boat gathered speed and threw up a great wake behind. Scace reflected that they 

must have made a rare spectacle in this new age of the horse; a magnificent yacht in a 

sparkling pool of light ploughing a deep furrow through the water. He just wished that 

they could find some way to kill that damned illumination.  

"Where would you like to go?" Johnny waved at the loch as Scace joined him in the 

wheelhouse. "The City, Ireland, New York or the Bahamas?"  

"Home!" Scace said. "I have no choice."  

"Back to that shitty little village?" Johnny sighed.  

"You still want the drug?” Scace asked him.  

"You might not have noticed,” he turned to Scace, “but my men have buggered off. 

There's just the two of us now. Not much of an army to take on the CDA, not to mention 

those weirdoes on our tail," he waved at the receding shadow of the shore. A few of the 

Rain People's flickering torches could still be seen. 

"You don't stand a chance if we don't go!" Scace said.  

"What do you mean?"  

"You're the same age as me, right? I already have the disease. How long do you 

think you're going to last?"  

"Some people beat it." He stared fixedly through the window.  
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"Not many! You'll always be looking over your shoulder waiting for the disease to 

get you. And one day you will forget to put your pants on!" Scace remembered how he 

had teased Angus. It all seemed so long ago now; their insular little community battling 

against the disease.  

Scace left Johnny to ponder that and sought out Dot. He found her in the bar; 

incredibly, the yacht had its own bar! She was stretched out in a comfy chair, already 

lulled to sleep by the rhythm of the engine. In a remarkably short time she had cobbled 

together a dress from a couple of pink satin curtains with a white bunny pattern. 

Scace explored the bar and was excited to discover a whole collection of single malt 

whiskies.  

"Drink?" he offered a glass of amber nectar to Johnny in the wheelhouse.  

Johnny smiled, "that's the best idea you’ve had yet!"  

They churned along drinking quietly for a while before Johnny throttled back and 

dropped anchor at the mouth of the loch, far from either shore. As the engine stopped the 

string of bulbs were magically extinguished and stars blinked back into view. Scace 

noticed with surprise that there was the palest hint of a dawn above the mountain valleys 

to the east. 

"I bet you don't know what this cost?" Johnny asked. They were sitting on barstools 

at the bar drinking more whisky. Dot had not moved and was sleeping deeply.  

"You're right. I don't!" Scace said.  

Johnny topped up his crystal tumbler.  

"Ten million pounds!" he said.  

"That's a lot for a yacht," Scace was suitable impressed. 

He laughed.  

"It is a lot for a yacht but I'm just talking about fixtures and fittings! I know because 

I found the bill of sale. But there you go, I didn't pay for it and ten million pounds could 

now buy squat. I bet I could afford it now, though, if it were the old days!"  

"If it were the old days," Scace reminded him, "you'd probably be an accountant in 

London living in an old Victorian terrace."  

"Maybe, maybe not!" He peered over his glass at Scace. "Cream always floats to the 

top!" 

"Yeh!  And so does the occasional shit." Scace laughed clinking Johnny’s glass with 

his own.  

Johnny laughed and then was more serious.  

"I'm sorry about what happened before in Barter Town. When I…..,"  he searched 

for the words. 

"When you pretended to barely know me," Scace found the words for him. 

"Yeh! That. I get a lot of old acquaintances who try to sponge off me," he explained.  

"I wasn't doing that," Scace said. 

"I know! Funny how it's turned out, though. Back together on another journey into 

the unknown."  

"Except we're a hell of a lot older and now I have a wife and kid!" Scace said.  

"I had a wife once," he surprised Scace. "And you were right; no one is safe. The 

disease got her!"  

"I'm sorry I didn't know," he was not so Jack-the-lad after all, Scace thought. 

"It's okay. It was a long time ago." 

They sat quietly for a moment, reflecting.  

"I'll help you," he said suddenly. "Why not?" 

"Thanks!" 
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He shrugged. “I still get the car, right?" 

"You bet! Shouldn't we be patrolling the deck or something?" Scace wondered. 

"They might come back."  

"Fuck it!" he said, "I'm too knackered. I'm going to sit here, drink my drink and then 

I'm going to bed."  

It sounded like a good plan to Scace. 

"I'll tell you something else you don't know." He was quite drunk and his thoughts 

were sloshing around with the whisky in his stomach. He leaned towards Scace and 

whispered in a loud drunken voice. "Dot used to work in the Pink Palace!"  

Scace imagined Dot behind a bar serving beer. 

"As a dancer; with a pole!" He was enjoying this. 

Scace frowned. "No way!"  

He nodded with drunken enthusiasm. "Before my time, but they do say she was the 

best." 

Scace laughed and looked over to Dot who was still snoring in the chair. Her mouth 

was open and a dribble of spit sat on her chin. It was very hard to imagine. 

"Dorothy Gale was her stage name. When she got too old she couldn't leave Dot 

behind so she kept the name." 

Scace was beginning to think that they had drunk enough; it was getting too weird.  

"Come on!" Scace said, "I'm going to bed while there's some night and sanity left." 

He hauled his ass off the barstool. Dot had slumped to one side and looked set for the 

duration. He didn't know if he believed Johnny but then he didn't really care.  

Scace picked a cabin and collapsed onto a bunk pulling the velour sheet over his 

head. He was exhausted and fell asleep to the sound of the lochs wavelets lapping gently 

against the hull.  

He awoke hours later to the rocking swell of the ocean.  

"Oh shit!" He threw the sheet off and with a heavy head staggered up to the deck 

where the glare of sunlight revealed the bleached blue of the midday sky and the green 

rollers of the deep-sea ocean. Something was missing!  

He ran around the yacht studying the horizon.  

"It's gone!" he cried as Johnny stumbled up on deck and vomited over the side. He 

wiped a sleeve across his mouth.  

"Can't you keep the bloody boat still?" he glowered at Scace as if somehow it was 

his fault. He caught Scace’s expression and looked up. "Where the fuck has all the land 

gone?" 

They must have been drifting for hours and had drifted so far that land had 

disappeared over the horizon: But which horizon? They were surrounded by horizon.  

"Didn't we drop an anchor?" Scace asked Johnny.  

"We did! At least I pressed the anchor button and there was a hell of a clanking 

noise," he looked around helplessly. 

 Dot appeared at his shoulder. 

"Oh! What a pretty view!" she exclaimed. 

"Enjoy it!" Scace told her. "You might be seeing a lot of it. We've drifted out into the 

middle of the bloody Atlantic!"  

"Oh my! That sounds bad!" she looked at Johnny to confirm it. 

"It's Okay!" Scace tried to remain calm. "We have a compass."  

"Well that's fine then. While you two boys sort it out I'll get dressed and see if I can 

find something for breakfast." She smiled at Scace and disappeared back into her cabin.  
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Scace shrugged. She had taken that well. She was right, though, they would sort it 

out. He wasn't overly worried. 

"Let's get the engine going!" he told Johnny. "Before we drift any further." 

The engines didn't start, even when they pressed the engine button over and over. 

Now Scace was worried. If they didn't get the engine going, they were in serious 

trouble, with or without the compass!" 

"There is a dingy,” Johnny told him helpfully.  

Scace had seen the dingy lashed to the roof. "You want to row you're way out of 

this?" He was not impressed. 

"We might have to.” Johnny studied the instrument panel.  

"What's the problem?" Scace asked. 

"No idea," he said. "You know as much about this boat as I do." 

"Fuel?"  

He peered at the dial on the panel.  

"None!"  

"What!" Scace looked over his shoulder. The needle was way into the red. "That 

could be the problem."   

"You think Einstein?"  

"Didn't you check it yesterday?" Scace was exasperated.  

"Hey! Look! Don't blame me for this." Johnny pumped the ignition button a couple 

more times. "I'm not a sailor. I'm just the guy who drives the boat. Maybe it all leaked out 

while we were sleeping. Perhaps those church clowns shot a hole in the tank!" 

“We can check the tank!” Scace suggested.  

“Not much point now.” Johnny told him.  

"This thing take diesel?" Scace asked. 

"Doesn't everything?"  

Johnny was right. Diesel engines weren't fussy which made them very useful. 

"Then we can use the diesel from the bike," Scace said. "There's not much but it 

might be enough?"  

Scace spent the rest of the morning working out how to siphon off the contents of 

the bike into the yacht's fuel tank while Johnny siphoned the contents of his stomach into 

the sea. Scace wasn't feeling too great himself especially with the fumes of rancid fish 

diesel from the bike. They both chose to forgo Dot's breakfast. She on the other hand 

seemed totally unaffected by the rollers. 

"You’ll only get it again for lunch,” she told them sternly. “I’m not about to feed it 

to the fish.” 

Scace thought back to what he could remember from the previous evening and to 

what Johnny had told him. It was very hard to imagine Dot as a dancer. 

Despite supplying the engine with diesel and making sure that there was no leak it 

still would not start. Scace spent the next few hours getting covered in engine grease 

unscrewing, cleaning, greasing and reassembling all the parts that he dare dismantle but it 

still would not start. To add to the problem, with repeated testing of the engine, the 

battery was showing signs of exhaustion. Once the battery was drained, there would be no 

hope of getting the engine going and they would be at the mercy of the winds and tides. 

With a bit of luck they might drift into the northern tip of Ireland, if not, the US would be 

the next stop. They would have run out of food and water long before then. 

Johnny came to the back of the boat to see how Scace was getting on.  

"Winds getting up," he said. "Could be a storm." 
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The spanner slipped on an inaccessible nut in a tight place and Scace rapped his 

knuckles on the casing. 

"For Christ's sake!" he cursed. "What do you expect me to do about it? Feel free to 

grab a spanner and help!" 

"Whoa! I know even less about this shit than you." 

Scace knew that Johnny was right, though. The boat was rolling more; the waves 

were building up. If there was a storm, they wouldn’t even get as far as Ireland. Without 

any power, the waves would pour right over them. 

"Anyway, I'm sure you'll manage. I'm whacked. Gonna take forty winks. No point us 

both getting grumpy.” With that he wandered off. 

"Piss off then!" Scace muttered under his breath. 

The spanner slipped again and his knuckles became slippy with blood. 

"For fucks sake!" He stood and in sheer frustration, he kicked the engine housing 

and beat it with his spanner. "Fucking, fucking thing!" 

It made him feel a little better. Sucking his knuckles, he went back up to the 

wheelhouse and found Dot surveying the controls.  

"Oh hello! Did you fix it?" she greeted him brightly.  

He shook his head miserably. He wondered if he were the only one taking the 

situation seriously? 

"You poor man. You're covered in oil. And bleeding. I'm sure you've tried your best. 

Though I don't know how you manage with all these buttons and dials. Which one works 

the engine? Is it this one?" 

"Be my guest!" Scace said. She might as well. The battery was probably already 

dead now anyway. 

"Oh! Do you think I should?" 

"Oh! Go on! Push it." He told her with more than a hint of impatience as he threw 

himself into the pilot's seat. 

"Well! If you're sure." She pushed the button and there was a rumbling from below. 

"Is it supposed to make that noise, Dear?” she asked as Scace leapt suddenly from 

the chair and gave the engine some throttle. 

"Dot!" he said, "I could kiss you!" 

"Oh! Did I do something?" 

Only started the bloody engine, he thought.  

How easy it was to forget utter despair in the rush of new hope. One minute he was 

contemplating a slow drifting death, wondering which of his shipmates he would murder 

and eat first; the next they were sailing along in a state of euphoria, electric bulbs blazing. 

The swell of the waves helped them along, pushing them east, back towards land.  

Dot stood at Scace’s shoulder peering towards the horizon. The sun, already low in 

the west was at their back. 

"How far do you think it is?" she asked. 

"An hour or two!" he wasn't sure. He just hoped that they had enough fuel. 

"You look tired!" she said. "Let me steer for a while. You go and have a lovely hot 

shower." 

He looked at her dubiously. "Are you sure?" 

"Oh, I'm sure that I can mange to keep this little needle pointing to the letter ‘E’!" 

Yes. She probably could.  

"Call me when you see land," he told her as he went to clean up.  

The hot shower cleansed his body and soul and he came out of it with a warm glow. 

He wrapped a towel around himself and lay on the soft bed just for a moment. He kept 
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expecting to hear the engine falter but it didn't and he began to feel secure within the 

pitch and roll of the hull as it eased its way through the waves. 
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Chapter Nineteen 

- a shipwreck and a ghost - 

 

 

A sudden tearing grinding jolt threw him from the bed. He was disorientated in the 

darkness. There was a scream and more tortured grinding of metal. The glass in the 

porthole suddenly shattered as a branch of a tree punched its way through. 

"Dot!" 

He staggered into the blinding light of the deck; the bulbs were still blazing. 

Johnny stumbled into him and hung his head over the rail. 

"We found land!" he exclaimed. 

More correctly, they were on it; beached like a whale, propeller shattered, hull 

ripped open. 

Dot came stumbling from the wheelhouse. 

"We're sinking!" she shrieked. 

Scace resisted the temptation to slap her. 

"We have sunk!" He corrected her; at least they had sunk as far as they were ever 

going to sink; in two feet of water. "I told you to fetch me the moment you saw land!" 

"I didn't see it!" she clapped her hands to her face. "It got dark and I…..," she looked 

like a wounded animal, "I must have dozed off." 

Scace left her with her guilt for now and assessed the damage. The bow had come 

right out of the water with the stern still dipping into the sea. At the stern, the small 

inflatable dinghy had been thrown off the roof and was bobbing upside down on the 

water. As Scace rescued the dingy from the sea he heard Johnny. 

"It's not just a little fucking rock!" Johnny was shouting at Dot. "It's a great big 

bloody island, with trees and everything." 

By the glare of the lights they could see the furrow the bow had ploughed up the 

beach and at the edge of the beach, just fading into darkness, Scace could see the outline 

of a familiar structure. It was the bothy, Corfu Cottage. 

"And it's not just any island," Scace said. "It's Bandy Island!" Out of all the little 

offshore islands, out of the whole of the west coast of Scotland, how had Dot managed to 

put them on the very rock that would cause them the most grief? Black, Tse, the Weasel 

and the rest of their goons were just across the water. Even if they hadn't heard the wreck 

they would be bound to see the damn lights. 

"Can't we turn these bloody lights off?" he waved at the illumination in frustration. 

Johnny killed the engine, the wounded prop screaming out one last time then the 

lights and the sound were suddenly extinguished.  

"Why the hell did you let her drive the boat?" Johnny shouted at him. 

"When I left her, there was nothing to run into!" Scace shouted back. 

"I feel dreadful," Dot said. "It's all my fault!" 

"You got that right!" Johnny told her. "You've broken my boat!" 

"Look! We're all okay. That's the main thing," Scace resigned himself to the 

situation. "We can still get to Tse and the drug. We'll just use the dinghy!" 

"Yeh! The dinghy! I had forgotten about that!" Johnny perked up. 

"We'll go to the house and wait for first light." Scace told them. It would be a good 

opportunity to find out what had happened in the months since he had been away. For all 

he knew, Black and the CDA could be long gone. 

Scace and Johnny fetched shotguns from the boat and climbed down the yacht ladder 

that hung suspended above the sand. Scace led Johnny and Dot along the mud path from 
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the bothy to Pogelwood House. At least the mud was hard now, baked into hard fluted 

ridges by the heat of the dry season. They tripped and stumbled in the dark. Scace thought 

of Mo and her city shoes. He didn't even know where that thought had come from. 

"I don't know what to expect," Scace warned them. "We'd better take it slowly!" He 

could see the dark silhouette of the house above the trees. 

"I'll go in the back!" Johnny offered. "Give me a couple of minutes!" 

Scace let him go then crept to the door. It never occurred to him that it might be 

locked but it never was. It was even darker inside the house in the hallway, though a 

narrow strip of light could be seen spilling from the crack at the bottom of the door that 

lead to the kitchen. 

He heard a slight noise. Johnny inside already? He crept along the hall to the kitchen 

creaking floorboards in a couple of places. He hesitated with his nose almost touching the 

door. Someone was on the other side of that door. 

It could be Malcolm indulging in a midnight feast; on the other hand it could be 

Black with a gun. Even now, Black could have heard Scace and have a gun pointed at his 

head through the thin pine of the door  

Scace could hear a sort of slurping, sucking sound through the door. Someone 

eating? It had to be Malcolm. He smiled, as he slowly opened the door; Malcolm was 

going to get one hell of a shock. 

Instead, Scace got one hell of a shock! By the light of a single candle he saw the 

Weasel on top of Olli on the kitchen floor. Scace heard his own shocked strangled cry 

and the Weasel turned his head just as Scace clubbed him with the butt of his gun. The 

Weasel sagged and flopped onto Olli's belly. Scace hauled him off her and threw him 

onto the floor. He almost shot him then and there in the midst of a red rage but that would 

have been too quick. Scace wanted to feel the man break. He fell onto the Weasel’s chest 

and gripped his ears as he thwacked the Weasel’s skull against the paved floor. Blood 

flew from his mouth. Scace punched the side of the Weasel’s head but that hurt his sore 

knuckles so he continued the thwacking. 

Scace was vaguely aware that Olli was screaming at him to stop. She didn't know, 

Scace thought. She didn’t know what this animal had done to his family.  

Olli hauled at Scace’s hair and pulled his head back. From the corner of his eye, he 

saw movement in the doorway. He managed to swat Olli away as he turned and came 

face to face with one of Black's goons in stripy pyjamas. They looked at each another for 

an instant. Scace looked at the gun in the man’s hand; the goon looked at Scace’s gun that 

was on the countertop above Scace’s head. 

Scace moved first, rolling away from the Weasel towards the gun.  

The goon was sleepy and slow but not that slow. 

There was a loud bang and a disintegration of body parts. Scace was sprayed with a 

fine mist of wetness. He sat stupidly sat on the floor stunned. The light of the candle 

illuminated the gory scene. 

"You've covered me in blood," Scace told him as Johnny walked into the room. 

"Sorry about that!" 

Olli was cowering from them. Her nightdress had turned speckled pink from the 

goon’s blood. She was sobbing breathlessly, sucking in the air that she needed for the 

sobs. 

"Scace!" she looked at his spattered face. "What have you done?" she gasped. 

"Saved you, I should think!" 

"But," she took a deep breath to calm her sobs, "I didn't need saving." 

"Oh!" Scace looked at the Weasel's limp body. With him! 



 

  

 

 

163

"Is he dead?" Johnny poked the Weasel with his toe. 

"I bloody hope so!" 

"What do you want to do?" he asked looking at the mess of the goon at his feet. He 

had shot the poor fellow at close range but he had saved Scace’s life. 

"Johnny! I'm traumatized here. Give me a moment!" Scace snapped. 

At that moment, Kate came rushing in, and on seeing Olli covered in blood and the 

blood on the floor, had minor hysterics of her own. It was a moment before she realized 

that Olli had not actually been shot. 

"But you could have shot her!" she glared at Scace. 

"I’d like to point out that I didn't actually shoot anyone," Scace protested. "It was 

him!" He pointed at Johnny. 

Kate looked down at the bloodied tattered pyjamas. "He was a nice guy." 

“Sorry!” was all Scace could think to say. He climbed to his feet as Malcolm and 

Donald barged through the door paddling in the puddle of blood 

"Out! Everyone out!" he barked ushering them from the killing room. "Let us clean 

up in here!"  

They were too shocked to argue but as Scace closed the door on them he could hear 

Donald grumbling. 

"I knew that he’d be back causing trouble again. Who does he think he is bossing 

everyone around like that?" 

Scace shut his voice out. There was no doubt that the bloke that Johnny had shot was 

truly dead. You just could not live without that much blood. It was pretty absolute. The 

Weasel's demise was less certain and now that his rage had gone he didn't have the 

stomach to change that. 

"We can't leave him here," Scace told Johnny. "I know a place." 

They bound the Weasel’s hands and feet and Johnny helped Scace drag him out.  

The Lincoln was still under the dustsheet in the outhouse surrounded by sleeping 

chickens. It had a big boot; big enough to take the Weasel’s limp body. The chickens 

flapped around in noisy confusion. 

"Seems a shame to bloody such a fine car," Johnny ran his hand over the chrome. 

"I thought that you would appreciate it," Scace slammed the boot and the chickens 

scattered. 

When they got back to the house they found everyone gathered in the drawing room. 

A young fire was just beginning to curl flames around a log in the hearth. Olli was sitting 

shivering despite a blanket around her shoulders. She was sipping strong bush tea as was 

Dot who looked almost as shocked. 

"What were they doing here?" Scace asked Kate. 

"They had the disease," she said. 

Scace looked puzzled for a moment.  

"They were banished!" she explained. 

Scace enjoyed the beautiful irony of that for a moment. The CDA had arrived in the 

village well after the start of the rains. To get to the village they would have had to travel 

through clouds of infected mosquitoes; there would have been ample opportunity to 

become infected. They had probably been incubating the disease for months and if it 

hadn’t been for Tse's urine test no one would have known for another ten years or more, 

until their brains had turned to mush. Scace wondered vaguely if the drug meant that no 

one would bother to Walk the Rain this year. After all, with the drug to hand why waste 

the effort? 

"How's the Professor?" he asked suddenly. 
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Malcolm shifted uncomfortably, wiping a podgy hand over his brow. 

"We gave him a lovely send off. I made a cake and everything!" 

The Professor had either emigrated or died; Scace guessed the latter. Damn shame. 

"They killed him!" he whispered not fully trusting his voice. 

"It was those bloody pills," Donald moaned. "I told you! I still have trouble getting 

them down." 

Scace nodded, "and you were right; in a way. Jo found out about it." 

"Jo! Where is my sister?" Kate asked anxiously. 

"She's safe, with a friend. But Black tried to kill us because we found out." 

"Tell us!" Olli rocked in her chair. Her eyes were bright with the horror. 

  "They were feeding him a placebo; no drug, just blue dye. My guess is that he 

knew too much. We all know too much!" 

"You can't be suggesting that they intend to murder us all!" Kate was incredulous. 

"Why not? Why do you think that they had to come all the way out here; to our 

isolated village to test the drug? Who would notice if we all disappeared?" 

Olli shook her head. "It's not true. They are treating us, making us better." 

"As part of their study, Olli. Once that is finished so are you." 

The others echoed Olli's protest. 

It was Johnny who came to Scace’s support. 

"I just know that if I was Black and if I had a comfy little position in the CDA I 

wouldn't want any drug to interfere with that." 

"CDA, remember!" Scace told them. "Citizen Defence Agency. No mention of 

rustics there. Just think! If the drug works and is widely available there is no need for the 

Dissociation. It can be like it was before. Except that the whole power structure would 

change. There would be no more need for the CDA. They want the drug but they don’t 

want everyone else to have it!" 

"Look! Even if you're right," Kate glanced at Olli who was close to tears again, 

"what do you suggest we do about it?" 

"What can we do about it?" Malcolm piped up. 

"Nothing for now. You are all safe until the end of the study." 

"But we don't know when that will be," Kate said. 

Scace realised that she was right. It could be next week, next month or next year. 

The Professor would have known.  

"Unless we get our hands on Tse or the drug we're all dead anyway!" Scace pointed 

out. "If they left tomorrow taking the drug with them, they would be killing us as sure as 

shooting us!" 

"They'd leave some drug. I know they would!" Olli was still not convinced. 

"No!" Johnny said. "We need to get to Tse! And that's what we are going to do, 

right?" He looked at Scace. 

Scace nodded. "That's right. There is no choice, not really! Johnny and I are taking a 

dinghy across at first light." 

They had some hours to wait. The night was still young and it was dark outside. 

Scace settled by the fire. The seasons had come full circle and the wind had begun to rise. 

It was cold and damp threatening the first storm of the new wet season. Scace was 

comfortable by the fire but he had the urge to go and check on the dinghy. 

The yacht was sat in a flood of light. Johnny was there. At first, Scace couldn't climb 

up the steps to the yacht; they were too slippery and he kept slipping back to the beach. 

Johnny was laughing at him and Scace felt angry. Finally, through a huge mental leap he 

made it to the deck.  
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At the back of the boat the little inflatable dingy was back in the water and Dot was 

standing in it. She was wearing a short floral print dress, tan tights and black stilettos. As 

the dinghy was bobbed by the waves, she staggered and struggled to stay on her feet. 

Scace knew that it was only a matter of time before her sharp stiletto heels punctured the 

rubber bottom of the dingy, deflating it.  

"Dot, sit down!" Scace screamed at her but she wouldn't listen. She just kept 

staggering around.  

Scace knew that he had to stop her before the dingy was damaged. He leapt over the 

side of the yacht and landed next to Dot in the dingy. There was a loud hiss of air and 

when he looked down, he realised that the heels of his stilettos had punctured the rubber. 

"It wasn't my fault! It was you!" Dot screamed over and over as Scace just stood 

stunned in the middle of the dingy as it deflated around him wrapping him in its rubbery 

smell.  

Scace woke with a start. A weird dream! But even on waking he was left feeling 

angry with Dot. Well, that was not surprising. After all, she had just wrecked them back 

on Bandy Island. Out of all the places they could have ended up. Scace remembered that 

she had also been downstairs at the time of the Rain People’s attack on Johnny’s house. 

She had nearly brained him with a frying pan and then had insisted that he went outside 

in that awful gown of hers. How had the yacht thrown its anchor and drifted out to sea? 

Scace was sure that Johnny had set the anchor. Johnny had been drunk but not that drunk. 

Scace sat bolt upright. 

"A bad dream, dear?" Dot was nursing a mug of tea, peering over at him from the 

armchair. 

That wrong-footed him. He suddenly felt guilty and foolish. 

“A bad dream, that’s all.”   

Johnny stirred from his sleep next to Scace on the sofa. 

 "Come on!" Scace nudged him awake. "It's only an hour or so till dawn. We might 

as well get the dingy sorted." 

"Did you need any help?" Dot offered. “I’m only a silly old lady but I might be able 

to push you off or something!” 

Scace shook his head. "We're fine." 

She sipped her tea, looking for all the world like someone’s sweet granny. 

They were not fine, as Scace soon found out when they got to the yacht. The dinghy 

had gone. Johnny turned over the yacht engine to bathe the surrounding sea in light on the 

off chance that it had blown off the deck and was drifting nearby; but it had truly gone.  

"What's that?" Johnny asked him. "I thought that I heard you mutter something about 

stilettos." 

"Uh! Nothing! Just a dream I had!" 

"Well, what do we do now?" Johnny hung dejectedly over the side of the yacht 

staring into the shallows. 

Scace didn't have an answer. Hide? Ambush Black when he came over? He didn't 

know. 

"I would like to know what happened to the dingy," Scace said. 

"Well, it wasn't my fault!" Johnny bristled as if expecting a fight. "It was still there 

last time I looked!" 

"I'm not accusing you," Scace said. "I was just wondering, that's all." 

"Well, wondering won’t get us out of this!" he kicked the side of the boat.  

Back at the house, on a whim, Scace checked the Weasel. He was still secure in the 

boot of the Lincoln. He was also very much alive and wriggling. It clearly had not been 
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the Weasel who had escaped and stolen the dinghy, Scace realised, as he slammed the 

boot lid back down. 

When Scace got back to the house he found that Johnny had already told them about 

the dingy and the mood was subdued. 

"We're fucked!" Johnny swore attracting a tut from Dot. "Lady Luck is taking the 

piss."  

Scace wasn't ready to blame Lady Luck just yet. 

"There is another explanation." 

They turned to look at him. 

"It may not have been an accident!" 

"You're not suggesting that it was one of us," Kate was scornful, "that one of us is 

helping Black?" 

Johnny eyed Olli with suspicion. She had been far too 'friendly' with the Weasel. 

"No!" Kate had the wrong end of the stick. "Not Black, but the Church of the Rain is 

everywhere," Scace said. 

"Oh!" Kate looked around at the assembled group. 

"The Church of the Rain know about the drug and want to get to it almost as much 

as we do," Scace said. 

"But if one of us belonged to the Church, wouldn't it be obvious?" Kate asked. 

Scace shrugged. "No reason why it should; except there is one obvious giveaway. I 

believe that most of them have a tattoo." 

"I don't think that I've ever seen it," Kate said. "What does it look like?" 

"Like this luv," Malcolm looked miserable as he rolled up his sleeve and showed the 

black mosquito tattoo on his inner forearm.  

Scace gasped; everyone gasped. 

"I knew there was something funny about him!" Donald told them triumphantly. 

"No!" Malcolm protested. "I know what you all think but I've not been a member for 

years." 

"You expect us to believe that?" Johnny growled. 

Malcolm sagged. "Why do you think that I showed you?"  

"Because we would have found it anyway!" Johnny told him. 

"No! It was years ago and I only joined to please my old mum. She liked a good 

sing-a-long but I never really bought into it!" 

Scace looked at the tattoo; it did look old and faded. 

"Come on! We'd better check everyone," Scace suggested. "We don't want any more 

surprises." 

Everyone was keen to show that they did not have the same tattoo as Malcolm. 

Scace checked their arms but they were all clean; even Dot which was strange because 

Scace was inclined to believe Malcolm. He had not been in Johnny's house or on the 

yacht. 

"What shall we do with him?" Johnny asked Scace nodding at Malcolm. 

"Lock him up!" Donald suggested. "And throw away the key!" 

"Leave him!" Scace said. "The damage has been done!" 

"Not by me," Malcolm insisted, looking around for a sympathetic ally. 

Scace could see that Johnny wasn't convinced. 

"Well, I believe you," Kate patted Malcolm’s arm. "We would know if Malcolm was 

still an active member of the Church of the Rain; we've all been stuck together on this 

island for long enough. And he's been taking the drug. You just told us that it's against 

their religion." 
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"And he's been helping the others take their drugs," Olli pointed out. 

Malcolm had the support of the women. 

"Oh, bugger this!" Johnny gave up. "I'll be keeping my eye on you!" he wagged a 

finger in Malcolm's face before storming out of the room in disgust. 

"Thanks loves!" Malcolm embraced the two women giving each of them a peck on 

the cheek.  

Scace notice that Dot's face was stonily devoid of expression. 

He left them to it and climbed the stairs to the attic. A gusty wind was rattling the 

rafters. Of course, the Professor was no longer in his room and it felt dreadfully empty 

now. From the window Scace could see dawn’s first weak light on the eastern horizon. 

Even if the telescope had not been broken, it was still too dark to see much on the 

mainland apart from the lights of the CDA compound. Scace would have liked to have 

seen his cottage again. They were all gone from there now, of course: Angus, Hamish, Jo 

and Danny. He still had to tell Kate about Hamish; he would tell her soon but he didn’t 

want to just blurt it out. He found himself wondering what had happened to the pigs and 

to Two their horse. It seemed an age ago that he had stood on this same spot and waited 

for Jo's signal. 

He watched as the growing daylight rolled back the dark revealing the loch’s full 

expanse of grey wind-roughened water. He could just make out the thin pale strip that 

was Bandy beach and close to this, a dark shape that stubbornly refused to give up its 

shadow to dawn’s light. The shape was moving on the water and Scace realised that it 

was a boat; one of the village's old fishing smacks. It was heading their way. 

"Shit!" he swore. They were very early, braving the rough water in a dawn 

expedition to investigate the strange lights that they had seen on the island in the middle 

of the night. 

"They're coming!" Scace announced it to the company in the drawing room. No one 

had gone back to bed but were snoozing where they sat. 

"They're bloody early," Donald echoed the obvious. 

Olli looked nervous. "What can we do?" 

"I'll go out to meet them," Scace said. 

"I'll come too," Johnny offered. "I'm fed up with sneaking around already." 

"I'll make a nice pot of tea," Malcolm offered and scampered off as Johnny gave him 

an evil glare. 

It took a long time for the boat to reach the island. Scace followed its progress; first 

through the Professor’s high window and later through the drawing room window that 

was streaked with the rain of the growing storm. The boat was struggling through the 

water that appeared to grow rougher by the minute. The full light of day revealed grey 

storm clouds scudding in from the west. 

"Come on then!" Johnny nudged him. 

"I'm the one on their wanted list," Scace reminded him. He could perhaps save 

himself; find an angle, cut a deal. 

"I know," he smiled and it unnerved Scace to realise that he had no idea what was 

behind that smile.  

They went into the cold wind. It dashed the waves onto the rocks shattering them 

into salt spray that stung their eyes. The sea surged around the wooden supports of the 

jetty. It would be hard to dock the boat. Scace remembered that they had already taken a 

chunk out of the jetty and that was when the sea had been calm. It occurred to him that 

they may yet sink and drown and that thought cheered him up. 
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 He was surprised then when despite the heavy sea the boat was brought alongside 

the jetty with apparent ease and expertise. He was even more surprised when Hamish 

emerged from the wheelhouse and threw him a rope. 

Scace lashed the boat to the jetty as Hamish jumped heavily onto the wooden boards 

and poked an angry finger at Scace’s chest. 

"You…….fucking ……… dead!" His words were whipped away by the wind. 

Scace pointed towards the house. Big drops of splashy rain began to mingle with the 

salt spray as they scuttled for the cover of the house. 

They piled inside and slammed the door on the wind. Suddenly all was quiet. 
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Chapter Twenty 

- the legend of the Rain Walker - 

 

 

Scace and Johnny both stared at Hamish. The others came to see. It was just as well, 

thought Scace, that he had not told Kate that Hamish was dead because he clearly was 

not. 

"You!" Hamish suddenly exploded, rushed forward and grabbed Dot by the throat.  

They all stood shocked, rooted to the spot as Hamish and Dot struggled and tumbled 

backwards into the drawing room.  

Scace recovered his wits first and ran after them fearing the worst; Hamish was no 

match for Dot! He found them locked in a strange stumbling dance. Dot's makeshift dress 

had been ripped at the shoulder. Hamish had her hair which had come off in his hand. He 

was desperately trying to hold her at a distance as she snarled and punched and kicked at 

his groin.  

He looked terrified. "Help!" he squawked. "She's a maniac!" 

Johnny and Scace moved quickly to separate them. As Johnny held Dot in a bear 

hug Scace prised Hamish's fingers from her wig.  

Malcolm took it from him. "You're a fruitcake, luv!" he said holding it out to Dot.  

Dot shrugged Johnny from her, grabbed the wig from Malcolm and with shaking 

hands tried to get it back on straight. She sagged then as the ferocity melted from her face 

and she began to sob. 

"I knew she wasn't right," Donald muttered in the background.  

For once Donald may have been right; Scace had noticed the mosquito symbol of the 

Church of the Rain through her torn dress at the top of her arm. 

"You all buggered off and left me," Hamish accused them panting.  

"We thought that you were dead," Scace explained.  

"And you hit me over the head with a bloody great frying pan," Hamish growled at 

Dot; a little braver now that she was in tears. 

"We're not a violent people," Dot sobbed hugging her torn dress around her body, 

"but what you're doing is wrong." 

"You sabotaged the yacht and the dinghy," Scace said. 

"I was just trying to slow you all down," she sobbed. 

"Church of the Rain," Scace explained; he had been the only one to catch sight of the 

symbol. 

"But I would never hurt you," Dot pleaded with Johnny. "You've been so good to 

me. I tried to stop you, to keep you safe." 

"And when you couldn't actually stop us, you wrecked us here," Scace said. 

She nodded. 

"That doesn't make sense," Johnny said quietly. "Why here?" He looked like a man 

betrayed and couldn’t look Dot in the eye. 

"It was just an island," she sobbed. "Away from Black and the Church. I thought that 

it would be safe! I didn't know that the CDA were using it." 

Scace sighed. "She's been feeding them information all along,” he told Johnny. "And 

I'm guessing that the Church knows all about us, Black, Tse and everything. I bet that the 

Minister is on his way to the village at this very moment!"  

"They will destroy the drug; even if they have to hurt people to do it." Dot recovered 

a little defiance. 
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"If they get to Tse and the drug first, we've had it!" Scace told them; after all they all 

needed that drug; the infected and the yet to become infected. Scace realised that there 

was only one solution, as unpleasant and perverse as it might first appear.  

"We have to warn Black!"  

Johnny laughed sarcastically. "Sure. We'll just wander over and tell the nice man to 

watch out for the horrid Rain People." 

"Not quite. We'll send a messenger,” Scace had it planned, “and Hamish, you can 

help us deliver him!" Scace knew that, when sober, Hamish was not a bad sailor and in 

the heavy seas of the storm, they would need him.  

The messenger, the Weasel was still very much alive, as he demonstrated when he 

wriggled and shouted as Scace pulled him from the boot. He was expecting the worst and 

Scace did not disillusion him as he kicked him out into the first puddles of the new wet 

season. He lay in the muddy water at Scace’s feet, still trussed by his wrists and ankles. It 

riled Scace to have to let him go; he had caused so much damage but some things were 

more important than revenge.  

Johnny helped Scace to toss the still struggling Weasel into the bottom of the boat 

that already sloshed with a dilute brine of seawater mixed with rain. 

Hamish opened the throttle and the boat rolled away from the jetty. Even in the lee 

of the island, the waves towered taller than the boat and they pitched up and down.  

Scace huddled in the wheelhouse with Johnny and Hamish and gripped anything that 

appeared screwed down. The big waves were bad enough but every so often a huge wave 

came rolling towards them. The boat drove up these hills of water, crested then pitched 

into their troughs planting its bow in the wave and sending a cascade of icy water over 

them. Scace was too terrified even to feel sick which was just as well because anyone 

leaning over the side was likely to be whipped away by the sea. 

Was Hamish worried? Scace looked at him. Incredulously, Hamish was grinning as 

if he were enjoying it. He noticed Scace’s green face.  

""This is nothing!” he shouted above the wind and crashing sea. “It's worse out 

there," he waved a hand towards the mouth of the loch, towards the open sea. Hamish 

was relishing the moment; he had found Scace’s pig-fear. 

Scace nursed that fear all the way across the loch and was relieved when they neared 

the mainland shore and the shallow continental shelf soaked up some of the energy of the 

waves. 

 By the depth of the waves breaking on the granite of the obelisk, Scace judged that 

the tide was in and, not surprisingly in the midst of such as storm, Bandy beach was 

deserted.  

"Throw him in!" Hamish roared in Scace’s ear. "I don't want to run her aground in 

this sea." 

Scace staggered out into the gale and was stung in the face by wind-whipped salt 

spray and driving rain. He bent over the Weasel and hauled him to his feet. He was 

shivering and his face was chalky white. 

"If I could, I'd let you drown,” Scace screamed into his face. “Tell Black that the 

Rain People are after Tse and the drug. He doesn't stand a chance!" 

The Weasel stared at Scace, hate in those little black eyes. 

"Understand?" Scace shook him. 

He nodded. 

Scace bent to cut the rope around the Weasel’s ankles and when he stood back up the 

Weasel head butted him hard in the face. Scace lashed out in pain and caught the Weasel 

in the chest. When he opened his watering eyes, the Weasel was gone. 
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"Shit!" Scace couldn't see him in the maelstrom of the surging sea. If the little 

bastard drowned, he would spoil all of Scace’s plans. He searched the sea and the shore 

with salt-stung eyes but it was hard to see anything in the raging white foam.  

Then, there he was! A figure struggled from the surf and fell to his knees, wrists still 

tied behind his back. The messenger had been delivered. 

"Home?" Hamish shouted as he swung the bow back toward the island. 

"Not yet!" Scace yelled close to his ear. "Let's scout along the coast for a bit!" 

Hamish shook his head. No! 

"Just as far as the old camp.” Scace wanted to see if there were any sign of the 

Church of the Rain.  

Johnny nodded in agreement and Hamish had no choice; he had to do as he was told. 

They churned a passage north along the coast into the gut of the sea loch. The boat rolled 

as the waves caught them side-on but this far into the loch and so close to land they had 

lost some of their strength. Soon they passed the cliffs where Angus had plunged to his 

death and where now a thousand nesting fulmars shrieked at the wind.  

Further, at the head of the loch, was the shingle beach where Scace had been cast up 

by Willy, half-drowned. On that beach, Scace could see that there was an inflatable boat. 

It was hauled out of the water and stored overturned out of reach of the storm. He read 

the name ‘Rainbow Warrior 3’ upside down. Next to it, propped on the first land-locked 

rocks was the biggest damn engine he had ever seen. Its propeller was as large as a man. 

Above the beach, along the military road where Scace had discovered Hamish 

recuperating from a shot to the backside, there was a jumble of shelters that were the 

encampment of the Church of the Rain. They were here in number and with a boat. 

"Let's get the hell out of here!" Johnny shouted, hoarse from being seasick. 

Hamish turned the boat back into the waves and they hung for a moment pushed 

forward by the straining engine, pushed back by the power of the wind and sea. The boat 

struggled to make headway and in the thick of it, in the exposed middle of the loch, it was 

hard to tell if they were getting any nearer to the island at all. 

Hamish looked worried. 

"Not much fuel," he hollered above the noise of the pounding waves.  

Slowly the boat fought its way back to the island and as they drew close the island 

embraced them in its shelter. Hamish was relieved to bring the boat around against the 

jetty. Grateful for land they staggered onto the rain lashed jetty confused momentarily by 

its very lack of rolling motion. 

 

Malcolm was in the kitchen.  

"Cup of tea?"  

Scace nodded gratefully. He took the mug of tea with him to the Professor’s attic 

room. Looking through the window, all he could see was the swirling grey of the storm. 

He had no way of knowing what was happening in the village. The Weasel had delivered 

his message and Scace wondered how Black would react. Did he know that the Church of 

the Rain was camped nearby? 

Scace was shattered, exhausted and when the warm honey-sweetened tea hit his 

stomach he felt instantly drowsy. He rested briefly on the bed and despite an aching head 

where the Weasel had caught him and despite the rain spattering on the windowpane and 

the wind rattling the frame, he fell soundly asleep. 

He was awoken by the sound of gunfire but at first he did not recognise it. It 

sounded like tree branches snapping. He slid off the bed and looked through the window. 

It was difficult to see through the fabric of the storm but the very greyness of the day 
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allowed him to see bright flashes in the village that were soon followed by staccato 

cracks, the sound lagging behind the flashes like thunder rolling in the wake of 

lightening. There was a firefight in the village; the Church of the Rain was attacking the 

CDA. Scace thought of Ruthven, Mrs Cranckie, Doc and the others and hoped that they 

were safe. 

All of a sudden there was a big flash; a ball of fire at the edge of the village. 

Someone had used a mortar or rocket launcher, Scace thought, though he had no idea if it 

was Black or the Minister’s men. 

He watched for several minutes expecting to witness some progress, some 

conclusion of the fight but the gunfire remained sporadic, each side sniping at the other 

from a distance. The small number of professional CDA had apparently dug in and had 

managed to repel the rag tag army of Church zealots.  

"How's it going?" Johnny made him jump. 

Scace stood back and let him look through the window. "They're at each others 

throats" 

"We can't do anything in the middle of that." 

He was right. They couldn't reach Tse through the middle of the battle. 

"I can't see Black winning this one," Johnny said. "Unless the Church gives up and 

simply walks away." 

"And they're not about to do that. Perhaps Black can get backup from the City!" 

Scace said. 

Johnny grunted. "Even if he could, they'd have a hard job of it through this rain; it 

would take them days to get here. No! His best hope is to run for it. Smash through the 

Church with the Rex! Those things are like tanks. He could roll right through their lines 

and escape back to the City." 

It was a long muddy road back to the city, Scace thought. He wouldn't like to be 

Black holed up in one of those tin cans for days on end with the Church snapping at his 

heels. 

"Whoa!” Johnny exclaimed. “There they go. Making a break for it already!" 

"What! In the Rex?" Scace asked peering through the window. 

"No!" Johnny stood up and looked at Scace. "In a boat!" 

Scace looked and saw that he was right. A boat had detached itself from the beach 

and was fighting its way from the shore in the face of the strong wind. It was Black; it 

had to be. 

For a moment, Scace wondered if they might be heading for the island. Black might 

have decided that it was easier to take on the islanders rather than face the Church. But 

the boat was plotting a more southerly course. They were making a break for the open 

sea. Scace realised that this made sense; they could hack a course around the coast before 

striking inland towards the City along one of the sinuous sea lochs that penetrated to the 

very heart of the country. 

If Scace was right, his only chance to avoid a lingering undignified exit from the 

world was fast disappearing along with Black on that boat. 

"Come on!" he took the stairs two at a time, grabbing coats, guns and a non-too 

pleased Hamish. 

"What's happening?" Kate had heard the commotion. 

"Black's making a break for it!" Scace told her. 

"You can't go out in that gale!" She looked genuinely concerned. 

"You're determined to drown, luv," Malcolm observed. 

"I'll try not to." 
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"That's what he said last time," Donald's voice from the back of the gaggle, "and 

then he couldn't even row the boat!" 

"Look!" Scace almost shouted. "Unless someone's got a stash of drug that will last us 

all ten years, I don't have a choice." At least he couldn't see one. "And this time I don't 

have to row," he sought Donald's eye. 

"We might bloody have to if we run out of fuel," Hamish muttered so that Scace 

could hear. 

"Come on!" Johnny was impatient. "We're wasting time." 

They hurried out into the bad tempered storm. The wind was blowing even harder 

driving a mountainous sea. 

They reached the boat just in time. The waves were flinging the boat against the 

jetty. The rubber tyres slung along the side of the boat dampened the impact but already 

splinters of jetty and boat had disappeared into the sea. 

Hamish timed his heavy jump from jetty to boat like an old hand. Johnny and Scace 

on the other-hand eyed the foaming water and seesawing boat nervously. By the time that 

they had plucked up courage to jump, Hamish had the engine going and was trying to 

hold the boat steady. The engine was straining. 

"Did you no cast off!" he shouted at Scace impatiently. 

Scace exchanged an embarrassed glance with Johnny. 

"Bloody amateur!" Hamish scowled and produced a huge knife with a serrated 

blade. "Take the wheel and try to keep her nose out to sea!"  

Scace grabbed the wheel as Hamish left the cabin to catwalk through the gusting 

wind along the bucking trim of the boat. With an easy sweep of the blade he sliced 

through the taut restraining ropes.  

Suddenly the boat lurched as it came free and it thrust its nose into the waves. In a 

moment, Hamish had lost his balance and toppled into the sea. 

"Shit!" Scace searched the rough waves between the boat and the jetty and saw 

Hamish’s head bob out of a wave ten yards from the stern of the boat. Scace thought 

about going back for him but he realised that he was just as likely to mangle Hamish with 

the propeller as rescue him. 

"Leave him!" Johnny shouted. "We don’t need him." 

True, once away from the land with its rocks and shallow reefs what was there to 

bump into? How hard could it be to drive the boat? 

"He'll think that we do it on purpose," Scace grinned daftly as Hamish struggled 

through the choppy water under the jetty and dragged himself out onto shore. Hamish 

turned and shook a fist at Scace as he opened up the throttle and took the boat to sea. 

"I can't see a bloody thing!" Johnny was standing next to Scace peering through the 

water swept window of the wheelhouse. It wasn't just the spray and rain; the waves were 

taller than the boat. Even at the crest of a wave, the terrain of the loch was an animated 

jumble of water hills and valleys in the midst of which it was virtually impossible to sight 

Black’s tiny boat.  

"Climb on top!" Scace suggested to Johnny. "You'll get a better view." 

Johnny looked at Scace incredulously. "You bloody climb on top!" 

Scace shrugged; Johnny had a point, Scace had nothing to lose. 

On top of the small wheelhouse the pitch and roll of the boat was magnified. Scace 

clung to the small electronic mast that he hoped was firmly bolted to the boat. All he 

could see was a palette of grey; light grey sky with darker grey smudges of heavy rain 

clouds, blue-grey ocean that turned green-grey in the troughs of the waves. Then, he 

caught a glimpse of Black’s boat, breaching the crest of a wave like a small whale before 
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plunging head down into the next deep trough. A second later Scace’s stomach lurched as 

their boat followed and plunged its nose through the bottom of the wave into the next 

wall of water. 

Scace slid back down to the wheelhouse and stood gasping like a fish out of water. 

"That way, moving west. About half a mile," he guessed. 

Johnny smiled grimly and adjusted their course to intercept. 

Scace realised that there was a small chance that they would find them and an even 

smaller chance that they could capture Tse. Black would not give him up easily, there 

was bound to be a firefight; a firefight on two small boats in the middle of the ocean in 

the teeth of the storm. With fumbling fingers, Scace loaded cartridges into the shotguns. 

They laboured on for twenty minutes or so, barely able to see land above the wave 

tops never mind another boat tiny like their own in the vast spread of ocean. It was 

starting to look hopeless and the time was fast approaching for another shinny up onto the 

roof. 

Johnny trimmed the boat’s course to a more westerly heading to compensate for the 

distance Black must have covered since Scace had last seen them. 

"Bloody hell!" Johnny suddenly spun the wheel anti-clockwise as the hull of Black’s 

boat suddenly appeared as if from nowhere above their heads on the crest of an in-coming 

wave. The boat hung for a second, only feet away, looking as if it might slide down the 

wave and smash them under its keel but in an instant, the danger had passed. Black’s boat 

surfed over the wave sinking into trough even as the wave lifted Scace and Johnny so that 

now it was their turn to tower high above Black, the Weasel and Tse.  

Scace looked down on them for an instant; Tse's face was pale and surprised through 

the side window of the wheelhouse. A moment later Scace was looking up at them again 

as their positions were reversed as the next wave rolled in. Up, down, up, down, they 

went like some crazy carousel ride. 

Scace was still rejoicing his good fortune at finding Black and Tse when something 

fizzed through the air that their boat had occupied only a moment before. It streaked 

across their bow and smacked deep into the soft underbelly of the next towering wave. 

"What the hell was that?" Scace yelled. 

"RPG!" Johnny looked dead ahead, jaw set. 

"A what?" Scace yelled into his ear. 

"Rocket propelled grenade! Good for bringing down helicopters." 

Scace couldn't ever recall seeing a helicopter let alone a RPG. 

"If one hits us we'll be raining splinters," Johnny added. 

That was all that Scace needed to know. When hey hit the crest of the next wave he 

saw the Weasel struggling to aim a large pipe which Scace guessed to be the RPG. Scace 

made a grab for his gun but he knew that it would be too late. The Weasel had already 

trained the weapon on them and they were less than twenty feet away, their hull exposed 

above his head, it was hard to see how he could miss.  

At that instant, the Rainbow Warrior 3 inflatable appeared moving at one hell of a 

lick in the opposite direction, skipping like a stone across the wave tops with the Minister 

in the bow wet robes flying. It slewed between their two boats and Johnny instinctively 

spun the wheel to avoid it. Black did the same. The boats pulled around and the next 

wave hit them side on, rolling them so that the decks plunged into the water. Scace was 

thrown to his knees and the Weasel staggered, the heavy RPL on his shoulder throwing 

him off balance. It all happened in a flash. The Weasel must have tightened his hand on 

the trigger of the weapon as he pitched forward because the Weasel, Black, Tse and their 

boat disappeared in an explosion of flame and sound. 
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"Jesus Christ!" Johnny brought the nose of the boat back into the storm and eased 

back on the throttle so that they hung at the scene. A pool of sinking debris, hardly 

recognisable as a boat, littered the surface and was already being circled by the inflatable 

of the Church of the Rain. 

"They're looking for Tse,” Scace shouted to Johnny; though he couldn't see how 

anyone could have survived such a spectacular disintegration. His hopes for the drug, for 

his life had ended in that explosion. 

"It's finished. Let's get out of here!" He told Johnny as the waves pitched their boat 

back towards the Church's inflatable. 

"No can do!" Johnny scowled. "No fuel!" 

Scace hadn't even noticed the engine fail amidst the sounds and confusion of the 

storm. 

The biggest wave of the storm was their undoing. If they’d had power they could 

have rode it out. Without power, it lifted their bow and threw the boat over; flipping it 

like a pancake. 

There was screaming, sloshing, bubbles, darkness. 

Scace shifted in that darkness. There was a pain in his head. There was no wind, no 

carousel ride, and no bone chill. He was lying on his back on something soft. 

"You okay?" 

He opened an eye to see Johnny leaning over him. 

"You took a whack on the head. You had us worried." 

"I'm okay," Scace moaned.  

"You sure? In the water you were screaming about a willy."  

"It's a whale," Scace explained.  

"I'm sure that it is luv," Malcolm's voice. 

Scace realised then that he was back in the Pogelswood House, lying on the sofa. 

"No! Willy the…… Oh! Never mind!" He vaguely remembered hitting the water and 

screaming for the whale to rescue him but his head hurt too much to try to explain. "What 

happened?" he asked instead. 

"The Church pulled us out." 

"Are they gone?" 

"No! We're still here." 

Scace turned towards the new voice and saw the Minister standing by the fire 

steaming his robes dry by its heat. Black was sitting huddled in the armchair staring into 

the same fire. 

“Shit!” Scace struggled to sit up. 

"Take it easy!" Johnny said. 

"Help me up!"  

Reluctantly he helped Scace to prop himself up so that he could look Black in the 

eye. 

"You bastard!" he spat his hate at Black. "You shot my son and killed Mo." 

Black lifted his head as if very tired and it took him some time to speak. 

"Mo's dead?" He lowered his head, "I didn't mean that to happen." 

"I think you planned to kill the whole bloody lot of us!"  

He shook his head. 

"Scace, it's over!" Johnny put a restraining hand on his shoulder. "Tse drowned and 

the drug is on the sea bed. They had it all with them in the boat." 

So, Scace thought, that's why Black was feeling so sorry for himself, he had fucked 

up big time. 
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"What about the Weasel?" 

"Drowned," Johnny said. 

"Did you see his body?" For some reason this was important to Scace. 

Johnny shook his head. "But he'd have to be a bloody good swimmer to make it back 

to shore, even without the storm." 

Scace was not so sure. He was not sure that it was over either. 

"So," he glared at Black, "we just let it go? You expect me to just let you walk 

away?" 

Black shrugged as if he didn't care. "I didn't order any killing. Things got out of 

hand." 

"Are you not going to stop him?" Scace turned to the Minister. 

"The Church is finished here," the Minister put an arm around Dot's shoulders. "We 

have destroyed the abomination of the drug and its creator is gone. Oh! And we also got 

our bike back! Joshua will be pleased." There was a faint smile on his lips.  

He was a happy bunny then, Scace thought, but he was still angry. "You have just 

signed our death warrants." 

"Trust me, it is better this way."  

"For who?" Scace almost sobbed. "Thousands more will die. We could have stopped 

it!" 

"For what?" he said. "So man could carry on where he left off? We were torturing 

the planet, slowly killing it. The disease was sent by God to restore balance, it keeps us in 

check. It allows the Earth to breathe again." 

"Bollocks!" Scace spat. 

The Minister was impassive. "Think about it. Think 'quality of life'."  

Scace could not believe that the Minister actually did the thing with the fingers; 

'quality of life'. He was obviously the zealous nut that Scace had suspected all along; and 

some. 

"And don't think that you've got away with it," Scace turned back to Black. "You've 

been living among us; among the disease. You put so much faith in Tse's drug that I bet 

you didn't even Walk the Rain. Odds are you're infected." He laughed a little insanely. 

"There's a time bomb ticking inside your head." 

"And you," he turned to Johnny. "Are you happy with this?" 

"What can we do? I got my motor, mate. At least I got that." 

"So," Scace summed up. "You're all bloody happy." He glanced around the room at 

Malcolm, Kate, Donald, Olli and the others. "Except you," he nodded at Black. "And I 

don't give a shit about you." 

They all shifted uncomfortably in the face of Scace’s tirade and that just served to 

make him even angrier. "Oh!” he sighed suddenly tired by it all, “why don’t you all just 

fuck off!” 

And they did.  

 

The Church of the Rain departed in the Rainbow Warrior 3 inflatable with its 

massive engine. Somehow, Johnny had persuaded them to tow the Lincoln Town Car on 

a log raft behind. The last Scace saw of him, he was working on Black with a view to 

persuading him to tow it overland to Barter Town behind the Rex. Knowing Johnny, 

Black only had the illusion of choice in the matter. Malcolm and Dot accompanied 

Johnny to Barter Town with plans to run a teashop together. Scace later heard that Johnny 

was one of their firm regulars, purring across the street in his newly repaired car to their 

quaint little teashop. Kate, Olli and Donald gave up on their exile; the rest of the village 
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having being exposed to the disease anyway the whole banishment thing fell apart. They 

planned to convert the church to a hostel and nurse those infected in the bosom of the 

village. Scace guessed that Kate’s husband, Scott and the others, without the drug, would 

now resume their slow decline to death.  

As Scace went over to the mainland with them it was strange to see his cottage 

again. It was part of a previous life, that was not so long ago but Scace didn't know if he 

could return to. They had moved on. Still, he was grateful to Mrs Crankie who had 

looked after Two and the pigs. 

"Keep the pigs," he told her; he was no longer Scace the pig-man. In the time left to 

him he wanted something else.  

Without the bike, Scace had to resort to the non-mechanical horsepower of Two to 

carry him back to his wife and child. It gave him plenty of time to think. Despite all that 

had happened, he found himself smiling. That surprised him, but he had done so much. 

He had played cool biker, ridden a whale, twice, wrestled a tiger, sort of, fought the 

Church of the Rain, and been shipwrecked no less than three times. He had lived a whole 

life in just one short year. 

He thought back to the Minister's 'quality of life' speech. The bastard! Scace had a 

suspicion that he may actually have been right, at some level at least. With the drug, 

Scace could have lived another thirty years but what would be the point of that if he was 

just treading water? Life was for living, for riding whales; until you fell off and drowned.  

When he rode at last into the Healer’s mountain village, he rode in as a man defeated 

but accepting that defeat.  

Danny was ecstatic to have his dad back. He flung himself at Scace and Scace lifted 

him high onto his shoulders as Seven jumped up and excitedly did something obscene to 

his leg. Joyce let out a startled scream of delight when she saw him and practically 

collapsed his ribs in a huge bear hug.  

"I feel a fire-dance coming on," she laughed as Scace groaned. 

"Bring me a present?" Jo asked but there was a smile there too; irony then, a parody 

of the old Jo. 

Scace showed her his empty hands. "No present. No drug!" 

She was serious then. She knew what that meant but there would be time later. 

"Oh my God!" Scace caught sight of a small Kitty. "Kitty's shrunk in the rain!" 

Somehow, the big cat had found her way home but that was not all that amazed him. 

Danny squeezed his dad hard for teasing. 

"She's not shrunk dad. She's had babies." 

And she had; two little cubs. 

"I didn't even know that she was pregnant!" 

"None of us did," Jo agreed. "I just thought she was growing fat on Joyce's 

chickens." 

Kitty flopped on her side and let the two tiny cubs suckle. 

"You know what this means?" Scace said. 

"That I will need more chickens," Joyce observed. 

He laughed. “Yes! That. But also there's another Kitty out there somewhere." 

"Or another Toby," Jo suggested. 

"Toby?" Scace looked at her in mock distaste.  

 Scace was fed and watered while Joyce built her fire. As dusk settled across the 

mountains, she ushered him from the house. 

"Come on! Sit and tell us again!" she gestured towards a large log seat that was not 

destined for the fire. 
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"Joyce!" Scace complained. He had been through his story already. 

"Go on, dad! Tell us again." Danny pestered. 

"But all of it!" said Joyce. "Tell us the story from the start. Let this be the first telling 

of the legend of the man who Walked the Rain." 

"But I failed," Scace protested. “You can’t build a legend around failure.” 

"All the best legends end in tragedy," Joyce argued. "You will live on in this story. 

Parents will gather their children around their fires and tell them that somewhere, out 

there in the dark of night, the Rain Walker walks the rain still, in an endless quest for a 

cure."  

"Don't be so dramatic!" he scolded her. "This Rain Walker is hanging up his boots 

for a quiet family life. I want to make the most of the time that I have left." 

Jo sat beside him and placed a small hand over his. 

"Go on! Tell us the legend, my hero Rain Walker."  

It was a gentle mocking. She flustered him with her affection and he conceded to tell 

them again his story; all of it. 

Scace told them what he remembered of the very beginning; of the arrival of the 

disease and his family's flight to Scotland. He told of how the Professor had helped the 

village fight back against the disease, of Walking the Rain and Bandy Island. How Black 

had arrived with Tse and the drug; how they had briefly been given hope but how, in the 

battle with the Church of the Rain, that hope had been taken away. 

It was a long story. When he had finished they sat quietly for a moment and listened 

to the fire. 

"That's it. That's the end."  

"Perhaps," said Joyce. "But who can tell where the end should be?" 

She thought for a moment. 

"Tell me again about the Professor and the paper he found. You didn't mention that 

before!" 

"Didn't I? Well, we, or rather the Professor found ‘the’ paper; the scientific one 

describing the discovery of the drug. The Professor was pretty excited by it but it was all 

gibberish to me." 

"Do you remember any of it?" she asked. 

Scace shook his head. "It was all funny words. The Professor did mention something 

about beetles and pendules. Pendulata, I think." 

"Betula pendula!" Joyce had gone glassy eyed. "Latin.” 

"You know Latin," Scace was impressed. 

"I know my plants; my medicine," she explained absent-mindedly. "It would not be 

that odd at all!" She was staring into the fire. "Betula pendula; the silver birch. Trees can 

contain powerful medicine!" 

"You can’t mean that the drug came from a tree?" Scace was not impressed. "It’s not 

the sort of place you would normally think to look for a drug to save the world," he was 

sceptical. 

"Why not?" Jo was impatient with him. "What do you think that Joyce and I have 

been doing here? She has been teaching me just that. Lots of plants can be used as 

medicines, you idiot." 

"Yeh, I know. But a tree. For the disease!" He was having a hard time believing it. 

"Lots of medicines came originally from trees," Joyce explained. "Quinine, the best 

drug for malaria came from the bark of the Cinchona tree. Gin and tonic, Scace. The bark 

extract gave the tonic its bitterness. The Brits drank gallons of it in the mosquito infested 

reaches of the old Empire."  
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Something clicked inside Scace’s head; a loud audible click. 

He thought of the old lady with her magic tea on the moors surrounded by diseased 

sheep. He remembered her firewater that she had distilled from fermented sap; the sap of 

the silver birch; Betula pendula. It couldn’t be that simple could it? All the oldies dosing 

themselves on the natural extract of the drug contained in fermented, distilled firewater. 

Joyce laughed when he told her. “It’s certainly going to be part of this Healer’s 

medicine chest. We’ll grind it, boil it, soak it; and then we’ll see.” 

 

In the end, they didn’t stay with the Joyce. Jo wanted to return to their own village 

with her new skills; and a rather large green pill that she and Joyce had extracted from the 

bark of the silver birch. Scace thought that it might work; it certainly tasted foul enough. 

He smiled when he imagined Donald’s face; if it were possible, their new pill was even 

larger than Tse’s blue lozenge.  

 


