Bubbles of turbulent delights!

Whatever became of “tights?”
Do women still wear them? I wonder.  The reason why I’m asking is this neighbour of mine knocked on my door complaining that her washing machine had broken down and nothing could be done until Monday (tough).  It made me think; as she reminded me that it was the kiddies’ clothing that matters most, and could I possibly be nice and let her use mine?
I really do understand, folks.  My answer was favourable here.

I don’t have a washing room.  I did, but changed it into my office and computer room.  Anyway, I use my kitchen area for washing and drying, so the woman carries on with her chores, and I again retire to my computer.  There is a light knock on my room door (tap, tap). 

 “Summat wrong?” I ask.

“Yeah” she replies.  “You have a slight leak from your machine”

This I am aware of.

“Just ignore it” I reply.

“I heard that if you tie a pair of tights round the pipe, it should solve the problem, James.”

I remind her that I ain’t Robin Hood, nor a merry man, but thanks for the advice anyway, which has been noted.  This brings us back to the subject header…

As an unwashed kid, I used to partake of the game of ‘snow-dropping’; pinching my neighbour’s clothing items from their washing-line.  To those that don’t know, it’s usually found at the rear of the house in the garden.  Women (and some men, though I never caught any) hang out their washing there.  Anyway, I used to pinch some items, then replace them when I was stealing some more.  Clever, I thought.

There were a lot of confused lassies running around like headless chickens as a result, when I was aged four to eleven.  But then I had to grow up fast, because…

I come from a tiny village on the outskirts of Glasgow – a farming community.  I’ve been around animals a lot, and yes, I’ve milked cows (and a few farmers’ daughters as well, might I add). 

Done and dusted, my neighbour is off happy home bound, clutching her Comfort clean laundry, though in Scotland she would show her thanks by sticking a tenner, or at least a fiver, in my unwashed palm, and she would never hear protests like, “Nae, dinnae bother.”

I was thinking about what would have been her next request if I didn’t have a dryer.  Frillies on Jamie’s washing line? Hmm… What would my other neighbours think, eh?

Today I can proudly claim my neighbours love or like me very much.  I help some of them by sorting out their problems online, e.g., some bird who had ‘frozen shoulder’.  Because of employment commitments, she was desperate, so I found her someone somewhere locally.

Going back to my youth; I was eleven years old when suddenly I realised that I was not alone in this life.  My imaginary friends became my most loyal and trustworthy buddies.  See, I had no real friends to muck around with.  I had no discipline in my young life.  Had anybody mentioned the word then, I would have enquired, “What’s it taste like, buddy?”

I never understood why everyone couldn’t be like me and stay out all night if the weather permitted.  School? I never went to school (I hated it) and nobody apparently cared, either.

Father worked hard to provide for us all.  Mum, she was very ill… My eldest sister cared for me as she does to this very day, along with my extended family members.

Getting back to what it was that brought me here to where I am today; I became more self-aware at eleven.  These people didn’t like me very much, I sussed.  I was eleven, but still doing the things I was doing at four.  

I loved my barley fields of home.  When the farmer reaped his crop, I would gather some remaining hay and burn it (good fun).  This kept me warm in those chilly Scottish fields.  After yet another fight with some local lads, I sat on top of a hill which overlooks the whole village, thinking.  Then one of my best friends urged me to strike back at the whole bloody lot of them.

This friend is known to you today, folks.

He mused, “See that biscuit factory over yonder, where most of their mums and dads work to feed their ugly mouths?”

“Yeah” I nodded.

“Jamie, go and burn it down, as it’s now close to Christmas.  Burn it, Jamie, and not only will their Santa be absent this crimbo, but probably next year too.  BURN IT NOW!”

So I did…

I returned to a local farm briefly.  I knew the diesel engine well on a Ferguson or Davy Brown tractor, and I could help myself to some engine juice (anybody can) so that’s what I did; and my biscuit factory blazed in awesome beauty.  It would take a fire engine or two a good hour to arrive, so I could enjoy my moment – until I remembered there was a guard dog inside.  Then I panicked, and with my love for dogs, made up my mind to rescue the damn thing.  This was no easy task, as you can well understand that a guard dog ‘guards’, and I was an intruder, so…

I had to bang out a toilet window after ripping a cage off.  I slowly approached the snarling and barking animal, wielding a two foot long crowbar I’d picked up earlier to sort out the cage.  I got lucky first time.  I landed the mouth-frothing animal on the side of the head.  It dropped as if pole-axed to the smoke swirling floor.  I quickly slipped the chain that restricted it and dragged the dumb animal back through the toilet up onto a toilet seat, so as to make it possible for me to fasten the chain to the window sill.  Then I climbed back out through the window, glad I could cool down my scorched breath.  Yeah, it was warm, and more like a furnace than a scouts’ club campfire.  Then the difficult part of all in this mayhem: dragging the brute out through the bloody window.  Only eleven years old, but I summoned the strength from somewhere, then wiping my blackened, sweat-stained face, I dragged that beast to safety.

All this took place in the wee small hours one early frosty December morning.  The match was struck at around twelve o’clock at night, and by the time I dragged that dog to a local, derelict barn in the old cotter farmyard, I’d used one mile and ten years of my life.  I never knew what ‘tenacity to persevere’ meant then, but I do now, and it’s installed as surely as my hard-drive.

I began to wonder if the damn dog was still alive.  I kept us both warm with whatever there was that was lying around, and fell fast asleep after thinking about what had gone on that evening; the uncertainty of what lay ahead for the unclean mind of little Jamie, with probably only a dead dog to hug for comfort this Christmas.

I half expected the dog to be licking my face as I awoke, but it was already very dead.  After a last affectionate stroke of the dog’s thick mane of hair, I was off and heading towards home.  I would have buried the dog that morning, but my protesting stomach would have none of those fine gestures.

I stood cold and hungry on Mother’s doorstep, knocking lightly so as not to draw any attention from nosey neighbours.  Mum was angry.  She took me by the scruff of the neck, and dumped me naked into a hot bath in a frozen environment.

Tucking into some hot porridge, cooled by some fresh cold milk later, I mused about my next port of call.  Mum was wailing about sending her to an early grave with all this worry.  It’s funny how it always involves the youngest sibling.  Trouble, I mean.  

I was off to my nearest confectionary, where I was most likely to pick up on any worthwhile gossip or news, both good and bad.  I had only just arrived when in marched the local police constable, with big red face and but tiny eyes, so most likely a nasty character.  I knew what was coming when he boomed, to no one in particular,

“SCUM they are, burning down the only livelihood that sixty-five employees and their families depended upon.  No stone will be left unturned until the culprits are brought to book.  Stealing a dog; now that has to be an important piece of evidence.  It has them all back at the station scratching a few heads” he deplored.

I bade them farewell, and went on my merry way.

I decided to bury the dog and keep the mystery alive, so picking up someone’s spade from their garden shed, I made my way back to the derelict old farm.  I had been digging for about half an hour in the secluded spot I had chosen for the dog, when an old familiar voice boomed out.

“What’s all this about?” he demanded.

I replied that I had found a dead dog.  “I thought I should do the decent thing, and bury it, officer” I protested, but he was having none of it.  He escorted me to his van.  I was taken home, where Mum had some answers to some of the questions the officer wanted to know.  Mothers protect their children at all costs, or so I thought, but mine never did.

I screamed at Mum, “This is not about pinching apples, nor burning someone’s hedge-row.  This is about burning down a factory!”

The officer politely accepting my discarded clothing from Mum, then all three of us went down to the police station.  After the social workers were called, and all the formalities completed, I was told I would be taken to a place of safety to be assessed.  I wanted to go home and find my own place of safety in the hills.

“I can look after myself” I screamed, an eleven year old with a panic attack.

I was taken under police escort to a grizzly old Victorian building, which was supposed to be my home for the next three weeks.  I never knew it then, but it would be my new home for the next five years…

As we all walked across the gravel driveway, I could see all these faces at one particular window.  They looked pretty worried to me.  Then I met the Governor of the house.  This place had rules, and where there are rules there are rulers.  I am not going to like it much here, I thought.

When I was given permission to speak, I quipped, “What time do I have to be in for at night?”

“In for?” he retorted.  “Only ender escort are you or anyone else under my charge going anywhere, James.”

I was beginning to like it even less at this point.  Someone somewhere was barking out orders as I was led to my new bedroom, where I found the first window in my life that didn’t open.  None of them did.  That leaves a scar on someone’s mind – an environment with windows that can never open, crushing one’s instincts to be free.  I found the other inmates (children actually, but frightened children) were bullied and beaten in some cases.  Later I was to be ‘the case’.  

Nobody could stroll around unescorted, and you’d better not be found loitering with hands in pockets, or else.  They gave you certain privileges, but when you were naughty these were removed.  Every adult member of staff had to be addressed as ‘Sir’ or ‘Madam’, even the cooks and cleaners.  This added further insult to a free spirit.  There was no school, as all the kids were assessed in three weeks; then a decision was made as to what further course of action was necessary.  Some went home, others to approved schools – mini jails for minors.  One of the many reasons I had to stay in the assessment facility for years was the sad fact that no approved school was willing to take a fire-raiser with a strange imagination, full of ‘best friends’.

Part of my assessment was daily visits from psychiatrists, and I loved every minute of their company.  It was then that I began to take a keen interest in the human psyche and psychology in general.  They encouraged me in this.  

I had a natural ability to use numbers too.  I broke free a number of times by using the wooden wedges from doors, and wedging a toilet door closed so that no member of staff could gain entry.  I would break the pane of glass; I’d cover the window with my towel first and then kick it out.  I never ran home, as I realised that that is where the authorities would check first.  Instead, I headed for the hills.  I ate raw fish, wild berries, both red and black, and ripped the bark off a tree to eat the woodlice.  I only got caught when I started stealing bread, milk, and sometimes people’s grocery bags from doorsteps.  The weather in those open spaces can be ruthlessly cold and bitter, so it wasn’t all fun.

The Governor sat me down in his office one day.  He sighed mercifully, and pleaded,

“Where do we go from here, James? Please tell me what you want.  We must find some common ground, and until I know what it is you want from us, nobody can help you, or even assist you to help yourself.  You have been with us for over a year now, and it’s generally accepted that you may have to stay in assessment until you’re sixteen, when you become an adult and we must release you back into society.  Starting from today let us both prepare you for that release date.”

I thought about what I really wanted.  I realised at that moment that there were more important things than the material ones I craved; I was twelve years old and already a ‘mini me’.  Never again would I snow-drop in my neighbour’s garden, no more climbing trees, nor pinching apples from the posher gardens. I’d never again sit amongst the family having supper, nor stick my slice of bread on a kitchen fork, toasting it at the coal fire.  Still, at twelve I still had another few hundred years (at least) ahead of me.  

The Governor brought me abruptly out of my trance by repeating the phrase, “What do you want?”

I replied, quite dejectedly. 

“I want to be recognised for who I am and not what I have become.  I have no identity.  I wear your clothes, just like all the others.  I have to accept the short, sharp discipline, just like the rest.  But I am not like the others; I am not a short term inmate – how much assessing does one need? If they open my case files and it says ‘James Douglas Stevenson, not arsonist’, then I promise to let go of my childlike ways.  Can the system extend my boundaries and give me back my identity?” 

“Thank you James.  Now give me a day or so to see what the system has to offer you.”

I bade him a good day, and left his office.  I waited in anticipation, as a child would the night before Christmas…

I never mentioned my imaginary friends again as I waited patiently.  Two weeks of intense psychological examination was my only reward for giving my promise to the Governor.  I enjoyed doing the puzzles, and might even have impressed my questioners, because I found that my mental application during these tests was quite good.  My decision not to mention my buddies was a clever one.  General opinion around the house was beginning to suggest that I was mentally unhinged.  I might have been slow to notice it at first, but all this psychological stuff and the daily visits from the psychiatrist tended to raise a few eyebrows, most of all my own.  I sussed that having imaginary friends at twelve isn’t exactly normal behaviour.

“Got any secret friends?” I asked all the other kids.

Hmm… I mused.  ‘Secret’ is probably not the proper word to best describe imaginary friends.  

Nobody had any friends, imaginary or otherwise.  We were all pretty friendless, though we had each other.  I discovered love at twelve too, as there are naughty girls out there mixing it with the best of the bad lads.

Cathy was my first sexual experience after one escapade when we’d both done a runner from the hell house.  She was allowed out on Sundays, for two hours with her parents.  On one of these special occasions, we executed our plan and headed north to the Fintry Hills.  Okay, not exactly the Cairngorms.  I had a maiden in tow, and knew I might have to serve up something grander than raw fish and woodlice.  Cathy had brought a box of matches (a necessity).  I was banned from having any in my possession, but I could understand that arsonists and matches are an explosive mix.

Cathy was not too impressed with the love shack that I’d discovered during a berry picking adventure.  It was more of a standard bus shelter, and how it got there is anybody’s guess (I guess), but there it was, plonked out in the middle of nowhere.  It was our love-nest.  Cathy draped some fine linen sheets that we’d nicked sometime earlier to make a kind of double bed out of hay and some durable cardboard packaging I found lying around.  We had candles and some crockery, plastic plates and one mug to share.  

It was our first encounter with desire, as we lay passionately caressing our innocent naked flesh.  Okay, it was more of a fumble in our humble dwelling.  Nevertheless, love was sealed.  We frolicked as we picked berries in the morning dew.  In the afternoons, we fished between each tender loving kiss, then in the evenings we shared dreams of all our tomorrows; two teenagers in love with our moments.

We had a simple ruse; I sneaked behind premises, as Cathy, after knocking gently on the front door, would plead to the occupier that she had come on holiday with her father who lay injured after an accident, about one mile down the road.  As she pleaded for their assistance, I would sneak into the house and empty the larder.  Any monies I found were greatly appreciated, because we had none.  I would easily clean up while Cathy executed my plan to break down with ankle trouble, assuring the victims that her father lay only about another 200 yards further on.  Then sprint back to me, honey! This worked on several occasions.

It all ended when my future bride decided we should move house, into something more tolerable, because our frail, damp bodies needed the proper comforts in life.  So, daringly, we became house nannies, after breaking into the first unoccupied house we came across.  It was more of a cottage than anything else, and it only had old furniture and an even older bed in the bedroom.  There was no hot running water but (I assured Cathy) we would just have to make the best of it.  For three warm, belly-filled nights, we lived as husband and wife.

Then suddenly, without any warning (not even a phone call) the owner returned.  I leapt out of that four-poster bed like a fear-filled frog.  We slept with our clothes on as it was so cold in the bedroom, so there was no need to dress.  We grabbed our stash in a bag and fled through the bedroom window.  I made it down the garden path, but Cathy slipped and lay on the ground.  My last memory was of the frail hand that reached out for my assistance, but the owner got to her first, and I ran like something possessed; me and the bag of goodies.

I reached safety after an unsuspecting tourist gave me a lift into another town.  But despite all my new found wealth, I was ashamed of what I never did for my Cathy.  I was miserable and sad, but that was not going to change until I again attempted a daring adventure; to rescue my Cathy from the haunted house (which incidentally was Calder House, in Blantyre, Scotland).  I’d broken out more than enough times, so surely I could break in.  I promised myself I would steal away my Cathy, like a stranger in the night.

I sat on the train and headed towards Blantyre once more, but this was the first time someone was actually breaking into this mini-jail for minors.  I knew where to locate my sweetheart, because Calder House only had one punishment cell – on the ground floor.

It was approaching nine o’clock in the evening and really dark when I got off the train.  There was some pretty good cloud cover too.  Things were looking good for the tiny terrorist, this frosty December night.  

I thought the place looked quite spooky from the outside.  I scrambled over the wall, then crawled on all fours as I headed towards the rear of the premises where they were likely to be holding my Cathy.  I knocked lightly on the window of the holding cell.  A face appeared, but not the face I expected; this was some frightened boy’s face, peering into my eyes.  A smile replaced the scared features as the boy recognised me.

“Where is my Cathy?” I whispered.

The kid just shook his head.  Still clueless, I prowled off towards the female section of the building.  I heard a dog bark, but knew Benjy, the owner’s border collie well, so I ignored the noise.  I knocked on the bedroom windows, and at the fourth attempt I found my Cathy.  Tears filled our eyes as we pressed palms against the window pane, so near and yet so far.  I thought hard, as my brain scrambled with a plan to bust my sweetheart out of her prison.  All I could see was a bathroom window that I could easily crash in.  So, instructing Cathy to cover her side of the window with a towel, I found a brick big enough to take the window pane out.

Crash! In went the window, and out scrambled my Cathy. Adrenalin was pumping hard as we ran, grasping each other’s hand.  We didn’t stop running for what seemed like an eternity, though in truth it was probably no more than one hour and no less than half.  I decided to take the railway route, following the track north.  We were less likely to be spotted by the local constabulary going that way.  I murmured to nobody in particular.  We only stopped for a breather and a hug.  It was us against the world.

I reminded my Cathy that we would have to leave the country this time, probably for France, where we could work in the vineyards and rent some tent space (until we found something better, of course, I assured my Cathy).  I was annoyed when she brought me back down to earth by asking, 

“How do we get there?”

I stopped, and placing both my hands gently on the shoulders of my angel, I pleaded to her,

“We have no destination; we only have a journey.”

The journey lasted only a few days until dozy Cathy wanted to phone her Nan.

“That puts us one step closer to being deceived by yet another ruling adult” I warned her.

“She will trick you, and it will be to your doom.  She’ll patronise you, saying ‘It’s only for you own good, child’.  But go ahead and phone, sweetheart, don’t let my sound advice prevent your chosen path of folly.”

I refused to go with her, when she promised her Nan that before we went we would please pick up this parcel of food and chocolate to keep our bellies warm.  I stood in my Doc Marten boots, sky-blue stay-press trousers, and Crombie coat with a fear in my heart, which prompted me to ring her Nan myself.

“Give yourself up son.”

“Come again? Not in my dictionary” I retorted.  I hung up before they attempted a trace on the number.  

Sure enough, Cathy was on that banana boat back to China.  I didn’t see that foolish girl for another three years.  They split us up by sending Cathy to another mini-jail, the whereabouts of which was unknown to me.  

I stayed on the run for another month at least, robbing and plundering to stay alive, basically.  I was punished severely, though.  The hours spent on the run had to be repaid by being isolated, with gruelling physical sessions in the gym that had us all in great physical pain and suffering.  But they were only toughening up this young desperado.  Fit to fight another day, I had only to sniff freedom and I was off.  

I did settle down for long periods, and was eventually given the responsible job of tending the coal-fuelled heating system.  I did all the physical work for this old bloke, who was a general janitor.  When I was not doing much, I would read books (any books).  I was given a Bible, and read that too, several times.  I am not a Christian, though I try to respect Christian values.  I tried reading the Koran, then discovered it was a way of life.  Not my way of life though.

I wrote poetry, and my first poem I named My Withered Rose   (Cathy, go lightly…) and I read that first poem by somebody I’ve forgotten: ‘Go placidly amidst the noise and haste, remembering what peace there is to be found in silence’.  I had to recite that poem daily.  It was part of my therapy.  

Child abuse? That’s another’s opinion.  I only know that they tried many forms of control to rule the unruly.  I don’t blame them, and this story is not to be hijacked by do-gooders.  I don’t seek revenge, but understanding, and acceptance that the system produced this individual.  I will bleed when the wound is open, and I shall cry when my heart has been broken.  A human being is the first thing an observer will see – yes, just like you.

Three years had come and gone and the system was changing.  Social workers now overruled any Governor decision concerning individual cases.  The time came when other institutions encouraged integration and we had visiting parties come on disco nights.  I felt my heart stir when one particular party included my Cathy.  We just waited for the slow numbers, and I still recall that first dance, first song, and the crying shame of the ‘please stay!’ I drooled to my Cathy, who melted in my arms as we danced in a trance.  I wanted this moment to last forever.

I was lying in my room later that evening thinking Cathy, when I began to plan yet another great adventure.  I now knew where she was.  I demanded my right to have a pen pal, and we both shared love letters and poems.  We would swap packets of polo mints which included little messages rolled inside, because all other mail was censored.  Soon we would bring to life those fantasies rolled up in peppermints (the mint with the hole… ahem).  

Moving on sharply! The trouble with plans is that they never quite turn out as expected.  They had already started to let me go home for weekends, as they had to prepare me for release soon.  I’d lost that family feeling though; my sisters and brothers were strangers, and my parents even stranger still.  I had become unknowingly institutionalised.  Some of the staff had become quite fond of me, but touching was banned.  Gone was the fatherly stroke of a much appreciated head, gone were the motherly hugs.

I won’t punish the mentally ill.  I would rather think fondly or not think at all.  I would say I’m a romantic, passionate soul.  I like the thought of being in love, but reality removes some of the romance or passion.  Cathy was looking a bit plumpish, and already looked the one-parent-family type; long blond hair and bright blue eyes, but in reality the hair was from a bottle and the eyes were black from a lousy father, to appreciate their blueness.  I swore one day I’d kill him, but cancer got to him first and robbed me of that pleasure.

Anyway, on my weekend visits I had already met my Irish rebel.  She was my first cousin, and before you all draw back in disgust, it was legal to marry your cousin at that time.  So we exercised our right to make love on many passionate occasions (sneaking off to hide in a cupboard).  My mother’s sister had fallen in love with a Catholic, then married.

I never quite got over my passion for flames from the fire.  This time it was another biggy; a school.  I was always a suspect, and they gathered enough evidence to convict.  This time my status as a fire-raiser changed to that of arsonist.  I thought they meant ‘arse’nist, considering I was a complete one most of the time.

Carstairs is Scotland’s top security hospital.  Nightmares like these don’t grow on trees, if you ever get the chance to embrace sanity after this visit.  A certain Mr Boyle wrote a sweet romantic novel.  He called it ‘A Sense of Freedom’.  I’m sharing ‘A Sense of Insanity’ and any proceeds can be sent to the Jimmy Stevenson Victim Support Group.  My reward is sharing this with certain beautiful people.

I defended a successful appeal against the mental health authorities.  I can now prove my sanity (but can anyone else?).  I would still be there if I’d lost, because a certain Dr Loeg (German) warned me about what I could stand to lose.  I spent two years in Carstairs before finally winning my appeal.  I knew what to expect when I arrived.  I certainly wouldn’t be running off from this place.  I feared nobody; not even the collected insanity as a whole.  I don’t belong here, I mused.  And would you credit; my biggest surprise was that women were not excused from insanity.  I was in for a surprise…

I must surely stand out like a sore thumb amongst this lot of no-hopers, I thought, as they took me through the formalities and introduction into the bizarre, unreal experience I was about to encounter.  I never thought it would come to this, though.  Insane? Me? James Douglas Stevenson? Then, the biggest insult to date, when they mentioned the word ‘drugs’.  Not for this guy, I informed my charges, but in reality I had no choice.  My life was not my own.  One of the first things you realise is the fact that others do your thinking for you.  Lithium, Largactil; these drugs can be injected, but it was one of the rare choices I could make for myself.  

“Easy way or hard way?” that’s how they put it, with a wicked grin crossing their faces.  Some patients died while being restrained by nurses, and no big fuss was made of it either.  So I could be murdered, and my family wouldn’t even get my remains to bury.  Was this hell on earth? I decided it was.

I met some interesting patients, one of whom was an industrial scientist who became responsible for my education (or lack of it).  He killed both parents; no big deal in a place like Carstairs.  He spoke of nanotechnology, trying to explain how one could create and use nanoscale structures, and about their integration into larger material components, systems and architectures.  I understood none of it.  But he was so important in his field of study that they let him carry on his research.  There were others who claimed to be more important; e.g. God, and more than just the one.  I could never make up my mind which one in fact most resembled our creator.  They were all there in my company, sharing a delusion or ten.

Alison was my favourite.  She’d poisoned a few of her friends.  I imagined she was probably a lousy cook.  She was a very pretty girl; long, natural blond hair, petite with a very pale complexion.  Anyway, I fell in love again with another unclean angel.  We used to meet daily in the playing fields within the hospital, which was not a one building structure, but consisted of separate houses.  

At no time were patients unescorted; we were under the careful eye of our charges.  Fights were very rare between patients, as everybody believed that it was everyone else that was mad.  We all thought that we were the one who had landed there by mistake.  

I was numb in my thinking for the first month or so, probably due to the drugs.  I saw them as a means of escape for a while, and looked forward to them.  My family visited when they could get over the shame of it all.  My doctor was the one who reminded me that I was not guilty of anything.  If I were, then I would have been in prison.  

“But I would rather be in prison, because a prisoner has a release date (unless they’ve murdered somebody), which I haven’t, sir.”

“A prison would have no control over you James” he informed me.

“Ah, so it’s control? Of my mind? I want access to a solicitor.  No one is prepared to even try and understand me.  I must have the right of appeal, and I won’t rest my case until I have proven you people got it wrong; I have the right to challenge this in a court of law.  Please define insanity to me, Dr Loeg.  It took three of you fine individuals to certify me.”

I was given access, not to my solicitor, but to one appointed by the state.  I knew enough about the law to know that at any point during my appeal I had the right to sack my council, thus defending myself.

Schizophrenia is an illness that can develop so gradually that nobody realises there’s anything wrong for a long period of time.  There’s a slow deterioration, a gradual build-up of symptoms that may lead to an acute crisis.  This is short and intense, and involves hallucinations, delusions, and confusion.  Sometimes schizophrenia has rapid or sudden onset, with very dramatic changes in behaviour occurring over a few weeks or even a few days, leading quickly to an acute episode.  Some people have very few such attacks in a lifetime; others have more, but many of them are able to lead relatively normal lives between episodes.  Others find that they are listless and depressed.

My point is; schizophrenia can be treated.  But… due to the opinion of three psychiatrists, the Scottish Courts had found that James Douglas Stevenson was insane and unfit to plead guilty or not guilty.  My argument to the Courts was that whilst I might have been unable and unfit to make a plea on behalf of myself at one point in time, I was fit now.  I appealed to the Courts to at least offer an independent review to re-assess my mental health state.  I no longer posed a threat to the public at large (if I ever did).  I was granted leave to appeal, and whatever else lay in store for me, I was given that one chance.  They constantly reminded me that nobody had ever successfully won an appeal and been released from Carstairs.  Snowball’s chance in hell? Let me be the devil’s snowman…

After my plea for appeal was accepted, I had another request to the Courts accepted; to conduct a fair and just case, I requested that the drugs prescribed by those that I accused of falsely judging my mental state should be withdrawn until my appeal had been decided.  The drugs stopped, and I raised a few eyebrows back in Carstairs by virtue of my achievements.  The sneering stopped from those employed to nurse/abuse us.  Truthfully though, I never suffered any abuse personally, but it did not make it right for the ones who were severely abused.  Part of this has become their story.  Amazingly, the only violence I saw was inflicted by nurses.

Doctors stood as guilty as those who chose to inflict pain and suffering on those the system had employed.  They had their own personal devils and evils to cope with.  Was this the caring side of the NHS?  Have you known someone with serious mental health problems? Would you inflict pain on them? Add to their misery? Of course you wouldn’t.  Do you think attitudes have changed? Yes, it’s a tiny minority within the NHS, but that makes it no less relevant.

I was visited by an independent psychiatrist, who I decided was a ‘natural’ after a few visits.  I never mentioned ‘imaginary friends’, or if I did, it was in the past tense.  

“Fire raising? I never wanted to destroy; I just had a fixation with flames as a child.  I realise now that it was not normal behaviour; my only attraction to flames today being of the female variety.  I intend to set a few hearts on fire after this sorry mess, that’s my plan – settle down in a job that will provide for my future wife and family.  Perhaps I will be able to re-build the lost relationship with my own parents and family, repair some of the damage that I have (until now) unknowingly inflicted.”

My confidence grew with each meeting.  He began sharing some of his personal teenage stuff with me, though he must have been fiftyish or thereabouts.  I concluded it was my choices that were wrong, but I had made those choices.  I knew good from bad, and right from wrong.

“Are these the rantings of a madman?” I pleaded with him.  To everybody else, they probably were, but I thought I’d pulled the wool over this guy’s eyes.

Alison would be my deepest regret, and when I finally left it would be with a sad and heavy heart, though she and I still had our moments.  She was worried about me leaving, but I promised her that I would wait until she was released and then we would marry, as planned.

I still had time for the other patients and their amazing stories.  Harry was a laugh a minute; this guy went around the playing fields gathering little wild daisy flowers and drying them off to smoke later.  He never smoked proper cigarettes; he would only smoke a daisy (he would say, to no one in particular).   Then there was Ajuba, a deaf and dumb mute.  I often wondered how they’d decided he was insane.  

I met brilliant artists and writers of both prose and poetry.  I was beginning to embrace this wonderful community and slip into their world of insanity.  If you can imagine the warmth, comfort and protection you would experience within your mother’s womb, then that is where I was resting my placid head.  

Then, out of the blue, I was taken away from all the other patients and isolated.  My appeal had come through, and it was decided to remove me from the others for my own protection.  

“When they find out you are leaving, some may react violently” I was told.  

They didn’t open the door and wave me goodbye; it was all cloak and dagger stuff.  I couldn’t think straight; I had no clothes – nothing.  But they were sorting it out behind the scenes, and soon I was on a shopping spree, paid for by the authorities.  Good times had returned and soon it would be a bad memory.  No, an experience.  And unknown to me, not my worst nightmare… that was yet to come.

I don’t know quite what I expected by way of reception from the local villagers.  Rumour, dressed in humour, had arrived before me, as it usually does.  Call me stupid or ignorant for thinking it would all be put to rest – the anger, resentment, even hatred, from some quarters.  I felt innocent, having repaid my debt to society, but I was heading for a wake-up call into reality.

Carstairs holds no candle in the way of brutality and violence to those in the ‘real world’.  Ordinary folk are usually law-abiding and neighbourly souls, loved by those who (incidentally) can only love themselves.  They are normal individuals who lead dull and mundane lives.  These same women and men, a gift to someone, God sent and holier than thou, carried out a deed that was no less an assault than anything dastardly done by Jamie, also God’s son.

I had never drunk any alcohol before, but now was of the age where I legally could, so Mum and Dad suggested that I should have a pint and perhaps join the locals in a game of darts, or whatever.  

“Me?” I wondered if Mum was standing on the same planet as I was, because of the little matter of a fire and most of the populace who earned a living in the property before the fire.  Well Mum, seemingly these little mishaps stick in the numb skulls of these villagers for hundreds of years.  Anyway, I judged that she was probably right in one way, because I couldn’t stay in the house forever.  So against my better judgement, I decided to go down to the local bar, of which there were two in the village.  I headed to the one nearest, and waved my farewell to Mum and Dad. 

It must have been around eight in the evening, and the pub was quite lively, with juke box music blaring.  (I discovered a love for music much later.)  As for human talk – you could have heard a butterfly cry as I opened the door and moved silently towards the bar.  A well-worn face glared and grunted something which I decided was as warm a welcome as one gets.  Taking my drink, I sat down at an empty table.  I sipped from my glass and looked around the room; some faces I recognised, but most were strangers and none too friendly.  

It was when I needed to use the toilet that they came to remind me just how they felt about what I had inflicted on their village.  I hadn’t even reached the piss basin when I was confronted by four burly villagers.  Count for count I don’t remember how many blows by fist and kicks to my head and body I took before they opened the emergency exit and tossed my pain-riddled remains out of the pub.  I had never been so brutally abused like that before, and I swore, as I felt the trickle of urine running down my leg, that I would die before I was so battered, bruised, or lonely ever again…

Having dragged my pain-filled remains further away from the village, I took refuge in the old remains of the farm where I’d slept with the dog, my one night companion and friend.  I couldn’t return home until my facial injuries healed.  I had no food for three damp December days.  It was on the third night, as I slept, that my Rebel came searching for me.  She was sensible enough to bring bread and milk and two hard-boiled eggs.  She didn’t cry or speak for a long time.  Then she took my hand in hers and pleaded, 

“Let’s go to our home in Ireland, away from all this tragedy.  Let’s set up home on our own back in Ireland; let’s make it our land, James.”

It made good sense to me and I duly agreed to roam through those Irish hillsides.  We would consult both families first, then I would break into the village inn where I’d received my unjust deserts.  I needed cash, and lots of it, and on a good night they make plenty.

I swapped verbal diarrhoea with both parents, had a bath, then another argument with Mum – alas to no avail, because my mind was made up.  After eating some lunch in clean clothes, I thought through my plan to enter the premises through the roof.  I knew it well from past adventures of hiding on the roof as a child and pelting drunks with marbles.  I’d watch them look around and then accuse those leaving the pub behind them, sometimes starting fist fights as a result.  I was caught once, as a nine year old, and had to be rescued by the village constable.  They tried to dislodge me one night off the roof with house bricks, but fortunately I dodged them all.

I had a peaceful afternoon, having decided tonight was the night for free boozing.  All I needed in the way of tools was a hammer to crash in the glass skylight after I smashed off the alarm.  It was an old fashioned type of alarm system – knocking the whole box off the wall should do the trick.  Later that night I carried out my plan and had a free booze-up.  After smashing open the strong-box, I was a hundred and seventy-five quid richer.  As I was leaving with the booty carried in a rucksack I’d found lying in the pub, I was tempted to torch the bloody place.  I resisted my other ego.  I had a plan, and anyway my lover had made me promise not to burn it down.

The next day we set off for Larne on the ferry boat.  On deck, we kissed as lovers do, and gazed out to sea.  Our eyes danced with excitement as we embraced, swapping kisses with promises of love eternal, and our engine’s become one; Rolls Royce with trailer in tow.  Then suddenly, on the horizon, the eye of the Unknown Soldier saw land…

We were met by family from Armagh and Fermanagh, and embraced with the warmest of welcomes, with hugs and kisses.  We sat in their car listening to Irish Rebel music, as we sped towards a new home.  Ignorant? Very much so.  But soon I would learn about the struggle against British rule in Northern Ireland.  

I listened to the recent news about the campaign led by Bobby Sands, who along with nine others, staged a hunger strike to their deaths in 1981.  During the hunger strike, Bobby Sands was elected TD for Cavan/Monaghan, and Paddy Agnew, TD for Louth.  These election results, the tens of thousands of people on the streets across Ireland in support of the prisoners’ demands, the deaths inside the prison, and the determination of the prisoners in the H-Blocks and Armagh, defeated the British government’s attempts to criminalise the Republican struggle.

My Uncle Declan was a very bitter man; understandably so, having a daughter lying in Armagh Jail, and a son buried by Loyalist groups form the mainly Protestant communities/counties.  I know – I’m one of them.  My new family knew about my grandfather, Bob Craig; Grandmaster of the Orange Order for Lanarkshire, Scotland.  All agreed, best if I kept quiet about those revelations.  Anyway, I never felt welcomed by the Orange Order.  I didn’t see Bob Craig, Mother’s Father, until his fancy funeral.  I remember that day! 

My Sweetness brought me out of my trance, suggesting we both go and explore Northern Ireland.  After swapping family greetings back at our farmhouse, and a good belly of both food and Irish Ale (which is not as refreshing as a bottle of IrnBru nor does it have the sweetness of Buckfast Tonic, but it takes one on the same journey) we all went down the Falls Road, braving batons, guns and gas.  We shared our neighbours’ gossip, news and rapport to the sound of Rebel music in one of their exclusive clubs.

I could understand the plight of these proud men and women.  Schizophrenia runs through both halves of our family.  One to the Blue and one to the Green, and aww, the wee rascals who come in between.  I fitted in like an old grandfather’s slipper.  Replacing Mither for Mother, I found myself another, and sisters and brothers embraced this lover of life.

Reality again brought me crashing back to earth.  I found myself in the presence of a dangerous man.  I never liked the funny handshake, nor the death I could see in those piercing steely grey eyes.  “Chuckyrla” he voiced with authority, meaning ‘Our day shall come’ – a well known Republican phrase.  I was having the psychological comfort blanket swept away from my naked soul.  I knew that if I was to survive this journey, then I might one day have to kill this man of true evil.

He mentioned the pleasure he had taken from killing an unarmed soldier after a booby-trap car bomb went off as an army foot patrol was checking a petrol station.  In the panic and blazing scene, he lurched like a leprechaun from hell.  Soon he was at the side of this wounded British soldier,

“Fear, agony and torment were all there” he gleefully stressed.  “As his pleading eyes sought mercy, a bullet from my gun went through his brain.”

Before I knew what Sharky must do, Satan’s snow-man would have to journey through a devil’s furnace.  My allegiance lay with those who appeared more likely to be winners.  This was just a journey…

Ireland in the North is much the same as Glasgow, being both wet and windy and having as much attraction as a sodden wet fish supper.  Folks add warmth to the gloom and doom however, being always ready with a cheery smile that half apologises for the sorry state of affairs in Northern Ireland.  I was glad that I could look beyond this bloody mess created by religion; by men and women of extreme violence who passed it on to their innocent children.  I knew I must leave Ireland soon, hopefully still alive and thinking, but I’d have to dance with a few devils first.  

Stephen was the first Irish Protestant I came across who supported the IRA.  Yes, it was confusing to me too, but Stephen cleared up any confusion that I had.  His sister was another Loyalist member of the IRA.  She was stunningly attractive; sexy too, as I noticed when he showed me a photo later of her standing naked, covered only by a flag of a tri-colour of green, white and gold, and with a burning candle in her outstretched hand.  Strange…I innocently concluded.  I was infatuated by her appearance; love-struck by a Princess of Darkness.

It was on my first mission with Sideclip (as I affectionately re-named her) that I handled my first kilo of Semtex – explosive putty is what it both looks and feels like; deadly as only death can be.  A Post Office was the target.  A trusted worker supplied the information that would identify post office sacks containing wages to the sum of £30,000.  All we had to do was hold up the van, and then handcuff the driver to his vehicle.  Whilst I dealt with the driver, Sideclip grabbed the sacks, but after she collected the cash, unknown to me, she stuck some Semtex to the petrol cap and then continued to carry out her deadly duty.  We both waited patiently, while I wondered why we were hanging around.  When both police and the army had arrived on the scene and were approaching the van, I saw Sideclip press a detonator she was holding firmly in her slender loving hand.  

Carnage is the only word to describe the resulting horror of her actions.  One memory I have is of an injured soldier staggering aimlessly, carrying his severed right arm with his left hand.  I felt sick, was sick, and promised to put an end to this madness.  At the first opportunity, I would have a quiet word in the ear of democracy.  

“We have to give Ireland back to the Irish people, my own folk.”

Detective Inspector Drew Crawford must have thought this was a crank caller on the phone, as I explained that I was a Protestant Son living amongst the IRA.  Being Scottish confused matters further.  I went on to explain the circumstances that had brought me to their Ireland – love of an Irish heart, the cousin of Miss Rakish Sideclip, who was terrorising the people in her belief of an unjust cause.  I saw fear in the ordinary folk of Ireland, and that was my reason for becoming a terrorist.  I had been injected into the veiny colossus of the terrorist in order to defeat this cancer from within.

He decided it was worth meeting this terrorist without a cause.  We met in an old disused railway station, just outside Derry.  My new friend Drew was a stringy, gangling guy, who looked more like James than James looked like him.  We swapped pleasantries after finding somewhere we could chat, then sitting down, he removed a pipe from his grey overcoat pocket.  As he filled his pipe, I told him of what had gone on in the life of my family.  He sucked on his pipe gently as I recalled the times of my past; where it all began, where I was now, and the madness of things this very day.  I wanted to leave Ireland alive, if it wasn’t too much to ask.  I tried to plead a case for my Sideclip, but he insisted that she was part of the problem, a problem that needed to be eradicated.  

I was to be given a code name; ‘Blessenger’.  I thought he might have to clear my ‘spy status’ with his bosses, but no, he assured me; the fewer people who knew about this the better, for my own safety.  “Good”, I assured him.  I thought I could trust this man.  We set off, and I accepted an invitation of a well earned drink.  We went to this country house for a good belly full of beer.  Sobering up, sometime later, I found myself bound head and foot with some cloth over my head.  I sat there in the silence of a cold damp place, wondering what had happened to my new friend.  I hoped he had managed to escape my captors.  It must be some mistake, soon to be rectified, I assumed… but there was only silence. 

Many hours passed before I heard a door creak, then a few footsteps, and the material was removed from my head.  It was Drew, my friend (though not looking too friendly on this occasion).

“What’s going on?” I asked.

Drew looked at me curiously, I thought.  “James, I’ve had to make some inquiries about you, and amazingly plenty of people that cross this divide in Northern Ireland know who you are, but none of them had a good word to say in your favour.”

Then he smiled.  I judged this to be a spark that perhaps might offer me a ray of hope.  Going on in his soft Irish accent, Drew admitted that I was not any potential security risk to the UDA (thank the good Lord for that, I sighed).  Perhaps this was the spark giving life to the candle? It was the moment to strike.

“Drew – perhaps before I go we can both put to rest the problems created by false doctrines.  Yes, there is a God, but not a God of religions; there are no such things as souls or minds.  I have an engine, and my engine is both good and strong.  I am on a journey that has no destiny.  Nothing is final.  There is no end.”

Drew listened attentively as I described my theory, which is in fact quite simple to comprehend; my message is understandable.  Drew was impressed.

“James, I’m left in no doubt whatsoever – I’ve narrowed the gap between two entities: you’re either insane or a genius.  Either way, go on your way and terrorise others with some interesting stories.”

He cut away the cloth that bound me, and assured me that I would have an escort from Belfast to Larne.  I was given a ticket to realise my dreams elsewhere, and felt as if I had been given some love again.  I never saw another human being in my short experience as a terrorist.  Even today, I wonder why it took so long to drop my argument in Ulster.  I waved from the ferry at no one in particular as I grinned in merriment.  Yes – I’d enjoyed my visit to Northern Ireland.  I turned around to look both forward and beyond.

I come from the same east end of Glasgow as the infamous sixties figure, Jimmy Boyle, who was ten years my senior.  

When Sharky stepped out in a Glasgow bar room after being approached by two wannabes (hard men) asking the wrong questions, there was a fist fight, which resulted in the loss of an ear for my assailant.  Demanding respect through fear, and gathering my teenie-weenie psychotic army inside my head, ‘McKracken’ poured lighter fuel over my hand and struck the match that had its desired effect and shocked those dim witted mongrels.  With my hand ablaze, I drove two fingers into the eye of one, and my right fist smashed into the nose of the other.  Then my burning hand went round one’s throat, grabbing his hair with my now free right hand.  I sank my teeth into his ear, and remembering my nasty experience before, I ripped his ear off.  Stories today wrongly say that I proceeded to eat said ear.  Not true! Hey, this guy ain’t been that hungry, folks.

I headed to Easter House; a Glasgow housing estate.  My sister Helen had married and now lived there.  The most natural thing to do was to head for her address.  It was to be my home, off and on, for the next few years.

I would like to say that I fell in with a bad crowd, but the truth is, I was the bad cloud.  Taking an interest in motor cycles, I met some Blue Angels from Maryhill, Glasgow.  I was accepted, but never went through any mad ritual of actually becoming a member – not that you received a certificate of membership.  No; you usually wore an ugly scar for the rest of your life, having taken the Devil’s Honour.  The funny thing was, I only met one full member who was too many crumbs missing from a shortbread biscuit.  

We were a varied variety of working class leather, smoking too much dope and drinking beer as a herd of elephants would from a small pond.  Girls were never around much as far as I can remember.  The ones who were are known to me to this day.

I bought myself a Yamaha RD250 after a raid on a post office, which netted three of us £22,000.  Armed with shotguns, we stole an ambulance in the hope that it would go unnoticed as it sped across a town east of Glasgow.  It worked a treat.  After having tea and scones with the owners, who lived in a flat above the shop, we busted in at 7am, after pretending to answer a seemingly hoax callout.  I stood in my stolen uniform, waiting for the owner to open his private door, my back towards the door.  When he opened it, slam went my elbow, crashing into his face.  My buddy arrived within seconds.  We were in control, and tied both occupants’ hands and feet, before settling down to watch TV and enjoy a cup of tea while we waited for the timer to activate the shop’s safe.  They could see the shapes of our faces, but the smiles were only latex…

Waiting until 8:30am for the magic door to swing open, must have been the longest of nightmares for our hosts with their ghost-like features.  They sat as quiet as mice, eyes searching ours for any hint of compassion.  The look they received in return was the stare of stone.  I neither liked nor disliked this pair of loyal postmasters.  I reminded them that the mood would change if they had withheld information that might hinder our little sortie.  I told the geezer that any sudden misunderstanding would result in severe burns to his wife’s pretty head as he watched my lighter fuel take effect (just a little psychological wind-up).

As it happened, everything went without a hitch.  There was a doorway leading from the residence to the shop, and at 8:15 we all sat waiting patiently for our reward.  It was the first time I’d seen a million quid (or that’s what it looked like to me).  It came in leaps and bounds, to our gratification.  I found myself putting my arms around the neck of the old geezer, and kissing him affectionately on the forehead.  He smiled nervously into my starry eyes.  Stuffing about five hundred quid into the shaking hand of the shopkeeper, I winked.

“Take the wife on holiday and say nothing to the Post Office.”

I promised him I wouldn’t mention this myself.  Newspaper reports later suggested that he did indeed take the holiday, because I never read any mention of a young Father Christmas robbing the Post Office.

We jumped in the back of the ambulance, and our driver sped off rather sharpish.

I never thought of it as my first armed robbery.  No; we all think of them as our last, and to most hungry dogs they are.  It’s a bit like boxing – know as much about your opponent as you can with the information available.  The objective is a successful conclusion to your plans.  I did my homework correctly, and achieved success.  It was now party time, and we celebrated with beer, wine, drugs and more smalltalk.

A voice or three from the top of my tree has pleaded with me to describe my characters.

Wee Billy from Maryhill was the most influential biker in our pack of stars; in control whilst under the influence of drink and drugs and words.  I admired him.  He stood only around five foot four tall, very small indeed, but was a stocky, cocky, cheeky chappie.  He kept Sharky at a safe distance.

We were all in our early twenties, apart from a couple of oldies who were there to pasture and keep their bikes ticking over.  There were a couple of ‘joeys’ – guys who were runners, or errand boys in layman’s terms.  The main players were wee Billy and Ned McCarrol, who was wiry and intelligent, but honest.  He could give a reasonable account in any argument, but avoided confrontation.  He wasn’t a fighter, but wouldn’t duck an issue (just the blows) when violence erupted.  He was close to thirty, and owned a chicken coup.  He loved those chickens, and would affectionately kick them around his yard at feeding times.  (I nicked a few of them myself for party munchies.)  I watched cock fights too during my spell with these slaves with their polygonal fractures.

Pat and Chris were brothers in blood.  Pat had introduced me to these guys.  I’d met him originally through our mutual girlfriends, Mo and Kaki, who worked together.  Mo was pregnant with our first child and knew all that was going on.  She remembers fondly the book of stamps I gave her after that first robbery.  I gave postal orders freely to our ‘bitches’.

I moved out of my sister’s house and into the hills of Fintry, where Mo and I prepared for the birth of our baby.  We rented caravan space out in the middle of nowhere, and spent the final months of her pregnancy roaming the hills, fishing, and hunting for both hare and rabbit.  There was no electricity; just bottled gas for heating and cooking.  I remember those days as the best days of my life to date.  We had open-air parties most weekends, when the gang appeared, or with other family and friends who came to visit.  We planned to stay there forever, bringing up our son in the footsteps of his father, away from society.

I had to go back for a robbery or two, because children have needs, and one must supply them.  Another ‘biggy’ came to my attention.  This was a stately home in the Borders; a diamond and gold jewellery collection worth a cool £150,000.  A girl working in insurance supplied the information, adding that an art collection valued at 2.5 million was on the same premises.  We couldn’t get rid of that, but the diamonds and gold would head for a jewel man in Manchester, England, thanks to family contacts.  

I needed no help with this one, but checked out the premises for my own protection.  I already had inside knowledge of which types of security would try to prevent my greedy fingers from feasting quietly on their gems and gold.  The said swag was in a glass display cabinet.  Simple? Not really, because the moment the glass was broken, it would trigger a sophisticated security system which would lock the sturdy oak door.  The premises were Victorian and the good news was that the room was on the ground floor.  The windows had a fancy grill of solid metal drilled into the walls to deter intruders.  This was farming land, so a tractor would be available locally.

Simple plans are the best.  I decided to hit the place during the night, close to daybreak.  I set off on my journey between four and five am, planning to steal a Massey Fergusson with a heavy metal chain in tow.  I was on a stolen dirt-bike.  It was a brilliant day; typical Scottish drizzle in fierce gale-force winds, fit to freeze the hangers off a pawnbroker’s sign.  I headed off southbound on the main road.  Somewhere I was blown into a field and onto a dirt pathway, which luckily still went in a southerly direction.  It was a good bloody job that I’d brought along some extra fuel.  This was becoming a mystery tour.  I found myself, looking like something half drowned, staring at a signpost stating ‘Moffat’ (a border town) ‘6 miles’.

Sharky looked at his sodden map in his numb fingers.  Ah! Sodbury Hall was only two miles from where I was at this precise moment.  I now had to discover the whereabouts of a local farm.  That was the easy part of the job.  I found a wee white Davy Brown tractor.  I checked its fuel gauge, and was satisfied that it could do its job for Jamie.  

I drove my bike to Sodbury Hall, parked up and scanned the layout.  Having identified the right window, I walked the mile or so back to the tractor.  I decided to light a little fire for warmth until it was time to steal the tractor and head back for my riches of diamonds and gold.  At 5:30 am I arrived back at the house on the tractor.  I secured the chain to the grill and easily ripped it from the wall; then I was in like an excited ferret.  I saw the displays, and banged in a few, filling my woollen sack with the bounty.  Alarms were going off like Alcatraz, but they didn’t bother me in the slightest.  

I decided to cut across country on my dirt-bike to get to where a car could be nicked, then head for the nearest town where eventually I would get a train – anywhere, in any direction, so long as it was as far away from this area as possible.

It was early evening when I reached relative safety in Edinburgh.

Edinburgh is our capital city, though Glasgow smiles better.  There’s much rivalry between these opposing Scots.  They each are arrogantly deluded that they are somehow a cut above everyone else in Scotland.  It could well be the castle crop who admire men in kilts, but I have male propriety, and don’t have the legs of a kilt wearer, so stuck with the Scots ‘men in tights’ (though not as pin-enhancers – this is simply to justify the preamble).

I didn’t fancy hanging around Edinburgh, so headed straight for Glasgow and a family member who shall remain nameless as they fenced my booty.  They saw the jewels, and are now laughing their arses off remembering that I never paid their percentage (a slice of my cake).  Still… their money was well spent.  I was very generous to my family, and not only in lump sums.  They were more excited than I was.  Nobody outside my family knew of my success in the Borders.  There was no point in boasting, and thus reducing the odds of a job now done and dusted.  I never even added to my sock collection.  

A few phone calls to Manchester secured any safe-house I might need.  I’d never been to England, so didn’t know what sort of reception I would receive from the plenty of tough relations who lived there when I arrived.  I will not share the private moments, because they wish them to remain private, although spending time with the Mancunians told its own story.  

I took a train from Glasgow, after kissing little Mo goodbye, reminding her to be careful in those hills.  To be fair, I did buy her a guard dog, which we affectionately named ‘Hair Boy’.  In our Scottish accent, it sounded like ‘here, boy!’ Okay, not very imaginative, true, but I didn’t buy a pet; I bought a guard dog.  Not a puppy, but a four year old German shepherd.

I arrived in Manchester, early one Tuesday evening.  The family in Manchester were tougher cookies than wee Jimi Stevenson.  They never asked a penny off me for any favour; whether for shelter or business sorties.  They were very respectful, and left me alone to my own dealing.  I knew I would be ripped off, but my job was to make sure that I was ripped off for the least possible amount.  Figure it out for yourselves: I received twenty-five grand.  The total insurance payout was £162,000.

I had the cash transferred into a family member’s bank account, saving a grand in cash for my own extravagance.  I remember having a pint in a dodgy area of Manchester – Moss Side – and when very drunk I was joined at my table by a lady who took a shine to me, and made her intentions clear by fondling me in the lounge bar.  I was certainly not very streetwise.  Maybe I should have been, but sometime later that evening, whether sex took place or not, I was grateful for the attention and the bed for the night.  Until, that is, the morning, when the seducing Sandra said to me,

“Hey, Jockstrap, you owe me 120 pieces of silver; usually it’s £50 a lay, but since you prevented me from having any other punters, then you’re gonna have to pay.”

I was beginning to like this girl of the night, and I expected the Jew to cut a rough diamond or two, but this was different.  I would never sleep with a prostitute for one very obvious reason; I’m too damned attractive.  Apart from that, do what you choose to do, and the best of luck to you, is my view, as I said to this bunny girl.  

Fifty quid in the mid-eighties? Yes, a modest woman of culture indeed.  I made her an offer,

“Sleep with no more men until I leave Manchester, and I will pay you £500.”

“How long do you intend to stay, darling?” she quipped.  

I told her two to three days at the most, as I remembered an earlier phone call to Scotland where they’d pleaded with me to return as soon as possible as my guard dog was preventing little Mo from leaving our caravan.  It was on a long lead tied to a tree, as it should be, but it was doing the wrong job.  I’d promised to return as soon as possible, and in the meantime advised her to throw the dog some food out of the caravan window, as far away as possible, but within the dog’s restraint; then when the dog was being a dog, run as fast has her little legs could carry her.  I imagined that would enable her to get out.

I got an affirmative gesture from Sandra to indicate that she would enjoy her new position as ‘escort’.  We spent most of the time boozing, but also became good buddies for 72 hours or so.  I knew it was love when she first kissed my lips, because prostitutes don’t lip-kiss (she told me).  I filled her pretty little head with drivel from my story book as we lazed through the day in bed while she entertained this lucky guy.  Sex with a prostitute under these circumstances is a magical experience when it comes to the imagination, though this was my only experience – honest! (Ahem) Anyway, from that day to this, I’ve never had anything to surpass those forever moments.  I planned to leave the next day, so we stayed in bed until it was time to say goodbye.

Sandra spoke like a virgin that night, revealing that our time together had made up her mind to give up the trade she had chosen, and go back to the fold with the other sheep, returning after having spent precious time with the shepherd.  I made real passionate, savage love to her then, in the sweetest possible way.

Enjoying the train journey home, I smiled in satisfaction at the memory of the sweet smell of lavender under silk lingerie, and the recent wonderful experience.  I am not a loyal subject… In my book, if you truly love something or someone, then you must be prepared to let them go; if they ever return, then most certainly they belong to you.  But if they do not return, then it never was true love.  Love me for reasons which go beyond love; be the silver salmon I poached; the reeds of my thistle that our butterflies feed from; be the moon to my sun, and watch as they both evolve, ignoring the times spent with the stars.  Remember the meridian flights and the passing of time.

I sat there wondering what my plans for a career would be if I were to choose the legal path, which I’d never yet trodden.  I realised then that I’d become a social outcast.  I reached for my travel bag and took out a notepad and pen.  I could read and write, easily work out logical thought, and unknown at that time I also had a hidden talent, never before realised; the rare ability for lateral thinking.  It was obvious that I’d never slog away on the factory floor, and neither would I deliver dairy products or meat.  I’d never be found in an office, and nor would I ever sit where I actually belong (only in my opinion though); in a position of the highest authority.  

It took three quarters of an hour to arrive back in Glasgow, now a much wealthier man than when I’d left.  I put away my books and pen, having recorded these liquid thoughts in ink.  I made sure I’d arrive unnoticed by refusing to share my movements with anyone.  Earlier, I’d kept back from my collection an item I adored; a diamond encrusted gold ring that little Mo had wanted, but never dared ask for.  She has that ring to this very day, though she’s never worn it in public.

I arrived back at our caravan to find Hair Dog under control.  My brother William is a dog lover, and had befriended my dumb animal.  Mo could never attract the dog’s better instincts.  I did, because I demand respect from all quarters, and usually it’s given.  Those that don’t have an early vision of heaven.  I suffer fools lightly by being very hard on them.

Mo was delighted by the return of the mindless wealthy wanderer.  It was time to relax, time to make love with another lover, the thankful teaser of ‘Blessenger’, the original virgin soldier.  I spent the next few weeks doing nothing out of the ordinary with my visitors to my home on the hillside.  Then one day, Mo’s waters broke, and James Douglas Stevenson was born.

It would be much easier to lie when the truth becomes painful.  I’ve had to change the obvious, to protect myself, as any fool would.  I couldn’t love myself, so what does anyone expect of me?

I’d kept in touch with a couple of patients from Carstairs by writing letters to them.  I had found friendship with those classified as insane, and Robert Goar, from the District of Stirling, was an exceptional individual.  He should never have been released.  Psychopaths are now judged as untreatable in Scotland, and hospitals refuse to house the most dangerous men and women, unless they are schizophrenic and therefore can be treated.  In Rab’s case, this was true, and he found himself in Carstairs as one of the youngest patients, having raped both a mother her daughter at a care home.  No other care home would consider him, so it was off to Carstairs from the age of fifteen until I invited him some seven years later.

Nobody knew about the offences Rab had committed (it didn’t make for good conversation at tea parties).  If he’d harboured evil thoughts about Mo, I’d have buried him in my hills.  After all, no police in the land would investigate the disappearance of a psychopath.  I knew it, and better still, he knew it.  My exact words were, “My pots are not to be pissed in.”  He understood.  

I did abuse his friendship by bullying him, but only because I wanted everyone to relax and understand that it was by my choice whether he lived or died.  He would retreat into the hillside for days at a time after arguments.  Mo wouldn’t be able to sleep, knowing that one angry Robert Goar was in the vicinity.  Hair Dog took an instant dislike to him, but cowered in terror rather than show any growling distemper.

I used either to wait for his return, or go looking for him, as after all, he was my buddy.  Rab stood much the same size as me, and was lean too.  Raping a fourteen year old and her mum does not make you a hard man.  Yes, he would cut my throat and think nothing about it afterwards, but first he would have to find a way to that much protected area of my body.  I was now armed with a shotgun, for hunting purposes mainly, but I would protect my family if called upon to do so.  

My friends kindly named him ‘Gunga Din’, though never to his face.  He didn’t have a friend in the world apart from his mum.  On the occasional visit I made, I noticed a strange relationship between mother and son.  At night, he slept with his mum, and had done so all of his life.  All quite natural?! Sex took place, and had done since the age of twelve.  But who am I to judge? It was a very strange relationship, and one that I’d not encountered before – yet another secret kept from family and friends (until now).

I decided to get some worth out of this moronic individual, who was still my buddy. After all, the authorities had never sent my social worker to Carstairs for fondling this innocent child (okay – I never did complain).  They transferred her, but who’s to say she wasn’t a serial abuser?  It’s hard to judge individual cases, so let them be.  If it isn’t hurting, let it alone, is my opinion.

I sent off for a driving licence for the mad bugger, just to give him a good reason for his miserable existence.  I needed a driver, because drinking and driving my bike was too damned dangerous; I might end up killing myself.  So lessons it would have to be, for Robert Goar.  The licence came through in about three weeks.  I decided to get my money’s worth and take lessons in his name (this was before photo ID was introduced) then I could instruct Rab after each of my lessons.  Eventually, I mused, we would both be drivers.

It didn’t quite work out according to plan.  So off I went again with another licence request, this time in my name, but for Robert to apply correctly (only with my licence).  So I became Robert Goar – though why anyone who claims to be ‘normal’ would want to become this molester was beyond me.  We both passed eventually, and each signed for the other’s licence, which became slightly confusing.  I bought a decent Ford Escort, nevertheless.  

I never saw this man drunk once.  He had the occasional drink, and his mother had the odd drink, and then sometimes she’d threaten Robert if he disrespected her.  On those occasions, it would be James who slept in her bed (though Robert never disrespected her after those veiled threats she’d made).  I would sit there in silence (of course) during those periods, not wanting any lewdness to appear later when I published my book (I always think in futuristic mode).

The bikers made it clear they’d rather I didn’t bring Rab round with me when visiting.  As a result, I spent more time with the wholly unwanted Robert the Goar, thus respecting the wishes of another branch of social misfits.  He would wander off for days at a time, but I kept the car keys locked away.

Then his bubble burst.

His mum informed us that the police were looking for Robert concerning the double murder of two Edinburgh prostitutes, or that’s how people were interpreting the newspaper story.  When they discovered who Robert Goar was acquainted with, I came under suspicion too.  However, recent television news footage has told of a man living in the West Midlands who has just been cleared.  That man is James, who willingly supplied the requested DNA samples.

As for Robert Goar?  We spent some time in an Edinburgh lounge bar frequented by nightly clubbers and may indeed have met this pair; though photos suggest that it wasn’t Christine Marshal who accompanied one Helen Eady on that fateful night.  I told the police that my DNA might well be present, because we’d kissed and fondled for several minutes, but then I’d been distracted by a fight and never saw Christine Marshal again, alive or dead.  

Robert was traced to my caravan.  I decided we’d stick to what I’d said, and reveal nothing.  They had to prove something; we didn’t have to disprove their theories.  We wouldn’t fight the lions, no… we’d fight the lion-masters, in a court of law.

A welcome party duly arrived, so it was time for another visit to some harbour town in Edinburgh.  We had a period of reflection in the cells, which were purpose built using the psychology of criminal philosophers.  I simply reversed their psychology by means of masturbation; waiting until the duty officer flicked open the eye-flap before I ejaculated just as the doors opened for interview time with my accusers.

Dealing with the holders of strange minds is well nigh impossible.  My time spent with Robert Goar had told me nothing at all psychologically speaking.  However, he understood James, and trusted me, foolishly, with his worthless life.  Robert had never experienced illegal drugs, but I introduced him to them for the very good reason of enabling him to give a credible alibi.  I introduced this guy to acid (purple hearts), cocaine and heroin, as I wanted him to be able to describe their effects.  If we were both under the influence of acid and cocaine, not to mention the alcohol, we wouldn’t be capable of knowing which part of Edinburgh we’d visited in our search for drugs and good times.  Leith Docks was mentioned, and we were most likely headed in that direction, but to be sure, I didn’t know.  Did they believe us? Who cares.  It was a true version of events at that time.

I was free to go after four hours, but Robert was kept for a few hours longer, so I decided to hang around for the duration in the waiting area at the front desk.  Whilst there, I spoke to the duty sergeant about my theory of criminal psychology.  

“Probably an ordinary geezer that is the culprit (which is often the case), not your known nutters… Some nine-to-five guy, with a family and seemingly healthy relationship.  These personality types are usually the more dangerous in our informed society.  I know of a well-respected member of the clergy who in fact holds orgies in his private time.  I know this because I’m well informed by a bitch who told me so, so there you have it, buddy!”  

Soon after, a smiling Robert appeared, and having being informed of our legal requirements we set off back to Glasgow to reveal this strange inquiry by the self-appointed wise authorities from the East.

As we travelled back on the train, I listened intently to the interview which was Rab’s version of events.  I could see no way that this individual could have killed anyone, simply because he had no means of transport, although I knew he was more than capable of such crimes.  Back at the caravan, I found that nobody was entirely convinced Rab was innocent.  Mo pleaded with me to wake up and smell the shit to which I was apparently oblivious.  Still, I thought, why all this sudden hostility towards my buddy? Rab had never mentioned sex or girls or desires to seek sexual pleasure outside his own home with mum.

My biker buddies soon learnt of the police interest in Rab, and when during this period another body turned up, it all became too close for comfort.  The girl in question was the cousin of an old girlfriend of Sharky’s.  Agnes was enjoying a night out in Glasgow’s famous Plaza Ballroom – a type of discotheque – when apparently she met the wrong personality type… and died as a result of it.  

Coincidence played a vital role here.  On the night Agnes died, we were visiting the village of my youth.  The dust was just settling from an unexpected fight when a villager with whom I was intent on settling some earlier dispute produced a shotgun.  Now, I hadn’t brought along any scary-ware; just an axe and Robert Goar.  We crept silently into my enemy’s back garden, but this guy was waiting for us, as he knew I was in the village.  Luckily, but unbeknown to us, he fired in the air.  It put the frighteners on the pair of us.  I stood there wondering if Rab was hit; or worse, if I was hit – because shock can blank out any pain for several seconds.  I believe I acted instinctively, and dived into the undergrowth.  The guy pursued me, and gun or no gun, I saw this figure heading in my direction out of the darkness.  There was no cover from the light of the moon, so I sprang up, and like an unskilled Apache, threw with all the strength I could generate.  In the instant the axe left my hand, I saw the flash of a shotgun.  At the same time, I heard an ugly thudding, the hollow sound that a shotgun makes.  I was hit this time, but so was he.  

I never knew it at the time, but this lovely chap had put birdseed instead of lead pellets in the cartridge.  Was I glad to discover that fact… Nevertheless, I was peppered with it.  I felt terrible pains, best described by the memory of falling into stinging nettles as I collected red and blackberries as a small child – that sort of pain.  Luckily, we had crash helmets with full visors, or it could have been a lot (painfully) worse.  But where was Robert the Goary? I never knew, to be quite honest, but not fifty yards away, that very same night, Agnes was strangled to death…

In Robert’s favour, there was no sexual motive.  Whoever the culprit was, it was highly unlikely to have been Robert, and it most certainly was not me.  Of course I was arrested, having been in the vicinity, and because I’d had a relationship that had ended quite hostilely, having beaten up a brother of my forgotten girlfriend, Veronica (the cousin of Agnes).  Anyway, to cut a long story short, the authorities tried to say that I had come across Agnes that night, and being under the influence of both drink and drugs, I’d mistakenly thought she was Veronica and attacked her.  Wrong! 

As I lay in hospital, recovering from my stingers, the police put a search out for one Robert Goar, who incidentally didn’t know either Veronica or Agnes.  Nobody knew of his whereabouts.  I was never charged with any offence, as none was committed, apart from the unmentioned shotgun incident.  When that was mentioned, I simply said, take your pick from a village that dislikes James very, very much indeed.

I got back to our caravan, and found that my biker buddies had gathered after a plea from both Mo and Kaki after Mo had spotted Robert in the hills.  It was duly decided to set up a kangaroo court, biker style, for Robert, and if he was found guilty for such hideous crimes, they would (against my vote) punish accordingly any guilty party.  A search went underway, setting off with Hair Dog leading the pack.  The hunt was on for one Robert Goar…

Seven of us and the hairy dog set off.  The dog, so excited when we all began this adventure, was now keeping to the rear.  I assumed Robert would be close at hand, as he didn’t know these strange hills of mine.  I knew my way around, as your granny would round a charity shop.  He would know there was a hunt in progress.  Today, this mad rabbit put another lewd meaning into bunny.  We had an assortment of different weapons.  I carried my trusty shotgun, but soon wished I hadn’t – too damn heavy on this uphill hike.  My buddies had pickaxe handles or cricket bats, and Bronco had brought his famous whip.  This was not what you would find in the hands of a mistress of illegal practices, but more one acquainted with the lion tamer at a circus.

It was getting pretty dark, and we were thinking the search might have to be halted, but we weren’t going anywhere, so we set up camp and shelter until daylight, when the hunt could continue for the elusive Robert Goar.  Finding a decent shelter area, in which the ‘Joey’ could set up camp and organise a fire was our priority for the remainder of the night.  We gathered up anything that would burn.  Everybody helped, because we’d need plenty of fuel on this bleak foggy hillside that was so very, very cold.  

Billy had his guitar strapped around his neck, those that had brought sacks had food, and I had two bottles of Buckfast Tonic.  Others had their choice of beverage too.  We settled down, planning which crevice to clear next.  It would also have been clear to Robert that when you reach the peak of the Fintry Hills, it’s all down hill again, and there are few places to hide…

We began to settle down for the night, having eaten our rations and drowned in belly warmers.  Billy, after a few laughs, started to play guitar, but ‘singing’ was not the term an observer would use to describe the noise that was coming from that very strange location.  Chris Rea, Dire Straits and Dylan would have recognised none of it.  

Pat, Chris and Tony started arguing over who would serve the punishment when we caught this nutter.

“Hey!” I reminded them.  “He ain’t guilty, or have you lot prejudged the innocent until proven?”

“Until caught!” Billy quipped.  He laughed.  It was during this quieter spell that we suddenly heard a shrill screaming in the night.  It alerted all of us.

“It’s Gunga Din” declared Bronco.  “Robert has come across a mountain cat – probably saved us the bother of a fairless trial” he mused, cracking that wicked whip.  

We decided to investigate after another painful shrill scream filled the quietness of the night.  It was getting closer too.  Then Chris heard him at the bottom of a dark crevice.  He’d probably fallen after stupidly moving through the darkening fog.  By this time it was getting greyish, so slightly lighter, but the heavy fog still persisted.

“Why take him back to camp? He’s going to need carrying and I ain’t carrying something I’ll end up hanging” urged Billy.  “The trial should be here, or there where the stupid bugger has fallen.”

I had to agree; there was no point in carrying potentially dead meat.  We reached his side, and after a quick untrained medical check it was clear that a leg was badly broken, probably at the hip.  We settled down the whimpering Robert by giving him a good belly of Tony’s brandy – not to ease the pain, but to shut the bugger up whilst we pulled straws as to who should represent the accused.

The court was in session once Chris had drawn the short straw; unwillingly chosen to defend the agony-riddled Robert Goary.  Circumstantial evidence can convict in any kangaroo court.  Funnily enough, that’s all we had to go on.  Billy sat as judge, and the jury was duly elected.  Six of us looked at the evidence, none of which was factual, but there was enough to raise a few eyebrows.

Bronco addressed the court, standing up to testify, and swearing the oath under the great grease-bucket ‘Harley Stevenscum’ (which was hardly noticed).  He stated, quite seriously,

“Ever since I met this cloned cabbage, my personal life has been a misery.  My wife’s been beefing it with some grease-monkey fae Dundonald, the bairns like me even less, and everybody back in the factory where I work detests me more than my parents ever did.  They still greet me with that old false reception, but wish I would try and stop a moving train.  Gunga Din is an unlucky chancer, spreading the unfortunates around him like demented llamas do with confetti at church weddings.  The cops had him earmarked on three occasions for the murders of, okay, it’s only bitches, and there’s less sympathy for the two fae Edinburgh… still, the bird fae Glasgow was not fifty yards from where the guilty bugger was fighting.  Sharky is the only other available witness, as the guy with the gun was hardly likely to be going to put his gun aside to strangle the bitch.  Gunga had both opportunity and no bloody reason to… so it probably was him.  I close my argument, reminding the jury that Stirling ain’t a nice place to visit either – they talk funny, too.  Hang him high, and be done with it.”

Chris dragged his fat torso to his feet and took the oath, ready to address the court.

The only decent thing I could do for Gunga boy was to get off my feet quicker than I’d got on them.  At least it would be over more quickly… though I do like Stirling Castle, having been taken there by my local primary school.  I remember from my history book that Stirling Bridge was where we beat the English in 1297 thanks to one William Wallace.  No braver man has trod on Scottish soil since, in my humble opinion.

“Okay,” injected Tony, “What about Robert the Bruce, who in 1314 again defeated the English army of King (teddy-boy) Edward, who in fact murdered Sir William Wallace? Let’s not forget Bannockburn.”

Suddenly a murmur came from the lips of the pain-filled Robert.  I sent Joey over to see what he was saying.

“I wouldn’t interrupt buddy” was my interjection, as Joey retorted. 

“Don’t forget Mary Queen of Scots, who was crowned in 1543” he shouted.  

“Ignore Gunga; let’s get on with it.  Leave him to his pain and discomfort.  If you’ve finished with the history lesson, Chris, then finish off with the defence matters, and then you can all retire to consider your verdict.”

Chris continued, be it briefly, to offer no sympathy at all, complaining instead about cramp pains bothering his fat arse.  He sat down to let Tony speak on behalf of Joey too.  He spoke of the effort it would take to bury this worthless piece of cow dung, and reminded us all that those returning guilty verdicts would be the ones doing the decent thing with a spade.

Pat stood up, took the oath, and declared he never believed this madman was guilty, but urged us all kill him anyway, then sat down.

I rose to my feet and cleared my throat abruptly (ahem).

“I brought Robert amongst you all, and I have brought everyone together who contemplates the killing of one sad figure, Robert Goar, who came into this world after a woman was raped; and Rab was the final insult of that assault.  He has spent his existence with a self-declared hermit, who hid Robert away from the world and subjected him to the heebie-jeebies only found in satanic scriptures.  Let’s cast our vote, and sent Rab on his next journey.”

All then to the ballot box.  We collected up our loose change, and picked out six pennies and six shillings.  The shilling would be a not guilty sign, and the penny the dreaded coin.  We set the basket to one side, about fifty yards from our position.  Then one at a time, we cast our coin, taking time out to smoke a spliff, each to his own moment of quiet reflection.  Robert hungrily accepted what could be the final call and drink for Robert Goar.  Billy sauntered over and collected the basket.  He came back to the camp fire, and spilled out on the ground the contents and the verdict; five shillings and one penny. 

“Ah! An innocent verdict then” said Billy.  “It appears that the one guilty merchant of death should do their duty and be the one that gets Gunga off this hillside.”

All the others murmured their agreement.  I rose to my feet and declared that I was the penny-pooper, because I’d thought everybody else wanted the same thing.  So I agreed to stay with Robert and take good care of him, then get him back to his loving mum sometime later.  I waved my buddies goodbye, promising to catch up with them soon.  Then, as they disappeared from sight, I turned around to take very good care of Gunga.

Robert looked a terrible mess.  I pondered the possibilities of getting us both off the hillside, having strapped Rab’s badly injured leg with what remained of the firewood.  I had to be practical here.  The only solution was to leave him, return to my caravan, and alert the authorities by means of an anonymous call to the mountain rescue team.  I made Rab as comfortable as I could and assured him that all would be well before darkness, but I also reminded him of the mountain cats that roam these hills; scavengers looking for easy or injured prey to gnaw away at.  These were pretty ugly thoughts for a friend to muse over, so I decided to leave Rab the gun.  I placed it ten yards out of arm’s reach in case he harboured any evil thoughts against me, so that by the time he got to it I would be out of sight.  I left two spare cartridges for Robert the Recluse, so that along with the two that were in the gun, he’d be able to deal with four intruders.  I left what little food and drink was leftover, then waving my buddy goodbye, Dog and I set off in the direction of our caravan.

Sometime later, I greeted my son and Maureen with cold and dirty hands, embracing them both very affectionately and warmly accepting a hot bowl of porridge.  Mo told me that the lads had come back and said they’d given up the chase, but that Sharky had decided to continue the hunt, promising to be quite sympathetic in his method of punishment when he caught the rascal.

“Mo,” I interrupted.  “I found Rab injured, having fallen from a crevice, or into one, his leg so badly hurt that I judged that to be punishment enough.  I stopped off at the village phone box and alerted the emergency services to matters at hand.  I did this anonymously though.  They promised to send a search and rescue helicopter team out.  He should be discovered quite soon.”

We got undressed for bed, and put Jamie in his cradle.  I was too tired to make love; I wrapped both arms around her, and both content, we fell asleep.  I dreamt of tomorrow; and the new plans I would put into action the very next day.

I awoke to cries from a hungry baby, so the priority was to prepare the Cow and Gate Plus.  It was a bright and sunny morning, though cold, and as I waited for the kettle to boil I could smell something desperately needing changing.  So it was pins off nappy, wet wipes ready to clean a wrinkly bum, and in five minutes Baby was quiet and content, sucking on the bottle like an alcoholic with their first drink of the day.  Maureen slept on regardless.  As I know the lullaby sung by Jamie’s Mother, I found myself singing:

Ally, bally, ally bally bee,

Sittin’ on yir daddie’s knee

Waiting for a wee bawbee

Tae buy mair Coulter’s candy

O’or wee Jamie’s awfu thin,

Just a wriggle of banes and skin,

Noo he’s getting a wee double chin

Wi eating aw that Coulter’s candy.

I needed to go against my better judgement and find us a proper home, for the sake of our son.  Over-protecting him was not in the child’s best interests.  We stayed in the caravan until Jamie was three years old and nearing school age, then we all finally moved into the City of Glasgow to prepare for his education.  First though, we’d hunted and fished the streams and tinkered with the motorbike – Jamie had his leather cut-off, just like Dad.

One day, sometime later when Jamie had begun to speak, I listened with heavy heart and sadness as it became apparent that my wee laddie had an imaginary friend named ‘Jugger Anderson’ – astonishingly coincidental.  My insanity returned, uninvited.  Nobody was going to take our son away.  I would give life to the biggest fire my world had ever seen, and in that fire would burn all the children of my world.  In reality though, I knew that the system that deals with mental health had changed beyond recognition, and sanity rested my troubled mind again.

I was frightened of this fatherly love.  At five years old, those fears and our worst nightmare came calling, and the Grim Reaper came and left with my wee precious Jamie under its arm…

By then we had moved into the City.  Jamie had just begun infant school, him and Jugger Anderson.  Hospitals, life support machines, tears… millions of them.  I thought I was invincible from pain, lost in another kind of insanity.  Madness does little to describe those feelings.  William, our second son, had been born, and unknown to Maureen, she was carrying DJ in her womb.  How she could carry another under those circumstances was beyond belief.  I found comfort in loving William and Maureen.

I never regretted taking Jamie out of the protection of our hills.  Road traffic report filled in, parents and loved ones went of to bury their sibling, then somehow got on with this life learning experience.  Let’s keep rolling along.
Maureen and I spent the next two years coping in our own very different and difficult ways with our bereavement.  I say two years, because it took that long to notice my adoring Mo, as she is affectionately known.  I fell away from my biker buddies.  It was too damn awkward, as they’d become so fond of my tiny biker buddy who’d followed Dad everywhere; a five year old, who rightly or wrongly could now roll a spliff for Daddy – thank Bronco teaching him that skill.

So off I went a-wandering, fighting demons in my head, but real people suffered too because of the state of my mind.  I make no judgement on myself, and offer full praise to a woman who never ever broke down once after the initial experience.  She was far too busy looking after her pregnancy, her son, and me.  I am totally ashamed of myself, and of the insanity that death nurtured.  I looked for trouble over that whole crazy period.  Look at me in any way at all, and it would be enough to get you a disability pension for life.  

Staggering home from a pub one night, I tried to break up a fight.  This bloke was punching his lady friend, and I got involved instinctively.  As I grappled with the boyfriend, the tart drew blood from a wound made by her stiletto heeled shoe.  We all needed hospital treatment.

There were times when normality prevailed, and we all returned to the Fintry Hills again.  We fished and hunted hare and rabbit for stew.  Mo could never skin a rabbit, finding it too yucky.  On one occasion, whilst we were berry picking, we came across the oddly placed bus shelter of my childhood.  There it stood, leaning to one side as I’d first found it.  

Entering this strangely decorated monument, Mo gasped, “Bloody ’ell, somebody lived here” as she noticed the badly constructed bed and remnants of outer covering.

“If only bus shelters could speak”, I mused, “we would surely be invited to an interesting tale”.

We headed back down the hillside with another piece of repair ointment soothingly applied to my psychological wounds.  

Mo soon gave birth to DJ, and in traditional style we celebrated with wine and beer, song and dance.  Darren James was his birth name, though from that day until this, nobody (not even school) has referred to him as such.  Later on I had a problem when school decided to object, but I in turn objected to the authorities addressing him as Darren.  If they wanted to play silly buggers, then they should address my son properly; i.e. Darren James, not just Darren.  Nevertheless, the teachers always referred to him as DJ, like the rest of his world.

I would occasionally return to my childhood village, where my father lives to this day.  I never frequented the local public houses, of which there were two, preferring to show a little more respect to my family. (More ointment applied.)

Carntyne, Glasgow’s inner village, is nothing like the sprawling housing estates of Easterhouse or Castlemilk.  We moved house to the infamous home of ‘ice cream wars’ local hard man, T.C. Campbell.  Incidentally, nobody knew of the self-appointed gangster before his conviction.  Certainly nobody drinking in the Netherfield Arms was aware or scared.  Wee Joe Steele was probably as much of a gangster – just guys dealing in deathly drugs, but not in a big way; not like the inner city gangs here in the Midlands.  Gang fights were rare, so all this sensationalism is just for T.C.’s book (good luck to him).  

Is he innocent? No answers to that.  The house in question was where six members of the Doyle family lost their lives after a petrol attack.  I don’t believe either Campbell or Steele is completely innocent or completely guilty.  It was not a random attack by some crazed arsonist.  We don’t do family homes, rather derelict buildings, other factories, or places of education if one has a beef with bullies (teachers or pupils).  

I was never part of their little gang.  I saw them hang around Parkhead more than I saw any of them drinking in Carntyne.  T.C. was leader of the Gaucho, but only in his own imagination.  I know a harder man from Carntyne; Duffy (James McDuff).  No, he never burnt any houses down (he wasn’t that tough) but we both laughed at the time at the farce the trial was becoming.  The police were taken in by so called informants who would imagine anything for another injection of heroin.  My personal belief is that one of the gang lit the match, but which one remains a mystery.  The conspiracy theory is a load of rubbish.  Joe Steele stated in his evidence; “But I never lit the match”.  Really? It could very well have been lit with a gas or petrol lighter.  How did Joe know it was a match?  

Anyway, it’s just another vegetable story.  I never used heroin, so never had much dealings with the personality types of lower life forms.  I just hooked up with Dopey and Charlie Whizz.  Not an addict by any means, because booze was my first love, and still is.  Not an alcoholic, because I don’t have any problems with it.  I spent more time with Mo’s circle of friends in Coatbridge, seven miles east of Glasgow, and two miles from my childhood village, Bargeddie.  I began peddling in soft drugs (dope/weed), adding to my personality profile.  

A dope deal went wrong when some chancer tried to peddle me contaminated drugs.  After a fight, I was arrested for serious assault (wounding with intent) having sliced off an ear of my victim with a barber’s razor.  

The judge said, “Stand up boy, and listen very clearly, because James, you’re going to prison for a term of three years.”
Perth is Scotland’s ‘fair city’ due to being the site of its first cathedral.  Perth Prison was built in 1810, originally for French prisoners of war, and then rebuilt as a general prison in 1837.

I took to prison life like a duck to a pond, thanks to having been institutionalised.  There were lots of old faces from my youth there; mostly from childcare placements (mini-jails), detention centres, or the Borstal I had frequented as a teenager.  Duffy from Carntyne was doing four years for robbery with violence.  Eddie Byrne had been with me at Calder House.  Now he was doing life for cutting the throat of a Protestant – he hated them all, apart from yours truly, because I was neither Blue nor Green, but something in between due to a mixed family.  I was allocated the job of ‘Pass man’, where I looked after my Hall of Residence, C Hall.  Each Hall had between four and six Pass men.  There was also A, B, D and E Halls for all categories of prisoners; low security, medium security, high security – and me…

I guess they wanted to keep this dysfunctional prisoner happy under the careful eye of authority, so they kept me away from ordinary duties or jobs.  This was fine by me.  Being a Pass man meant I had more freedom within the prison and was the go-between for prisoners and staff.  Prison officers were known as ‘screws’ for obvious reasons.  I swapped reading material between prisoners.  When they were locked up, my duties as Pass man continued and I would pass over the illegal stuff – dope usually, but not much alcohol.  I guess they ignored the weed because of the effect of the drug.  Most officers probably smoked it too, though I never caught any.

I was unlucky enough to find myself sharing a cell with Harry.  Harry was a sad figure with blond hair with no style to it at all.  He was usually shy when around guards or other inmates.  I never asked about his crime, as it was probably another sad tale.  He was not a happy Harry, but depressingly the opposite.  His wife had gone astray (the usual story) and Harry now had nothing to live for.  He asked about the after-life and such, until in the end, I heeded the pleas of this desperate man.  He would cry himself to sleep, unable to rid himself of visions of his wife lying under a lover, and losing kids who would now call another man ‘daddy’.  Yeah, tough buddy – but you ain’t depressing this mindful warrior.  I embraced this without a trace of humanity in the only way I knew how; by helping him escape to a better Place (which would be anywhere but here).

One night, as we lay on our single bunks, I told Harry. “There’s a way out of this without dying, buddy.  It may even get you back to your wayward wife and family when she discovers what you were prepared to do for love.  It’s the ultimate sacrifice anyone can contemplate” I bleated sympathetically.  “If my plan is to work out in your favour, Harry, you just have to pretend it was a serious attempt to take your life.  I’ve helped another prisoner achieve this before.”

Harry listened intently to my plan to ensure an early release date for him.  We’d simply stage a mock hanging attempt, but it would have to be convincing.

“I’ll know when you are unconscious, but still alive.  It can take up to twenty minutes, as strangulation is a slow process.  But don’t worry – with my medical experience from Boy Scouts training as a kid, everything will work out according to plan.  When they realise how serious you are, you’ll fall under the mental health protection blanket, and after a short rest in a mental hospital, you’ll be back to your wife within a month.”

Harry liked this plan of mine, and urged that I should put it into action as soon as possible.  I assured Harry I would.  I decided it wouldn’t do my earliest parole chances any harm either; waking up to the horrors of finding a very dead body hanging there beside me.  Yes, I liked this better than I’d first imagined.  

Harry was also a Pass man.  That was why they kept us together.  We gathered extra sheets for stripping one day, and I introduced Harry to the happy-weed which in fact made him all the keener to trust this Doctor for the Dying.  Later that evening, after the lights went off at ten o’clock, I stripped the linen with a razor blade, and then twined the strips together to make a stronger piece of material.  This was ideal for the job at hand.  

Harry had become a happier man of late, and reminded me that it was all down to my ingenious planning.  I had to agree that the last few days had been quite depressive-free, thanks to my wishful thinking.

Cells are usually checked at least twice a night by guards, but Pass men are excused because of their trust status.  I explained to Harry what to do.

“Stand on the chair, then tie the rope round the window bars and round your neck.  When I yank away the chair, you’ll have a few seconds of panic before you start to slip into unconsciousness.  Before any serious damage is done, I’ll pretend to have woken up and discovered you hanging, thus explaining why I banged the emergency alarm for assistance.”

I told Harry it was time to get on the chair.  I watched as he knotted the thing round both bar and neck.  I shook his hand, and wished him the very best with his new life.  Having shared those sentiments, I whipped away the chair.  Harry’s body suddenly jolted, spinning round, his legs clattering off the heating pipes.  I grabbed a pillow and put it behind his legs, to stop the thudding noise.  Then, as Harry dangled, I crept back into my bed and pretended to be asleep.

I could have sworn I heard the death croak that night.  It may have been gasses escaping from some orifice, but I heard the strangest sounds coming from the dead Harry.  I lay beneath the blankets awaiting death’s slow approach for what seemed to be an eternity, but was probably only half an hour or so.  

Judging that Harry was with the angels, I checked for a pulse, but found none.  I noticed the pungent smell that indicated the bowels had ceased to function properly.  Most likely the main organs had also stopped functioning, so it was time to hit the emergency bell.  I made it look as if I was helping the dead Harry by supporting his legs that had lost their footing.  I swore uncontrollably for assistance.  When it came, four guards barged in, with the medics not far behind.  One guard heaved at the sight and smell.

I was taken to the hospital wing for assessment, and don’t know if my shaking was real or imagined.  I was excited by this strange adrenalin rush, and cried with insanity after realising that I had just committed the perfect crime – or so I imagined.  Was this the ramblings of the madman, or had the perfect crime been committed by one psychologically tainted genius? Nobody asked any awkward questions.  It was all sympathy from the Governor and guards.

Inmates are another breed, and they raised a few eyebrows.  Nobody wanted to share a cell with the demented diamond, the one in a million ambiguous speaker.  As a result, I had a cell to myself, and it was very roomy.  Having banished all gloom from my lair, time sprouted wings (pink elephant wings).  

When I went before the Governor for my parole hearing fourteen months into my sentence, I stood a very good chance of gaining an early release date.  I was informed on the day after my interview that I would be let loose into society again in two months.  I was delighted, and phoned home to share my good news.  

I was brought back down to earth when an officer pulled me aside one day and whispered in my ever alert ear, “James, the inmates suspect you of evil doings towards Harry, and the rumour’s flying around that you hanged Harry.”

I laughed aloud.  “Nonsense, officer.  This is because I was wrongly sent to Carstairs and they like a good old chinwag, these criminal custodians.  Who in their right mind would kill for no apparent reason? I had no problems with Harry.  The inmates and guards saw our friendly relationship, so no motive, and no case to answer, I’m afraid, sir.”

Walking off, I thought of Harry waking up in a strange new environment, sporting a new shiny vehicle and probably thanking James for sending him there, wherever it might be.  Sometimes, cruelty is kindness.  Examine the probabilities; Harry was not likely to wait and become the first national lottery winner.  No miracle or change was possible to his unattractive personality type – not in real terms.  Harry was one of the ordinary mentally wounded types with little or no imagination.  His future would be anti-depression pills, with dreams gone ‘ashtray’, all ‘butts’ and ‘might have beens’.  I might live to regret being so understanding regarding his nature, but doing what comes naturally is instinctive, and being naturally instinctive is not a crime against humanity.

I fed the inmates who were cell restricted, which could be due to illness or punishment related.  One day a new inmate arrived, and I could tell by the crutches leaning against his door that he was injured.  Surprise, surprise – lying on the bed was an astonished looking Robert Goar, with half a right leg missing, just staring at the sight of Jamie before him.  Then, eyes ablaze with excitement, he quickly started telling me what had happened on that bleak Scottish hillside.

“Slow down, Rab.  I’m the Passman who looks after the inmates who are cell-bound.”  I nodded to the missing piece of limb and invited Rab to explain how that had happened.

“Jamie, I lay in agony after crawling forever to reach the gun.  Then I felt a bit more secure, until dark closed around me like a blanket and I imagined I heard noises; strange noises.  I tried to stay awake in case the mountain cats came.  I managed until daybreak, but then unconsciousness dragged my weak senses into an uneasy, troubled sleep.  I awoke with my finger on the trigger, after feeling something touch me.  I thought of wild cats eating my body as I slept.  My finger tightened on the trigger; I panicked and heard the gun go off.  Someone took the discarded gun.  I was aware of two tanned faces with blond hair standing over me.  They were hill walkers, foreigners speaking broken English, but still a blessing to one relieved Robert Goar.  They made a stretcher to carry me off the hillside.  I still wasn’t aware that I’d accidentally shot myself in the leg, losing half of it.  They tried to save it, but couldn’t.  

“The police interviewed me about the Glasgow ballroom murder, believing that I would have at least raped the bitch first or afterwards.  But nothing came of the Edinburgh bitches interview either, so I’ve been lucky.  Until now.  Someone murdered my Mum and I was accused of the murder.  I was sentenced to six years for manslaughter when the court discovered the sex sessions that had taken place since I was twelve.  My lawyer said it would look good from a defence point of view.  I was fifteen when Mum fell pregnant with our child.  An English couple adopted it.  This all came out in court.”

I interrupted Robert saying, “You’re the unluckiest guy I know.  I’ll put in a good word for you to the screws and appeal for a Passman’s job for you.  Then you can become my new cellmate, buddy.”

Robert believed my excuse that the mock trial had just been a wind-up to scare him a bit.  We both laughed as I bid him good day and wandered off to have a word with the authorities.
I sauntered off to find a principal officer who was in charge of the guards.  I was friendly with most of them.  I saw P.O. Rory Henderson, who believed in my vision of a better relationship between staff and inmates.  I approached staff as I would address any individual.  The same went for the Governor.  It was very unusual for inmates to approach the Governor without first having obtained permission by getting an appointment.  I had no complaints, only sound advice.  The first step to a better relationship between prisoners and prison officers would be changing how staff addressed each prisoner; i.e. stop addressing them by their surnames, and try using forenames.  Call me James, personally, and I will address you as Mr whatever your name might be.  The demand to be referred to as ‘sir’ soon vanished and it later became a matter of choice for both prisoners and staff alike.  Some hardened criminals and old guards continued to sick to the old style of address (Rome was not built in a day).  

“Anyway,” I added.  “My old buddy who needs help in getting around has arrived.  Would it be at all possible for Robert Goar to move into my cell, and perhaps join the Passmen for lighter duties?”  I reminded him that Robert was disabled, and who better to look after him than an old trusted friend?

Rory said he saw no reason to refuse those requests, but a job as a Passman might be difficult.  He’d speak to the medical officer, who had the final say when it came to disabled prisoners.  I made Rory a nice cup of tea, and generously shared my personal digestive biscuits with the thoughtful P.O.  Then I went back to help Robert move into his new residence with Sharky, his buddy.

Robert was delighted to have his old wise-cracking buddy again.  We moved all his possessions into our cell, and I set out my rules.  I reminded Robert that there were few of these, but that the ones in place had to be adhered to.  It was all in the best interest of good management to keep my cell feculence-free.  

“No masturbation whilst I am awake.  It annoys me when inmates disrespect me.  No depressive anal talk either, and no radio if I am speaking.  No movement after lights out at ten, not even for a piss.  No excrement parcels to be thrown out of the window.  No snoring; and if my plastic mug bounces off your head, then it’s merely to remind you about snoring.  Apart from that, Robert, do as you please.”

I did here him chugging away at the bishop, and I could have sworn it was the only time I heard him mention his Mum.  Still in denial over his crimes, I mused.  Robert knew no right from wrong, and it was as plain as his features that nothing good would become of Robert Goar, simply because in life there are victims who are there to suffer at the hands of their aggressors.  Victims are my favourite delicacies when it comes to food.  I’m always on the lookout for fresh human appetisers.  Perhaps the flavour is in the scent of their fear.  

Anyway, this was a confirmation in Perth Prison as opposed to the one read out by the originally Catholic Protestant of cloth, John Knox, who Calvinised Scotland in 1558 (with English help from Bloody Mary, sitting on the English throne, who’d sent an army to fight the Catholics led by the French).  I too, some 400 years later, had a new confirmation for Scots.  It was read out to the inmates and staff alike in Perth Prison.

Robert never knew about my ex-cellmate Harry, so that night as we both lay on our beds, I gave my version of events that led up to me receiving full military honours, and an early parole date.  There was no masturbation attempt that particular night, only an eerie silence in between each carefully thought out word of my story.

That night, I had a weird but poignant dream.  In my dreams, there was a giant set of ten talking rusty old keys, all held securely together on an old metal ring.  Each key in turn told a story to their partner to their left.  No key to the left replied; only those on the right spoke, and those on the left just listened.  The language might have been understood by a locksmith, but I was bewildered by it all.  Those to the left apparently understood those to the right, I judged, as they listened intently; occasionally nodding or shaking vigorously in response.  

Suddenly all the keys started to jangle.  It was as if they were dancing, the noise being a musical sound in the background.  As they jangled and clattered like body-poppers bobbling, I heard a drawer being opened.  Each key fell silent as the hand of the turnkey grabbed at their ring.  Taking the ring, he inserted the keys into locks.  As each door swung open, out came a frog, leaping onto the shoulder of the turnkey and joining the others in a breast pocket.  I heard them spawn on each other, both fathers and mothers, doing the rounds in leaps and bounds until they all tired of the fun.  The keys were inserted back into the doors, and each frog returned to its bed.  The turnkey drew out the same drawer, then dropping the keys in, returned to other chores.  The keys began to jingle jangle, then all on the left turned to the right, awaiting tangible verbal delights…

It’s hardly surprising that I harboured strange thoughts and dreams. It was down to the atmosphere of the prison; heavy metal doors slamming with the jangling of many keys, the smell of sweat, and the scent of fear hanging humidly in the air.

I loved watching the inmates play football matches against the prison staff.  You’d think they were playing a revenge match every time.  The guards were no softies; they were Highlanders – tough and hard as any Glaswegian.  Tackling was brutal, but nobody complained if play was anything but fair – all got stuck in.  I was never chosen for the team.  I applied, but was only offered a place in the team as goalie, and nobody wanted to be unprotected cannon fodder.  The bullet struck leather ball hitting bare cold hands was enough to make the toughest weep.  I told them to go piss in someone else’s backyard.

I took Rab along by asking permission to make a Jamie-style wheelchair.  He never got offered one from the prison, probably because no guard wanted to push a psychotic dummy around.  The guards knew Robert was a double rapist, as well as a mammy-basher, but no prisoner knew about the sexual attacks.  Robert told me the story; the mother had come across him and her daughter in a linen store within the mini-jail for minors.  He’d grabbed the mother, who’d pleaded with Rab for him to leave the girl alone and take her instead, so he did.  But he said he’d been invited.  Firstly the daughter teased him and then the mother pleaded that he should swap – later getting the police involved.  He made it sound as if he was the victim.

I found an old laundry basket with wheels and got hold of a chair.  Then, having had a word with the officer in chare of welding in the metalwork department, we both designed a usable wheelchair for Robert to be ferried around in.  The Governor admired my talents, thinking I was rather creative.

With only four weeks remaining of my sentence I was getting ‘gate-fever’.  That’s the time when inmates nearing the end of their sentences can smell freedom.  The thought of sexual pleasures with loved ones hits you in the pit of your stomach.  Desires suppressed for so long suddenly burn so fiercely in your mind.  

I lay at night chatting with the dysfunctional Robert Goar.  I invited him to tell me more about his love child.  Apparently it was a girl.  Robert planned to trace her after his sentence.

“It would be nice to think she resembles Mum” Rab said thoughtfully.  It all sounded weird to James – having a child with one’s mother and being proud of it.  Robert was a year younger than me, so the dreaded bitch would be thirty years old.  What must she look like, and what mindset or personality developed?  I decided to track this individual down.  What if they had given birth to a family of inbreeds, and only I can cleanse the soul of England?  It was my mission in life, I decided, to do this in the name of humanity.  All Goaries must be gathered together, knotted, and then slain. 

I offered Robert my services to find his loving daughter and reunite them.  Rab accepted excitedly.  

“I need access to your house, Robert.  I’ll sift through all the documents I can find.  There must surely be some legal papers which refer to the adoption.”

Robert was clueless, but told me that a hidden key for emergency purposes was in the garden shed, hidden in the soil of a plant pot.  All the pots were numbered, and the one in question was number 999 – not that they had over nine hundred plant pots; no, it was just an emergency number, “for emergency keys”.  Amazing, I thought.  That would fox the opportunist thief.  Very clever, Mrs Goary.

Robert went on to reveal the story never shared before until that day, with this artificial psychology student listening intently.  He spoke quietly.

“Mother met Father (who was a twin) during the second World War.  Both he and his twin served in the same regiment, so wore the same uniform.  Father’s name was Hendry, the brother, Ian.  Only one of them returned from the frontline in France.  We thought it was Hendry, but in reality it was Ian, the deceiver, who secretly fancied his brother’s lover.  Mother was confused, as it was difficult to tell them apart.  They even sounded alike, which added to the melodrama taking place at the time.  They set up together and several years passed.  Then one day Mother was standing in her local post office when a gentleman from Hendry’s old regiment spoke quietly to her.”  

“Good day, Miss, pleasure to make your acquaintance.  So sorry about the loss of your beloved.  He was a brave man who died proudly for King and Country; he served us well in the regiment.”

Robert’s mother explained that it was Ian who had died, and that Hendry was at home as they spoke.  Looking bewildered, the gentleman gasped, “No, no – I am an artist by profession and remember vividly creating a tattoo on Hendry’s arm with needle and a tiny bottle of Indian ink, but the body we buried had no such tattoo Miss.”

Robert’s mother quickly completed her business, thanked the gentleman apologetically, then made her excuses and headed home.

Maggie Goar was another one of life’s pathetic victims.  After listening intently to Robert Goar, the impression you get is of a frail woman, manic in her nervous disposition.  

It seems she went home to confront the brother of the deceased – the Ian Goary creature.  Maggie knew there was no tattoo on the arm of the deceiver.  Arriving home, she went straight to the gourmand who had feasted off her naked plate.

“Ian!” she cried.  “I’ve been surrendering myself to an impostor for so many years.  Please take your lying eyes out of my sight.”

Ian never spoke a word, just muttered some weird apology, Robert’s mother recalled.  Hurriedly snatching his overcoat from the coat stand in the hallway, he beat a hasty retreat.  Mother spent the remainder of the day gathering up the belongings of the desperate Ian Goar.

Later, whilst resting with a stiff whisky in hand, she looked at the two heavy suitcases that were lying on the floor, waiting to be picked up by the devious Ian.  Rab smouldered in anger as he recalled what happened next.  Ian returned home that night, very angry and very drunk.  Maggie had hoped that this unpleasant episode in her life would pass quietly.  Ian had other plans, before he was booted out for evermore.  He grabbed Maggie viciously by the hair, dragging her to their bedroom.  He stripped her violently, and then repeatedly had unlawful sex with her.  After he’d finished with her, leaving her bloodied and beaten, he walked out of the door taking all the little savings they had, with the two suitcases in either hand.  Their weight was nothing to the weight he had left Maggie Goar to carry.  Unknown to her, Robert Goar was developing in his mother’s womb.

Maggie became a recluse after that night of horror.  When she realised she was pregnant, she decided to have the unwanted baby adopted.  She had no other children, because after the war the characters of the men and boys, who had witnessed scenes of nightmare proportions, changed so much.  You get nothing of the sense of this after watching WW2 dramas on TV.  Maggie and Ian had shared only a few tender loving moments, mused Robert.

The time came for his mother to deliver her son, helped by a local midwife.  Seeing the baby suckling on her nipple, and feeling the pangs of mother/baby love, Maggie decided right then to keep her baby safe from the outside world.  The rest is history.

I interrupted Rab at this point.  “Interesting story.  Now, back to the future and beyond.  Where is this cottage situated?” I asked.

“Elgin”, replied Goary.

“Aha – I’ve been to Elgin before, Robert, so won’t have any problem finding my way around.  Anyway, why did you both move from Stirling?”

“Oh, the neighbours started picking on us so we retreated into the countryside.”

“So who owns the cottage, buddy?”

“I do” replied the proud Metal Goar.  I never thought that criminals could benefit from their crimes, but Rab explained that the cottage had belonged to Hendry’s aunt and god-mother, who’d left it to his mum and dad on her death.

“Okay buddy, fine” I replied.  “Let’s get down to the search for baby Goary.  Wouldn’t it be sweet to be reunited with your only daughter?  Who knows – a striking relationship could develop, just as your mother had with her beloved son.”

Watching his eyes sparkle, I wanted to kill him there and then.  Let us be truly thankful that these warped minds are rare and hard to find.

My remaining weeks flew by, and then it was time to return to society and fulfil my promises to mankind in the name of humanity.

I shook hands with the devils in tights, the common thieves, the artful dodgers, and the prison officers that I had known; men who chose the lazy option by becoming nannies of the state, watching over the criminal fraternity – like me.  I planned to spend a month at home to ravish a lover; with permission to vilify with such passion a willing lover.  I spent my time fishing and hunting with Will and DJ, and of course being lover of all three.  I was back amongst the Fintry Hills, which held so many adventurous memories from my youth.  I loomed dark and tall in the cities, towns and villages, but in the hills I became a child of the wild.  In my bubble, I was Hillside Jamie, Lord of the Ferns, Hungry Man to all wild rabbits, Prince to the butterflies and bees.

I soon got restless for some other adventure, and one day headed for the City of Elgin.  Travelling by train via Aberdeen, I met up with a woman who was going to Elgin too, in order to visit her retired parents.  I revealed that I was viewing a cottage property, hopefully for my retirement, when I would require a sanctuary as a retreat, being a man of letters.

“This is the greatest achievement as we travel on a journey” I told her.  “No destiny; just a fantastic journey.  Look in your mirror, and see not a human being, but rather an engine, flesh being your vehicle.  Let go of the restraints forced upon you by mankind; discard the shackles that bind you.  Experiences are simply teachings by ones self.  Never stop and stare as many do.  When the engine has no willing driver for the vehicle, it breaks down and finally the journey’s at its end.”

Gillian, my new friend, accepted my offer of my address where I would be staying in the outskirts of Elgin where the cottage was situated.  Leaving the train, we shared a hearty hug, and then waved goodbye.  I never gave it much thought after that.  I talk openly and honestly with all I encounter, and never see many again.  It was only a journey and it passed the time of day through the boring though scenic Highlands.  

I reached the cottage by taxi.  It looked fine to me, and just the sort of place I would really like to retire to one day.  My first impression was that it was very stuffy and cold, so I sorted out the log fire, opened a few windows, and tidied up the mess of unwashed crockery and clothes that were strewn around the main living quarters.  Soon I was relaxing with a bottle of whisky I’d purchased en route to the cottage.  I must have been tired and nodded off, because I awoke suddenly to a loud knock on the front door…

I headed towards the front door, expecting to see my new friend Gillian come for more of the same; probably as we lay naked before and after exchanging liquids in generous proportions.  Disappointment, however, was the only thing that greeted James that cold and windy evening.  A tramp-like old man stood before me, smiling broadly as if in recognition.

“Hello! My nephew Angus is it?” he asked.

“Yes, and who are you, kind sir?” was my reply.

“I’m your Uncle Ian, laddie, and I have kept an eye on things around here since my only son, your cousin, killed my Maggie.”

“Aha! Bring yourself in out of the cold.  You’ll freeze to death if you blether outside.”

He followed me into the warmth of the sitting room.  I offered my new Uncle Ian a whisky, and then settled down to learn more about myself as Angus.  The demeaning Ian was a small unshaven guy who could have been aged anything between sixty and six-hundred – it was difficult to tell.  He still had his hair, which was unruly and white as snow, atop a nit filled scalp (scratch, scratch…).

“Have you ever met Robert?” I queried.

Ian answered by lying, going on about having a secret affair with Maggie.  He described how when Robert was born, they would picnic in the hills.  “After the sordid affair when I posed as my dead brother Hendry, the rest of the family rejected me – yet it was all for love” he added.

“Yeah, it’s been tough on you, Uncle Ian.”  I secretly chuckled as I knew ‘tough’ was pretty mild for what I had in mind for this unlucky branch of the Goar family tree.  I listened with mild curiosity as I pondered a fitting execution of the unhealthy Ian, dining at my table.  Robert would have enjoyed being a fly on the wall that night.

Just then there was another bang on the door and on the doorstep stood Gillian.  Smiling broadly, I ushered her inside and out of the cold.  I took her coat and introduced her to the unfortunate Ian (I looked upon this as a stay of execution).  We gathered around in the cosy little sitting room.  The delusional Ian offered to go to the nearest inn to purchase more drinks.  After he’d gone, I got closer to the inviting Gillian.  She was slightly disturbed about staying with two men overnight, especially as both were relative strangers.

“Don’t worry your cotton socks, darling, because the only real stranger won’t be staying over for breakfast” I assured her.  “Anyway, Uncle Ian has an appointment he dare not miss with his dearest brother and wife, Hendry and Maggie.”  I winked reassuringly at Gilly, who smiled coyly.

Gilly stood about five foot six or seven inches tall; she was a slender brunette and quite attractive in my view.  She told me about her life as a personal secretary within a law firm.  She was married to a school teacher and lived in Dumfries.  There were no children yet “but hopefully I may become unbarren after tonight” she teased.  I like this elegant looking lady I purred to myself.  Gilly became more relaxed after another couple of whiskies and some sweet-talking loving from this churner of burning desires.  I told her that I’d better go and meet dear Uncle Ian in case he’d got lost on the dark road.  The booze was drying up anyway, and many liquid juices would need topping up.  I assured Gilly I would be as quick as I could.  At least the old music box was in working order, so would pass away the time for her.  I pulled on an overcoat, kissed the warm and willing lips of Gilly, and retreated into the night, though not before picking up a spade from the potting shed.  Then I went in search of the man who was living on borrowed time.

The sky was clear, so the trek was not too daunting, as I walked along the unlit road.  I came across the shivering wreck about a mile or so along the road.  He was grinning again with that toothless grin of his.

“Thought I’d come help you, Uncle” I quipped.

“Grateful for the company” Ian stammered, and then nodding at the spade, he inquired nonchalantly, “What’s the spade for, Angus?”

“Oh, just in case of any wild bears I might come across in these strange glens” I said jokingly.  As we neared the cottage, Ian had to go off the road for an urgent call of nature.  I offered to hold the drinks carrier bag as Ian retreated into the trees.  

I arrived home some half hour later.  I washed my hands, tidied myself up, and then greeted the sexily aroused Gilly, who was glad to see me again, with another hungry seductive kiss.

“Where has Uncle gone?” she asked.

“Ah, just decided to call it a night, so taking the few pounds I gave him he thanked us both for a delightful evening, then winked, reminding me that ‘three’s a crowd’”.

“How thoughtful” Gilly giggled, and accepted another larger glass of the hard stuff.  We chatted away, and soon I had Gilly on my lap purring away as she listened to another story from my destructive past.

I must have talked Gillian to sleep, because by the time I’d finished telling her about some childhood adventure, the delightful teaser had fallen asleep on my lap.  I carried her into the bedroom, where I removed her clothing and put her to bed.  I didn’t join her right away, but sat and sipped some whisky and thought about the night’s events, both the rough and the smooth.  Ian was the rough, and Gilly the smooth, both having been dealt with according to their nature, Gillian receiving the better deal.  I laughed, and then heard a stirring plea from the bedroom.  Aha… tis time to mix love’s fluids; baby-making time.  I undressed and slipped into bed to join the body-grasping Gilly, eager to please and to be lovingly and passionately satisfied.

Some time later, leaving her mentally and physically exhausted and sleeping peacefully, I slipped out of the cottage and returned to finish the chore I’d failed to complete the night before.  I got back totally knackered and in need of a bath.  As I soaked away in a hot bath, the sighing Gilly popped a head round the door and asked if I wanted company.  We splashed around and then ended up back in bed.  I slept until late afternoon and awoke to find Gillian had gone, leaving a note of thanks for services approved.  I chuckled, wondering if she’d been impregnated by yours truly.  Then I set about my task of searching for evidence as to the whereabouts of one mystery baby, with the genes of the hopelessly insane.

I found plenty of legal documentation, but this would take some reading through.  Looking at the remaining logs, I decided to do a spot more grafting.  My chosen implement was an axe with a three foot long wooden shaft.  I was outside in the cold again, but soon warmed up with a few fells of axe to wood.  I chopped plenty, enough for a day or two, and then made my way back indoors.  I was glad to relax with a whisky in front of the blazing fire.  The cottage was now invitingly warm throughout.

I skimmed through all the legal stuff I could find, searching out every conceivable nook and cranny.  “If it’s there, then I shall surely uncover it” I mused.  Two hours passed, and still no bloody clue, so I had a look at some private letters I found lying around.  Then I had a breakthrough.  The private letter collection was to reveal that this had been no legal adoption.  Far from it.  They showed that a transaction had taken place between both the guilty parties involved, unlike the version of events Robert had disclosed.  In fact, the tit sucking femme-ogre had probably set up the evil plot to sell the baby to an unknown paedophile gang of perverts, who would groom the now aptly named Oasis Goar.  The last recorded dated address was somewhere called Chorley, Northants (wherever that is).  I wondered.  Somewhere in England, I guessed.  

I now had to deal with the (probably) already dead.  This Maggie must have hated the child with a vengeance – so evil it beggared belief.  Who could be that cruel? Had I known what was going to be disclosed that first night when I found mother and son in bed together, then I would have doused them both in petrol and had done with it.  Yes! Go to my hell before you experience the eternal fire of God’s.

I was satisfied that this mission called for a final conclusion.  After settling down in the wee small hours, I planned to tidy the cottage the next day (leaving things better than I found them – scratch, ahem!).  I would spend a week or two with my family, and then head south for Chorley, Northants.

I never explained my mission to family or friends, who knew I was up to no good, but never challenged my choices in life.  I arrived home to the usual welcome.  My family had apparently not even noticed I had been away, and that was exactly how I wanted it to stay.  Fatherly love was missing, although we still hunted rabbits and fished in the loch.  I never realised that I was spending more quality time with my boys than most fathers who have to slave away all day doing some menial task for a living.  They have no energy left to spend with their long-suffering families, working sixteen hours a day for a wage that still leaves them in debt after dealing with the weekly bills.  I could give a good ‘fly on the wall’ account of what’s wrong with society as I know it.  

One day, this blanket of ignorance that had been the comfort blanket for my family in Scotland would be removed.  But now, twenty years later, I want to throw it back around their wee Scottish shoulders.  The more I see of the darker side of society, the more cynical I become.

I spent some quality time with my toughest opponent to date: wee Reaney Hill, the mother of my sons.  She came from a neighbouring village, and when I first met her I thought she was part of a gypsy family as she had fifteen brothers and sisters.  ‘Tough’ does not begin to describe how formidable she really was.  Her mother passed away when she was ten or eleven.  Her father, Benny Hill (true) was a long distance lorry driver until the passing of his loving young wife.  He enjoyed being an alcoholic until his death, many years later.  As for the sixteen kids; the eldest of his children took care of the youngest, and somehow they managed to survive.  I never knew love, or even the meaning of love, but I’d describe my little buddy as a tomboy, not a bully, and deservedly so (I think I’m the only person she’s ever hurt).  

At odd times, I would wander down to the graveyard, sometimes alone and sometimes not.  I preferred to be alone, as it gave me the opportunity to look at other gravestones.  Funnily enough, one day I was watching a funeral procession, when one person in particular caught my eye.  Her chosen headdress would have been more suitable for a wedding – a floppy pink hat with a veil.  The bench where I sat offered a good view of the goings on (mostly sniffling).  Such things are usually perfected by those who couldn’t care less whether one is alive or dead.  The tall, slim pinky-white mourner was the classic Aunt Sally type.  After everyone slowly left (nobody wanting to look as if they were in too much of a hurry) Aunty Pink remained.  She removed her veil and the penny dropped.  I realised that this woman had been at my boy’s funeral.  I approached her rather more quickly than the snail-trail of mourners was leaving, and flashed my most attractive smile.  She glared in return, with a look of disgust, and then exclaimed that I had disturbed her most sacred thoughts.

“Hold on!” I casually went on.  “Having buried a son not too long ago, I noticed you at his funeral.”

I awaited a response, which when it came it shocked me to the core.  The tears she shed were threatening to flood the cemetery.  Crying and blurting out apologies, I soon realised that this strange woman mourned at other people’s funerals.  When the sobbing stopped, her lame excuse was that as an orphan, and thus with no family of her own to love or mourn, she would come here to the graveyard and pretend to be part of someone else’s family.  And I thought I was supposed to be the one who was stirred up and crazy.

Leaving the poor soul to wait for the dead, I decided to get on with my life, and returned home, where I informed my family that I had a mission in England, and must fly bye again…

Heading for the North of England by motor-cycle would give me the perfect excuse to keep my face hidden for most of the duration here in Kendal.  Having decided to stay incognito, I pitched my tent on the outskirts of Town.  This was ideal, as the less the locals saw of me, the better it would be all round.

I spoke to a friendly postman one morning, sharing my reasons for being there.  It was a mission with collective experiences in mind.  I was learning about life and the purpose of life, and to my mind, we may have had similar objectives.  I knew he wouldn’t have great insight, nor did he offer any profound thoughts, but postmen have a great deal of local general knowledge.  I invited this happy-go-lucky character to a free beer later that particular afternoon.  We arrived at the Nag’s Head public house which had a real fire burning, giving off both heat to the body, and a different sort of heat to the soul.  The spirit of the soul became the subject matter, as I explained to the postie and other regulars the existence of a third sex option.  Our true life is not this external, material life that passes before our eyes here on earth, but the inner life of our spirit, for which the visible life serves only as a scaffolding, a necessary aid to our spiritual growth.

Seeing before himself an enormously high and elaborately constructed scaffolding, while the building itself only just shows its foundations, man is apt to make the mistake of attaching more importance to the scaffolding than to the building for whose sake the former has been temporarily erected.  We must remind ourselves and one another that the scaffolding has no meaning or importance except to render possible the erection of the building itself.  My own scaffolding has long since been removed.  My temple looms above all others simply because my foundations were laid before yours were ever even thought of as a plan.

Three hours passed as I explained my theory.  The bar-tender moaned that not a pint was bought during this magical spell.  All were engrossed.  The only sound was the snapping of playing cards – the expert shuffle and twisting of cards by the gnarled old hands of a local chappie.  I chipped in, saying that I was in fact on an experience trail which would take me to different locations where my spirit could find comfort with other spirits.

In fact, I’d pitched my tent beside a river at a place called Devil’s Bridge, where the postie said the local kids went skinny-dipping.  “In the better weather, of course”, he added, rather obviously I thought.

It was now early evening, and the local talent began to socialise.  One in particular caught my sea-blue eyes.  I don’t believe in goddesses, but this was surely the next best thing.  She waltzed into my world, and suddenly I felt I was being rewarded for the good work I had taken on board in the name of civilisation.  Somebody had to take charge and cleanse society to prevent weird folk from breeding even more weirdos.

“Is it a religion?” inquired my dark, delicious stranger.

“A faith?” asked another.

“I believe in a greater force than man can imagine” I replied.  “My friends, let us digest the food I have given you.  Now it’s time to chin-wag over our chosen beverages.”

I was excited when miss desirable slid her pert little bottom next to mine, and offered me a hand saying, “Hi, my name is Colette.”

She stood just under six foot tall, and wore a figure hugging open-necked top that gave a hint of two big surprises in store.  

“Our babies are going to enjoy breakfast with mother” I jokingly quipped.

She smiled, and looked rather coy for a second.

“It’ll be very cold in your tent tonight, lover-boy” she purred.  “What you need is some company to keep the chill at bay.”

“Hopefully they’ll bring a darning needle to mend the holes in my tent.”

She looked at me sadly.  “Ah… now you have my sympathy.  Why don’t you come back to my place and we’ll get you sorted out with a darning needle.”

This was not the result I was hoping for, but with a toe in the door, anything that can happen, will happen, I thought with some satisfaction.

Following her taxi on my bike, it took only a few minutes to arrive at a cul-de-sac of semi-detached houses running parallel to each other.  She stood at her door, looking so demure, with a woollen shawl draped over he slender shoulders.  I parked my bike and entered her house.  It was panelled in dark wood to waist height, above which was purple wallpaper.  Lots of ornaments and little dolls adorned the mantel-piece, and tables with posies of fresh flowers gave the place a natural scented aroma.  A black leather settee with matching chairs and colour TV completed the picture which is still fresh in my memory.  There was no sign of interrupting children – no photos that would have pissed me off smiled down at me from any wall of her living quarters.  

Her seductive hips alone would have been enough to delay missions for at least six months, or until she fell pregnant with my baby.  With swelling clearly showing, I would be hoping rather than sharing what actually took place.  Truth is often stranger than fiction though, and what I’m about to share is more weird than strange.  Later that day, after an invitation to my tent for tea and rampant sex (hopefully), my darling Colette disclosed to me that she was an orphan.

Before I left that night, we hugged in the hallway, arms around each other, sharing the longest kiss.  It was like kissing lips which fizzed; a tingling sensation created by a passion desperate to lovingly ravish each other (or so I imagined).

I headed back through fine drizzle to where I’d pitched my tent.  It was coldish, but not like Scottish hillside weather.  I had my darning needle, and decided to make a feeble attempt to repair the tears.  I hoped that a close inspection by that diligent female, Colette, would induce her to offer to put things right.  Appear helpless and hopeless and the female’s instinct is to offer her services (always true in my experience).  Had the roles been reversed, I’m afraid I would have walked on by.  I’m hopeless and hapless where tedious chores are concerned.  

Then again, one time I found a box of knitting wool; a few boxes actually, sitting outside a wool shop.  I thought perhaps that there was no storage space inside the shop, so the owner had decided to spring clean and toss it all out.  I begged an old woman who had befriended me for some instructions on how to knit myself a blanket from all this white wool.  She gave me a pair of knitting needles, and taking a pair herself, taught me slowly all that I needed to know.

“Now James, simply noose-tie the wool to one needle, leaving enough space in the wool to insert your other needle.  Take the ball of wool and wrap the wool around the needle, saying loudly ‘in – over – through – then off’.  Then simply repeat the process.”

Easy-peasy, I thought, as I got the hang of it.  So off I set into the hills with my box of wool.  If there was any left over, I could knit myself a sweater.  Those were my last waking thoughts before I slipped into a slumber.  I awoke around 7am, smoked a cigarette, then braved the weather to go and wash in the stream.  I shaved with my open razor, and was finally satisfied that I was clean enough to sweat heavily with Colette all day.  I was able to rustle up some breakfast, having bought a camping stove and utensils in preparation for my stay.

I lazed around, wondering if by some slight chance this was in fact the daughter of Robert Orr.  I wondered if it could be possible for freaks of nature to produce something so beautiful and physically attractive.  I had no problem disposing of dead flesh, because there is nothing beautiful to look at there.  Though I’d met a man in Carstairs who’d been a ghoul; he’d had sex with his victims, days after they’d died.  He told me that he’d kept them fresh in the meat freezer.

I was dragged from my day dreaming by the delicious Colette.  She looked radiant and fresh for squeezing – which I did when she embraced me, offering those pouting lips for me to experience once again.

I spread a blanket on the ground and we sat down to share some personal details about each other.  I began where my dream left off, telling Colette about the day I knitted a sweater in the hills.  It turned out to be more a long scarf than anything else.  I knitted away until it was fit for a giant’s dad.

Colette interrupted me, saying, “I’ve never been to Scotland.  Feel like I have, though.  Perhaps my parents had relatives there.  I was only three when they both died in a car crash.  Luckily I was adopted quickly.  It was strange that Mum and Dad had no living relations.  I thought that odd, later in life.  I was adopted by good people, who cared for my welfare.  But then one day, when I was 18, we had a row over their religious beliefs, and I felt I had to leave home.  I found work as a barmaid.  I could live on the premises, so that solved my homeless problem.  I moved from one menial job to another, always waiting for my prince in shining armour.”

She smiled coyly at me as she said that.  I made the tea, and continued with my knitting story.  I had no need of a very long scarf, so the first lamb I saw would get wrapped up in it.  My aim was to confuse the hill walkers (just as someone else had done with a distinctive Glasgow bus shelter, plonked in the middle of my hills).

“I’d love to visit your Scottish Hills” Colette sighed.

“You know, your wish can by granted by yours truly here.  I could pick you a plot of land where you could reside quietly forever.”

It was a brighter day than it had been of late, and the local kids were hanging around the Devil’s Bridge, but instead of skinny dipping they seemed to think that we were more interesting.  They were all stretched out on the grass, gazing at myself and Colette, wondering, no doubt, what the local dish was doing with this nomad-type character.  We decided to go back to her house to spend more time sharing experiences.  As it was such a fine day, we thought we’d walk, so off we went, hand in hand.  

Arriving back at the familiar surroundings of Colette’s abode, we relaxed in the sitting room.  I turned the conversation to a general enquiry about the local village, explaining to Colette that I was from a farming community and small village, not so very different from this one where she had been raised.  I talked about the local characters in my village: the typical village idiot, the peculiar kids, and one girl who had been the strangest of them all, with a growth hanging from her ear.  Rumour had it that this was the result of incest, though nobody could ever say for sure.

“I’ve never come across any weirdoes in this village” Colette interjected.

I ignored the interruption and moved onto orphans.  I asked her if she’d ever discovered any other orphans in her village with similar upbringings to her own, or if she had a friend in a similar position.  She assured me that the only orphan around these parts was herself.  My heart sank.  It was just my luck to meet a very sexually attractive woman, only to find she could be an Orr, from the goary family in Stirling.  It was like winning the lottery and then losing the ticket.  I felt bad knowing that I could never make love with the Orr family vampire.  I hadn’t drunk much alcohol up to that point, but could remember an uncle declaring to my Dad, “Drunk, a man will make love with any bitch throwing her favours around.”

I asked Colette if she liked strong alcohol, as in spirits.  She assured me she did, and in fact had a bottle of brandy in her cabinet.  She offered me some, which I willingly accepted.  Conversation was soon flowing freely.  I kept her attention with a steady stream of sarcastic humour, off-the-cuff remarks about life being shite generally speaking, though it can be rewarding.  I mentioned that this night would reward both Colette and Jamie.  She asked me what her reward was to be.  I promised to take her on a magic carpet experience, inviting her to a free Scottish holiday with me paying all expenses.  She looked all lovey-dovey and in awe of my generosity, which I hoped would lead to another kind of generosity.

“And what is your reward, Jamie?” she quipped.

Making wild passionate love would be fantastic was my thought, but I merely stated “Being your personal escort will be reward enough for me, sweetheart.”

I hoped I sounded convincing, though I felt disgruntled.  Colette had picked up on my wishful thinking, however.  Love-making was something precious in her eyes, with every touch, stroke and raw feeling something to be tenderly experienced.  I could understand that; it would be something to treasure – a special moment – shared privately together.  But what then? Maybe I was becoming too anxious.

Colette was clearly looking forward to the up-coming roam around the hills of my home.  I decided to keep her away from my immediate family.  Instead, I’d take her to the scenic Scotland that all the tourists visit – Loch Ness and Aviemore – ending our visit in my Fintry Hills.  We agreed to leave soon, in the next few days if possible.  I promised to buy her some suitable clothing for the journey.

Strange as it may seem, not even my highland promise could get me into Colette’s bedroom that night.  But I am a patient man when needs be, and guessed that the Scottish weather would send her rushing into my arms and under warm blankets soon enough.  After our usual, loving and tongue searching embrace, I knew the best was yet to come, so drove off contentedly towards my camp.  On arrival, I set out my sleeping bag and old woollen blanket and rolled my sweater up, putting it into a pillow case.  I decided to sleep outside my tent, and settled down for the night, snug as a bug in a rug, thinking about my intended visit to Scotland with Colette.  But reality crept back in to piss me off, as I remembered the Robert Orr connection, or at least the possibility of a connection.  There would have to be a confrontation between the incestuous pervert and his product.  Would Colette recoil in horror at the accusations flying around?  Having been sheltered from the awful assumptions all of her innocent life, would she not be better left in ignorance rather than being exposed to the evil practices of those about whom she had nothing but fond memories?

I struggled to find any sleep before first light, my mind full of too much confusion.  Sleeping eventually, I was awoken by Colette and a greying old lady.  Colette introduced her as one of her first parents’ friends.  Suddenly alert, I moved around the camp making tea for all, but never taking my eyes off the silent witness.  As we settled around a cosy camp fire that Colette managed to build, I began some psychological probing.  First I put their minds at ease with some Scottish humour, gentle sarcasm at its best – so non-offensive that my charm even impressed me.  The rewarding results were a chapter and verse recollection of events, according to her own readings, of a very much cared for and loved baby Colette.  The woman’s name was Abi, short for Abigail.  She had been baby Colette’s nanny.
I realised that it would be necessary for nanny Abi to accompany Colette and myself on our mystery trip to Scotland, so I invited her to join us as a thank you for caring for baby Colette.

“My treat” I declared, smiling broadly.  

After several refusals, Abi meekly accepted my generous invitation.  As my family owned the cottage, we could stay until we all got bored of hunting and salmon fishing.  The treks in the forest might also become very exhausting for my two English roses.

Colette sighed.  “How beautiful a dream to be realised in one’s lifetime.”

I had to agree.  But one man’s dream often results in another’s nightmare.  It often turns out like that for me, folks.

I relaxed them with another childhood story.  In our village in Scotland, an unusual report had surfaced of a strange looking animal with a pig’s head but the body of a woman.  Every kid, and most adults too, believed this to have been a true sighting, since it was originally spotted by our local vicar.  Personally, I never believed a word of it.  I thought it was probably designed to keep the kids off the streets as darkness fell.  I told them of her/its lifestyle of raiding household rubbish bins foraging for food.  She was once spotted cooking heather with wild radish and beetroot, and even drinking her own urine.  A local drunk supposedly came across her one night; one thing led to another and sex took place later that evening.  She must have become pregnant, as nine months later a boy was born.  He had a beautiful complexion, was physically attractive, but instead of feet he had trotters.  Today there are thousands of Trotters in Scotland, but few knew where the name originated.  Now they did.  

The women sat in silence, with staring eyes.  Colette spoke first.

“It certainly sounds convincing.  I wonder how their minds must work, being part pig.  I bet they grunt a lot in their sleep.  That reminds me of an old lady I once knew who I thought sported two pig’s ears.  Could have been related, I guess.”

“Paints a whole new picture, thinking of the ‘three little piggies’ who went to market” exclaimed Abi.

“It surely does” I admitted.

I decided we would leave in two days’ time, on Thursday.  With all heartily in agreement, I let the women tidy up around camp whilst I greedily finished off a beer (I was parched after my story telling earlier).  I had to arrange transport, and decided we would all travel by train.  I would leave my bike in Colette’s garden shed to be picked up at a later date.  I checked out local trains to a major national station which had a direct line to Glasgow where we’d change for Elgin, the nearest railway station to the haunted cottage.

I met up with Colette later that evening for drinks in her local bar.  Much the same sprinkle of local bevy merchants was present.  I felt another interesting story brewing in my mind as my audience gathered around.  

Legend has it that an unknown local home-made brew was served by witches to unsuspecting travellers going through our village.  This intoxicating brew was said to send everyone insane, or at least appear to be so, by gibbering nonsensical drivel for the rest of their lives.  I assured them that I’d never come across any witches handing out free ale.

“Came across several bitches on free ale, but that’s another story girls” I cynically quipped.

Carrying on with the myth, I told them that the witches had met a local vicar who was very impressed with the broomstick brigade and had taken them back to the vicarage.  Once there, they had been so in awe of the stature of the Virgin Mary that they began to worship the statue, and gave up their consumption of alcohol.  They decided to answer one prayer expressed by the vicar though, which was to carry on supplying him with their spiritual brew.  These witches were by definition bad, being black witches, whereas good witches are white.  But the vicar believed he had attracted white witches (or so he convinced himself) and today their brew is served in every practising vicarage all over the country.

They call it Holy Communion.

Having left after last orders, it was my turn to disappoint Colette.  As we braved the cold wind outside the pub, she snuggled up, gripping my arm tightly, and shyly invited me to stay over at her house that night.  I declined sadly; pointing out that any new and exceptional experiences should now happen in my own country, as making passionate love amongst the hills of my home would release a still more dynamic thrill.  I kissed her trembling lips gently for a moment longer than intended, as after all, I am only human.

I bade them a safe journey home and then made my way off towards my campsite.  I was soon tucked up in my bedroll, thinking about the prospect of wandering once again on my chosen soil and the looming great adventure.  The next day, I went round the village waving my farewells, joyfully exclaiming to all “Until we all return to party once more”.  Only the postman looked upset that I was taking away the princess of small-town life.  I felt like the prince who attracts female flesh, which could only be a good thing for my giant-sized ego.  All was in order for the journey the next day.
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