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Eddy’s ... Black Cat ... Diaries ...

...  by Percy Stevenson

INTRODUCTION: It all started with the Christmas present, a diary for my allotment and a gold pen she added to the gift, she even wrote inside, (To my Eddy to bring forth new life). Right then I knew, that this baby thing was becoming an obsession, but hey, I’m a man, I can take it, right? Little did I know that other challenges and responsibilities were about to hit us, and our world was about to change forever with the face-to-face meeting of a monster.
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Chapter 1 ... The Kitchen table ... The Humble Abode ...
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Edward sat at the kitchen table and reviewed his diary for the last season and compared the crops, Ruby, his young wife rattled the pots and pans as she washed up after they had finished their tea, he realised that she had something to say, but he was thinking of his problems.

He held his hand up and counted on his fingers his enemies, “Slug, snails, butterflies, mice, rats, pigeons, rabbits, seagulls, now foxes, and God knows what else Rubes?”

She ignored his moans and continued talking about her day, “So I went to the doctors Edward, and he says that I’m ok, I just need to get the timings right and bingo it is.”

He ignored her words as he thought about the find, “And I found, a half-eaten rabbit on my cabbage patch, just the head and front legs, no meat on them I suppose? What do you think Rube’s, a fox?”

She ignored his talking again, “And he said buy one of these and a graph book and start making a record as I go along, a high temperature means that I’m ovulating, good eh, so what do you think?”

He shook his head in confusion, “What did you say Rube’s?” he looked at her and the strange thing sticking out of the corner of her mouth.

“What’s that?”

She took it out and looked at the temperature reading on her new thermometer, “A high temperature and I’m ready Edward, so, are you?”

“Am I Ruby, ready for what?”

She put her specs on and read it again, then smiled, she did a little wriggle and removed her pants and let them fall to her ancles, she flicked them over to the washing machine, with her foot.

“Ok, bingo it is, so get up the stairs gadget man, it’s bing, bang, bosh time!”

“And what’s that?”

She walked over to him and grabbed his shirt collar, then dragged him up and out of the kitchen and pushed him up the stairs.

“But what about some pudding, the cream custard tarts with clotted Cornish cream?”

“Sod the pudding, I want to join the pudding club, clear so far?”

“But Rube’s, I’m not an animal woman?”

“Oh, yes you are, my handsome milkman!”

“But I’m an engineer darling!”

“No, you’re not, this is the night shift, remember, my dream, the white picket fence, the cottage in that wonderful little Cotswolds village, perhaps even a dog or two, plus a brace of children.”

“But how darling?”

“Just one step at a time chuck, so get up and get em off, and no black socks you animal!”

She took hold of his leather jacket on the hook in the hallway, “And wear this, I like the idea.”

“What idea?”

She gave him her best wicked smile.

“The Viking incursions of the eighth century Rube’s?” he looked at her confused.

“No happy days, remember?”

“What, on the TV?”

“Yeah, that bloke, what’s his name, err ....... Henry Wankler!”

“I don’t think that’s his name Babe.”

––––––––
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Half an hour later they were lying bed and he had just woken up from a snooze, she had moved her pillow and placed it under her bottom, and she was there at this funny angle, but he didn’t want to ask her why.

She elbowed him to wake him up, “A funny day down at the hairdressers, you know Andria saw a group of these little dear things trot by, right down the middle of town, hundreds of them apparently, what do you think?”

“How big?”

“Err ... little, probably the size of small dogs, bizarre, eh?”

“Chipmunk dear.”

“Chipmunk?”

“No, sorry, Munk jack deer, little horns and all that.”

“Yes, little guys with these funny little horns, so how did they get here, and where the hell are they from?”

“Well, the animal park up the road, Lord thingamabob’s place, I would have thought, perhaps a hole in the fence, so where did she say they went?”

“Oh, they were grazing on the common then they went down the lane to the vicarage and that little cops of trees, so would they cause a problem Eddy?”

“Well anywhere near my allotment and they will, probably chomping my green veg as we speak.”

“So, you have to go out then?”

“I’m expected down the pub Rubes, Barry wants fresh veg and I have an agreement with him.”

“For money I hope, and not free beer.”

“Straight up babe.”

She gave him the look, “Not a second do, do, then?”

“Rubes, I am not an animal!”

He jumped out of bed and began to dress, “Pudding later then?”

“For a fee darling.”

He gave her the look back at her, “I won’t be late, just a quick visit down the Lotty to check on the veg then a quicky in the pub.”

“One?”

“Two, Rubes, you know that I only have two, then I’m away to my darling wife.”

She growled at him as he fastened up his belt and slipped on his sweatshirt.
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CHAPTER 2 ... The Ingle Pingle Allotments ... Down near the Vicarage.
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He parked up his little Escort van at the side of his allotment and opened the back doors to lift out the green kitchen waist bag, he emptied the lot into the compost bin and looked around, then, to his horror he stared at his standing sweetcorn plants, “Noooooo!”

The plants had been nibbled and the corns were gone, all of them, he couldn’t believe it and recounted the plants in the bed, “Twenty plants, all of them, no!”

He walked around and couldn’t find any tracks, nothing.

“Rats or squirrels!”

He pulled out another bag from the van and started cutting cabbages and pulled up a few carrots and twisted courgettes from their plants, he looked around some more but felt that he was being observed.

“You better believe it you scumbags, I’ll be back!” he gave the watchers his best Arnold Schwarzenegger impression, then dumped the bag in the back of the van, locked the gate and drove off to the pub.

The Pig and Whistle was quiet, deathly quiet, only Billy, the resident bar fly was leaning on the bar, he turned as Eddy came in.

“I hate bloody vegetarians, what the point of life without killing something?”

“Peace and tranquillity perhaps?” said Eddy and gave him his best smile.

“Bollocks!” mumbled Billy.

Barry appeared in front of Eddy with a big smile as he dried his glasses, “My veg man has arrived, so what do we have, veggie?”

“Sorry Barry, just some greens and a few courgettes, my sweetcorn has been attacked, rats or squirrels maybe, the bloody lot, gone, sorry Baz!”

He watched the pub landlord’s eyes turn to the bar fly, he thumbed to Eddy, “You see, in action already, and where are you? Sitting on your arse getting drunk on my time, little boy Billy!”

“Where?” asked Billy as he stared at Eddy.

Eddy looked around to see faces staring at him, even the chef had come to the bar and was rubbing his hands together.

“What?”

“Little Munk Jack deer my green fingered veggie man.” said Barry the landlord.

“Yum, yum!” said the French chef.

“I, err .... Don’t understand?” said Eddy.

“Where?” asked Billy again.

“His bloody allotment, numbnuts!” said Barry.

The chef was counting on his fingers as he mumbled, “Roast, pate, filet de Gillet et onions, et tongue, et.

Barry held the chef’s shoulder, “Calm Pier, we have a handle on this, so Billy boy, 50 per carcase or as many as I can get into the freezer.

Pier touched Barry’s arm, “Bourguignon de la Pig du Whistle Bazzy?”

“Exactly my little garlic friend, provided the killer queen here can get us a few, ok, big gob get going, this is not poaching this is called a social help. Look at my poor veggie, tears all down his face, go and he doesn’t want to bother the police with such a trivial matter, he comes to us to sort out his problem, he scratches mine and I scratch yours, and even Pier here, clear so far little man?”

“Yeah, where?”

“His bloody allotment, hello in there!”

“What the hell Barry?” asked Eddy.

“Munk Jack deer, dear, ready for the pot, I just have to get a few for my dear friend here, perhaps you could help in some way?”

Eddy stared at him as it all clicked into place, “How much?”

Barry grinned, “I bet you could even catch one alive, right, bring it here and it can graze round the back taking its turn with all the rest?”

“But I don’t.”

Barry reached under the bar and pulled out a leather bag, and dropped it on the bar, “A big 45, one bang and you give me a bell, I spin round in the jag and bing, bang, bosh!”

Eddy stared at him in silent shock.

“60 per carcase, no questions asked!”

Billy laughed at his shock from the other end of the bar as Barry pulled Eddy a pint, he gave Eddy the wink.

“He ain’t got the balls for it, Baz.” said Billy.

“Oh yes I have, but only for 80 per.”

Barry started to laugh at him as he placed the pint in front of him, “You see, he has a plan.”

“Hold up, you only offered me 50 per?” squeaked Billy.

“Yes, but you’re still sitting on your arse, and he has a plan.”

Eddy reached for his wallet, but Barry winked again, “On the house for our new hero, so that’s the deal, right, 80, per carcase, in the boot of my Jag, bing bang bosh, yes?”

Eddy nodded but didn’t want to make a pledge, but Barry held his hand out to shake, he shook Eddy’s hand vigorously as he laughed.

“I love it when a plan comes together lads.”

Eddy placed the leather holster into his jeans pocket and made it all sag to one side.

“So, is that a pistol in your pocket or are you just glad, big boy?” laughed Billy.

“But?”

Barry leaned towards him on the bar, “One bang and it will go down, if not and you’ve hit it you will have to follow the bloody trail and find the carcase for us, just a bell and I’ll spin round.”

“In the Jag,” said Eddy, but he felt a little sick.

“But not if I get em first, lone rider!” said Billy, “Or should I call you Clint?”

Eddy looked to Barry for an explanation.

Barry gave him the Clint Eastwood squint and the voice, “The Magnum 45 is biggest handgun in the world, so make my day punk!”

Eddy took a sip of his pint as they laughed at him, but the gun in his pocket was pulling him to one side.

“But isn’t all this somewhat illegal?”

“Only if one opens one’s trap to talk to people about our little arrangement sonny.”

“But a licence?”

“A loaned-out work tool, that’s all it is boy, pest control, so just get it done.”

The pub door squeaked as another customer walked into the bar, the conversation came to a halt.

“Ah, Mr Barns, so how is the Country Park these days?”

“Fine thanks Barry, a pint of soup please.”

“Ah, the black stuff, keeping up your strength then, game keeper?” he looked round at the faces sniggering at him.

“Have I missed something here?” said Barns.

“So, a herd of your deer trotting down the middle of the town, like it was central France, cropping the churchyard grass, the gardeners will be complaining you know mate.”

Barns stared at him in confusion, “What are you on about Baz?”

“A great big hole in the fence line obviously, well where are they from then if not down your end?”

“What kind?”

“Little buggers, so how is the new licencing process going, his Lordship’s in town is he?”

“When?”

“This morning Barnsey, hundreds of the little guys apparently, the hairdressers next door watched it all happen, yours then?”

“Shit!”

“A bounty per head I think, and to keep our traps shut if the council ask questions, right?”

“Shit!” squeaked Barns again, “Munk Jack?”

“Yeah, hundreds apparently.”

“165 more like, I did a head count last night before lock up, shit!”

Barry grinned at him, “So, his Lordship must be away, right, Bermuda perhaps?”

“Shit, now what do I do Baz?”

“So, he’s having fun in the sun with his other Jamaican wife, yes?”

Mr Barns looked at him in horror, “Wall have ears here Baz, and anyway how did you know about all that? What the hell can I do about this problem?”

“Well ring him dear boy and give him the good news, his ex-employee is willing to clean up this mess for him but at a cost you understand?”

Barns stared into his eyes as he worked him out, “You went and cut a hole in His Lordships fences, that’s against the law Barry, he’ll get the law on you, don’t you understand that?”

Barry pushed the pint over the bar to him and grinned again, “Proof, none, and I’m here to help boy, what can I say?”

“Shit, he’ll go nuts!”

“But you are the calm waters Barnsey, nice and clear, a little break out, nothing to worry about, really, is it?”

Barns fumbled with his phone as he searched for the wanted number.

“At least it wasn’t one of the big cat compounds was it, now then you would be in deep do, do, right?”

“He’ll sack me!”

“He’ll pay the price Barnsey, to me in fact, he owes me, right?”

“But he caught you bang to rights, poaching on his land.”

“Ah, not strictly true is it,” he thumbed to Billy at the other end of the bar.

“Yeah, but he was doing it under your orders?”

“Say’s who?”

“Well Lord Wiltshire for one, the police tipped him off.”

“Lies, all lies Barnsey, no severance payment, no second chance to prove my innocence, just, you boy, fuck off, you’re fired, not nice is it, who the hell does he think he is Barnsey?”

“Well, the biggest landowner in this county Barry and he has friends in the high courts, he’ll have you for this.”

“His wife’s land, more like.”

“Well, yes but so what?”

“But he’ll lose his game park licence in the process though, won’t he?”

“He’ll shoot you Barry!”

Barry burst out laughing at him, “Over your dead body, Mr, Lord of the Maners game squire and park manager.”

Barnsey punched in the number as the bar giggled at his discomfort, “Lord Wiltshire please Debby.”

“Rabits, you see, there again I was doing him a great favour, clearing pests from his boundary humps.”

Barns ignored his words and waited to be connected to His Lordships mobile phone, everyone listened to the conversation, he noticed that they were all listening, so he stood up and walked out holding the phone to his ear, “Err ... Your Grace, we have a slight problem in the park sir.”

Barry was now at the door still listening to his one-way conversation.

“The Munk Jack in the lower paddock sir, yes, the lot, I’ve had witnesses that they were in town grazing on the green, perhaps, I could?”

“Yes, Your Grace, a stupid statement, so what should I do?” he held the phone away from his ear as the shouting came down the line.

“Budget restrictions.” Whispered Barry from the doorway.

“Well, they must have broken the fences down, and we were not allowed in the yearly budget to strengthen them sir, remember?” He gave Barry a wink in thanks for his idea.

Barns listened to the orders down the line in silence.

“We could right them off sir, and even claim that they’re not ours perhaps?”

“Yes, sorry Your Lordship, a stupid idea, let me sort it out My Lord, just leave it with me.”

“New year’s licencing deal?” whispered Barry from the doorway again.

Barns winked at him in thanks again, “Err ... the council want to inspect the boundary fence line sir, what should I do?”

“Yes, sorry, obviously, I’ll get the lads right on it in the morning, but the escapees?”

He held the phone at arm’s length again as the swearing continued.

“Steel posts this time,” whispered Barry.

“An upgrade Your Grace, steel posts, the wooden ones have rotted out obviously, yes sir I’ll get the lads right on it in the morning, and I’ll put off the council until your return, Your Grace.”

He listened to the phone as he was instructed, “Ok Your Grace, tomorrow night, Heathrow 2, I’ll be there waiting for you sir.” He held the phone away from his ear again as the phone was slammed down, the other end.

He breathed out slowly as Barry laughed at him.

“It’s all about being nice to one’s staff, don’t you think Barnsey, arrogant bastard, nose in the air all day, it must get confusing for the poor bugger.”

“Look, I’m trying to keep this job, this is my life, wife, kids, mortgage, understood?”

“Yes Mr Barns, sorry, just an observation if you know what I mean?”

“You owe me Baz.”

“For what?”

“For keeping your name out of his brain, he seems to hate you with a vengeance, so, why is that?”

Barry grinned again at him as he escorted him back into the pub to finish his pint.

“I was just friendly to her Ladyship when he was out of town, that’s all Mr Barns.”

Barns put his fingers in his ears, and la, la, lard to shut the words coming from Barry.

“Yes, sorry Barnsey, none of yours and all that?”

“Exactly, none of mine and all that.”

Barry returned to behind the bar, “So the plan for the roundup?”

“Err ... I’ll get the lads on it in the morning.”

“So, if you lose a few, not a problem, right?”

Barns stared in horror at him, “Now you can’t go around shooting the bloody things in a public space like the common, understood?”

Barry watched him closely as he drank his pint and winked at Eddy who was listening to everything they said.

“Anyway, my mate here say’s it’s got to be pest control problem, just look at my vegie man, he’s losing his crops for God’s sake?”

Barns focused onto Eddy, “And you are?”

“Just a gardener who wants to grow more crops for my favourite landlord.”

Barns slammed his empty glass on the countertop, “My job, do you lot hear me? My job, now leave it at that, ....... please!”

He pointed to Billy’s grinning face as he walked out, “Not on my land Billy, I will bloody shoot you, and claim you tried to kill me, clear, Mr I was only walking the dog officer!”

Billy held his hands up and laughed, “But they aren’t on your lands are they smart arse?”

Barns slammed the door as best he could on the way out.

Eddy stared at the landlord in total shock, Barry grinned back at him, “Another, veggie boy?”

Then pointed to Billy, “Well go on then find the bloody animals!”

“But?” squeaked Eddy.

“And you my lovely boy, in the morning will do!”

“But I’m on the night shift all week.”

“Well, there you go then, opportunities all over the place,” he put his thumb and index finder to his ear, “Just a quick bell, and I’ll spin round, clear?”

Eddy gulped his last drop of beer before Barry snatched it off him and put it under the pump for a second one, followed by the now normal wink.

Eddy looked at Billy’s grinning face, and tried to whisper his question, “So did he cut the fence?”

Billy’s grin widened, he then thumbed to himself, “A pure accident vegie man!”

Barry placed the pint down in front of him and smiled, “A gastro pub, the best in the county, a French chef, special nights of interest to the gentry here abouts, St Patricks day, St Georges day, pancake day, whatever, understand the new plan my lovely vegie man?”

“And venison is on the menu I assume, yes?”

“Yep, local trout, salmon perhaps and as always, the odd rabbit, Pier is very good providing he has the ingredients, bing bang bosh, good, eh?”

“Err .... Yes Barry, very good.” He gulped as the plan was laid out in front of him and his responsibilities involved with Barrys plan, “So, very important to get meat then?”

“Yes boy, speciality meats, and top of the list must be venison, understood?”

“But I specialise in vegetables Barry!”

Pier was behind the bar again and smiled at Eddy.

Barry grinned again, then handed over a list, “The specialist chef needs some other ingredients, and has made a list for our grower, ok with that?” 

Eddy took the list from the bar and read it in silence, “That’s six different types of onions, correct?”

“Plus, du how you say?” said Pier.

“Garlic!” said Barry, “Lots and lots of garlic, different types that he can’t buy from the wholes sales, so you can grow them, right?”

“Err ... yes Barry, no problem!”

Good lad, he turned and smiled to Pier before the chef disappeared back through the door to the kitchen.

Barry grabbed Eddy’s hands, “A happy chef is a happy Gastro pub, clear that man?”

“So, your success is down to me then?”

“Well yes and the big white hunter there, “Billy, be gone and killing something please!”

Billy stood and walked out with a grin on his face.

“For the weekend would be good Billy boy!”

“You might want to hang the meat for a week or two Baz?”

“I’ll hang you in a minuet, be gone and doing!”

Barry’s smiled returned to Eddy, he gave him a wink.

Eddy spilled some of his beer down his front.
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CHAPTER 3 ... Girl Guides ... Church Hall in Town.
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The girls were playing tick tacky off the ground and running around on the set-up benches in the hall, the Guide leaders were talking and watching for no cheating and pointing to the winners of the round and the losers to sit and watch with them.

“So, how’s the plan going Ruby?” asked the Guides leader as she watched her girls.

“Lady Helen, he’s bloody useless?”

“And have you tried the makeup box?”

“Err... not yet, but I did try the dressing up.”

“And?”

“Well, it worked but he’s useless.”

“And your temperature?”

“Lower.”

“Good, then it’s starvation time, good boy gets something, and bad lazy boy gets the face.”

Lady Helen gave her the look that just cracked her up laughing and the girls at the side of them.

“Oh, Prim, you win as per usual, ok, we move onto knots, come on, badges are at stake here so get the ropes please.

Lady Helen giggled as she elbowed Ruby, “Ropes, now that’s a good idea, don’t you think?”

Ruby burst out laughing at her.

“To Ruby on this one please Guides, she is our knots expert.”

Edward waited in the van outside and listened to the normal screaming and screeching coming for the hall on girl Guides night, when the music kicked in, he knew it was only a matter on minuets before they would end the meeting, and all hell would break loose.

He looked at the gun from the holster and read the numbers and wording on the barrel.

“Magnum, made in the USA.” He mumbled to himself, then as the music came to a stop he placed the gun back into its holster on placed it under his driver’s seat, he breathed out a sigh of relief as the doors to the church hall blasted open and the girl Guide ran out shouting and screaming with each other in fun, he gave them a wave as they ran off and Lady Helen gave him a wink, as if she knew something about this plan of his and the gun under his seat.

Ruby banging the side of the van pulled him out of his zombie state.

“Let’s go home lone ranger!”

His shock at her statement made her look again, “What’s up, said something wrong?”

“Err ... no Rubes, just thinking of how to get rid of the rats down the lotty.”

“Well shoot em!”

“So, I can buy a gun, right?”

She clasped her breast in shock.

“What’s up?”

“You used that bad word again.”

“What, gun?”

“No, buy, because we are buying nothing, correct, the plan, remember?”

He held his breast, “Dib, dob, dib, leader!”

“Yes, and just remember what we are going to get, PMA, remember?”

“Understood leader, positive mental attitude, dib, dob, dib!”

“And it’s autumn camp next weekend, so get it sorted please.”

“Oh, err.... comes around so quickly eh Rubes?”

“Tents, firewood, ground sheets and none of your stories to the girls, we don’t want the headless horsemen tales in camp again, please!”

He laughed at the thought of the fear he had caused, but she slapped his leg to get going and get them home.

He started the engine and drove off.

“And what’s that smell Eddy?”

He sniffed the air in the van but shook his head.

“Like a wet dog smell, what the hell is it?”

He remembered the gun in a sudden panic, and it might be the cause of the pong, “Err ... compost Rubes, the smell hasn’t left us yet?”

“What a stinking hovel this van is, clean the bloody thing out Edward!

“But it’s our working vehicle babe?”

“It’s embarrassing, clean the bloody thing out, there’s probably something dead under these seats.”

He grinned at her, but the panic was back as he thought about the gun under his seat.
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CHAPTER 4 ... Village Common ... 2am 
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Billy sat in his Land Rover semi dozing as he watched the edges of the common for little animals, the Jack Russel slept in the passenger seat and his long legged lurcher was on the back, her feet in the air as she snored.

His eyes blinked with tiredness, but he was determined to stay there all night if needed, his eyes saw shapes coming out of the woodland and he smiled to himself, “The fairies have arrived girls.”

The cracking of twigs and movement over the fallen leaves woke the Jack Russel.

“What Binty, what can you hear darling?”

Suddenly she was up and barking at the little deer coming out of the woodland, one by one.

“Shush Binty, we have the time, calm doggy, let’s see them all please.”

Binty’s barking woke the lurcher bitch and she started her long deep woofs, loud enough to wake the dead, “Shush, bloody up hound!”

But the little deer were there right in front of his Land Rover, “Ono, shut up!”

But the dog had now seen the little animals running by his parked-up Land Rover, Billy fumbled for his rifle, but it was under his seat, only now both dogs were at the windows and barking like mad as the herd of dear picked up speed and ran past them heading for the church woodland and commercial camp site.

“Shit, not there, not the bloody church yard!”

As they disappeared back into the woods he turned to his dogs, “Thanks girls, well that was fare to crap!”

Ono, in the back had a little shake then settled down for another snoose, Binty sat and watched him as he fumed in silence, “Big white hunter, bloody useless more like, let’s keep this to ourselves please ladies.”

He started the engine and followed the herd down to the Churchyard and parked up again.

“Sacred ground girls, so now what?”

Binty was now asleep at the side of him.

“Oh, thanks girls, thanks for your help, so now I have to plan without noisy useless bloody dogs!”

He looked at his watch, “Oh sod it, let’s go home, I need to sleep.” He took his phone out to inform Barry of the situation.

“You are bloody useless!” shouted Barry down the line.

“Yes, but I found them Baz, give me credit for that one at least.”

“Yeah, fare do, so where then?”

“The Church yard, possibly going to the Churches woodland at the back, isn’t there a commercial camp site down there, perhaps I could put a tent up and work from there?”

“Night stalking poacher, my arse Billy, the Church yard, hello in there!”

“Just a tourist?”

“Shut up and let me think.”

“Bribe the Vicker Baz.”

“Shut it and let me come up with a plan.”

“Or friends of his, the vegie twerp for instance?”

“Yes, I like it, Eddy has an allotment down there, right?”

“I could set up traps on the other side of the woods and all he has to do is beat them into running off, easy peazy, Baz.”

“No, let me talk to the veg man, let’s see what he can come up with, perhaps we can have the complete herd, wouldn’t that be spectacular?”

“How?”

“Well, trap them in his Polly tunnel or something.”

“He ain’t got the brains for all that Baz.”

“Well, that makes two of you, oh big white hunter man!” Barry slammed the phone down the other end.

Billy blinked with tiredness, then realised as he looked at his watch, “Oh sod it, I’m in court in the morning!”
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