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    Dedicated to friends and family in the motor trade, I hope I haven't given too much away, it all has to be written down right?

      

    


The Ghost Planner ... Book Three

––––––––
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Talbot’s Dream ... By Percy Stevenson 

––––––––
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Introduction:  By Tolly Trueblood ...Great Grandson of Augustus Talbot.

––––––––
[image: ]


In this third book in the series, I start the real-life love story of my grandfather Hamish Dexter, he was a hero of so many military actions but out of all his previous relationships and troubles came children, he had children all over the place, unknown to most of them, but then there’s my great grandfather Augustus who unites the whole family one way or another, he embarrasses Dexter, but family are family, and we have to accept them right?

My Sister Augusta and I feel that this book is the real start of our families, both political and militarily but at the heart of it all is the true love story of Elizabeth Talbot and Hamish Dexter, kids reunited after a 25 year gap to continue their love affair, a proof to us all that even in hard times love can pull us through, they simply couldn’t live without each other, a simple way of understanding love perhaps?

They start with the wedding and continue into a world they are not really prepared for, high politics, and as you can guess, they are part of a much bigger plan and you guess right again, one of great grand pops plans, he pushes and tugs but, in the end, they rebel and he sets them free, well in his world no one is really free.

The dark world drags them all back into mayhem as the old man’s plan rolls out but is it enough to keep them all alive and will they be left alone?

The old man says that he is retired, but is he? Change hits them again and as we already know, change is uncontrollable, we have to go with it and ride the wave as best we can, in my grandparents’ case will it break them in half? We shall see, welcome to their world, and their true truelove story.
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CHAPTER 1 ... ALDERSHOT ... ARMY COMMAND ... UK
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“Anyway!” said Major Dexter in the mess talking with the new US military Commander, General Norman Spring, Commanding training and recreational refreshment for the combat veterans, “There we were dug in to receive enemy tanks, at any moment, it was about 04:00 in the morning, on the German and Polish border, the empires had gone to get bacon butties in the nice warm underground containers, such a bunch of bastards, leaving the troops out in the cold, snow topped trenches.”

“So, there was me just about falling asleep, the Americans were on our right and the French were on our left, my Regiment in front and center, when all of a sudden a whistle blows, like a referee’s whistle, I’m thinking half time or something but no.”

“Then all of a sudden this little electric truck rolls onto the Battlefield, it had a squeaky wheel, I thought what the fuck, anyway the driver stops in front of us, he jumps out and opens these roller shutter side doors, pulls out a bottle of Coca Cola opens it with his belt opener with a loud whoosh, and starts glugging his drink.”

“I’m thinking what the fuck is all this?”

“Anyway, all the Yanks jump out of their fox holes, they stroll over to the dinky wink van and start opening all these bottles of coke and glugging as well, when they finished, they all threw the empties into the open side and returned to their fox holes, then squeaky dink rumbles off stage left.”

“General! I pissed myself, laughing man, what was that? Because it was the highlight of my military career man; I still burst out laughing at the thought of our 0400-coke break in the German forest war games, so what the hell?”

The General burst out laughing; he slapped Dex on the back and shouted, “Welcome Major, to the United States Army Logistic Corps man!”

“More Drambuie General?” asked Dexter laughing.

“I know your game, Jock!” said the General “You’re trying to get me drunk and then pick my brain for information, well if you find anything of value in there son, lets share it fifty, fifty, eh!” Laughed the General slurring his speech.

“I’m too old for all this shit,” laughed Dex.

“Me too highland Laddy,” wheezed the General as he fell into a drunken sleep in his armchair.

Dex had the Generals hat on his head, the general took a liking to Dexter’s Highland tam, he liked the feathers, they tasted funny.
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CHAPTER 2 ...OFFICERS MESS ... ALDERSHOT ... UK
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So, Jon Boy, he wants you to be his best man, can you do that for him dear?”

“Err .... he didn’t ask Liz.”

“He will, because I want you to be his best man, and the reason for that is that I want him at the alter on time.”

“But Elizabeth?”

“Look, I don’t care if he has a bandage on his head or they’ve shaved his arse with a rusty razor, just on time will do, clear?”

Jon Boy choked on his beer laughing.

“If he gets into company with his Jock mates he won’t make it, understand, and in that case, I will have to kill him and you in fact, he is your responsibility, clear marine?”

She left him laughing and walked over to the security team.

“So, lads, tell me something can you please,” said Elizabeth, to her future husbands, security guards as she pinned them in the corner of the mess, “What are your names? And who recruited you pair? Oh! And what’s your job?”

“Thats a security question Ma-am, are you allowed to ask such questions?”

She grabbed the mouthy one by the ear and squeezed, she pulled his ear closer to her mouth as she whispered, “Listen sunshine he is my future husband so I would like to know what the hell is going on, clear?”

“Clear! Madam” squeaked the lad, “We were both doing the Highland security course  

up on Ben Nevis when this Helicopter landed, this old bloke with a gruff voice asked us if we like being called Jocks by the English.”

“Well, I said no I don’t, I think its a racist word and Jim here said aye, well he thought it were to, so the bloke say’s would you fight to the death for a fellow Scott who feels the same, so Jim says as well, because racism is wrong in its many forms being called Jock, just because you come from Highlands and you follow the Celtic.”

“Hold on! Hold on just a mo,” said Liz “So the bottom line here gents is that you were chosen because you are both Celtic fans?”

“Aye!” Said the lad.

“So, your job is?”

“To guard the Heli, the pilot and our boss the Major.”

“And his lovely future wife, eh? Scowled Liz.

“And his future wife as well, “grinned Jim.

“So, what’s his name then?” she asked. 

“Jim!” said the other lad.

“Hold on a mo,” said Liz.

“So, its, Jim and Jim, Celtic fans, security team, guarding the Heli the Pilot the Major and his lovely future wife, who, just happens to be, the Daughter of the old bloke with the gruff voice, who gave you this job in the first place, right lads?”

“Err.......  aye!” Said Jim.

“Oh, aye?” Said the other Jim.  

“Well, I’m glad we cleared that one up anyway, Oh! Have you met his dog yet?”

“What dog?” said Jim?

“His first security team member! His Canadian Timber Wolf you’d better make friends with her chaps.”

“Oh! I like dogs,” said Jim.

“I don’t,” said the other Jim, “Nasty wee things!”

“I suggest that you sort out a safety strap for his hound in the Heli lads make that priority or she will bite off one of you balls for fun, she doesn’t like being separated from him for any length of time.”

“How big’s a timber wolf?” asked Jim. As Liz walked off to the bar for refreshments.

Jim put his fist up to his chest, “About yonder I think.”

“Oh! Shit,” said Jim, “What’s its name Ma-am?”

“Delilah!” shouted Liz, over the noise of the Pipes and drums starting up again.

“White wine!” she shouted to the bar man “And leave the bottle please.”

Jon Boy laughed at her as she came to the bar, he was holding a bottle of beer and pointing with it as he spoke, “Shouldn’t you be the blushing bride Elizabeth, what’s the problem here?”

Liz took as swig of the white wine when the barman quickly unscrewed the bottle and poured out the glass, “If he’s drunk behind those office doors Jon Boy then I will shorten his lifespan, right here and right now, so what’s he supposed to be doing here anyway?”

She turned to the band in irritation and shouted over, “Ay, you lot, shut the fuck up!”

Jon Boy waved his beer bottle to them to be silent and go and back to their complimentary drinks at the other side of the bar, he giggled before getting back to the conversation.

“Military liaison officer Liz, he talks, and we listen, he says yes, and we carry on.”

“The old man has a plan then?”

Jon Boy laughed again, “All perfectly normal then Liz, what the hell was he doing at the Embassy thing Liz, it was a close call you know.”

Elizabeth turned to face him, “We are minions JB, you included so don’t ask too many questions, anyway if you did ask the old man and in fact he did answer your questions you still wouldn’t get the overall plan, he plans in layers, we are just one layer and he has many, I don’t ask any more I just do as I’m told to save my family and that includes the badger.”

Jon Boy laughed again.

“He plays in the Premier league JB, he’s a personal friend of the President, he plays war games with him get it?”

“The President?” Jon Boy choked on his beer.

“The word complexity is underrated normally but not in my father’s case he invented the word.”

“So will we be taking casualties Liz?”

“Always JB, my main plan is to get out with my man in one piece before he cracks in public again, understand me, Captain?

Jon Boy clinked glasses with her and laughed.

She turned to his security, “Ok you pair get over there and open the door for me please, his time is up and I’m going home with him, now, right?”

“But Ma’am?” Said Jim

“Now!” shouted Liz, “I want to go home and I’m taking him with me, clear? So, get that door open now!”
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CHAPTER 3 ... USS McClusky ... SCARPA FLOW ...ORKNEY ... SCOTLAND
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Dexter sat in his chair wondering what happened last night to make him feel so bad, his elbows and knees hurt, “What did I do last night Jim?”

“You ate the dog food boss, you showed us all that she was safe to bring into the mess, you went down on all fours and ate from her bowl, you seemed to like the taste.”

“Aw shit!” mumbled Dex to no one in particular.

“Exactly,” said Jon Boy as he came into the mess, dressed in his Marine number one uniform.

Dexter stared at Jon Boy, bleary eyed.

“Why do you Yanks always make us look like sacks of shit on the parade ground?”

“Because we’re cooler Limey, you got no class, no style man, you ain’t got the va va vroom, man!”

“I need a va va vroom up the arse today man,” mumbled Dexter dribbling on the table out of the side of his mouth, “I don’t want to go through with-it, can you ring her and give her my apologies mate?”

Jon Boy laughed out loud, “You gotta be kidding me man, she will down me from a mile away with a 50 Caliber sniper rifle man, if you ain’t on time in that little church in Fort William at noon, I’m a dead man are we clear on that fact Limey.”

“She’s quite nice really Jon Boy, just got a bit of a temper, a pussy cat really.”

The ship’s sound system suddenly burst into action and blocked out their talking.

“Good morning, everyone, and for our visitors, welcome to the USS McClusky,” said the announcer, “Now anchored in Scapa Flow in the beautiful Orkney Islands the sound system switched to the radio, and a Scottish band were singing, (now I would walk ten thousand miles and I would walk ten thousand more).

Jon Boy called in his security troops on board the American War ship, his new assignment, the Marine escort marched in and took hold of Dexter, one man on each limb and marched out to the showers.

The Jimmies followed grinning, with all his gear and freshly shined boots and spats.

The shock of the cold water brought him round to the clear understanding that there was no backing out now, people’s lives were at risk if he didn’t make it to Fort William for noon.

The American sailors watched as the two Jimmies dressed the Major.

“Ain’t, you putting some pants on him guys before the kilt?” One of them asked.

Both Jim’s scowled at the Yanks.

“Wow! Those is Battle ribbons man,” said one of the sailors as the jacket was fitted to the man, and “This white boy a warrior guy.”

Dexter was staring into space as he tried to remember what he was supposed to say during the ceremony, “This is a Scottish Presbyterian Kirk man you had better get it right or Aunty Maggie will slap the face off you,” he was mumbling.

“There’s no business like, show business, and I would walk ten thousand miles and I would,” sang Griffyd as he came into the showers, “Times up, here we go boys, lets rock and roll darlings, saddle up in two, the Regiment are guarding the Church car park so we can land, it’s going to be like putting the sausage back in the hot dog, baby.

The Jimmies escorted the boss to the Heli and clipped him into his harness, the hound was reluctant but Jimmy one had a pork pie in his pocket that sealed the deal, and she was clipped into her harness.

The Marines climbed in, Lenny and Fat Boy giggled as they saw Dexter in his zombie state trying to go through the ceremony in his head.

Suddenly all thoughts were lost as Griffyd saluted the war ship with a rapid take off with his new helicopter and did a full loop over the bows, with the jet powered machine, the American War ship liked the honor and returned her own as she whooped her  whistle three times, the crew waving from  the sides of the ship, the Scottish band still blasting over the sound system, walking another ten thousand miles.  

“Like Father like son,” grumbled Jon Boy as the Heli dropped like a stone to the landing site in the old church car park the only place for miles anyone could land a helicopter.

Every one’s guts were still in the air as Griffyd announced over the radio “Pizza express, still hot girls.”

“Mad bastard!” Grumbled Jon Boy, the Marines looked a bit green.

Dexter finally focused on them and grinned, “Special Forces eh! You lot should have trained with us, we always have these mad fly boys flying us around, always a kind of game with em, who can make the green flies puke,” He chuckled.

The Americans did not approve of the ride, middle fingers swiveled at Dexter.

The Church was empty as Dexter and his best man walked down the aisle.

He sat down chuckling to himself.

“What?” asked Jon Boy.

“I forgot the traditions man, she has to walk up the hill with all the town following, every woman will want to touch her and give her a blessing, she is going to be really hot and sweaty let’s see if she is still smiling when she arrives.”

“If, she arrives guy,” said Jon Boy.

“What! You mean, she might not turn up?” His face changed to a pale color.

“What!” Said Jon Boy.

“If she doesn’t arrive, I’ll be back in my cell by night fall man.”

Jon Boy whacked him hard on the leg, “There you go, something to think about.”

“Bastard!”

The Minister looked at him and shushed him up with a cold silent stare.
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CHAPTER 4 ... HIGHLAND HOTEL ... FORT WILLIAM ... SCOTLAND
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The crowd cheered as she came out of the Hotel, her dress blowing in the Highland breeze, the excitement increasing as the drums started, and then the drone of the Pipes followed for the pace of the march.

“This is a light infantry town, Elizabeth!” said the old man into her ear.

“These are mountain people Elizabeth do you understand what’s expected here?”

“The Ben behind us the biggest mountain in the UK, this is perhaps the rainiest town in the world.”

She was staring at him not listening to his words, “Where’s your hat?”

“Oh! I don’t need it at the moment dear.”

“Get that bloody hat on your head old man or you will regret this day for the rest of your life, clear?”

“Clear! Said Talbot, he smiled at her as she placed the top hat on his head.

The beat of the drums quickened; the pipes suddenly changed into the swirling highland tune that sent the crowds mad.

“Where is the car?” shouted Liz.

He grabbed her arm and started to walk, she smiled at him thinking he was taking her to the limo, she was thinking of a nice white Jag, or vintage Rolls.

They turned out of the Hotel car park and then looked up the Main Street.

“Walk!” shouted Talbot over the pipes, “Faster girl, faster, walk.”

She was dumb founded “What’s happening Pop why are we walking up this hill.”

“We walk up to your wedding, and your groom carries you down as a  

married woman, its Highland tradition girl I should have explained but I forgot, just keep walking, a bit faster darling, there you go, you can do this,” he grinned at her.

She wanted to kill him on the spot, her face was now glowing with anger.

Two girls came out of the little Tesco’s  and took her other arm and pulled her up and then they were gone and the girls from the mountain gear shop came out and took over from them, then the fish shop ladies came out and pulled her half way, then the Boots girls took over and giggled as they dragged her up to her wedding some older ladies just touched her and grinned, some came over with hankies moping tears in their eyes, the pipes droned and the drums of the highland regiment carried them on as Liz started to cry.

“These are your clan girly,” sniffled Talbot trying not to get emotional, “Its the old way of saying that the clan is here for you, even when you’re married, get it?”

“I get it Pop’s,” she said as the emotion welled up to more tears, some other women took her hand and pulled her up to the Church.

Liz no longer walked to her wedding she floated on a cloud of laughing faces and smiling folks who just wanted to help and touch her at the same time; this must be what it’s like to be a princess she tried to tell him but the words wouldn’t come out, her jaw ached with the emotion of it all, she sobbed with love for these people who were there for her, this was her clan, her people welcoming another woman into the community of Highland women.

He clung on to her as she was pulled away from him in eagerness to get her there.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 5 ... ST ANDREWS CHURCH ... FORT WILLIAM ... SCOTLAND
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Dexter could hear the drums start up and the drones of the pipes kick in, he felt the beat of the drums as they came closer, he started to cry he couldn’t see a thing for the salt water he could now taste, Jon Boy dragged him up to stand at the alter rail.

As the crowd filled the church, Dexter felt the heat of everyone who had climbed the hill, the sound increased as people talked and found places to sit and wait.

Suddenly as in one beat the music stopped, all was silent, the congregation stood up, the bride and her Father slowly walked up the little aisle.

A harpist slowly played sweet Caroline, by Neal Diamond, Dexter could hear but could barely see through the tears, his uniform shirt was soaked in his tears, she was there with him in white, brushing the floor to stand by him.

He glanced at her but couldn’t focus to see her, he was so wound up in emotion, she kicked his foot, but he could only turn and grin at this white Christmas cake topping that stood beside him.

“He’s losing body fluids Liz,” whispered Jon Boy.

“Me too!” she whispered as she looked at her dad, who was sniffling.

“We are gathered here this day to witness the marriage of these two young folks,” said the Reverend as he continued with the ceremony.

“Kick me Liz when I should say something can you girl,” Whispered Dexter.

She kicked him and he shouted out, “I do!” the congregation erupted into fits of laughter.

“We have a keen one today folks!” said the Reverend, I don’t blame you son she looks fantastic.”

The congregation rippled in laughter again.  

Jon Boy passed the ring to Dexter, but the groom couldn’t get a grip with his moist hands and dropped it on the floor, Liz stamped on it before it rolled away and growled at him.  

He wiped his eyes with his sleeve so he could see, he picked it up and placed it on her finger when he’d finished his wording of the vow prompted by the Reverend, Liz did the same but with no faults, she grinned at her Husband who could now see his new bride.

“Wow! Woman!” he stared at her.

She smiled back at him as the Parson said you may now kiss the bride.

She kissed him to hold him up mostly, because he was crying again.

The congregation stood as the couple turned to look at them.

Dexter and Elizabeth smiled to the congregation.

“Military Uniforms of the World Liz, “He whispered to her, “Look even the Mounties are here.”

She grinned like she’d never grinned before; she couldn’t help it, she spotted Caledonia sticking to her Mountie to ward off territorial disputes, he looked the biz, she thought.

The congregation stood as one, Liz tugged the blinded Dexter down the aisle, tears streamed down his face.

At the doors the Highland regiment formed an honored Guard, swords in the air, Liz and Dexter walked under and out into the damp sunlight.

The elderly Lady met the couple at the steps, she suddenly slapped Dexter around the face, then leaned in and gave him a kiss on the lips, she then turned to the band and whirled her finger in the air, the pipes droned, and the drums kicked in.

Dexter grunted as he picked up his bride, she looked at him in shock, Jon Boy slammed the groom’s tam on his head and they were off,

Black Bear, back to barracks the pipes played on with gusto, everyone seemed to know when to shout in the musical gap.

Strangers soon got the hang of it as the groom carried his bride down the hill, the crowds cheered and whooped with the congregation.

As they marched down the hill Liz didn’t see a thing, her eyes full of salt water.

“I’m too heavy Dexter to carry all that way.”

“Light as a feather Lassie!” he shouted over the Pipes and Drums.

Her tears continued as she tried to focus on the Military uniforms with big wide grins on their faces, as they followed the groom and his bride.

Delilah Guarded the Helicopter from the little children who hadn’t seen a wolf in a chopper before, so she slept, with her feet in the air.

As the procession reached the bottom of the hill near the Hotel, Liz asked Dexter who that woman was, “That’s Aunty Maggie, matriarch of the clan, my mother’s baby sister, so show some respect eh!” he grunted.

At the bottom of the hill Liz was expecting to go into the Hotel, she was surprised as the crowd parted on the left to reveal Mc Tavishes burger bar, the double doors opened for the bridal visitors.

“A burger bar? “whispered Liz in his ear.

Dexter carried her over the threshold and put her down in the entrance area.

“This is our home girl, it was my mother’s place, her baby sister Aunty Maggie, took it over and made it into a restaurant for the climbers and hill walkers.”

Just as he said that the veil Liz was wearing picked up and blew away in the sudden gust of wind, to the delight of the crowd, a tall olive-skinned woman, straight out of the center pages of a glossy fashion magazine, caught it in the air, Liz then noticed that she was clinging to the arm of Griffyd who was sobbing just like his old man.

Liz laughed, “Keep it dear!” she shouted, “You’re next!” The crowd went mad as the understanding of her words were passed on.

“Come in out of the rain!” Shouted Aunty Maggie

“What rain?” said Liz?

“What rain?” said Hamish the red-faced Highlander with his new bride?

They were cheered into the burger bar by all the girls from the kitchen, Aunty Maggie showed them to the high table at the end of the long service room; she gave Elizabeth a kiss of welcome to her house.

“Now that’s your welcome to the clan Liz, I think that she likes you,” Whispered Dexter.

“Yeah, I get it Dex, I get it all!”
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They were seated by the giggling girls from Blacks, the camp shop, who worked next door, Captain Johnston of the USS Frigate McCluskey, sat at the head of the table dressed in his whites, the girls thought he looked like the President and treated him accordingly.

The American Generals were squeezed into the alcove at the other end, they didn’t mind at all for the honor of being here far outweighed the embarrassment.

“Wheres the Champers Dex?”  Whispered Liz.

“There won’t be any alcohol here today girl these women have been fighting Whisky for generations, we are alcohol free, Aunty Maggie insisted.”

Liz grinned and applauded the women as they brought in the bread and orange juice with pineapple as a second choice.

“What’s on the menu Dex?” said Liz again in his ear.

“Oh! I imagine it’ll be Montezuma’s all round.”

“What the hell is that? “She asked, but far too loud as the Generals overheard her, she smiled at them.

Talbot leaned into her ear, just eat it and clear your plate Elizabeth or you’ll insult the ladies, its a full Monty, their version of a giant fry up.”

“A fry up!”  Said Liz far too loud again, the Generals and all the military on the upper table laughed in unison.

Captain Johnston whooped in glee, “These girls know what a man needs,” he shouted, the Generals nodded in agreement.

As the giant plates were placed in front of the guest, Liz could hear the hums of appreciation from the uniforms.

Liz had eaten a fry up before Pop was very keen on a good breakfast, he sneered at her muesli, but not like this, the plate overflowed with grease, tomatoes, beans.

“What is that?” she asked Dex pointing with her knife.

“Ok girl, let me take you through this, its tradition on a plate.”

As he pointed he told a story of the Clan, “The burnt frilly edges on the fried eggs represent the burning of the Campbells, in 1523 they tried to take our land so the Clan burnt them out, they had no cattle just chickens, the flat pancake is sliced haggis showing that we have had hard times and still here, the black puddings represents the  times when we had to bleed the cattle for food, too valuable to kill you see, the scone   over there represents our land, grain hard fought for and the bacon, the sausages are locally grown, and are beef not pork, they represent.”

“Stop!” said Liz as she put her hand in his face, “I don’t think I can eat all of this Dex, sorry.”  

“Just slide the bits over to me babe no one will notice, I’m sure.”

Talbot smiled as he watched Liz pass on to Dexter and the Captain her haggis and black puddings and sausages, and the beans and the grease.

She looked at Caledonia eating the lot with glee, and stealing a sausage from Erick’s plate, who in return started to guard it from her marauding attacks.

Out of the corner of her eye Liz could see Griffyd sword fighting his girlfriend with sausages, she was squealing with laughter.

She bubbled up again, she watched the faces of the people she loved, young, old, new friends and old pains in the arse, focusing on Doctor Higgins with his two nurses sitting next to him, she loved them all and silently blessed them all, for sharing this moment with her and her man.

At the speeches Pop produced her first white Karate belt and then her fourth Dan black belt for the folks to see, he read a letter from the Japan council of grades recommending that she be helped in her anger management, they recommended marriage to a strong man.

The guests laughed as he described her throwing a tantrum in Sainsburys when she was little, he had a photo to prove it, he talked of toilet rules of the house that the women in his life completely ignored,” I just wanted to go for a pee,” he shouted sanding on one leg, the people laughed like they had never laughed, she was there to prove it, she couldn’t protect herself from the onslaught of his gags, now look at her he suddenly said stopping his jokes, turned and stared, he produced a letter out of his pocket.

“This is from your mother who could not be here because everyone hates her guts, not my word but hers,” he said, the crowd gasped as he read out the letter.

I was and indeed am the worst mother that any girl could have, I made you do your homework, I made you speak correctly, to stand up straight and face them all, thats the world by the way,  we named you after our gracious Queen, we wanted you to be a Queen I suppose, I made life hard for you when your dad was locked up, I didn’t want you to see the pain it caused, then I picked myself up and said sod off to the lot of them, I’m not being a victim any more I’m going to live life on my terms.

When I was married for the second time you were not invited, I meant that as well, because I didn’t want you in my new world, you would have hated every minute of it, you are so like the old man, high and mighty trying to change the world, well the world is no respecter of fools girl, you just can’t stand on the side lines and shout the rule changes you would like to the administration.

They don’t even notice you’re there, you have to be on the inside, like a worm, wriggling for you own idea’s, plans and changes, you have to stand up to discrimination from men and sometimes even women, silly cows.

So that was my choice, Elizabeth, I wanted change and I wanted it in my lifetime.

You were, and in fact still are, a sideline of my old life, abandoned to be brought up by Billy Goat Gruff, with all his stupid idea’s of making you and Caledonia impregnable from the world, it hasn’t worked it never will girl, give bollock brain a slap for me could you dear.

I’m reluctant to admit however, that he has raised a strong woman, fully capable of  

taking on the world, if you had lived with me, you would have been a posh school twit, smoking dope behind the gym, knowing more about Bond street shops than people, he has succeeded in that, I know.

You will make a very good politician, kick em in the nuts for me dear will you please, best of luck with the man of your youth, give him a slap too, would you please! ......Congratulations! And have a happy day!

.....................................................................  Lady Helen Ponsonby Smyth.  

He lifted the letter to show them the family crest of the Windsor’s, her link to Royalty.

The crowd applauded the letter, he was tearful as he shouted, “To the Bride, the pride of my life!” he held up his glass of orange and they all drank the toast. He sat down.

Aunty Maggie stood up and glared at the reception guests, “Welcome on behalf of our people, I represent my sister Dora who is this one’s mother, pointing her thumb at Dexter.”

“I searched through my sister’s things last night, something I would never have dared do if she were alive, I wanted today to give everyone a glimpse of what it’s like having someone in the military who goes to war.”

“Hamish was the ugliest baby I had ever seen I genuinely thought that the mid wife had thrown the wrong bit away.”

The crowd erupted into hysterical laughter.

“At school he was crap, he couldn’t even keep his uniform clean, God knows how the Army made him wash himself now and again.” 

“When he was fifteen Dora dragged him down to the recruiting office to enlist him in the Army, but the little shit wriggled out of her grip and escaped, he was too young the officer told us anyway.”

“So, when he turns sixteen, he goes on his own to his dads old Regiment in Germany, on a visit, Dora paid for his flight, it cut costs in the place to get rid of the eating machine, anyway he gets into a fight with the local’s well that’s perfectly normal for him, at the time he was ready to fight the invisible man if he could find him.”

“His dad enlisted him in the Regiment to keep him from going into a German prison, the stupid bugger.”

They laughed as she tore into poor old Hamish,

“So, then he’s moved to another Regiment, well, we thought he’d been expelled or something, then out of the blue Dora gets this letter, she shared it with me at the time so I’ll read it out because most of the town have read it as well, she would pass it around for opinions and all that.”

Dear Mammy, I have found the girl that I want to share my life with, she’s a bit soft because she likes me, I don’t know what she sees in me but I’m thanking God that she does, she’s an Army brat the same as me, but the posh end, and she smells so good, a bit like the sweet counter at Woollies.

When I get back from my selection course, I am going to ask her to Wed, what do you think?

I miss your dumplings, Mammy, the food here is el crapo. Lots of love, Hamish.

The reception laughed and whooped.

“Two week later she receives this from Her Majesties Ministry of Defense, London.

Maggie started to cry as she read the telegram.”

General Samurais, commanding training forces in the far east regrets to inform you of the loss of your son, Trooper Hamish Dexter of our training Regiment, he fell into an unknown area of jungle and has been missing for two weeks, his trainers say he is lost and after so long a time assumed dead. You have our deepest sympathy and regrets for your loss.

Signed: General Sir Montague Samurais CBE, MM.

“His mother died a month later, they said it was cancer, but we knew what it was that caused it, the shock of losing her Husband in the Falklands and her son in Borneo took its toll, she had nothing to live for anymore! She gave up life in fact.”

“So, two months after we buried her, Hamish rolls up with his neck brace and arm in a sling and says he had to walk out of the Jungle the long way round, what a hero eh!”

“We still love him and are so very proud of the contribution he has made to the military presence all over the world, we welcome service men who have worked with him and just hope he was an example of our Scottish community, we hope he hasn’t upset too many people with the smell, sorry, it’s his feet.”

The place Erupted again in cheering as she raised her glass of orange for the toast.

Elizabeth stood up to make a speech, Jon Boy objected but she scowled at him, and he obeyed the command.

“The Highland Badger and I thank you for your presence here with us.”

The reception whooped at her words.

“I know he’s ugly and smelly but he’s my Badger the second man in my life, the first, Mr Billy Goat Gruff on my left has made me what I am today and I would like to thank Pop’s for his love and understanding, dealing with a young mother, a hormone time bomb and the Tasmanian devil at the time was hard, but he never wavered, never stopped loving us even when I smashed his car up he wasn’t mad just concerned that impressed me big time.”

“I would like to thank some people who I have only just met but have been very important in my life, I would like to thank the United States Marines for all of their protection and help for the past few months.”

“I have to single out the best Man who looks very smart but is out shone by the Mountie that my Daughter is clinging to, obviously to stop him getting away, you look the biz, Erick.”

“Captain Jon Boy Wilson please stand up.”

Jon Boy stood up and saluted Liz.

“Yeah, enough of all that stuff, “she said. “You have completed your assignment sir, that is of getting the bride groom to his wedding on time, your death sentence threat that I gave you and the Marine corps for that matter is now lifted, well done boys.”

“Whoa, “the crowd erupted.  As Liz clapped the Marines

“Thank you, gentlemen, for saving my life by saving his life, thank you for understanding us complex Brit’s who argue with each other, at times it must have seemed like a zoo.” “Sorry to put you through all of that.”

“Lastly I would like to thank the Clan here in Fort William for teaching me how to be a woman, thank you so much for all of the traditions that you’ve seen me grumble over, sorry it’s how it’s always been with me, my father explains these things to me but they never sink in, when he gets around to telling me we don’t have a car it’s traditional to walk up a mountain to get married here, that’s him being normal, not telling me major elements of  the plan she cuffed his head and that’s from my mother.”  

The laughing increased.

She raised her glass of water “To the family and the joining of two Clans!” she shouted; they all drank the toast.

As they all sat down Jon Boy remained standing, he smiled as he took out his prepared paper, he breathed out, then screwed it up and threw it at Erick’s head where it bounced, the watchers laughed at him and the grinning Erick, “Let me tell you a story folks it’s about a cowboy who became a Marine, not because it was cool but because my Uncle Sam said it would make a man of you boy, yes! I have an Uncle Sam he’s a small horse rancher he scrapes a living as all farmers do, he said look at me boy, look at my hands and face, look what the world has done to me out here in the plains, old before my time, now you go and get some memories so they will keep you warm when you get to my age.”

“So, I joined up, I liked it, it made a man out of me, I can lick any man hear, and that includes you Mountie!” looking at Erick.

Erick grinned back shaking his head.

“They sent me and my boys into combat we were ready eh boy’s, Hoo ha!”

The Marines echoed his whoops.

“I met this crazy guy in Afghanistan, he looked like a vagrant, the only clue I had that he was Army was the badge on his shoulder the union flag I was told to call it, he said that the union flag had held the four UK countries together for five hundred years, despite arguments over those years, he taught me about British politics.”

“I didn’t like Brit’s, somber looking folks always laughing at yer, for being an American, I watched em for a long while and then I realized that they laughed at each other just as much for being Irish or Pakistani, of for having sticky out ears, they called that guy, wing nut, by the way, it still makes me laugh how they take the piss out of everyone it’s like an ailment they have, they just can’t help themselves.”

“So, this Jock had been in combat for a long, long time, in and out, but the Brit’s don’t replace top combat specialists, they just don’t have that many, so, the Gurkha rifles departed, but he stays with the new rotation that’s us, his fifth in a row.”

“We teach him some games he teaches us some of theirs, I understand cricket rules, now, bouncers, googlies, by’s and overs. We teach him about the 4th of July, he teaches us about bonfire night and burning this guy on the fire.”

“That was his name, Guy! Not a guy,” said Dexter.

“Yeah, anyway,” grinned Jon Boy, “This bum teaches us how to stay alive, to stay low, zig zag on long roads, kick doors in on the hinge side so they will shoot away from you as you go in, kill them all before they kill you, or your friends, he called it no prisoner Mondays, yes, you can be shocked at the veterans ideas but you see, he stayed alive when many vets didn’t, so I listened to him, I did what he said,  I made my men listen to his advice, man some days it was like sitting at the feet of Buddha, sniping cover, holes in walls, point man covering fire, fox hole digging at speed, it sounds stupid to say things like that here but in combat it kept me and them,” he pointed to the Marines “Alive and I was so thankful.”

“Then, one day I made a big mistake, we took in on that day a lot of prisoners, I told the guys to slam em in an old granary, then we started to receive mortar rounds and I panicked, and I was angry.”

“Dexter said stay in position and take em when they come for us in prepared ambush killing zones we’d set, but I said no, a real smart ass, anyway, I sent out shooters to hold em off so we could deal with the prisoners.”

“Some of the prisoners hadn’t even been searched, anyway, one of em gunned down and killed a young Scott in his regiment, and wounded a Marine, that’s Mr purple heart Buddy over there, “Buddy grinned to the crowd.”

Dexter picked up a full clip bag of ammunition and ran to the granary, others prisoners had guns as well, he held them off on his own he killed em all man, he kept firing till his weapon was too hot to hold, then he used his side arm, they was minced meat and he still kept firing no way was I going to stop him, the attack faltered so as our troops reassembled, Dex was in the middle of this human mincemeat, trying to kill dead men with his bare hands, I gave him a morphine injection and we dragged him out of it all, he was a broke man!” blubbered Jon Boy,  wiping the tears from his eyes with his sleeve, “It very nearly broke us all seeing him like that, the Brit Medics took him away on the medivac helicopter.”

“We got rotated the next week I never did know what happened to the mad Jock, who made great goat curry and made tea drinkable with honey instead of sugar, he was our chili eating champ,” sobbed, Jon Boy, wiping his eyes with the back of his hands.

He sniffled, regaining his speech then continued.

“You get to know folks in combat, nothing else to talk about but family and home, I know more about that man than I do about my own Pa, how he thinks and what he dreams of, he dreamed of a woman who he loved and lost, I mean really lost he tried to find her but she was gone, it sounds like a song but that’s him, we never did know his first name was Hamish, I see now why he kept that one quiet with all those piss takers in his regiment.”

“So, I would like to raise a toast to Our Hero and Marine Corps legend that is sergeant Dexter the Bum from Afghanistan, to the Buddha!”

The congregation shouted with him to Dexter the hero, the Marines shouted “Hoo Ha!”

As the glasses were placed on the tables Jon Boy announced that “The dancing was to be held next door in the Mountain Equipment Warehouse shop and if you wanted to buy anything just ask the girls who have been serving us the mega meal we’ve just enjoyed, thanks Aunty Maggie, we love you, Babe.”

She grinned at him to acknowledge his compliments.

The people moved and mingled with the multi colors of the military uniforms.

Liz tried to get Dexter alone for a hug, she was still sobbing from listening to Jon Boy and needed to touch him, he avoided her gaze, but she grabbed his sleeve.

She hugged him so tight she hurt herself, but he was sobbing as she led him into the dance the accordions played a Celtic barn dance, the Americans took to the dancing like ducks to water, Dexter danced because she pushed him round and round she kicked punched and bullied him until he came back into the world, she had seen this before in her dad, and had learned very young what to do to bring him back to her world,  she welcomed him back with a kiss, the dancers loved it.

Aunty Maggie danced with the President who, she was now sure, was pretending to be a Naval Captain, she didn’t care she loved him anyway.

Territorial disputes happened with the women as they all wanted the Richard Gere fantasy experience, by dancing with our Captain.  

The barn dance caller came all the way from Glasgow so with his strong Scottish accent not many folks understood what he wanted them to do but they all had fun muddling through with each other.

Caledonia butted in to dance with Dexter, who was now enjoying the evening, she dragged the old man around, till he was gasping just trying to breath.

Aunty Maggie took Dexter away from Cal and his pace slowed to a walking dance pace.

The Dance band took a break as the Cake was cut by the happy couple, when that was done, Aunty Maggie shouted, “The flowers!”

Liz understood and took position as she faced the wall, over at her back she could hear the excited women pushing and shoving to get a prime spot, the countdown started, the excitement built up with the drum roll.

Liz threw the flowers over her shoulder, but they bounced off a ceiling lamp, then before they hit the floor, the traffic stopping model girlfriend of Griffyd slid over the dance floor and caught them in one hand, the place erupted in cheers and whoops.

Griff grinned at her as she rushed over to him in ecstasy, “The volleyball training did come in handy in the end, “she screeched out.

None of the women disputed the result as they all cheered with glee as she pushed the flowers into Griff’s’ face.

Hamish took the microphone to say something to the guests, silence descended, Dexter broke the hush, “We thank everyone for coming all the way to Fort William, and Scotland it’s an acquired taste, you won’t get a sun tan here but you will feel like you’re living as you experience the wild wind, weather and sights of my Homeland, I haven’t told Liz where we’re going on our honey moon, and I’m not telling you lot.”

They all laughed as he took them through potential places but left them guessing in the end.

Dexter caught Elizabeth’s eye, and nodded towards the double doors, she nodded back, he made a driving sign to Jimmy 2, who threw him some keys.

The guests saw the look, so quickly formed an orderly queue at the doors.

Dexter smiled at his own predictability, he kissed all the women and some of the men by mistake, they didn’t seem to mind, all the Marines cried, the Generals both hugged him with tears in their eyes, Aunty Maggie smacked him again and then kissed him on the mouth, he put up with it, she was now his only family still alive he kissed her back and thanked her for his early life how she protected him from bullies when he was just a little kid.

Griff’s girlfriend, he liked very much, she was a super model working in London, she met Griff on a photo shoot, he had flown them all out to Spain in his new Pizza delivery vehicle as he called it, the new Helicopter, her name was Constantina, he liked the name as well, she looked down on him in her flat soled shoes.

Jon Boy pulled him away to get them going, Liz looked for the vehicle, but all she could see was an old ex-Army Land Rover, “No! “she said, groaning.

“Yes!” He said as he got in and started the engine, “Come on lets rock and roll lassie.”

She reluctantly got in, and as the crowd waved the land Rover pulled off, can’s rattled as they drove off, tied to the tow bar, the crowd squealed and whooped with happiness for the couple.

Dexter blasted the land Rover down to the Canal wharf, to the dismay of Liz.

He directed her to the only boat there, a large sailing yacht.

Liz tried not to show her disappointment to him and just smiled as she stepped aboard.
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Cal cried with pride as her mother was driven away to her honeymoon, a hanky appeared in her face, she followed the red sleeve to her own man, Erick grinned down at her.

As he and Cal walked up to the Helicopter, they were joined by Griffyd and Constantina, “Just call me Tina,” she said as they were introduced by Griff.

“He’s my half-brother,” said Cal, “My father’s other mistake.”

“He’s no mistake!” said Tina, “Smart, crazy, but never a mistake.”

Cal and Erick grinned to each other listening to Tina talking of her man, how he swished her away from a photo shoot to a deserted island, for a night barbi, and morning swim in a blue lagoon and how he dropped her off back at the shoot, “It was like I was in a Bond movie she squealed with laughter, he’s totally crazy!”

“Yep,” said Cal as they came to the Heli, “Thats why we’re going home in the Range Rover and taking Delilah with us.”

“Delilah?” asked Tina as Griff opened the sliding door the wolf jumped out.

Tina screamed in fear.

“It’s ok,” said Griff “She only eats red coats, “pointing to Erick.

Erick grinned at Griff, “Sit, stay,” he said to the wolf; she walked over to the grass and squatted to pee, totally ignoring any commands.

Cal quickly put her on a lead, “She will follow the bridegroom’s scent, and hunt him down, so we have to take her back to the farm.”

Griffyd was enjoying holding Tina as she recovered; she saw the look on his face and grinned.

The two Jimmies rolled up to secure the Helicopter, “My name is James,” said one to Tina, totally ignoring everyone else, “My name is Jim,” said the other trying to get between them.

“Can you take Tina to the airport for me Cal; I’ve got to drop off the Marines at the USS McClusky anchored in the Orkney.”

“Why don’t you give her the Pizza delivery experience Pilot?” asked Cal.

“Do you want to?” asked Griff.

“Yep!” Said Tina, as the troops and the Captain arrived to be taken back to the ship.

She had the full Richard Geer experience as Captain Johnston put his hat on her head and buckled her up.

She grinned in panic out of the window to Erick and Cal, the Captain lifted her arm for her and waved to them with it, she was now  laughing, and as the rotors swished into life the jet engines whooshed them slowly into the air and away into the distant sky, the helicopter banked over to make the turn to follow the Caledonian canal to the sea and back up to the USS McClusky anchored in Scarpa Flow in the Orkney’s.

Cal, noticed the grim faces of the Marines, as they took off, “Met our Griff before have we lads? “she laughed to herself, she took Erick’s arm and started to walk to the car, the wolf and the Mountie drawing the attention of the crowd as they walked.

Cal felt like a star as Erick waved and shook hands with the locals, everyone was eager to pat and stroke a real wolf from the mountains of Canada and the Canadian representative an obvious native Indian in uniform.
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She phoned her Father, he eventually picked up.

“Hello,” came the gruff voice.

“Did you ask him to tell that story Pop?”

“You needed to know, we needed to know, and Dexter needed to hear his secret let out of its box.”

“Why at his wedding Pop.”

“Because it was your wedding girl, I wanted you to know what your mother really felt like, it’s out in the open now, you can both chew the fat about it, he’ll talk about it now, before he wouldn’t mention anything about his Army life, it’s what Veterans do love, they hide the guilt under the carpet but they walk on it every day of their lives.”

“Will it ever get to being normal Pop?”

“Yes, it will love, that’s your job, bring him back, it’s what you’re really good at, you’ve had a lot of experience of doing what you need to do, you’re a good woman, better than your mother, you saved my life, so now save his eh!”

“Good luck!”

Liz closed the phone to cry, as Dexter fiddled with the engine to get them moving.

Her phone rang again, she snatched it up expecting to talk to her Dad, but

Patrick spoke “Hello Liz, how’s married life?”

“It’s great Patrick, we missed you boys at the wedding whats the problem?”

“Sorry Liz we’re in America, saving the biggest motor company in the world from going bust, we
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