
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
CHEMICAL
CREATURES

 


1st Place in the 2014 Nova Science Fiction & Fantasy Short
Story Competition

 


A thought-provoking tale
of

Alien Abduction

 


By

 


Gary Kuyper

 



This is a first edition


All rights reserved. No part of this
publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any
means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopy, recording, or
any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in
writing from the author


Copyright © Gary van Nikkelen Kuyper
2014


This book is a work of fiction. Names,
characters, places and incidents either are products of the
author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to
actual people living or dead, events or locales, is entirely
coincidental


Smashwords Edition


DEDICATION

for

Nick Venter

 


 


 


Signal Hill – it was Bart’s favourite
spot in all the world. On a clear day he could see Robben Island
and the actual curvature of the earth where shimmering ocean met
azure sky. On a clear night the city of Cape Town was a magical
kingdom where highways and streets became rivers and tributaries
upon which glowing insects glided in well-coordinated formations.
Those that approached were shining diamonds; those receding -
glimmering rubies. Beneath him lay the Victoria & Alfred
Waterfront, behind - the vast mesa of Table Mountain. Day or night
the sight was beautiful...breathtaking...marvelous.

 


Yet these were not the thoughts
mulling through Bart’s mind on this moonless night. For although he
gazed from his parked car upon a city of shining gold, it was no
Eldorado. Beneath that shining veneer lay another city; another
world – a dark underworld. It was especially at night that it
became blackest of all.

Like pus from a septic wound they
would ooze out onto the streets and back alleys. Pushers, pimps,
prostitutes, pickpockets and every other sort of vileness that
walked upon two legs (Except for the fake cripples that hobbled
along on their stolen crutches). They stank of stale alcohol and
even staler urine; dangerous animals that hissed or growled and
stared at you with rheumy, bloodshot eyes determining your weight
in gold (Literally); sizing your wealth, and whether or not the
hunt and kill was worth the amount of meat and fat to be gained.
Like cowardly wild dogs they operated mostly in packs, targeting
only the weak and the unwary. They were vampires that crawled back
into the shadows at the approach of dawn; leeches who sank into the
darkness of the quagmire at the approach of the painful,
sterilizing light.

Cape Town – two worlds in one. By day
- a vibrant, bustling mix of creativity and culture; by night - a
cesspool of destructive denizens.

 


Signal Hill - this had
been a place of many firsts for him. First time he had dipped his
wick. First time he had gotten high smoking a joint. It was where
he had gotten the inspiration for his best-selling novel. It was
here, after a long nervous drive up the long, winding road that he
was informed by the man from the Testing
Facility that he had passed his
Driver’s License. It was
also the place where he had first experienced, or at least been
aware of the strange blackouts that he had experienced on two
separate occasions. The first had been in the first car he had ever
owned - a beat up old Beetle. The analogue clock on the dash had
shown sixteen minutes past eleven. He had closed his eyes for what
felt like a few seconds only to find that the clock now showed
twenty five minutes past one. He had put it down to the probability
that the air was thinner up here, as well as the fact that he had
just smoked a considerably large joint, and had kept the windows
closed to enhance the experience. He had found the event more
intriguing than disturbing. It was only when it happened a second
time that he began to become concerned. Sure the place had been the
same, but the conditions were entirely different. There had been no
intake of any legal or illegal mind altering substances. Now it was
not only the glowing digital clock on the dash of his new Audi that
heralded the fact that much time had passed but also the glowing
horizon indicating that the new day was soon to dawn. This time the
blackout had lasted over 5 hours. And although he had felt mentally
well rested, his body ached as though he had undertaken some
strenuous physical activity.

 


Signal Hill – it was the place where
he had proposed to the beautiful, kind and caring Yvonne. It was
not the first time that Yvonne had been proposed to, but it was the
first time that she had said, “Yes.” In fact, it was a very loud
and enthusiastic, “Yes, yes, oh YES!”

Maybe it was the shock or the fact
that his mind had refused to believe that she was dead that he
never cried when he first heard that some carjacker had put a
bullet in her eye. But it was here on Signal Hill that he first
wept for her.

And it was here that he had first
garnered the notion of suicide.

 


It was not the loss of his
wife alone that had brought on the thought, but the fact that the
doctors (Yeah, he had seen more than one. That was during
the Denial Stage)
had all told him that he had contracted the big A. At first he refused to believe
it. How was it possible? He hadn’t had any sexual contact since
Yvonne, and that was over two years ago.

Doctor Fayaad had gone
through a list of possibilities. When the doctor reached
‘Dirty Needle’,
he had his answer.

 


It was at the height (Or
should that be depth?) of Bart’s depression that Theodore Du
Plessis, a fellow writer who could have been an Andy Warhol clone,
had told him of a place in Muizenberg where he could
‘kill his pain.’

“Tell Ray I sent you. Tell
him you want his ‘Happy
Cocktail.’ Oh, and get me some mesc while
you’re there. I’ll pay you back.”

“Meth?”

“God, no! Not meth
– mesc!
Mescaline.”

“Mescaline?”

“Yes, it’s an entheogen.”

“Entheogen?”

“God, Bartholomew, for a
best-selling author you really are naive. It’s a psychedelic drug
used in religious and spiritual ceremonies. The word literally
means ‘Generating the divine
within.’”

“You mean like the Rastafarians claim
to use dagga.”

“Exactly! Only please
don’t call it dagga. That’s such a crude and antiquated word.”

“A rose by any name.
Besides, it’s what my seller calls it.” Bart did a terrible Capie
accent. “‘Haai meester, so whatillitbetoday? Purple Nurple? Some
Pineapple Express? I got all the best dagga money can buy. Maybe some
Durban Poison?’”

“You’re a goddamned Neanderthal,
Bartholomew! Get yourself to Ray!”

 


Bart had done just that.
And having had no experience in admitting drugs intravenously, he
had thought it best to leave it to the expert. Ray would surely know the
proper method to administer the mind-altering substances as well as
the proper dosage for a first time user. He laughed now thinking
about how he had been worried about kicking the bucket from an
overdose. Now it was the very thing he sought.

 


Visiting Ray had become a
rather frequent pursuit. So frequent that Bart had even taken to
using the term of endearment, ‘My Ray of
sunshine and hope.’ But, as they say,
‘Familiarity breeds
contempt.’ Bart had thrown caution to the
wind; taken to trusting that the doctor was always unwrapping a
fresh, unused (Or at least sterilized) needle. Well, whether it was
truly a contemptuous attitude or simply an incautious act - the
damage was done.

On each occasion Ray
administered a shot of H
with the recommended chaser of diluted morphine.
For a short time Bart would be immersed in a sea of euphoria,
relaxation, drowsiness and even thoughts of an ambitious nature.
Yep, he had been successful to ‘kill the
pain,’ but he had also been successful in
killing himself. And if he hadn’t done quite a good enough job
yet, tonight was
it!

 


He smiled cynically,
thinking, ‘How fickle the human mind. How
totally we are controlled by the substances that pump, in a lesser
or greater degree, through our silly old noggins. Altering
perception, mood, consciousness, cognition and behaviour; bringing
joy, anger, depression or a range of other uncontrollable emotions.
Worst of all, most of these substances are produced naturally by
our very own bodies. In pituitary glands, adrenal glands, in the
spinal column, in the bone marrow, in the testes, the ovaries or
some other obtuse organ.’

“Endorphins, adrenalin,
testosterone...,” he mumbled to himself. “Euphoria, rage, arousal
and libido. Even risk-taking, inspiration and sleep – all affected
by bloody hormones and such.” He glanced down at the bottle of
pills in his left hand. “And also death when taken in excess.” He read
the label, “‘Active ingredient:
Benzodiazepine.’ If memory serves me well,
Michael Jackson died after taking benzodiazepine. Ironically in one
of his greatest hits he sang, ‘A friend
like Ben.’ Well, I hope
Ben will be my friend
tonight?”

He glanced at the beverage
in his right hand. He read the label, “Red
Bull Energy Drink.” Then he muttered.
“Energy drink?
Sure the taurine,
originally gathered from the bile of bulls, might improve muscle
condition, and the sucrose and glucose give you energy, but it’s
the large amount of caffeine
they add that brings on that power high.
Caffeine, a legal psychoactive stimulant drug. Get enough of it
pumping through your brain and you feel ready to take on the
incredible Hulk. Most people don’t know that it’s the main
ingredient in many pesticides. An excess can even cause death. Many
soft drink companies add it to their products. Makes one wonder why
they don’t have to print warning labels as do the tobacco
companies?” He chuckled to himself, but regained his dark composure
when remembering that the doctors had told him that there were
drugs that could allow him to live a long and normal life.
“Normal!” He
downed half the Red
Bull, cracked open a half jack of
Jack and topped up the
beverage. “What the hell is normal? Pills to take you up; pills
to bring you down. The mind is just a glorified biological
elevator. Whether we want to or not we all get to ride upon
the mood swing,
that mercurial metronome called the brain.” He read the label, “40%
volume.”

He recalled that
Jack Daniels whisky was once produced at 90%
proof, but this was later lowered to 80. Still, 80% proof meant the
high 40% alcohol volume. Compared to beer and wine, which are only
around 5 - 8 and 10 - 12 % volume respectively, this was
plenty.

The volume content was printed as,
‘20cl.’ Bart also knew from experience that 20cl, being the same as
200ml, was sufficient. Any more and he would end up regurgitating
everything. And that was definitely the last thing he wanted to
happen tonight.

“Alcohol!” he blurted
loudly. “Just another legal psychoactive drug. Only this is
a depressant.
Yeah, believe it or not. Even if it makes you feel like partying –
it’s actually a depressant. Get enough of this
flowing through the old emotion centre - and I’ve certainly done it
enough - and you’ll end up crying like a baby because you burned
the meat on the braai. The Afrikaners have a good word for it
– dronkverdriet.
It can make big tough rugger players weep snot en trane. And, what’s more,
alcohol is also a poison. Yeah, imagine that. And no warning labels
as well. The Bible even mentions that it bites like a snake.” The
thought made him recall that after learning about Anthony’s demise,
Cleopatra had committed suicide by allowing an asp to strike her
hand. “Bart, you’re a coward. You want to end the mental anguish,
yet you’re terrified of physical pain.” There was some sort of
revelation. “Hey, that’s why they call it, ‘The easy way out.’ And the
easier I can make it –
the better.”

He emptied the pills into
his open palm. The 8 capsules of mesc were clearly distinguishable
from the 30 bens.
Ray had guaranteed they were 50mg each. So, 400mg, although not
considered dangerous should create a good experience. He raised
the Red Bull mixture in salute and made a toast.

“To a truly divine
experience!”

He took the
mesc two at a time and
finished them as well as the Red
Bull cocktail. Then he popped a
ben in his mouth and
tried to down it with a swig of neat Jack. He coughed and spluttered and
then cursed that he hadn’t brought more Red Bull to wash down the sleeping
pills.

That’s what the tablets
containing the benzodiazepine were - doctor prescribed
sleeping pills, and not
the over-the-counter brand containing the less lethal
diphenhydramine. Sure, benzodiazepines weren’t quite as lethal as
your sedative/hypnotic brands of barbiturates but when one added
alcohol to the mix it was like...like offering your hand to a
deadly serpent. In fact, the label clearly warned against the
simultaneous intake of alcohol.

 


He remembered that he
always carried a bottle of distilled water in the trunk of his car
for topping up the battery. He quickly procured the half-empty
bottle (Over the past few years Bart had certainly become a
half-empty type
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