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INTRODUCTION:

My name is Tolly Victor Trueblood and with the New Year’s celebrations I am looking forward to 2049, enough time has passed for me to be able to write about my family. I have had the most exciting and strange childhood any man could have had, my sister Augusta has given me permission to tell our story, we both think that the Nation needs to hear what some have done over the years to save us all from being destroyed from the inside, I overheard my Great Grandmother Helen calling it taking out weeds when I was young, I did not understand what she was talking about until I witnessed her killing a man, I was 12 years old and she had just rescued us from a kidnapping situation, my sister Augusta was 10, together we fully understood our family on that day.

The three women who have ruled our lives are our Great Grandmother Helen, our Grandmother Elizabeth and our Mother Caledonia, all are dangerous to know and to work for, even to be in the same room with all three of them is very tense and very special indeed, looks send out daggers, old phrases start ancient wars between them, but never be in the middle, most men with brains leave them to their battles.

When I think of other families and compare, mine is the most aggressive, the most interesting and the most loving, my sister Augusta is of the same stamp I think, and she will be the fourth generation of impossible women.

You can now be the judge for the Nation as to the need to do what they did to take out rotten self-obsessed undesirables and foreign invaders, there are no other words needed to describe what the Nation has been through without people understanding that some are killed on our behalf, there is no other way, my Great Granddad called it the black world, where Nations cheat each other, friends are working for our longtime enemies and are in a position to cause the Nation harm, no other reason, just that they can, the silent majority have never heard of this world but I have decided to write about it all, why now? Well, I find it interesting, and in this new age of enlightenment I feel that history needs to be put straight, my Great Grandmother Helen, called history, a manipulated after the fact propaganda program.

I disagree, so in the free global informatics community we live in, so finally the truth can be written, it was my Great Grandfather Augustus Talbot’s obsession, I think I have inherited the passion.

Now if I wrote in simple chronological order, you would be bored within a few pages, so I have written the story as far as I know it all went, I had to give them the language of the day so please forgive my bluntness, they were all characters from another world, and as I was often to hear them say, they were all totally bonkers, it was all perfectly normal.

The decade is 2020‘s, so I will try to recreate the age just after the Islamic oil and drug wars, plus the population moves and plagues that beset mankind worldwide and of how it all impacted on my family, this is a warts and all story, so please do not be shocked at the reality of surviving in the black world.

I am born later in the story in later books on the ice of Canada, the birthplace of my Father who is a first Nations Inuit and is so full of ancient wisdom, he’s still alive and is the source of so much joy in my life, he objects to this by the way, but the new way has finally arrived and people want to know, so I start our story in London the first real industrial city in the world and the urban sprawl we have all learned to understand and live in harmony with, I write to the sound of green parrots squawking in the plain trees outside my office window and I smile at the changes in this dirty old city, the first real modern metropolis my Great Grandpa Talbot called it, well I tend to quote him very often he was a great influence in our lives and always will be.

We have listened to all the conversations over the years, so this story is as accurate as anyone could have written; little ears hear and remember everything, so something to remember with your own perhaps?  
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CHAPTER 1 ... Camden Lock ... Market ... London ...UK ...  
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The drizzle and mixed diesel fumes filled the air, the market traders shouted their best London banter for passing customers, the finest cabbages the sweetest cherries, but the crowds ignored them and trudged by to find somewhere dry, even standing in shop doorways until the squall had passed over.

The young black man shouted his best banter from his veg stall, “Royal asparagus, a pound a bunch, as planted by Queen Victoria herself God bless her.”

A well-dressed man stopped to look at him in the rain, the water dripped off his flat cap as he stared.

“You just made that up!”

“No, I didn’t!” shouted the young man.

“Well how the hell could she have planted it; her gaff was on the Isle of White.”

The youth looked at him and sniffed, “Well she stopped off for a brew on the old Kent Road and while she was there, she helped out the girls in their planting, she was like that, a real gem, bless her.”

“You are making that all up as you go!”

“Straight up mate, just like these carrots, a bloke like you can understand the need for straight carrots.”

The man's face reddened as the implied insult hit home, “You’re a liar!”

The youth grinned, “And you’re an anti-capitalist hiding in the heart of our free market economy, I wouldn’t be surprised to find out that you are communist mate!”

The man read the name on the swinging stall sign in the roof, (Winston Churchill’s quality fruit and veg) “Quality my arse!” said the man.

“Well I might if I can’t sell all these cabbages, two for a pound by the way mate, straight off the Sandringham estate, no questions asked and all that,” he touched his nose, “Know what I mean mate?” he gave the man his best wink, “Anyway are you from the council? are you here to check up on poor black people trying to make a living, it’s cause I’s black innit?” he grinned at the man again knowing that the race reference would quickly get rid of him.

“What a load of bollocks!” said the man before walking off grumbling.

A tramp look-alike having a bad hair day passed by, he nodded to Winston.

“Watch yer Rufty!” he shouted after him, “Down the Pig later?”

The young man walked past and ignored his invitation but gave him a wave before heading for the bus shelter to get out of the wet day.

––––––––
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The old man stared out of the giant window in the dry and sipped his cold tea waiting to catch sight of the days target, Augustus Talbot thought about all the years his ex-wife had him in a leverage clamp because of his daughter and granddaughter, all these years she had manipulated all of their lives, but now he had a glint of one for her, he just had to find the toe rag and educate him a little, this man was her line of succession she so desperately needed, he smiled to himself as he thought how to twist the knife with her, for now he would keep it all to himself and the timing would present it’s self as the river flowed, in a family of girls and her father’s disappointment in a Helen, his ex-wife, he smiled at the final conclusion and what he would demand in return, he remembered his ex-father in law, a classic Hoo Har Henry who looked down his nose at his Talbot family, he knew the story of drug addiction her brother Leopold had placed upon the family and the stories of marrying a prostitute from the east end of London and wondered what this man was like.

But he knew that blue bloody ran through this lad’s veins and therefor he could use him as leverage against the old witch of the south downs in Kent.

He could have a conversation with her for a change instead of a shouting match in the street which he hated, “But sows like fighting in the mud don’t they Helen?” he mumbled under his breath.

The Sainsbury’s tea room was filling up and the old man was politely squeezed to the end of the long window table, but he was determined to wait to the last moment to see him, an old woman’s elbow tried to move him on but he held his ground, she gave him the look that he returned with a toothy grin, suddenly he caught sight of him as he waved to a market trader, the old man mentally marked the black man for future investigation then started his full focus, the target stopped and leaned on the phone box, he was younger than he thought, he took out his wallet and checked on the old photo of him, “Still bloody ugly sonny,” he mumbled, “And to think that your ancestors ran the British Empire, still, let's see how the job interview goes.”

He placed the cold teacup onto the saucer and picked up his packet of cheese and onion crisps, the lady had been looking over his shoulder at his crumpled photo, she nodded her agreement that he was the man, she smiled politely at him and nodded again, he opened them and offered one to the other old lady who sat next to him, she

gave him the scowl and turned away to carry on talking to her friend, he stood and walked off with a broad smile on his face, knowing that the old girls and locals to him would be gossiping about him and his family, he didn’t mind so long as they kept it amongst the north London people and not south in the enemy camp.

She elbowed her friend to follow Talbot, “He’s up to something Dora,” she whispered, “He might be killing someone again!”

Dora picked up her bags and was ready to move to follow old Talbot “We see nothing though Dolly, nothing understood?”

“He’s going to kill that ugly druggy Dora, what excitement eh?”

“Yeah, keep up, we want front row dear, better than the west end this eh darling?”

The old ladies shuffled out to follow Talbot into the inevitable contact action, knowing his aggressive nature and local hard man image, even as an old man locals gave him respect, the rumors were rife about his previous life as a killer for the Queen.

Rufus watched the market full of people, to him they all seemed old and crippled, he slouched on the telephone box searching for a potential victim to snatch and get cash for the habit, no one seemed to notice him they just walked on by not even making eye contact, it made him angry, he felt like revenge was in order, his mind wandered to a program on TV, he imagined that he was the predator watching passing wildebeest, he couldn't help scratching, the itch was driving him crazy, he laughed as he looked for a sickly one to bring down and eat, some shuffled along on sticks, one of them even motored by him on an electric scooter, he spat on the cobbles as he stared with impatience.

The tube station was as busy as ever with people trying to avoid the market stalls by walking behind them, the stall holders ignored them as a waste of time and so continued to shout at the crowds in front.

“Kentish asparagus, as planted by Queen Victoria herself!” shouted Winston,

“Cabbages off the Sandringham estate, no questions asked ladies, two for a pound darling, bring you own bag, I’m not paying that bastard bag tax!”

A group of women stood and waited for his final price; he stared back at them while working out his final shout.

“Hello, my darlings, here so see me cry, eh? I bought a ton of this crap this morning, I was a bit Brahms and List from the Pig’n Whistle’s grand re-opening last night.”

They started laughing at his yabba daba do.

“Ok, three for a pound and don’t tell the wife or she’ll want to buy a new handbag, go on form your disorderly queue to obtain my whole miserable business life, I’m not just giving these away, it’s just a

good job that they went missing in the first place, the Queen won’t miss um God Bless err, they go well with the Royal Victoria asparagus you know?”

The women laughed at him and pointed to the days grand offer, he reached for his paper bags out of the roof frame and started picking and packing the orders.

The youth scowled at them all, he shivered as if someone had walked over his grave.

“Why are all these old shufflers still alive?” he mumbled to himself.

He noticed an old man coming out of the shop eating a packet of crisps, the man winked at him as he passed.

The youth decided that he must have a fat wallet, he looked harmless and plush, perhaps a credit card to be used, he just had to get the pin number off the old man, and he’d be in the money, after all, an old, retired git, “Well! What the hell could he spend his money on?” he mumbled again.

He followed the pensioner to the bus shelter on Camden high street and watched him sit down on the metal seat to wait for a bus, then, after looking around he didn’t see any threats, just old people shuffling by waiting to die.

He moved in for the bounce, smiling to himself with all the confidence of youth, he sat next to the old man and stuck the knife onto the old man's rib then whispered,” Giz all your dosh old man!”

“That’s terrible grammar son, you won‘t go far in this world if you don’t speak good English, first impressions and all that!” said the old man, he reached for his wallet.

The lad quickly looked around to see if he had any witnesses to the crime.

During that eye movement the old man grabbed his hand, crushing his grip onto the knife, he was shocked to realize that the old man had a very strong grip, he panicked as he lost control of the knife, it turned with his hand, the pain became intense as the knife was now placed in his own ribs.

The man stared into the kid's eyes; the knife dropped to the floor.

“I bet you think you know what pain is don’t you sonny?”

He struggled with the strength of the old man and was now losing, shock now engulfed him as the man stood up, still holding his white bloodless hand, squeezed dead by the iron grip.

He tried to take a swing at him with his free hand, but the man grabbed it and smashed it against the bus shelter frame, the crack of

bone echoed down the street, his left arm fell to his side, he could see the bone sticking out at a funny angle under the skin.

People stopped to stare at the incident in silence; the old ladies put their shopping bags down and folded their arms to see what else would be happening in this natural London justice scene.

The old man grinned, “Bare it son, be the man, take the pain, there’s more to come, let's just call this your teaching moment,” he looked at the needle spots on the lads inside arm, but made no comment.

The youth grunted and started to sob in pain and shock.

He placed his knee against the lad’s chest and wrenched his right arm, against the bus shelter.

Rufus screamed out in agony, screeching as the man reached inside his jacket to get the lads wallet.

There was a round of applause from the watchers, more joined the audience as the old man smiled at them, he turned back to the sobbing youth.

“Now that’s a dislocated shoulder, it’s got to hurt I imagine, I can put it back in if you like but I’d like payment, I’m taking twenty out of your wallet, see, that’s all I’m taking, I assume that you’d like the agony to go away, you have to nod son so that I have a clear yes or no!” he smiled to the watching crowd and showed them that he only took twenty, the front row ladies nodded their approval then waited for him to carry on.

The lad shouted, “Stop!” and nodded in desperation.

“You were going to leave me in a pool of blood I assume? Now that was your plan, I believe, nod for, yes?”

The lad nodded frantically for him to take the pain away, “It was just a joke mate!”

The old man pulled him up from a sitting position and suddenly shoulder barged him, putting the shoulder joint back into place.

The lad squealed again in excruciating agony, dropping to the pavement crying.

He stood on the lad’s good arm then jumped up and down against the arm and curbed edge.

He felt his right arm break; the pain increased tenfold as the man twisted his foot, then waved and called over a passing black cab in the same movement.

“This is what happens when you don’t do your research son, a big red pen through the middle of your homework, with see me underlined, get it? This is what happens when a substance tells you how to live your life, so learn this one fast!”

“Hello Professor, having a bad day? “Asked the cabby.

“No Frank, but this lad is, he’s had a bit of an accident, take him to the A&E, could you?” Here, take some dosh for your trouble and for the cleanup,” he handed him the twenty.

“What clean up?” asked Frank as he and the old man pushed the lad onto the back seat.

“Well for the blood he might lose, you see he forgot his knife,” he picked it up and stuck the knife into the cheek of the lads’ backside,

right up to the hilt until it hit bone.

The youth screeched out in more pain, sitting in the back of the cab crying.

“This is your chance to get clean son, take it and get your life back, understand?”

Frank stared at the Professor in alarm, he watched the professors red face not knowing what to do or say, with the crowd of excited watchers, so he stepped between them and just slammed the door on the squealing youth then ran around to the driver's side, jumped in and drove off, leaving the old man in a cloud of fumes.

The Professor searched the lads’ wallet for identification, he found a letter from the social services for drug abuse, it had his full name and address on it, he read it in silence, then threw the wallet and the rest of the lads’ money over his shoulder and walked off down the street.

Witnesses to the scene stared in numbed shock; no one spoke as they watched him walk off.

A couple of kids scrambled for the discarded wallet and money, then ran off.

A passing Police officer asked what had just happened, but no one saw anything.

They could hear him singing as he walked down the street, “We’re soldiers of the Queen my lads the Queen my lads, the Queen my lads, and we’re soldiers of the Queen my lads, were soldiers of the Queen!”

His singing became distant as he turned the corner.

The Policeman thumbed to the old man with raised eyebrows, but everyone shook their heads, some just grinned at him, he understood why as the singing faded, then picked up the dropped wallet, faces shook their heads and shoulders shrugged in not knowing anything about it, the normal London rules applied to such judicial street matters.

The ladies shuffled back to the Sainsbury’s tearoom for the de brief of the action and to discuss why Augustus Talbot had got the proper hump with the lad.

“It looked like a family thing to me Dolly, I’d want to if I was related to him wouldn’t you dear?”

“He needed a good slap darling but that was a bit harsh don’t you think?”

Dolly smiled at her and shrugged, “That’s old man Talbot dear, a proper nasty piece of work if you do him wrong, his daughters just as bad, they say she’s a bit gender confused, know what I mean darling?”

“What nasty?”

“She just hates men. 

Well, I agree with her personally on that one don’t you dear?”

Frank looked at the sobbing lad in his interior mirror as he drove away to the Hospital.

“Fishing for tiddlers but you just happened to catch a great white, it’s just bad luck son, I wouldn't consider pressing charges either,

or your next meeting might be terminal.”

“Who is he?” grunted the youth.

“The most dangerous man in London, a good friend but as you

can see an awfully bad enemy, still! You’re his friend now so that’s

good, every black cloud with a silver lining and all that,

right?”

“What?”

“Oh! You will meet him again son, he likes to have friends around him, best if you do not threaten him next time.  “You might find that he’s a very useful friend to have, he spreads the dosh around to his mates, even new ones like you.”

“Friend!” grunted the youth as he shifted sitting position.

“The knife was a bad move!” chuckled Frank, as the taxi pulled into Saint Mary’s A&E department.

“What’s you name by the way?”

“Rufus!” screeched the lad in agony and shock as his nightmare situation finally sank in.

Frank jumped out of the taxi to get some help for the new patient, wondering how they were going to remove the knife, “Yep, a bad move that son,” he mumbled.

He looked at the wheelchairs by the doors to put the lad into, “Look kid you just can’t sit in the chair with that sticking out.”

The lad was crying as the pain increased with just little movements.

“Oh, sod it,” Said Frank, he grabbed the knife and pulled it out, the lad screeched in more pain, “It’s ok Sonny, I’m just happy to help,” the lad didn’t return Franks grin.

Frank walked off to get a wheelchair to put him in, he threw the knife into the hedge while Rufus groaned in yet more agony.

Frank smiled to the iron faced black woman at the reception desk, “Another customer darling, he’s had an accident with a bus shelter, he lost, two nil.”

“Name?” she asked in a monotone voice.

“Frank!”

“Not you, pillock, him!”

“Err, Rufus, he turned to the groaning young man and waited.

“Longmuir, well, Rufus Abercrombie Longmuir, to be correct.

Frank grinned at her before leaving them to get acquainted, he started laughing at the lad's name.

“You poor sod, having a name like that, no wonder you turned to drugs.”

"My people were from Kent,” screeched the lad before being taken over by the big woman.

“Posh family then?” said Frank.

“All dead though! The old man was bad a drunk and a druggy, he was evil incarnate, I hated him!”

“Oh, sorry I asked kid!

The lad was wheeled away behind the curtain; Frank stared at the blood trail then thought of his black cab as the youth started screeching in pain again.

Frank thought of cleaning his cab then felt the twenty pounds in his pocket, “So is this one of your rolling plans then Augustus?”
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CHAPTER  2...Telephone sales .... Progress Interview.... London.
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She entered the office in silence, the girls who also waited with her called the place Colditz, it was amusing but she didn’t laugh, the place just was not funny.

She stood and walked to his office door when her name was called by his secretary.

He gave her a quick look as she walked into his office before returning to his paperwork, she stared at his bold head gleaming with sweat and the pimples on his neck, she hated the smell of his aftershave, her mind wandered as she waited, it was probably called beige for the beige, she thought, for the middle-aged man, who wanted to be powerful with all the girls, she imagined his wife buying it him for Christmas and him thinking, oh no, not some more of that crap, then him saying, yes dear, thank you very much dear, do you like the new toaster I bought for you dear?

She sat down without him asking her to do so and waited for his pathetic dramatic pause as he scanned her sales records.

“Your character doesn’t suit the sales side of our business Miss Talbot, you’re quite aggressive with potential clients, our on-line survey reports that the customer doesn’t like being pushed into quick sales, they don’t like pushy little girls telling them what to do dear,” said the General manager as he concluded her very short progress interview.

“Aggressive attitudes are not good for business madam!”

Her face betrayed her anger, but she kept quiet in the face of manly ignorance and stupidity, but she had to say something, this was just bloody stupid.

“But that’s what I’m told to do, close the deal quickly and my sales are up Mr. Godber, I am the most improved sales rep in the firm!” she said quietly.

“Ok, Miss,” he looked again at her record, “Err ...Miss Talbot, take the rest of the day off and think about it all, then come back tomorrow and sell, sell, sell, eh?”

“But Mr. Godber?”

He wasn’t listening as he shuffled papers, it indicated that her review was over, he gave her a gormless wave, she felt like a slave just told to get out, she considered punching him in the face, no, she thought, he is just another moron who will inevitably 

destroy the firm with ingrained incompetence; they deserve him, for employing a moronic pig in the first place.

She stood up and noticed he was looking at her legs while shuffling his papers.

“Moron!” she mumbled as she left his office, she was just glad to have been told that she could have the rest of the day off from the

phone sales mega store.

She walked out of the hated building and down to the drab bus stop to join the drab people queuing in the haze of diesel fumes mixed with smell of aftershave lotion that filled the air, “I bloody hate London!” she mumbled.

The bus arrived with a squeal of brakes and fumes; it was the same smelly dirty pig pen that it always was, the people were the same as her, bored out of their sculls with the world, grey, already dead, just going through the motions of life, without knowing that they were

actually dead, she stared out of the window at the people in the wind, “Dead!” she mumbled.

A couple on the back seats behind her were arguing, everyone was listening, but the man didn’t care, the woman tried to hush him up so that they could discuss the problem clearly, but he was blustering over her logic, she was being bullied.

Caledonia didn’t like bullies, in fact she was getting angry with every word that came out of the bully man's mouth, she decided to get up and stop the argument with a punch in the face, she imagined the people looking at her as his nose bled and he stared at her in shock, she knew, it would be another scene, let's all stare at the psycho moment and she would be the focus of the action, again.

The sound of the bus breaks squealing to a standstill stopped her thoughts as her stop came up, she stood and walked to the whooshing door opening in relief, it wasn’t her life, “Let the silly cow slap him, why would she put up with that treatment?”

She stepped off the stinking hovel of a bus to breath fresh air at last, the wind caught her hair and ruined what she had brushed into some sort of order, she saw her reflection in a shop window as she walked, “So, did you come home on a motor bike Cal” she imagined her boyfriend saying, she came into her street and smiled to herself at the thoughts of him and her laughing, she would do him a spag boll just to cheer him up a bit, “He didn’t like his job ether,” she mumbled.

She reflected on her life as she walked, why am I doing a sales job? I should have continued with my martial arts and set up a training camp in the mountains perhaps, she smiled to herself as she walked, “Yeah! Great idea, money! It always came down to money in the end.” she grumbled to herself leaning into the strong wind.

Money killed all ambitions, everyone said that you just need vision and energy, but everyone didn’t come from her mad family for a start, money was always the big issue with her mother, she thought of her mother and her face became flushed with anger again, she just couldn't leave it alone, always with the opinions and warnings.

She smiled as she thought of her Granddad, in his cardigan, a proper eccentric old bloke, but she knew the truth, he was not the little old man, people took him for, she’d witnessed what a monster he could turn into in a blink of an eye he could destroy anyone who upset him, she smiled at some of her self-defense lessons he’d taught her.

A simple poke with the thumb in the eye, he would say, it just gives him the good news Cal, it changes the newspapers page three views on women, she would laugh at his banter, he was proper bonkers,

and she laughed out loud into the shop window glass.

Then her mother's lessons came to mind again, no! Stand like this, punch like that, fall like this, you must have muscle memory little girl, practice is the only way.

Her Mother had the arrogance that came with years of karate practice, and of combat with men who were always much bigger and stronger than her, she thought of the years she was dragged to the dojo with her mother and forced to be part of the training and the pains that were inflicted on her both mentally and physically.

She felt herself growling with the memories, her mother could just push that button that made her so mad, and her mother would enjoy poking and pushing to see, if she could beat her daughter up again, “Well one day old woman I’m going to beat you to a pulp.”

She stopped at her door and heard herself mumbling on about her crazy family, the wind blasted her hair into her face; the frustration grew as she searched her bag for the key.
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CHAPTER 3 ... Sandhurst Military Academy ...Touring Program ... 
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The bingo theater was full, the hum of people stopped as the lecturer walked onto the little stage to speak to the young Army officers and potential cadets for the new year's intake.

“Good afternoon, everyone, my name is, Professor Augustus Talbot, I am 18th and 19th century military history on your introduction course, main course I’m still waiting for your assays on the Bourbon monarchy, on my desk for Friday please gentlemen.”

He scanned the theater with a smile, checking on familiar faces, “It's good to see that you can still find me on tour away from the big house, this bingo hall in north London was another test that you lot have passed, I’m impressed, a tick from me chaps!”

“Now! down to business, the subject today is on one of my greatest heroes, one of Frances greatest hero’s, he was a Marshal of France, and Napoleon Bonaparte’s most aggressive General, if he was given a job he tore into it with gusto, a good example for you to follow

gentlemen, oh! And Ladies, sorry I didn’t see you at the back.”

He waved to the ladies at the back, and they waved at him but still mumbled among themselves.

He knew that they just wanted attendance ticks for their degree averages, probably army nurses, so he focused on the front row,

“Napoleon promoted him from the ranks of the hussars, born today he would have been German, in his day the area was part of France, his name is, Michel Ney, a fiery red haired cavalry commander.”

“When he galloped onto the field some people would be physically sick because his arrival meant it was showtime! Get ready to follow him to the gates of hell.”

He started to walk up and down the little stage, staring at individuals.

“His last battle was Waterloo, where he had five horses killed from under him, yes five horses, you heard me right, he thought he saw a retreat by the allies, what he actually spotted was a re-arrangement of Wellingtons defensive position, you see, some of Wellingtons troops had fled the field and had left gaps, so Ney led a massive charge of all the cavalry squadrons up the hill to the ridge and were met by the defensive squares of Wellington’s army, where they were destroyed bit by bit, hit by grape shot on the way up and on the way down, it was all murderous, some say he lost his mind during this time and in fact we have a report of a British officer who witnessed a senior officer of France beating a British cannon with his sword after having his horse killed by cannon shot, he was in fact going mad!”

“And who can blame him, he had just made the biggest blunder in French military history, his cavalry were destroyed, imagine his walk down the hill through all the blood and gore of his friends and fellow soldiers, walking through all that horror, wouldn’t we all go mad?

“One of Frances greatest ever heroes lost his mind and the battle, so the French themselves in 1815 after so many years of revolution and thousands of deaths returned to a monarchy, the revolution now over, or so they thought, a bad move really for the King, still! A fat boy placed into a position of leadership with no talent or experience, and then trying to squeeze the freedom genie back into the bottle, well! What did they expect?”

“I will talk about his life history and military achievements, his

bravery in battles, how he was promoted to the elite commander of cavalry, became a Marshal of France, how he became political in being part of Napoleons first abdication, continuing being a Marshal under the Bourbon king, even ordered to capture Napoleon when he escaped from Elba, after Waterloo he was executed by the state for his role in the return of Napoleon to power, and the French defeat at Waterloo, Napoleon’s last 100 days in power, Napoleon by the way blamed him for every mistake he himself made on the day from his bacon baguette being cold to charging British infantry squares without infantry support, he loaded the blame onto him, even though he’d sent half his force to march after the Prussians, so Ney did not

have infantry to call on, later he called for them but was refused, Napoleon was now running scared of losing so he kept his Imperial guards ready to protect their rear if they had to retreat, the Prussians had returned and could be seen in the distance by all his army, quite a laxative really if your horse had just been killed from under you, I think?”

He gave them a few seconds to take in the information, so familiar to himself in a lifetime study of history, his favorite subject.

“Anyway, his excuse for defying the Bourbon king was that he was preventing a civil war by taking the whole army over to Napoleon and not fracturing regiments to be used by the King in bloody actions, such was his standing with the French army, the reality though is that he and his men fell back under the spell of his mentor,

the great gambler Napoleon Bonaparte, he allowed the great thief of Europe to take over again and the army liked the idea, perhaps he was pressured by his juniors, we don’t know.”

“That statement at his trial sealed his fate, he admitted what he had done in detail, he didn’t tell lies like some and faced the inevitable, and was sentenced to be executed by firing squad, he even held his top hat over his heart for the execution squad to fire at, he commanded his own death, as I said, absolutely fearless!”

“It could be said of him that he intended death and this was his way out, his insanity and experiences had took him to this point, he had seen too much, he had ordered too much death, the guilt took over and he wanted an ending, in modern terms we would call his mental state P.T.S.D, post-traumatic stress disorder, the human mind can only take so much of horror, after that we become mentally ill, all perfectly normal, as they say, in the end we all go completely bonkers!”

“Also politically he was still in the big picture, the army still loved him and we suspect that he was the natural successor to Napoleon and for this reason was not given the chance to be in opposition to the royalists, so his execution was inevitable, the people however, never forgave the royals for this deed, and in fact this was one of the factors that sowed the seeds of final destruction for the Bourbon dynasty, the killing of a hero, even up to the twentieth century his grave was still a focus for the anti-government parties of the day, perhaps even our day!”

“Today’s question is this, so take notes please, because I would like a five-thousand-word assay for next Monday, it is this, at what stage does a General who commands the army become political, making decisions for the nation as in the case of Napoleon himself and give me evidence this week please, perhaps to become a general we naturally become politicians, so brass tacks history Gentlemen, none

of your ramblings please, that's my job.”

The audience laughed at him.

“As always gents, I value your opinions so Monday at the latest, or a slap on the legs for you!”

The theater rumbled in laughing at him again.

“Today we will compare these two men from different worlds apart, family connections, military experiences, and what happens when our fellow generals disagree with our plan, do we turn on our masters, and at what stage do we become outsiders, or is it a matter of being loved by our men?”

A young man razed his hand up on the front row.

“Yes Cadet,” he pointed to the front row, “You have a question? Please stand, let us all hear it.”

The young man stood up to face the lecture theater, waiting for the professor’s nod.

“Professor, are you a monarchist? Or would you be the supporter of, say, a republic and perhaps do away with her majesty?”

He smiled at the young man in a knowing way.

“Well young man I have an answer, and I have said this before but fits for this very situation, that is, have you read George Orwell’s Animal Farm? So, those of you who haven’t read George Orwell’s masterpiece, his whole story is about revolution, I ask that you do so, it asks some important questions of the farm takeover, that are! When the pigs (the revolutionary leaders) take over the farm.”

“Do changes in administration change how we live, if we were the mass of people?”

“With persons of limited experience in administration, do they do a better job?”

“How long do we put up with disastrous administration before we have a second revolution. Now that’s for next week gents.”

“And of course, are revolutions always needed, or is that the job of politicians, who, possibly, having internal arguments and factions within their own parties, save us the revolution.”

“Ok, Orwell’s book, by the way, it is still band from sale in Russia, it describes the classic revolution that demands sacrifices from the

revolutionaries themselves, demonstrating the loss of control by the minority, to counter internal fights normally breaking out before legitimacy is finally decided upon, normally by the winners, the dogs fighting over the bone, the nastiest dog normally wins.”

“It’s interesting to witness the world dealing with the revolutionary winners, and in so doing giving them legitimacy in the eyes of the Nation, the scramble for legitimacy is part of the take over and is normally described as getting the nation working again, or uniting the workers, however it’s worded the nastiest dogs sell the old

workers, who dare to grumble, and they call it justice, to the slaughterhouse, that is the free world by the way, and then call it cheap meat.”

“It’s interesting to witness the world dealing with these revolutionaries, those who had murdered their way to the leadership positions, killing their friends to climb the ladder, I’m embarrassed by our own politicians who made deals with them, so when Hitler showed up, did they think they could make a deal with the Devil? Well for some strange reason Stalin did, and being given half of Poland in return for his silence he took the bribe, But Stalin was just as evil and after so many allied lives lost in those cold north Atlantic seas taking food to the starving Russians and being sunk by German U boats, after all that sacrifice by brave men he stabbed the allies in the back in 1945 when he took Berlin and shut us out, the lesson was finally learned right?”

“No! We still think that we can make deals with the eastern hoard, well I disagree, I listened to my father who fought with them and eventually against them, never trust the Ruski! His words not mine gentlemen, I do hope that my own bias sinks in gentlemen.”

“Ok! I would like your comments on the book please gents as a side issue to your ordinary work, 5,000 words please, what! Too much work? Well welcome to the new world of responsibility, this is history, our gold dust of wisdom and I want you lot sifting for the nuggets please.”

“Wednesday for that one please Gents, and morning please, you know the routine by now, because I need time to read some of your drivel, clear?”

The audience rumbled with long groans.

“I feel for the army who could be up to their knees in mud because you officers failed to plan and read maps and weather conditions.”

The audience groaned as one again.

“Plan to succeed or don’t plan and?” he waited for their answer.   

“Fail!” .... shouted the audience.

“What are our real jobs gentlemen”?

“Planners!” Echoed the theater.

“And why do we plan? Because piss poor planning, produces piss poor performances.”

“Performances” echoed the theater. 

He smiled at the young cadet, and then re focused on the front row again.

“Good question young man, in answer to that I say this, I have served our Queen for so long I cannot imagine life without her on the throne, our sovereign by the way is the best monarch we have ever had, loyalty is the only thing I have in this life, without loyalty I have nothing, loyalty to home, family and country, the system’s we

have work! We tried a form of republic after the English Civil war,

it doesn’t work for us British, and we came close to a revolution again in the eighteen fifties.”

“I think that would have been a French style, killing of all the blue bloods, in doing so it would have destroyed the Royal Navy, and the Army command structure, we would have been defenseless before the rest of Europe, you would probably be speaking French now son, with even closer ties to the EU.”

The audience rumbled in laughter.

“Thanks for that question lad, your mother will be so proud, gold star from me son, even though you‘ve probably won your bet with your mates to see if you can sideline me, during the lecture, putting me off perhaps, eh?”

He pointed at him in the front row; the cadet’s face glowed with embarrassment.

The room hummed with mild amusement.

He stared them down as they became silent, then he continued.

“The democracy that we have inherited is slow and ponderous, it’s reactionary, not very good actually, but it’s all we have, and from the bitter experiences of the English civil war we had better work with it, Monarchy are figure heads and that suits our British way of

doing things, we are natural toads, if things go wrong, we look round for someone to blame and it sometimes falls on them, but mainly the politicians sacrifice one of their own, depending who’s at the bottom of the food chain, normally the young ones, the more mature call it age awareness priorities, we would call it the battle of the loudest mouth, or who can cover their own rear end the quickest.”

“This discussion leads me back into the story of the great hero Michel Ney. His whole life was one of honor and loyalty, even when he was convinced, he’d been commanded to do the wrong thing he still followed orders, that is loyalty in the face of disaster so blind faith and honor, in the disaster that was, for example, the withdrawal from Moscow in the 1812, which was a total mess, again a failure to plan for a winter war, planning to complete an invasion in three months, of one of the biggest countries in the world, this is what happens when a planning group is bullied by an over simplified view of a leader, complications are real, plan through complications, the Russian winter killed his army in 1812/13, the biggest army so far in world history froze to death on the Russian step.

“Military decisions made when trying to predict political maneuverings, causes disasters, so we plan for one job at a time, stage by stage, we don’t win wars in one campaign, unless we are Napoleon Bonaparte, and even then, they only get fooled once, so honor and loyalty were Ney’s guide, let us all learn from that”.

He stopped and pointed to the students, slowly moving his finger to

all the lecture theater audience.

“I make a prediction now gentlemen, and that is, that you all, will have a military disaster in your careers, it’s normal, as the average tradesman will tell you, we all make mistakes, anyone who says he doesn’t is a liar, it’s how you recover from that mistake, that makes you the better man, the better commander.”

“It was said that Marshal Ney was the last French soldier to step out of Russia, so honor, is what we are about today gentlemen. For that action and so many others, he was called the bravest of the brave by Napoleon, but flattery had now washed off our Field Marshal, he

had witnessed what bad planning could do to an army in the field, the golden days of Napoleons leadership were over, Ney was now the man trying to save his beloved France from tearing itself apart, the Military dictatorship had proven itself incapable of running the country without war, I wonder on reflection, if he thought himself capable of saving France, I suspect he didn’t, but had to try anyway.”

“That is the life of an army man, no politician trusts an army man, they always think that we are doing what Oliver Cromwell did after the English Civil War, that is to take over the state by turning the sword on to civilians and calling it justice, in being the strong leader that everyone wanted, in truth, they blamed him for almost everything that went wrong, then the toads who had fought with the dead King used that underline grumble to bring on the return of Charles the second, after Cromwell’s death of course! Politicians don’ t take risks, that was our real chance at having a republic and afterwards that the idea went with the disillusioned masses to the colonies, the origins of which we now see in the United States of America, do you see how this little island has affected the world gentlemen? We invented this living organism called democracy and failure has a reaction from the people as always.”

“Blame gentlemen it is the natural Anglo-Saxon reaction to disaster, get used to it, the public will demand piles of bodies to gawk at, and as military men you won’t be excused by politicians if you make a mistake, our politics demand scapegoats to be sacrificed and its normally senior officers, who pass the blame down the chain of command to find one! We invented the hot potatoes game gents.”

The cadets rumbled with laughter at his words as an assistant walked onto the stage.

“Telephone Professor Talbot!”  Said the man at the side of him, “A young lady on the line, your granddaughter, it seems very important sir.”

“Oh! Thank you, Sam, this must be important, please excuse me gentlemen I’ll be back shortly,” he took the phone and walked out of the lecture theater stage listening very carefully to his granddaughter’s situation.
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CHAPTER 4 ... Home Flat ... North London ... Minuets earlier ...
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She cheerfully placed her tussled blond hair behind her ears, to be able see what she was doing, she found the key in her hand bag and turned her back to the wind in irritation turning the key to open the front door, then dumped her bag on the side table, she quickly ran up the stairs to surprise Ben, she thought he was probably still in bed and should be getting ready for his job down at the bar, she was going to surprise him.

But as the bedroom door squeaked open, she was shocked by the two bodies wriggling under the sheets in her bed. The couple pulled off the sheets together and looked at the door in total shock, silenced in recognition of the young woman staring at them.

“Ben!” she screamed, “How could you do this to me?” recognizing the woman in the bed with him,” Julie! You’re my best friend, my confidant, and my, ...you bastards!” she screamed, “You are lying cheating scumbag bastards!”

She slammed the door and ran down the stairs crying.

The two lovers looked at each other, Julie giggled, and Ben laughed aloud with a great sigh of relief, they listened to Caledonia rattling around in the kitchen, doors slammed shut and pans were scattered as the crashing around continued down there.

Ben laughed again “She’s got the proper hump, eh?”

Suddenly the stairs creaked again, as she ran back up, the couple listened, their laughing suddenly stopped.

“She’ll get over it, I’m sure!” said Julie.

The door slammed fully open and suddenly Caledonia stood facing them with a pistol in her hand, a balanced side stance she remembered her grandfather's lesson, focus, straight arm, locked elbow, concentrate, chin facing the target, both eyes open, exhale and squeeze, no emotion, just you and the targets.

“Cal!” ..... Shouted Julie, ....... “Stop! No!” The room erupted into the sudden ear-splitting noise of gun fire, as she shot at them, cordite fumes filling the room, one second gap and boom, two head shots, two dead, two bullets smashed into sculls, splattering the headboard and wall with brains, hair and scull fragments, the scene turned into a slaughterhouse in just two seconds.

The bodies wriggled in their death throws as blood oozed out onto the pillows and blankets, brain splatter displaced the little pictures above the headboard and dripped down the wall, from where the high caliber bullets had blasted large holes out of the back of their sculls.

She stared at them, and held the gun up to her ear and rolled the chamber with her thumb, round and round, she was feeling the heat from the barrel, the red mist of anger changing as she stared at the bodies and the blood splattered bedroom wall, the shock of what she had just done, her heart still pumping with anger and adrenaline,

panic filled her mind, rage evaporated, “What have I done!” she screamed, she could not believe she could be the cause of such carnage, she felt sick, “Help!” She muttered.

With her left hand she pulled out her mobile phone, tapped out the number she needed and waited, looking at the gun still smoking in her right hand, she turned away from the horror, her mind wandered, she loved the smell of gun fire, it smelt of fun, when she was younger, firing on the ranges with her grandfather, oh, the fun she had learning how to shoot automatics, pistols, rifles even machine guns, wow when her friends at school were playing net ball, she was blasting targets at short and long range with an AK 47, wow that was so fantastic, old Pop was always connected, we blasted cars, even buildings, what memories for a little girl to have, she pondered, then pressed the call tab.

“Hello! Professor Talbot’s mobile office,” Came the sound from the phone,

“Could I speak to Professor Talbot please.”

The man on the line said,” Is it important madam? He’s conducting a lecture in the bingo hall at this very moment.”

“This is Caledonia his granddaughter I have a major problem, it’s very important.”

“Ok madam! Please hold the line for a moment.”

She waited, in silence, she could hear her own heart, thumping, it seemed like an age before he came to the phone, she wondered what to say, how to say it, even not to say it perhaps, and the panic welled up in her as she could hear the phone being scraped up.

“Hello?” came the gruff sound of her grandfather, it calmed her nerves.

“Hi, Pops its Cal!”

“Caledonia!” The surprised voice answered, “How are you doing we haven't talked in ages; you're not fed up with the old goat are you?”

“Never Pops, never, listen, I need your help, I ‘m in big trouble! “Always my sweet, always,” came the cheerful reply.

“Pop! I'm in a room with two terminates, that” ...., she couldn't continue the conversation the emotion welling up in her and she started to cry, she could feel her panic rising again, making it hard to speak.

He recognized the code he had taught so many years ago.  

“Are you alone Caledonia?”

“Yes” she whimpered starting to bubble up into anger again, out of

the tears.

“Calm, keep it together till I get there” he whispered into the phone,

“Where are you?”

“At home Pops its down by the..........”

“River!” he whispered, “There in five, count me down, four knocks, remember?”

“Yes, I remember,” she grinned to herself, “But how did you know where I live?”

The phone was silent, now dead in her hand.

She sniffled, “Well, that’s the chain reaction started?” she mumbled, she stared at the corpses splashed over her bed,” Bastards!” she screamed throwing the gun at them, it smashed into plaster boarded wall, sticking there like an ornamental antique, “You Bastards!” She screamed kicking the bed and hurting her toes in the process.

The cooling horror of the
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