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THE JOURNAL OF ELLIOT
CRIPPLESBY

It has been
around two years since I last picked up my pen, when there was all
that trouble with Alan Humphries and the global economic crisis.
Since then I have been ensconced up here in the Faroe Islands, and
do not seem to have had a moments rest in all that time.

Initially it
was frenetic beyond belief. I had made it my mission to get the
seas filled with fish again, to strike while the iron was hot and
it was all still fresh in everyone’s minds. I poured all my
energies into establishing and then maintaining a substantial
number of hatcheries and no-fish zones around the world. To help me
achieve this (and I consider this to be perhaps my greatest triumph
of all) I set up several new international conservation
organizations with which I was able to nail down every country
involved into committing on some long-term agreements on fishing
exclusion zones, realistic and manageable fishing quotas and
moratoriums taken out on several species which, unfortunately these
days, have made it onto the highly endangered list.

Happily these
measures have seen an unprecedented rise and restocking of marine
populations around the globe in recent months. It’s been very
quick. It was never going to be easy, repairing the damage done -
not only by Humphries, but also the centuries of exploitation and
neglect by the world at large - but it has all been worth it so
far. Already the seas are well on the way to becoming rich with
life once more.

The media
attention was almost unbearable in those first months and it was
only thanks to my South African friend Ollie Donald that I made it
through. As the World Champion rally driver he is well used to the
twenty four hour close scrutiny and intense probing that
celebrities have to endure. Having helped me suffer the national
tour of the UK that was forced upon me immediately after the
Humphries affair, he said he would be only too happy to accompany
me as I was then dragged around the world for more of the same.
Time and again he proved himself to be invaluable, showing me how
to carry myself through the spotlight’s glare with the barest
minimum of fuss, steering me through all the countless interviews
like a Labrador leads his charge across the street.

Gradually – and
inevitably - the pressure has waned and I am no longer constantly
called upon to attend the Brits, Oscars, charity functions and
celebrity dinners with the same regularity as I was to begin with.
I only allowed myself to be dragged into events such as these to
promote my environmental projects. “You’ve got to been seen in the
light to talk in the mike,” Ollie advised me.

Anyway,
invitations to these grand occasions have thankfully become less
and less frequent as the attention of the global media – something
akin to a six year old’s - has been drawn away to focus upon
something new and bright and colourful.

The last public
soiree I was invited to was three months ago now and was attended
by such other dignitaries as Floella Benjamin, some obscure
semi-finalist of a Belgian TV phone-in pop star competition and
someone from one of those ghastly soap operas that the general
public seem to love. It was being thrown by APT, the Association of
Paisley and Tartan, in recognition of a comprehensive catalogue
recently compiled by one of its members, which listed every known
example of these designs from across the globe - quite literally
from Alaska to Zimbabwe.

Ahh, at last! I
appear to be floundering in the murky depths of the ‘C-List’! It
shouldn’t be long before I have drowned completely. Well lordy me,
thank God for that!

And whilst I
would emphatically deny any connection, I suppose I do have to
accept that it has been in these last three more restful months
that I have found myself growing restless and (dare I say it) a
little bored. My projects are all up and running with a momentum of
their own now, so I have not had an awful lot to do. Consequently,
my mind has been wandering and I have thought about renewing my
investigations into Scottish culture once more. There are, after
all, some startling things to be found up here in our very own
Faroe Islands National Museum.

This rather
non-descript little building is located on the high street of the
capital between the more popular of the two bakeries we have and
perhaps the least attended building on the island - the tourist
information centre. While it is chiefly used as the Town Hall, it
has on permanent display several stone tablets with weird and
ancient inscriptions chiselled into them, the sharply defined edges
long since smoothed by the passage of time (and the constant
battering of the ferocious winds for all the years they lay
exposed). I’ve been told that these runes contain much ancient lore
that has been long, long forgotten and it all sounds rather
intriguing. Frustratingly though, I can’t find anything more
substantial than hearsay and speculation, as there is nobody on the
islands who can read them.

If there were
to be even the merest smidgen of truth in just some of the wild and
extravagant tales I have heard then it would force a reappraisal of
the entire history of... well, of history itself -
certainly of civilization as we know it! I won’t go into any
specifics right at this moment, not until I can find a way of
actually deciphering the runes, but it could well be as big as the
discovery as time travel, which I helped to uncover not so long
ago!

Then again it
could all be nonsense, the rumours I have had whispered in my ear
by the locals, Old Joe McSlow amongst them - and anything
that gap-toothed vagabond has to say has to be taken with a
hefty pinch of salt! The inscriptions may be simple inventories of
winter stores from ancient days - that always seems to be the
explanation historians and archaeologists come up with when they
find something new that they can’t immediately identify. I suppose
this rather more mundane theory is just as likely, more so in fact,
but if truth be told I think I want to believe in some of
the more colourful stories I have heard, as I feel myself looking
to add a little spice to my life again.

But should I
dare to dream for some excitement? I don’t know. If anybody had
asked me a year, even six months ago whether I would like to inject
a bit of pace back into my life I would have quietly declined
before politely showing them the door, for in my mind I had already
more than had my fill, what with the mad professor’s antics
followed immediately by my world tour.

No, if you’d
asked me then it was going to be a slow and cosy life from now on
thank you very much!

But now, as I
said, I’m bored and I have found myself drifting off down memory
lane more and more often lately, wondering among other things what
has become of my old friend Geeza… I had not seriously expected to
ever see him again, to be honest. I had told myself I’d go and
visit him sometime, but I didn’t really think I would - I
hadn’t the faintest idea where to look for a start. The last time I
had seen him we were releasing the fish given to me by the Japanese
Government before he went back to Africa where he was going to, as
he put it: “immerse himself totally in deep, deep love.”

“If you want
me,” he said before he flew off to Kenya, “you’ll find me.” Well,
that’s a fair enough thing to say if you are a shamanic detective
called Geeza Vermies, but trying to find one man in a continent as
vast as Africa would be harder than finding a sober Scotsman on a
Friday night in Glasgow.

Well, perhaps
not harder, but at least as difficult.

Imagine my
surprise then when there was a sudden knocking on the door of my
walled garden just as the sun was beginning to dip on today’s damp
but sunny autumnal afternoon and when I went to answer the call it
was none other than Mr Vermies himself!

A bigger change
in any man I have never seen before and shall probably never
witness again - at least I sincerely hope not! He stood there as
lean as I remembered him, with his long hair blowing freely in the
gusting wind. It was tinged with the odd fleck of silvery-grey here
and there though, the first clue that all was not well. His body
looked bronzed and healthy, but his listless posture betrayed him
at a glance and one look into his eyes showed such a depth of loss,
sorrow and tortured pain that it was all I could do to embrace the
man as he broke into pieces there upon my doorstep.

***

 


 


THE CASEBOOK OF GEEZA
VERMIES

This is the
first time I’ve been able to do anything other than simply
exist since it all happened. How long has it been now? Not
quite a month? Feels like a lifetime ago. A different me in a
different life. Another time, another place; all gone. All
irretrievably lost.

Lost. That’s
how I feel. Empty. Desolate. Destroyed. I know I really should be
getting a grip on things, but I can’t. I just can’t seem to grasp
hold of anything any more.

I suppose I
knew it was coming, even said it to myself day after day, but I
never... believed it? Accepted it? I don’t know. I don’t know
anything any more.

Since Malika
left me I feel insubstantial; lost and alone. Having never had - or
needed - anybody in my life before and now having lost the one
person I have opened myself up to, I just feel... nothing. Nothing
at all.

I am a drained
husk, an empty shell. A shadow of the person I was. I have no love
for anything in my life anymore. I’m just numb; I can’t feel
anything - no warmth, no pleasure and no future.

But I’ve got to
snap out of it! We both knew something was happening, that a
presence was growing, but we were too caught up in ourselves to do
anything about it! I think we were both scared of losing each
other, to the point where one of us - and Malika was always the
stronger - had to end it all.

I know vaguely
what the presence was - is - and that I have to take action, but
what? And how? How am I supposed to do anything when I feel like
I’ve died a thousand deaths? I hope I’ve done the right thing in
coming to see Elliot. The Gods know, I had to go somewhere…

***

 


 


THE JOURNAL OF ELLIOT
CRIPPLESBY

There is
something about seeing a grown man cry that is utterly, utterly
desperate; it really pulls at the heart strings. And the way Geeza
openly wept as his body convulsed and shook with shuddering sobs
was very distressing indeed.

Children cry,
which is fair enough – that’s what kids do. Also, members
throughout the world of what used to be known as ‘the gentler sex’
have always had the ability to shed tears as required, which must
be tremendously helpful for releasing all that emotional energy
stored up from day to day. Men though, on the whole, traditionally
at least, do not cry. Simple as that.

Or is it? It is
true to say that Western society (or at least British culture, days
of the Empire and all that) developed in a way in which it was
always perfectly acceptable for a woman to cry, but not so for a
man. While this sociological pressure has had a marked influence on
the men of the species, it is not the whole story.

There have been
occasions in my own life when I have really wanted to cry,
but have found myself simply unable. This has happened to me both
while I was alone and in company, so it cannot be said to just be a
case of male pride. There have been several times throughout my
adult life when I’ve found myself sat in complete solitude wanting
desperately to cry, but have been physically unable to.

Strange isn’t
it, why that should be the case? Crying is a massive release, like
a pressure valve for the emotions. Women, it is generally agreed,
are much more emotional creatures than men – few would doubt that.
Some say they are more in touch with their emotions, others that
they are governed by them, but however you want to dress it up (and
to get back to my original point) the fact remains the same:
generally speaking, men tend not to cry.

Of course, we
started to get the so-called New Man some years ago, who blubbed
like an eight year old at the drop of a hat, but we don’t see him
so often these days - he went into hiding, I think, when it became
apparent that he was looked on as a sad and sorry little drip by
both male and female alike. No, again generalizing expansively, a
man for whatever reason tends not to cry, except when he hits
absolute rock bottom – and that’s precisely where my friend
appeared to be.

Hurriedly
bundling Geeza inside, I sat him down with a steaming mug of tea
and lit the kindling in the grate, allowing this to burn for a bit
before placing some decent-sized logs on the fire. I offered him
the choice of something a little stronger - a nip of brandy
perhaps, glass of port, or some of last year’s sloe gin, (a little
sweet, but warming none the less). Or maybe he fancied something to
eat? Each of these options he declined in a far off, distant voice.
He seemed to be holding himself together with the last vestiges of
his very life force, as if any other activity on his part would
cause him to crumble and collapse.

We sat in
silence for some time, listening to the crackling and spitting of
the fire - some of the logs had not had a chance to dry out
properly and the fire guard caught no end of flying sparks which
would otherwise have added to the numerous neat black holes burned
into my hearth rug. While extremely concerned for my friend, I
didn’t want to speak simply to fill the silence with random words,
so I held my counsel. At least, I thought, until I knew more of
what had happened.

Geeza for his
part seemed unable to talk. I did not get the impression that he
was unwilling to, or that he was building up to anything. He just
seemed incapable, sitting there with his hands clasped tightly
around his cup as if it were an anchor, the only thing preventing
him from floating away on the draft that blew in from under the
kitchen door.

For over an
hour we sat there and I watched the struggle he was having with
himself just to keep it together. Every so often he would take in a
massive gulp of air and his head would loll backwards, his eyes
shutting tightly as he ground his teeth together with a horrible
grating noise. Then with a sigh that came from somewhere around his
ankles, his head would drop once again and tears would stream
silently down his haggard face.

Eventually I
stood and told him I would run him a hot bath. He looked up at me
with almost vacant eyes, but I thought I saw in them the flicker of
an unspoken thank you. I started the water running and wondered
what on earth - or knowing Geeza probably not of this earth
- could possibly have affected him in this way?

The words he
had spoken at our last meeting rose unbidden to my mind as I wound
my way back down the wooden staircase which groaned in complaint as
it spiralled between floors: “Come and visit by all means Elliot,
but if I ever leave Africa it will be because something has gone
terribly wrong…”

I couldn’t help
but shudder at that and the thoughts in my head were flying about
uncontrollably, racing around as I attempted to figure out what
might have happened. It was wrong I know, but so many speculations
swam across my consciousness over the next couple of hours that I
had Geeza placed mentally in all manner of hideous (and frankly
absurd) predicaments, ranging from simple homesickness to a rabid
cult of pigeon-worshipping head-hunters, all brothers, all left
handed, and all called Simon.

Funny where
your mind takes you sometimes isn’t it?

Having told him
where his room was and that the water was running, I watched him
uncurl himself slowly and stand up, placing the remains of his tea
- by now stone cold - on the little side table near his chair. He
left the room without a word, looking for all the world like a
little, lost boy, spurned and alone.

***

 


 


BAXTER LAMB’S
DIARY

At last it has
arrived! My luncheon date with two of the leading exponents of the
modern wave of Pyramidology, Messrs Spatchcock and Ravel. Anthony
Spatchcock is a freelance journalist who has authored several books
about notable sites around the ancient world, viewing them with a
totally fresh perspective and coming up with some very interesting
theories. Each one of his books caught the public’s attention in
its day and they all topped the bestseller lists for a time. I know
him quite well, but he has become notoriously difficult to meet up
with in recent years - such is the price of his fame.

Gilbert Ravel
is an old friend of mine. A Belgian, he is a graduate from the
Acadamie Historique du Koekelburg, a highly esteemed faculty
just outside of Brussels. That is his only connection to Brussels
though, he will tell you unfailingly. As a staunch
Antwerpenaar, he is Vlaanderen through and through. “No, not
like Hercule Poirot,” as I always used to tease him. He speaks
Flemish first and foremost, although like most of his countrymen he
speaks a good half-dozen languages fairly fluently.

This meeting
has been scheduled for days now, since they both arrived in Egypt
and I have been itching to get to it! I thought it would never
come, but finally it’s here! Our appointment is for half past
twelve at The Alexandria, where I wish to discuss my latest
findings over the brunch buffet the hotel has become renowned for.
That time is fast approaching, so I must wash, shave and make my
way over there. I will continue this later this evening.

It was hot as I
walked into the shade of the lobby, but the fierce glare of the
Cairo sun was mercifully banished by the marble walls and I paused
briefly to cool down under the fans which spun lazily overhead.

My eyes quickly
adjusted to the change in light. I was a little early, but Gilbert
Ravel was already at the bar with a chilled beer at his lips. Upon
seeing me he bade me over with a wave of his spare hand.

“Baxter
god-verdomme!” he greeted me. “How are you?” We have known each
other for quite a number of years - ten, fifteen? By god, it must
be twenty by now! Nineteen ninety one doesn’t seem that long ago,
but it is. As I lowered myself onto a barstool he continued.
“Interesting news you said. What is it? What have you learned?”

Ordering an
iced tea I told him that I was not yet one hundred per cent sure,
but...

“But?” he asked
eagerly. “But what?”

“Just let’s
wait for Anthony, eh? He should be here any minute. Shall we take a
table?” He was on pins, old Gilbert. He always was when something
with potential came up. And as far as potential goes this is a
biggie - the Mother Lode!

It isn’t in my
nature to say too much too quickly; not until I’m certain of my
facts. The current climate in the world of Egyptology rewards
caution. One loose word or statement can have you branded for life,
something people have found to their cost, especially in recent
years. Many have been the talented young men and women whose
reputations’ have been ruined before they’ve had a proper chance to
begin. Archaeology and especially Egyptology is a far more vicious
world than one might think.

Anthony
Spatchcock arrived not long after we were seated, along with his
French wife of the last nine years, Juliette. She usually
accompanies him on all his trips to ancient sites these days,
camera in hand – she does all the photography for his books and
magazine articles. We all said our helloes, collected a plate of
food each and ate to the accompaniment of small talk for several
minutes before we got down to the business at hand.

Spatchcock and
Ravel have compiled a considerable body of work, both independently
and in collaboration with each other. Between them they have
produced some of the finest works of modern-day investigative
archaeology. Their theories, along with those of several others
regarding the pyramids, sphinx and other ancient sites around the
world have been like a breath of fresh air, particularly in the
fusty field of Egyptian history. They have blown a few of the
cobwebs away from a field so beloved of the grey-bearded community
that it has become bogged down with the boring mundanities of
dynastic succession, what funereal items certain folk were buried
with, and who sent whom to the grave. It is a crime to have made
what should be so fascinating so very, very dull.

“It’s been
quite a while since we collaborated on a project,” I said over my
second glass of ice tea. Anthony and Gilbert have both contacted me
in the past to draw upon my knowledge of ancient systems of
writing.

“Six years
isn’t it?” Spatchcock answered after a moment’s thought.

“We did that
piece on Babylonian gardening techniques,” Ravel reminded me. “What
was that, two years ago?”

“But for the
three of us together, I think Anthony is right. Six years already?
Good gracious! Where does the time go? Am I right in thinking you
are both between projects at the moment?” A quick glance between
them was enough to confirm this. “How would like something to
really sink your teeth into?” I asked, knowing that new discoveries
had all but dried up for them of late. “Gentlemen, Juliette, I have
asked you to join me here for lunch as I think I may be able to put
some work your way.”

“What have you
found, you wily old dog?” Ravel asked, the tail of a shrimp still
hanging out of his mouth.

I grinned back
in return. “I have been presented with something which might just
be the kind of revelatory breakthrough you’ve both been looking
for.”

And it was
true. It pays to be cautious, but this could be right up their
street and it also pays to use every possible advantage available
to you - these two carry an awful lot of unofficial clout around
here and to have their backing, and perhaps cooperation, could
prove very useful indeed.

The whole time
we had been eating and chatting, Juliette had kept on picking up
her camera and snapping away at all kinds of things - a neatly
folded napkin, the drinks waiter’s elbow, anything. On several
occasions she had stood up and walked over to a distant corner to
take in a different angle or scene. This may have been a bit
off-putting, even disconcerting to those who had never met her, but
Gilbert and I were used to it by now. However Anthony appeared to
be becoming less patient than he usually is. It was evident that he
was biting his tongue, but for a long time he said nothing. Until
Juliette leant right in for a close up, just as he was putting a
fork full of coleslaw into his mouth. His cutlery clattered onto
his plate and he sighed in exasperation. Turning, he looked at
her.

“For God’s sake
love! Can’t we just have some lunch without you taking bloody
pictures all the time?”

I glanced over
to Gilbert and caught his gaze, raising eyebrows as an embarrassed
silence settled upon the table. Juliette glared at her husband for
a drawn out moment and then placed the camera back in the bag at
her feet.

“Bien. I won’t
say another word,” she said, adding in her native tongue as she
examined her salad intently: “All day!”

Oh dear. It was
going to be a cold night for Anthony, whatever the heat outside! He
picked up his fork once again, wiping the mustard dressing off the
handle with his serviette. I later learned from Gilbert that things
have been a little strained between the two of them of late - they
always were if he hasn’t been working on something new for a while,
his blog not being nearly enough to keep him occupied.

“So come on
then,” Gilbert said with slightly too much enthusiasm, “what is
this exciting news you have for us Baxter?”

“Well,” I
replied, feeling that the time was now right to spill some of the
beans. “Just this week I have had an extract of ancient writing
come into my possession which I am inclined to believe pre-dates
anything yet discovered.”

“Before
Mesopotamia?” Anthony asked, a slightly sceptical note in his
voice.

“Beyond even
that of the Indus River valley!”

“Really?” said
Gilbert, his eyes lighting up with boyish eagerness, “Where was it
found? Who wrote it? How long ago?”

I held my hand
up to stop his animated babble of questions. “Now I cannot be
sure,” I said slowly in a measured voice, although in truth I
shared his excitement. “I have only seen an extract after all, but
I have requested a further meeting with my contact, the owner of
what I am led to believe are several stone tablets filled with
totally undeciphered writings. I hope to be able to make an
appointment with him within the next few weeks in order to view the
texts in their entirety.”

Anthony
bombarded me at that point with a number of concise and poignant
questions. “Where exactly are these texts located Baxter and just
how old are you proposing them to be? I see it in your face that
you have an idea. What language is it written in? How much have you
seen?”

He was always
the more unruffled of the two, every bit the professional. Though
saying that he was equally as likeable as his Belgian friend. I
answered him after taking the first few sips from my third tall
glass of iced tea.

“The language
is partially made up of some form of runic script, which bears
similarities to the ancient Futhark, the ancient alphabet of
Scandinavia. There are a good many differences though and I suspect
- suspect mind you,” I emphasised the word with a waggle of
my bread roll, “that it is considerably older.”

I sat back in
my chair to let it sink in. However, stunning though the news
undoubtedly is - writing older than the Mesopotamian or Indus
valley cultures? Think of the implications this could have! - it
failed to elicit an effect as dramatic as I had anticipated.
Instead, Spatchcock sounded highly sceptical.

“So come on
then – how old is it? Where is it from? I thought pretty much every
archaeological site had been exhausted by now – at least every one
I’ve been to has. This isn’t another set of ‘golden tablets’ is
it?”

He was
referring to the Book of Mormon here, the holy teachings of
the Church of the Latter day Saints which Joseph Smith supposedly
dug up in a field one day. Written in ‘reformed Egyptian’ on golden
plates bound together with wire, they are said to have informed
Smith of the basic tenets of this new ‘true’ church before
mystifyingly disappearing again in the proverbial puff of smoke.
Anthony had written a detailed study of this whole ‘miraculous’
story which has successfully alienated him from the fourth biggest
branch of Christianity in the Americas. In fact the Mormon Church
had been so infuriated by Moroni and the Mormons – False Angels
and the Morons, that he is still regarded as a figure of hate
inside the state of Utah.

“No, they’re
not more Mormon tablets,” I smiled. “At least I don’t think so.
There is no way of determining just how old it is, at least not
yet, until I can study the entire stellae, but as to where it was
found...”

“It must be
somewhere pretty remote,” Anthony speculated. “In the horn of
Equatorial Africa maybe or the pampas of Argentina.”

“Or in the
Australian Outback, hidden in a sheltered cave deep in Arnhem Land
or the Kimberleys,” Ravel chimed in.

“A little
closer to home actually,” I told them. “Scotland.”

Silence
descended around the table. Eyebrows were raised. Juliette stared
at me open mouthed. “Scotland?” she said finally in that beautiful
Lyonnais accent of hers.

“Scotland,” I
repeated. “Well, the Faroe Islands actually, but they are a part of
Scotland now I believe.”

It was Gilbert
who spoke next, rather hesitantly. “God-verdomme sek, Baxter,” he
interjected a few words of Flemish, gesturing to himself and
Anthony. “This is all very well, but we are serious investigators
of ancient civilizations. What can possibly make you think for
one minute that either of us would have any interest in
Scotland?”

“Ahh,” I began,
not wishing to drop my bombshell from too great a height. “As I
said, I cannot be certain, as I have only glanced at a rather
crude, hand-drawn copy of but a tiny fragment of the texts. The
originals have been chiselled expertly into several stone slabs and
obviously cannot be moved from their present location. From what
little I have seen though, I firmly believe that these antediluvian
Scottish runes contain several pointed references to Africa!

“And that is
not all,” I leant forwards in my chair and glanced at Juliette,
nodding my head at her. “I told you the writings were littered with
runic symbols; they do not make up the bulk of the text however. I
have seen evidence even in this small fragment that the lion’s
share of the carvings bear an unmistakable resemblance to the
hieroglyphs of pre-dynastic Egypt!”

Spatchcock
dropped his melon ball.

They were
shocked and speechless, every one of them!

***

 


 


THE JOURNAL OF ELLIOT
CRIPPLESBY

A few days have
passed since my last entry - I really should start putting dates on
them. I keep meaning to, but never seem to get around to it. Quite
a lot has come out into the open now and whilst I’ve tried to
empathise as best I can, the majority of what my friend has
suffered has left me baffled. Good old Geeza - nothing in his life
is ever normal!

He is a
little more his old self again now at least. There is still the
sorrow in his voice and the loss in his eyes, but he has rallied
himself magnificently in such a short space of time. Like I said
though, the intricacies of what has happened to him are utterly
incomprehensible to me, try though I might to understand.

In the morning
after he arrived, having bathed and slept (fitfully, but under
covers at least - he has not slept indoors, he told me, for nearly
a month), we went for a stroll, during which he began to talk.

“I went to live
in Africa because I’d fallen in love,” he told me standing atop the
Western cliffs, staring out to sea as the waves of the Atlantic
barrelled in towards us. He shook his head gently as the memories
stirred inside him. “When we went to Kenya on the trail of that
Professor she came to me and for the first time in my life I
experienced that glorious, all-consuming sensation of total love.
And she felt the same thing towards me.” Here he paused, lost in
his own remembrances. Eventually he sighed and continued on again.
“She felt the same thing too Elliot; it was beautiful.
Incomparable.”

Malika was her
name, the lady in question - although when I say lady, I
mean person. Well, thing. Spirit. Entity. I’m not entirely
sure what to call her to be honest. I remember it quite clearly: he
made contact with a Denubari Spirit when we were staying in a
marvellous little Nairobi hotel. She was an animal spirit of some
sort, an elemental or something. Apparently they could meet up in
some extra dimension and had fallen passionately in love with each
other from the first. All a bit Star-Trekky for me, but it
did happen - I was there.

Typical Geeza
though isn’t it? Around three and a half billion women in the
world, and he has to fall for a ghost!

“We set up a
home together in Gun’dalé, a tiny little hamlet in central Kenya.
It was nothing much, pretty rural; a simple rondavel on the fringes
of the village, just inside the thorn fence. I say we set up home,
but of course there was only ever me physically there. I
lived a largely subsistence life style - basic, but sweet, you
know? I took up the duties of shaman or medicine man, the old
fella responsible for the area having died almost a year
previously.

“Each evening
after business I pulled the curtain down on my door to signify
‘shop closed.’ Then I’d light the fire and fill my Pipe and go to
meet Malika.” He did explain exactly how he was able to do this,
some sort of drug-induced, higher state of consciousness or
something - I’m afraid it went right over my head, the intricacies
of it. “We enjoyed those timeless nights together with such passion
- Elliot, you couldn’t believe…”

“I think you’re
right there,” I mumbled and he laughed.

“That’s true.
The intensity was beyond anything you could imagine in a physical
reality.” He paused again for a long moment, as he had done through
all of our discussions since his return. I guess these things need
time to gather before they can come out. For some people it
probably just gushes. Geeza took his time.

The wind
whipped his hair all over the place. It was always strong up on the
western cliffs; there was nothing to halt its progress between here
and America. It blew so hard sometimes that we were both sent
staggering by the sudden gusts – backwards, luckily, away
from the cliff edge!

“This carried
on for… I don’t even know how long. A long time. I got lost in the
blissfulness of it all; lost track of hours, days, nights – even
whole seasons. Time doesn’t mean a thing sometimes...”

Now
that’s true! We all know the saying ‘time flies when you’re
having fun’ – well I have a theory that this is truer than you
might think. I say it doesn’t seem to fly, but it actually
does! Time speeds up and by the same rationale it really
does slow down in times of boredom.

Take railway
stations for example: there is no way anyone can persuade
me, while you’re stood there waiting for your train, that their
clocks run the same as others only five yards outside! No
way.

I tested it
once. I placed a clock on a bench just outside the car park of
Lincoln Station and synchronised it with my watch. I then went
inside for five ‘station’ minutes and I’m sure to this day
that the clocks would have read differently when I came out again –
at least half an hour had passed, I was sure; it was
interminable!

Unfortunately
when I went to look someone had stolen the clock, so I never did
find out, but anyway, back to Geeza.

“I was
splitting myself completely in two,” he said, “living two entirely
separate lives. Don’t get me wrong, I didn’t have a problem with
that-”

“Oh come on
Geeza,” I couldn’t agree with him there. “Surely you could see that
couldn’t be healthy. How did you manage it anyway?”

“It was fine,”
he shrugged. “During the day I would attend to the needs of the men
and women of the villages in my area and then at night I closed
myself off to focus solely on Malika.” His spiritual bride,
he called her.

“Oh, you got
married did you?”

“No Elliot, we
didn’t get married, but that’s how close it was between us. I
didn’t want to say soul mate because it sounds too
lame.”

Well I could
thank him for that anyway. “How long did this go on for?” I asked
him, still trying to fully grasp hold of the concepts of what he
was trying to tell me.

Geeza breathed
out long and loud, screwing his face up as he figured it out. “It
was over a year…”

“A full year?
Living like that?”

“It must have
been. Just over; fourteen, fifteen months or so.”

Shall we say
simply that Geeza claimed he had never been happier and was not
particularly shy about what he told me. The ins and outs (if I can
say that without being accused of coarse innuendo) I could quite
easily have guessed for myself. Unlike the audience of a big-budget
Hollywood film, I do not need to have everything graphically
explained to me. They were in love and did what lovers do. After a
time though it all began to waver.

“What
happened?”

“I don’t know.
There was… Something just changed; we both started feeling…
concerned about something quite intangible. We began to notice the
world around us more and more.”

“That’s nothing
out of the ordinary,” I told him. “The honeymoon was over Geeza.
That happens to all couples.”

“No, it was
more than that Elliot. Something different; something sinister. I
wasn’t sure what at first - neither of us did, partly because it
crept in gradually, but also because we were both just so
completely wrapped up in each other, you know?” By the sound of it
they probably wouldn’t have noticed anything smaller than a medium
sized bomb being let off beneath them! “Slowly though, we both
became aware, individually, of something disturbing creeping in and
pervading the atmosphere around and between us.

“Although we
were both becoming more and more aware of it, neither of us said
anything.”

“You both
thought it was ‘just you’?”

“Yeah. So
stupid! When it eventually came out into the open, it turns out
that we’d both been tying ourselves up in knots, thinking it was
just us and both furiously ignoring it. We were both trying to work
through it, hoping it was just a mood that would pass, given
time.

“Elliot, I was
mess man,” he sighed and I put my hand out to grasp him on his
shoulder. We watched a lone bird swooping down from her perch as
the cliff curved round to our left. Was it a Booby? Or a Puffin? I
have absolutely no idea. “From being one hundred per cent sure of
myself I became the complete opposite. I was a rudderless ship, out
of control, getting tossed around back and forth with no direction
whatsoever.” He pointed to a clump of flotsam, a tangle of seaweed
beneath us. “I didn’t know whether I was coming or going. Up one
minute, down the next, although… it was mostly down.

“Even in those
good moments, as they became fewer and further between I could feel
I was drowning.” Below us, as if on cue, the seaweed got hit by yet
another wave and sunk beneath the surface. “I was in constant
turmoil day after day, still working, but wondering what the hell
was wrong with me. Then each night, my mind still racing and
spinning, I’d meet Malika and still say nothing!”

“And you didn’t
know then of course that she was doing exactly the same thing.”

He shook his
hair sadly. “We were torturing ourselves, and for nothing!”

“It has been
said that a lack of communication causes more problems in a
relationship that anything else,” I told him. Actually in a recent
survey this only came in third (second place was fighting over who
had control of the TV remote and number one was arguing over who
was going to drive), but I didn’t tell him that. Well, it was only
a breakfast talk show and I don’t know how much credence you can
put into these things.

“We were dying
inside,” he continued, “and could feel the relationship becoming
strained, but again neither of us dared say anything in case it
was only in our head. Eventually though it became all too
apparent that there was something else. We could feel it in the
people and the landscape around us - something was seriously
wrong.

“Now that I
look back I can see we were both suffering such huge surges of
emotion and were struggling so hard to deal with them that somehow
we missed something. Something was going on, but instead of
pinpointing and dealing with it, we just sat there
stagnating, worrying that it was all just us. My mind was
screaming at me to snap out of it, to wake up and take
action, but… I just couldn’t bring myself to broach the subject
with Malika, scared of what the inevitable changes would be.”

“You shouldn’t
beat yourself up too much Geeza. I mean, these are difficult things
to deal with. It’s all very human.”

“Yeah, but
that’s just it – it wasn’t!”

“I’m afraid I
don’t understand.”

He sighed
again, though not in exasperation; he knew he was trying to explain
something fiendishly difficult to comprehend. “Throughout
everything, all those months of pain and confusion, all that time I
could feel a strange, disquieting feeling seeping in and around us
like a clinging mist. We both could. Mysterious and enigmatic,
intangible yet unstoppable. It had the kind of destructive power a
river has as it flows along on its daily course. Nothing dramatic
or immediately obvious, just quietly eroding the banks around
it.

“It was
affecting the birds and the animals, making them jumpy and jittery;
it was making the people more irritable and short tempered and more
open to catch any old illness that was flying around. And it had
wormed its way between Malika and me, breaking down the bonds
between us.”

He repeated
again with genuine pain in his voice that had they spoken about it,
had either of them acknowledged that something was amiss and drawn
the other’s attention to it, maybe there could have been a
different outcome.

“But you
didn’t.”

He stared off
into space for a few long minutes and all was quiet except for the
crashing of the waves upon the rocks sixty feet below. He just sat
there breathing gently, staring straight at the morning sun as it
rose across the waters of the Atlantic. I wondered whether or not
to tell him that he could go blind like that, but couldn’t bring
myself to break into his thoughts.

Eventually he
blinked and dropped his head disconsolately. He looked round at me
and when he did I saw something extra in his eyes. He was coming
back. “No, we didn’t. We were both too scared, too confused.”
Sighing heavily again, he gazed out to sea once more. “Emotions
Elliot. I’ve never really dealt with them before. They’re a whole
lot more powerful than I imagined.”

“They are
something we all have to cope with at some time in our lives.
People say it’s character building. What doesn’t kill us makes us
stronger.”

He laughed.
“Yeah, yeah, I know. That’s just what I’ve always preached. It’s
just that in the past I’ve always been the one doing the talking,
never the listening!”

Something had
definitely clicked in my friend and he even managed a laugh when I
started to counsel him another platitude I’d heard on a bad TV
show. As we got up to walk further around the bay he finished off
his tale ominously.

“Finally it was
too much, the tension had grown unbearable and words and feelings
came out, pretty much equally from Malika and myself. The full
realisation hit us then that it was more than just us. There was
something very seriously wrong in the world, something we should
have seen, felt and acted upon much earlier.

“We detected an
all too-obvious atmosphere, an evil presence that had by now
pervaded into every single crack and crevice in the land around us.
Just how far this influence had spread became quickly apparent as
we cast our gaze further afield.

“Elliot, I
don’t know what it is, but it’s something very big, very mean and
very ugly. It’s already spread throughout the bulk of Africa and is
pouring into Europe and the near East as we speak. Even up here I
can feel it in the distance, getting closer and closer as the days
roll on.”

And this I
could agree with, to a point. After the euphoric build up towards
the Millennium a decade or so ago, the mood of the world has
shifted considerably. Where there was a positive, excited feeling
of youthful impetus before the big three-0, things seem to have
ground to a halt of late and the waters have become muddied and
stagnant. Life that had appeared fresh like a clear, mountain
stream has become more akin to a mangrove swamp or better still a
polluted river estuary, clogged up and turgid.

But is this due
to some ‘evil influence’? The climate of fear that has gripped the
world since 9/11 was exacerbated further thanks to the activities
of the mad professor Alan Humphries and the financial collapse of
the world’s markets and that’s still with us, even two years on.
People are much more guarded than they used to be and having
enjoyed a brief few years of happiness and optimism after the cold
war fever of the latter half of the twentieth century, what we have
now is easily as bad.

If anything it
is actually worse – at least back then the West were the good guys,
Russians were the baddies (as were the evil Cubans!) and that was
that. Everyone knew where they stood. Now though we’re all looking
for the ‘enemy within,’ probably something akin to the atmosphere
in Germany under the Nazi party. However abhorrent the thought, it
is unfortunately true now that most people, whenever they go to get
on a plane or stand around in a crowded market place, all look at
‘Arabs’ or people of a certain ethnic or Islamic make-up with an
eye of suspicion. Irrational fears and hatreds have sprung up like
strangling weeds from which, once they’ve taken hold, are
incredibly difficult to pull free.

So yes, it
undeniably exists, this certain something; an atmosphere of
disquiet for sure, but a mysterious evil influence spreading out
across the continents like an all-pervading, corrosive smog? I’m
not sure I like that sound of that at all.

I mentioned
that I had wanted excitement back in my life. Now though, with all
Geeza’s talk of something big and mean and ugly - something nasty
enough to frighten even him – well, now I am not so
sure.

I do have news
on a lighter note though too! A much happier note. Saying that
though, this may very well have global implications too, only I
hope these ones will be of an enlightening nature rather than a
destructive one. Turning the world on its head is not a habit that
I want to get used to, but seems to be one I am stuck with all the
same!

A few weeks ago
I copied down a small portion of the ancient inscriptions from the
tablets at the Museum in McPresley and sent them to one of the
world’s leading experts on ancient languages and systems of
writing. Dr Baxter Lamb is an unusual character; undoubtedly
brilliant, but somewhat unorthodox both in his methods and
opinions. Being a bit of a maverick, often at odds with the
mainstream, he is viewed in the scholastic community with a mixture
of respect and derision.

To be honest,
what with Geeza turning up and all I’ve been through with him in
the last few days, my correspondence with Dr Lamb had completely
slipped my mind. However, only this morning I got a letter from the
celebrated linguist, the tone of which was one of excitement and
eagerness to know more! I had asked if he was able, from this brief
extract, to give me any ideas as to who wrote it, when it was
written and what it might say?

His reply
stated that he was currently unable to leave Cairo, where I had
reached him, but was keen to arrange a meeting as soon as possible.
So it looks as though I am off on my travels again. I leave for
Egypt on Thursday week.

***

 


 


LETTER FROM DR BAXTER
LAMB TO LORD CRIPPLESBY OF FAROE

Flat 4a, Mousif
Al’Harah Apartments

66, Aisha El
Taymouria St.

Garden City,
Cairo

Egypt

Lord
Cripplesby,

First of all I
would like to offer you my heartfelt thanks for your letter of
enquiry re: the extract of text from the Faronic stellae.

I can commend
you for having been extremely responsible in drawing my attention
to these hitherto neglected tablets of writing and it is my
pleasure to inform you, from these glimpses you have shown me, that
you have stumbled onto something truly monumental here. This could
well prove to be the biggest archaeological find for centuries – it
may not be stretching the limits of credulity to suggest that they
might in fact be perhaps the biggest ever!

Although from
this meagre extract I have not been able to glean very much with
any degree of certainty, I would nevertheless beg permission to
view the entire collection as soon as is practically possible. It
would be an absolute privilege to be able to delve further into
this potential treasure trove of secrets chiselled into your
Faronic stone.

It would be
totally remiss of me to speculate wildly to you here, but without
too much fear of contradiction I can tell you a few of my
preliminary suppositions based on what I’ve read, although once
again I should point out that nothing can be seen as certain until
I have had the chance to examine the tablets themselves:

1) The
characters themselves seem to suggest a northern origin, at least
in portion; from somewhere upwards of around fifty degrees north of
the equator would be my guess.

2) Though they
bear an uncanny resemblance to several established forms of archaic
languages, there is evidence to suggest that they might in fact
pre-date these other known forms of writing, be it runic or
otherwise, by at least five hundred years. This is a highly
conservative estimate however and I suspect them to be much, much
older.

3) There is
evidence in the sample of your text of a level of geographical
knowledge which, if proven correct, would far surpass the knowledge
attributed to any peoples of this era as suggested by modern
historians.

I am,
unfortunately, bound by previous commitments and must therefore
remain in Cairo for the next three weeks. If I could visit you
after this or if you would like to come to me bringing, perhaps, a
photographic collection of the texts, then I would look forward to
any such meeting with great anticipation. If you would prefer to
post them (it would presumably become too big a file to email) then
you can happily use the address given above, but I would advise you
choose one of the reputable international couriers rather than
trust to the ordinary mail. Things get lost all too easily.

I do not know
if you have approached anybody else with these stellae of yours –
of course that is your prerogative. However, I would beg you to be
cautious with whom you share them at this time. There are many
unsavoury and unscrupulous characters amongst my peers I am sorry
to say, so please steer clear of signing any exclusivity agreements
or the like. I would also suggest keeping this out of the papers
for now; at least until we can back up any statements with some
solid proof. Those vultures in the press would love to make a
laughing stock of you and your discovery if we cannot substantiate
any claims we make.

I look forward
to hearing how you wish to proceed with this, so until the next
time may I thank you once again for bringing this wonderful find to
my attention.

I hope to hear
from you very soon

Yours
sincerely

Dr B Lamb
(mrbaxter@gmail.com)

***

 


 


THE CASEBOOK OF GEEZA
VERMIES

Well, I have to
say I feel as though a weight has been lifted from my shoulders. I
told Elliot the whole lot and I suppose that by doing so it has
helped me accept the situation.

Somebody once
said: “Change itself is not painful. It is resistance to change
that causes unrest.” It smacks to me of Lao Tzu, but I can’t
remember to be honest. I’m
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