
[image: D:\Writings\Random Tangent\Cover\New Logo Design.bmp]

Earth, Of All Places

––––––––

A Random Tangent Story

Series 1

Episode 9

––––––––

Chris Hollywood

––––––––

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are the products of the author’s deranged imagination, are used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental, or purposely constructed by the author to confuse, mock, or scare readers.

––––––––

Copyright © 2022 by Chris Hollywood

––––––––

Cover Design by Chris Hollywood

––––––––

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.

––––––––

www.chriseffect.com


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Earth, Of All Places (Random Tangent, #9)

There will come a day for every man when he breaks down and gives up. But today is not that day. There will also come a day for every man when he doesn’t have the money to pay back the mafia and will need to have his ankles broken to be taught a lesson. But today isn’t that day either. And of course there will come a day for every man when he has to bury his mother along with her favourite cat (her dying wish), which, by the way, is still alive and doesn’t quite understand the whole burial process. The damn thing will just not sit still when you’re trying to pour dirt on it, and it will try to get out of the grave while you’re still pouring dirt, and you’ll have to stop everything to kick it back in and then quickly try to dump a big pile of dirt on it to immobilize the sucker, but you’re never quick enough. And then somebody says that ‘maybe you should have put the cat in the coffin along with the body.’ So you tell them to shut up, grab a shovel, and start helping. And yes, today is that day.

The rain began pouring down around noon, turning an already piss-poor day into a piss-pouring day. Mongrel Stevens was having one of, if not the, hardest days of his life. First of all, today was his mother’s funeral, and he was having a difficult time saying goodbye to her (mainly because talking to the dead does not for a nice satisfying conversation make). He’d only recently been reunited with the estranged and deranged woman, and for her to be taken so soon afterwards just didn’t seem fair to him. Then there was the fact that no one had tried to kill him yet. Although it was nice for a change, Mongrel wasn’t used to having days off from his problems. The complete lack of murderous conflicts was leaving him uneasy and suspicious. If someone were only to at least try to injure him a little he’d feel immensely more relaxed. But the Universe, it seemed, was not in properly working order. On top of all this, Mongrel really missed his pet mon, which had been off killing things for the last few days (not for fun; it was a job).

He sat on the doorstep of his apartment building in Dunttstown in the rain for over an hour, trying to catch a cold and failing miserably, but it was the effort that counts. No one had tried to mug him or sell him a fake Rolex. No one had tried to kidnap him. No cattle had tried to stampede and trample him. Aliens had not tried to abduct him. Not even a single car had gone out of the way to splash him with water. Life, at the moment, was boring him to death.

“You want some tequila?”

Mongrel turned around to see Beby holding a rather evil looking umbrella in one hand and a glass of what she thought was tequila in the other. A suitcase sat at her feet. She was standing still yet somehow staggering at the same time.

“It’ll make you feel better.” 

Mongrel shook his head. “I’m not sure I really feel all the bad to begin with. I’ve got such a mixture of emotions right now. I mean, this isn’t a complete tragedy; mom was a pain in my ass anyway, and I got the So yeah, I even got rid of the boy! It was a two-for-one deal. Hell, I even saved a bunch of money on my car insurance.”

Biscuits was currently locked away in Dunttstown Penitentiary for killing Mongrel’s mother, Hershule Stevens. On the day of her death he’d been taken to the police station and was held by himself for a couple days. No one came to officially arrest him, so he went home. The next day Mongrel took him a few towns over to Podunk (where they had real police), where he was questioned and fingerprinted, and held on account of his pitiful language skills. The trial came a few days later. Mongrel volunteered to be on the jury to make sure things went along smoothly, but they wouldn’t allow it. Still, smoothly things went, as after an exceptionally short trial Biscuits was sent to Duntt Pen. Mongrel planned to visit Biscuits every now and then, so long as he could stand it, but he hadn’t gotten around to it yet.

“I guess I’ll make up my mind later,” Mongrel said, trying to wring the rain out of his hair.

Beby shrugged and began dancing a drunken jig around on the front lawn beside Mongrel, laughing at the rain. Death always brought out the drunken whore in her. She’d begun drinking years ago when her mother died in the Dunttstown Psychiatric Hospital. Unable to visit her mother on her deathbed because she was deathly afraid of mental hospitals, Beby drank a toast to her mother after her passing. However, her mother did not go quickly or quietly into the night; they were able to revive her. This happened numerous times. Every time her heart stopped someone found a way to start it again. Every time her body seemed to shut down it rebooted itself moments later. Every time she died she was brought back. And every time she was supposed to be dead Beby drank her misery under the table. This went on for nearly two months, and by the time her mother finally kicked the bucket Beby was an alcoholic. 

“Last chance,” Beby burped, and then downed the rest of the tequila. “Well, show’s gonna get on the road soon, so we gotta go going.” She then tried to get going herself, making for the front door, but ended up face down in the mud. She screamed silently into the ground for help.

Mongrel mentally compacted his thoughts and then solemnly nodded his head to scatter them. He found that when he couldn’t get his thoughts in any discernible order, firmly disorganizing them was the next best thing because it gave him the impression that he’d actually accomplished something.

With his mental notes lodged randomly around the recesses of his mind with sticky notes attached to them (most of which read ‘random tangent’), Mongrel got up and dragged Beby inside to get changed into more appropriate attire for the funeral. He decided to wear his best red suit, the one that reminded him of the jacket Michael Jackson wore in his Thriller music video, because it was the snazziest thing he owned, and didn’t have anything black. Beby somehow squeezed herself into a long, skin tight black dress that wouldn’t look out of place on a strip club stage...although I suppose it would if it didn’t eventually come off. Mongrel marvelled at the sight of her and even felt her up several times on their walk to the cemetery – accidental life-saving gropes that kept her from drunkenly walking into oncoming traffic – but he was too emotionally scattered to enjoy her company as much as he usually would have.
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For a brief moment, as the casket was lowered into the ground, the rain cleared. Many people had come out to the funeral. Some knew Hershule personally (and some of them only came to make sure she was really dead). Some were from Beby’s fan club. Others were just there to cheer for the home team.

The beast mayor of Dunttstown itself was there, but only for moral support and its undying love for Hershule. It had seen her ranting down the street one day after some poor kid who was frightened to death of her. It followed her around, watching her collect rocks and throw them at birds, scream at fire hydrants, and occasionally rip out her hair and put it in her pocket. What she was saving it for it would never know. She also went over to Petrol Park​[1] and took a dump in a water fountain. The Beast was smitten. It had found a monster after its own heart.

But she was gone now, and nothing could change that. No one could tell that the Beast was crying; its species cried on the inside (which made depression a serious illness because crying too much could lead to drowning). Seeing as how the rain had cleared, it figured it was a good time to make a speech.

It approached the podium and cleared its throat, which to everyone else looked as if it was trying to cough up some animal it had managed to swallow earlier that was now fighting its way back out.

The Beast began by saying that Hershule, being the monster that she was, most surely was going back to Hell (which is actually a planet in an another galaxy), where she belonged. It explained what Hell looked like and admitted that it used to live there, and that it’s really not such a bad place to live once you get used to it. It then told the story of how it was playing in a dewy meadow one day on Hell when it was suddenly sucked through a freak wormhole that had opened up in the sky, courtesy of this asinine contraption invented by some dimwitted aliens that liked to dress up as monks and had a serious McDonald’s fetish. The device was obviously constructed for the sole purpose of zapping creatures off their respective planets and putting them on Earth, of all places, much to the aliens’ amusement. All the Beast knew is that one minute, grassy knoll; the next minute, it was climbing out of a fruit bowl in some strange temple on Earth. Naturally, all that confusion had made it hungry, so it began trying to eat everything in sight. Lastly, the mayor stated that it hated this damn planet and everyone left on it, and that if this was the kind of thing the gods that controlled the Universe let happen, then they must surely all be out of their minds. The mayor then turned to its assistant (whose name is Timmy, if it’s any of your business) and ate him.

As the Beast wandered away, sporadically attacking random tombstones, an applause went up from the crowd, although no one knew what the mayor had said. Some boos went out as well, likely for the same reason. 

The Beast loved walking through the Dunttstown graveyard; it knew it could be alone here. Being in politics meant always being in the public eye. There were countless business meetings to attend (which was problem because it looked at humans as food), documents to read and sign (which was a problem because it didn’t understand English), hands to shake (which was a problem because it had no hands), and babies to kiss (and occasionally consume​[2]). There was rarely a moment’s rest, which was particularly troublesome for the Beast because it had a gas problem. Although back on Hell the Beast’s odours were considered mild, on Earth it was another matter entirely. Plants could not be kept in its estate, smoked detectors went off so often they needed to be disconnected, anything made of wood smoked for hours after it broke wind, metal rusted, steel tarnished, windows were constantly steamed up, and no insects or animals (or neighbours, for that matter) lived in the surrounding area...for very long. So when it was at work, the Beast had to contain itself. It couldn’t just leave the room quietly and expel gas – it had a blast radius of nearly fifty feet. But here in the graveyard it could drop f-bombs with reckless abandon because obviously no one was going to complain. It found itself
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