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If I’d ever read a book like ‘Prison Island’, I wouldn’t have written it. 

 

CHAPTER  1 

   

   The helicopter throbbed its way over the choppy blue sea towards the Island.   ‘Lots of 
seaweed’, shouted Harry Dawlish to his guard.   The big man’s voice was deep and bore the 
local south western accent:  ‘Yeah.   They imported it.   Loads of surface mines hidden in it.   
It may be a long swim but it’s an extra deterrent’.   And it would be a long swim, thought 
Harry.   They’d been in the air twenty minutes and still no sign of  Prison Island. 

   ‘You know much about it?’ asked the big guard.   With the proximity enforced by the 
handcuffs Harry couldn’t avoid the damp putty stench of sweat breathing through the baggy 
white shirt that told him the man hadn’t showered all that recently.   The blubber was moist in 
the sunny summer warmth. 

   ‘I know the little the Regime have allowed out’, answered Harry.   ‘The prisons were full to 
overflowing and they were too hard up to build new ones so five years ago they hit on the 
idea of an island – at least you don’t have to build walls.   What sort of prisoners are they?’ 

   ‘Half and half political and psychos.   The Regime decided to save money by closing 
psycho wards and letting them loose … ‘Care in the Community’.   It means you go down the 
pub and a bloke comes in and you don’t know if he’s stopped taking his meds and got a 
carving knife under his coat.   What did you do then?’ 

    ‘Not a lot.’ 

   ‘How long have you got?’ 

   ‘Ten years.’ 

   ‘So what did you do?’ 

      ‘I was Middle East correspondent for The Record.  Up and down the old Mussolini 
Highway.   In Cairo I heard that Defence Secretary, Malger, was skimming armaments deals 
with the Egyptian Government.  Before I could write it up, I was arrested by our military 
police and held at the embassy until they flew me home and placed me under arrest.   Malger 
resigned for personal reasons and is now a director of a defence supplier.’ 
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   ‘Tough.  By the way, don’t mention what you did on the Island.   It’s one of their rules.   
Nobody does.’ 

   Harry shrugged.   He was a fit thirty four and six foot with misty blue eyes severely short 
fair hair, and a weathered tan that had a permanent look to it.    He’d played rugby for Leeds 
University’s first fifteen and the coach had said more than once that he reckoned Harry was 
the best fly half of his generation.   After leaving Leeds with a good degree in Journalism 
he’d subbed in a couple of provincials before moving to The Record.  

   ‘There she is’, shouted the guard.    ‘More like the Canaries than a prison if you ask me.’  
And on the horizon Harry saw Prison Island.   It was bigger than he’d expected, and, as they 
approached, it was indeed like a holiday island under the sun.   He saw a long coastline of 
beaches where gleaming silver surf creamed and swooned onto the pale sand.    There was the 
occasional palm tree.  There were some lazy swimmers and people sunning themselves on the 
beach on their own, in pairs, or in groups.   Beyond the shoreline there was a hinterland of 
rocky cliffs lending on to a mix of woodland and areas under cultivation worked by men and 
women dressed alike in pale blue tops and jeans, some in pale blue shorts.   He saw earthed 
up ridges for potatoes and four foot raised beds separated by brick paths.   And there were 
orchards, and fields with goats and sheep and ranks of glass houses gleaming in the sun.  He 
also got a glimpse of three groups of twenty or so log cabins on the inland edge of the shore.   
Out to sea there were a number of wave and wind turbines and he could also see wind 
turbines inland.   The south-facing roofs of the cabins had solar panels. 

   Ahead Harry saw the concrete landing strip beside what was presumably some kind of 
command centre.   Unlike the cabins these buildings were of red brick and of different sizes. 

   As they landed, the guard unlocked Harry’s handcuffs.  

   ‘Right, matey, you’re on your own now.   Behave yourself.’ 

   The pilot turned and addressed the guard: 

   ‘Coming for a drink?’ 

   ‘I’ll catch you up’, said the guard, ‘after I’ve dropped this one off and found someone to 
unload the stuff’. 

   The guard led Harry along a brick path to a plain bungalow-style building and opened the 
door. 

    

  Harry found himself in a spacious open-plan room the size of the building with a wall-long 
picture window looking out on to woodland.  Two of the other three walls were whitewashed 
with shelving containing files, magazines, and books, while the fourth  was full of 
whiteboards  featuring charts and graphs and scribbled post-its and in the middle of the wall 
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there was a big map of the island.  It was wider east to west than it was north to south.  
Shown on it were groups of cabins, woods, and areas under cultivation. 

 

 

   In one corner there was a sink and the drainer next to it had mugs drying on a rack.  To the 
side there was a table with a fridge below it. The floor was of heavy duty cork and easy on 
the feet.   There were two sizeable wooden desks each with a stack of trays, a scatter of paper, 
and a laptop.   Behind one a young man was staring at his screen, holding his mouse in 
suspension.   Behind the other was a black woman who rose to greet him.  She was thrush-
breasted, statuesque, strong features.   Both were wearing the denim outfits he’d seen already. 

   ‘Hi, Rapper’, said the guard.   ‘Harry Dawlish.’  And he handed her a docket book which 
she examined and then signed. 

   ‘Thanks, Chaz’, said the woman.   ‘Danny’s in the warehouse with some spuds for you.   
Anything for us?’ 

   ‘Some food and drink’ said Chaz.   ‘See you later.’ 
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   ‘Have a seat’, she said, smiling, and Harry swung his rucksack on to the floor and sat down 
in the simple chair facing her desk.   She was a handsome woman, in her mid- thirties with 
warm brown eyes the colour of conkers amid a cascade of careless black ringlets.   

   ‘Welcome, Harry.   My name’s Rapunzel but they call me Rapper.’   She shook her black 
mane of curls by way of explanation.  Her voice was neutral and warm.  He reached across 
and they shook hands.   ‘Hello’, he said.  Her clasp of his hand was enthusiastic.   The young 
man came over.   He could have been a student. 

    ‘I’m Imran’ he said, and they shook hands.   ‘Can I get you a drink?   Herbal or fruit tea, 
water, juice?’ 

   ‘A mineral water be fine’, said Harry. 

   ‘Fennel tea?’   Imran asked Rapper. 

   ‘Please’, she said.  

      Imran put the kettle on and then took a bottle of water from the fridge and brought it to 
Harry.   He unscrewed the cap and took a deep swig. 

   ‘Not long to lunch’, said Rapper, ‘but I’ll be able to set the wheels of your induction in 
motion.   Here’s some bumf for you to take away’.   And she handed him a ring-binder with 
the map of the island on the cover. 

   The warmth of her welcome bore no resemblance to the chilly officialdom he’d expected.   
Her voice told him little about her.   It carried no recognisable accent. 

   ‘We’ve got a dozen empty cabins’, she continued, ‘in different communities around the 
island.   You’ll see I’ve highlighted them on the cover.   Oh … Rowan to the east isn’t started 
yet.’ 

   And Harry saw that the map showed several groups of dwellings with the names of trees 
over them and red dots indicating vacant cabins. 

   ‘No rush’, she went on.   ‘There’s accommodation here in the Village.   All the 
accommodation is self-catering.   There’s a supermarket too.  You can spend your first week 
here if you want.   Take your time finding where you’d like to be.   They’re named after trees.   
Each has twenty or so cabins.   So far we’ve got Beech, Larch, Oak, Elm, Ash, Poplar, Fir, 
Willow, and Aspen.   There’s at least one vacancy in each so you’ll have a good choice.’ 

   She paused and tentatively sipped her hot fennel tea. 

   ‘How do they vary?’ asked Harry. 

    ‘Islanders with the same skills tend to gravitate towards each other.   Oak is mainly 
musicians, there are some sporty types in Willow, and Ash is virtually an artists’ colony.  The 
builders are in Larch and the growers in Elm. The fisherfolk are in Fir – for some reason the 
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fishing’s better to the south.  The others are odds and sods.  There’s movement between them 
so your choice won’t be final.’ 

   ‘Any writers?’ asked Harry. 

   ‘So that’s what you do?’   He nodded.   ‘There are a couple of poets with the artists in Ash’, 
she replied.  ‘There’s a questionnaire in the induction pack asking you what skills you can 
contribute and what you’d like to train in.   We have several apprenticeship programmes.   
You’ve got ten years, haven’t you?’ 

   ‘That’s right’, he said. 

   ‘So ... no rush then’, she smiled. 

   ‘How many prisoners are there?’ 

   ‘We don’t use the word ‘prisoners’.   We prefer ‘Islanders’.   Across the water they’re 
‘Mainlanders’.  You’re the hundred and forty second.’ 

    ‘I must mention the things that are banned on the island because they can come as 
something of a shock to the unsuspecting.   Brace yourself.   No means of transport beyond 
the bicycle  ...  they’ve got a block on emails and mobiles in and out – we can’t even email 
each other.   You could get yourself a laptop for writing but no Internet.  ... No drugs 
including alcohol, tobacco, and caffeine ... no meat, no fish – we catch fish but only for 
export to the Mainland - no sexism, racism, or ageism.’ 

   Harry took it commendably in his stride. 

   ‘How do you police it all?’ 

   ‘Police’ replied Rapper delicately, ‘isn’t quite the term.  That’s MT ... Mainland Thinking.  
I’ve been here since the place started up five years ago and Meeting has only had a dozen or 
so issues to deal with.  Meeting is held on the first of every month and it’s just a matter of 
how many turn up.   For an interesting agenda just about everyone comes. Oh, by the way, for 
people with addiction we’ve got counsellors and therapies’. 

   ‘’Counsellors’ is odd for a penal colony.   Professional misconduct or what?’ 

   ‘Nothing like that’ she said.    ‘They’re volunteers from the Mainland.  Voluntary service 
here rather than military call-up.  Then there are retired people who like to pass on their 
expertise, and volunteers who just like the sound of the place. There’s something very 
important I must stress.   We were founded by a man we call Primo.   He became Governor 
after a couple of years.   His first idea was that a visitor shouldn’t be able to tell who were 
prisoners and who were guards.  So we all dress the same.   He then thought that no-one 
should ever reveal their crime.   I must stress this.   Never say ... never ask.’ 

   Harry took a swig of water. 
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   ‘’Rapunzel’, he said.   ‘Unusual name.’ 

     ‘Every new arrival is invited to invent a new name ... make a new start.  Most just have the 
one name.   And only one of a name is allowed.   Primo insisted on that.   He wanted us to 
feel special, individual.’ 

   ‘Reckon I’ll keep mine’, he said.   ‘I haven’t done anything wrong so I don’t need a new 
start.’ 

   ‘Right’, she said.   ‘There are twenty or so like you.’   She sipped her tea.   ‘You’ll have 
seen something of the island as you flew in.  It’s surrounded by beaches to the north with 
largely safe swimming so long as you don’t swim out to the surface mines.  To the south 
there are cliffs and rockfalls.  Inland you probably saw that we have lots of woodland and 
arable areas where we grow potatoes, oilseed rape, soft fruit, and all sorts of flowers for 
export to the Mainland plus salad and veg for our own needs.  And then there are the apple 
and pear orchards – loads of them.   You noticed the palm trees?’   Harry nodded.  ‘We’re 
lucky to be blessed by the Gulf Steam and we’re far enough south to have ten months 
Mediterranean and just two months temperate.   All year round growing, with the aid of glass 
houses.   We grow enough for our own needs and for export to the Mainland.   Chaz has just 
dropped off stuff for the shop and he’ll take back loads of spuds ... different strains.   The 
Regime have done a deal with us.   They poured money into the place to set us up and we’re 
supposed to move forward to self-sufficiency by the tenth year ... that’s five years’ time.   
Their grant goes down by ten per cent a year so it’s self-sufficiency or starve.   You probably 
noticed the wind and sea turbines and the solar panels.   We’ve also got an offshore desal 
plant.’ 

   ‘You mention artists and musicians ... how do they contribute?’ 

   ‘Haven’t you seen our arts and crafts on sale on the Mainland?  Haven’t you seen our logo 
everywhere?’   She pointed to the log-cabin logo on his file.   ‘And you must have seen our 
‘I’m an Islander’ tops and loads of pottery and paintings.’ 

   ‘I’ve been in the Middle East for the last five years.’ 

   ‘Forgiven’, she smiled.   She drank the last of her tea.   ‘O.K. for a quick look at the 
Village?   You can leave your bag here.’ 

   ‘Love to’, said Harry, warming to her. 

 

   Behind the admin building there was a huge array of bicycle stands and bicycles.   The 
bikes were standard, robust mountain bikes. 

   ‘No-one actually owns a bike’, she explained.   ‘There are plenty to go round.   Oh, and we 
have an internal postal service.   We call them ‘bikers’.   By the way, post to and from the 
Mainland is banned so along with the ban on emails we’re completely out of touch.’ 
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   Beside the landing strip stood the warehouse like a small aircraft hangar.   Inside she was 
showing him the chill room when a skinny, middle aged black man entered pushing a trolley 

   ‘A new Islander, Danny’, said Rapper.   ‘Harry and you are both keeping your names.’ 

   They shook hands. 

   ‘You innocent, too?’ asked Danny. 

   ‘That’s right.’ 

   ‘I reckon we all are.   If ever you’re at a loose end, remember ole Danny in the warehouse.   
I’m just shifting twenty crates of stuff to that shop.   I need all the help I can get.’ 

   And Danny loaded four crates on to a pallet then picked them up on his forklift truck and 
rumbled away. 

   ‘Cue to see the shop’, said Rapper. ‘And, by the way, that forklift truck is the only 
vehicular transport on the Island.’     

   The shop turned out to be a medium-size supermarket ... there were half a dozen shoppers 
idling along the aisles ... two check-outs ... just one in use ... an old feller skinny as a cyclist 
with a goatee and glasses. 

   ‘I’m Harry.’ 

   ‘Rasputin’ stated the man.   They shook hands. 

   ‘What do you use for money?’ asked Harry. 

   Rasputin answered in an old Geordie voice:   ‘Merits.   You’ll get a smartcard that registers 
what you earn and what you spend.   No overdrafts!’ he grinned. 

   A customer arrived, a pretty young woman with fair hair, with a basket of food which she 
unloaded on to the conveyor.   Harry watched as Rasputin racked up the prices. 

   ’37 Merits, Ms Monroe.’ 

   And Ms Monroe inserted her smartcard and tapped in her pin. 

   The next building they entered was the vast sports hall, big enough for the three tennis 
courts plus a fully equipped gym, a basketball court, and three pool tables as well as a shower 
and toilets area.   A huge black man was doing clean and jerk with weights like tractor tyres.  
There were the white lines of courts on the floor ... Harry saw nets for tennis and badminton.. 
and there was a game of pool in progress ... two young men wearing the standard pale blue 
top, pale blue jeans. 

   ‘I’m impressed’, said Harry, ‘but why on earth should the Regime have spent so much on a 
load of criminals?’ 
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   ‘For one thing they were aware that the eyes of the world’s media were on them and, let’s 
be frank, after abolishing Parliament and elections they don’t get all that many opportunities 
to appear liberal.   And also, even with the initial investment, the long-term costs are way 
below those of ordinary prisons .. especially when we become self-sufficient.   An expensive 
initial investment that pleased the watching world and will pay for itself in time.’ 

   Next she showed him the big hall that served as a meeting room and refectory. ‘We call it 
‘the Caff’,’ she said. There was a servery with compartments of hot and cold food and a view 
of the chrome and tile kitchen beyond. And cutlery and bowls and plates. There was chatter 
from a dozen or so people eating in twos and threes. 

   ‘Most meals are eaten at home but people can arrange to eat here –  just book it the day 
before up to six p.m. – and we always have a meal all together after  Meeting.   I’ve booked 
us in for lunch at one.   And everyone helps with the washing up.   If you decide you want to 
eat here at the last minute you take pot luck on there being any food left ... you can only come 
after two.’ 

   One building remained in the Village.   It was built of grey stone blocks with windows high 
up where a second storey might be.   She led him through the solid wooden door.   There 
were a dozen rows of wooden benches with kneeling cushions on them.   At the far end was a 
wide table decked out with a white table-cloth and a group of medieval-looking wine glasses 
painted in archaic colours which glowed with the lit candle each contained.   In the front row 
sat a lone woman reading: from the back the long brown hair was young. 

   ‘The Temple’, she whispered.   ‘No services ... just turn up when you feel like praying or if 
you just want some peace, meditation ... whatever.   There’s only one rule ... Silence.   Oh, 
and that’s Mermaid.   She’s doing her shift as helpmate.   She keeps the candles lit, and she’s 
there for someone to talk to in the adjoining room or maybe to go for a walk with.   There’s a 
helpmate here 24/7.’ 

   ‘How long’s a shift?’ 

   ‘It’s just four hours in every occupation.   There are three shifts a day:  nine to one, one to 
five, and five to nine.   Primo had seen the effects of eight hour shifts on the Mainland.’ 

   ‘But how do you get by on just four hours paid work a day?’ 

  ‘Compare our expenditure with that of a Mainlander:  we build our own homes, we don’t 
need holidays, no cars, no expensive clothing or furniture, our energy’s cheap and renewable, 
we make our own entertainment, our food’s simple.   And four hour shifts means people can 
work way beyond Mainland retirement age.   A lot of them work as helpmates.’ 

    They returned to the Caff.   Harry surveyed the options and went for a fresh green salad 
with tomatoes and chunks of goat cheese. To follow there was just a fruit salad with yoghurt.   
Rapper chose the salad with hot grilled aubergine garnished with melting cheese and the fruit 
and yoghurt. 
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   The food was perfect.   After a few moments Rapper said ‘There must be lots you want to 
know.   Ask away’. 

   ‘Yes, lots’, said Harry.  ‘One thing ... It’s great the way you muck in and everything but 
surely, as Governor, you know everyone’s crime.   So it can’t be all that level a playing field.’ 

  ‘I’m not the Governor,’ replied Rapper.   ‘I’m an Islander.’ 

 

 

 

CHAPTER  2 

 

   After the meal Rapper took Harry behind to the now deserted kitchen where there was a 
pile of washing up.    

   ‘You’d better wash’, she said,’ until you know where things go’.   They got stuck in. 

   She told Harry about Primo’s quarterly system.   Islanders had jobs for three months then 
changed.   She was Chief Host with Immy as her assistant for three months, living in the 
Village. Her term would end at the end of September.  Ordinarily she lived at Ash where she 
painted what she liked, but now and then painting became her three month job and she did 
scenes of the Island that sold well on the Mainland. 

   ‘Do you have a doctor?’ asked Harry. 

   ‘Oh yes.’ 

   ‘Does the doc do job rotation?’ 

   ‘Of course.   You’re guilty of MT again.’ 

   ‘So who does the doctoring when the doc’s rotating/?’ 

    ‘We’ve got two volunteer doctors and there are two volunteer nurses. For a specialist or 
surgery or dentistry it’s the Mainland.   Oh and by the way … everyone’s paid 30 Merits an 
hour.’     

   ‘You mean a doctor gets the same as a labourer?’ 

   ‘Your surprise is ‘MT’ – Mainland Thinking.     Primo said ... ‘If you ask anyone which 
they’d prefer with equal pay - doctor or labourer, everybody would say ‘doctor’’. 

   ‘Surely there have been dissenting voices?’  
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   ‘Oh yeah, one or two grumbles.   But don’t forget, Harry ...  in the early days ole Primo was 
around and he was very charismatic.   Since he disappeared into the woods, things have 

become ... established ... and newcomers don’t question stuff any more than they would in a 
Mainland prison.  It’s just the way things are.’ 

 

 

   She found herself wondering what Harry’s main contribution would turn out to be.   OK, 
he’d be timetabled for unskilled work regularly but she had the sense that he was capable of 
adding something.   She sensed steadfastness, stamina.   And for a writer of some sort he was 
very physical ... tough, keen eyed.   Maybe he would just settle for D and E jobs.   Many did.   
But she couldn’t help wondering ... would he be an ally? 

   ‘Let me show you to your room in the Dormitory.   You’ve got a week here to decide where 
you’d like to live.  Just wander around on your own getting to know the place.  By the way 
I’ve booked us in for dinner at seven.’ 

   She took Harry back to the Office to collect his rucksack and showed him to his room. 

   She returned to the Office. 

   ‘Hi, Immy.   Anything come up?’ 

   ‘Only five.’ 

   ‘Only five!   Gee, thanks.   I turn my back for five minutes ...’ 

   ‘It’s the one o’clock changeover.’ 

   ‘Yup.’ 

   One of the features of the role of Chief Host was that you worked two shifts ... 9 to 5.   One 
of the most frequent problems she had to handle concerned the work ‘Points’ system.   Primo 
believed in job rotation.   He devised a points system based on three grades of work:  very 
skilled / highly responsible (1 point), skilled/supervisory (2 points), and unskilled/assistant (3 
points).   Each Islander works in one role for three months and their points total per year has 
to be at least 8.   So, for example, someone could work as a psychotherapist for three months 
(1 point), a shelf-stacker for three months (3 points), an assistant builder for three months (3  
points), and a final quarter again as a psychotherapist (1 point) giving a total of 8 points.  

   She sat at her desk and looked through the notes that had been delivered by hand.   The first 
one was from Geoff Boycott.   Geoff was on his third quarter and looking ahead to his fourth:  
‘I’m on 5 points.   I need 3 next quarter but I’m in the middle of leading a growing project 
where I’m halfway through making a new arable plot.   I’ve put a lot into it and I’d like to 
finish it.   Trouble is it only gives me 2 points leaving me on 7 ... 1 short’. 
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   Primo had talked about pride in work.   It ranked very highly for him.   She typed her reply 
on her laptop:  

   ‘Hi, Geoff ...  That’s fine.   Just don’t shout around about it OK?’  Then she printed it and  
put it in her out tray for a biker later. 

   Next was James Bond.   He was a grower, too, specialising in flowers.   His note was very 
cautious: 

   ‘I have to be careful about this because I don’t want to get thumped.   But there’s a bloke on 
weeding who isn’t pulling his weight.   I daren’t tell you anything else about him.   He’s 
bigger than me and I’m sure that, if I went up to him and told him to work harder, he’d stick 
one on me.   What should I do?   If you tell him, he might know it was me who snitched’. 

   Remembering Primo’s thoughts Rapper typed her reply: 

   ‘Thanks, 007 – I can sympathise with your predicament.   We all contribute in whatever 
way we can.   It may be that your colleague, physically strong, isn’t cut out for weeding.   It 
may be that he excels in more physically demanding work.   I feel sure that there are all sorts 
of ways in which he’s making a meaningful contribution.   And, if not, then he’s doing what 
he can and we should respect that. 

   I’m delighted, James, that you set such high standards for yourself.   But it might be wiser 
not to set the standards for others.   It does sound a bit Stakhanovite’. 

   The feats of the Russian coal-shifter, Stakhanov, were mentioned in Primo’s chapter on 
productivity in his book, ‘Being an Islander’. 

   She turned to the third item – Lady Chatterley had been working on the supermarket check-
out when she saw someone shoplifting.   It was only a bar of chocolate but she was worried 
about how much else the thief was getting away with.   

   Shoplifting occurred now and then but so far not enough of it for it to figure at Meeting.   
The current Mainland stat was 3.7% of sales.   On Prison Island it was just 0.68%.  They just 
compensated by building it into any price increases.   And a notice had been placed on the 
wall at the entrance:  ‘Shoplifting isn’t an offence against the shop: we have to raise the 
prices - so it’s an offence against your friends.   Remember – on our Island there’s no them 
and us.   Just us’. 

   Rapper replied:  ‘Thanks, Constance, for being so sensitive about this matter.   Perhaps the 
best thing would be to have a quiet word with the shoplifter just to let them know that they’ve 
been seen.   And keep an eye on them in future.   Thanks for bringing it to my attention’. 

   Two to go:  ‘Hi, Rapper.   Thought I’d let you know that the yield on Pink Fir Apple is 
terrific.   17% above average.   Reckon we should include them in a big way’. 

   This was from Spud, the Senior Potato Grower – a volunteer.   
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   She replied:  ‘Thanks, Spud.  How about resistance to pests and disease?’ 

   The latter were vitally important as all produce was organic.   They were trialling Pink Fir 
Apple, a traditional English potato.   It was knobbly with a pink vein ... the selling pitch - a 
maincrop that behaves like a salad potato.   Great new potato flavour at Christmas. 

   The last one was from Myra Hindley:  ‘I’m halfway through my quarter on cleaning and 
it’s doing my head in.   I’m pissed off with it.   Can I move to shelf stacking?’ 

   Myra again.   Rapper had been Chief Host for nearly a month now.   Myra had figured 
rather more often than she should, and always in a negative way.   Islanders varied in the 
extent to which they felt they belonged.   Myra was pretty low on that scale.    

   Islanders cleaned their own homes but cleaners were required for the toilets in the Village, 
the Caff, the Sports Hall, the Temple, the Office, the Surgery, and the Dark Room.   OK, 
cleaning up after people, particularly the toilets, wasn’t everyone’s cup of tea but it was only 
fair that everyone should be required to do it now and then.   But what about pride in her 
work?   Its absence in her case might mean she shouldn’t be doing it.   Tricky one.   Where 
was Primo when you needed him? 

   ‘Thanks, Myra.   Sorry you’re having a rough time.   The trouble is -  if you transfer out of 
cleaning, lots of people will want to do the same.   Besides, we have a full complement of 
shelf stackers at the moment.   I hope you understand.   Not long to go.’ 

   Rapper leaned back in her chair, put her hands behind her head, and sighed. 

   ‘What’s up?’ enquired Immy. 

   ‘Oh ... I dunno ... I’m not cut out for diplomacy.   It’s so patronising.’ 

   ‘But you’re good at it.’ 

   ‘Kind of you’, she smiled. 

   The door opened and in came Sheba ... in her fifties, large, an impatience about her. 

   ‘We need a shelf-stacker’, she declared.   ‘Hannibal’s got some tummy bug.’ 

   ‘Not serious, I hope’, said Rapper. 

   ‘He says he’ll be OK tomorrow.   Just got the runs.   And he’s been eating at home so we’re 
not looking at an epidemic.’ 

   ‘So ...’ mused Rapper, ‘an opportunity for Myra. No ... that would set a bad example.   A 
nearby labourer? ...’.   She tapped rapidly at her laptop and brought up the schedule for Plot 
17.   ‘Yup, plot 17 ... Mike Tyson.’ 

   ‘Thanks ... I’ll get him’, said the departing Sheba. 
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   Immy’s phone rang. 

   ‘Yeah ... OK ... thanks ... we’ll be ready.’   He put the phone down.   ‘Mainland say another 
new boy’s arriving this afternoon.   Better get some spuds packed.   I’ll sort it.’ 

   ‘Thanks, Immy.’ 

   It was good working with Immy.   Endlessly cheerful and helpful.   There was a Meeting 
coming up next week and she brought up the agenda to remind herself.    They started at noon 
hoping to finish in time for lunch at one.   24 hours before the meeting she would send the 
agenda to everyone by biker. 

 MEETING WEDNESDAY  1st AUGUST 12.00 

CHAIR  -  RAPPER 

(1)  Summary of last Meeting’s resolutions received and approved 

(2)   Helpmate apprenticeship should be shortened from 3 months to 1. (Marlon 
Rainwater) 

(3) A statement on tuna stock (Neptune) 

(4) Sexism in work allocation (Terra) 

(5) A statement on Pink Fir Apple potatoes (Spud) 

(6) A.O.B. 

 Shouldn’t take more than an hour.   But the odd item could crop up in the next few 
days.   Her thoughts drifted back to this afternoon’s new arrival.   It was the first time, 
as far as she could remember, that a second new Islander had arrived the same day.   
There were times when the Regime’s left hand didn’t know what its right hand was up 
to. 

 

 

 

CHAPTER  3 

  In his room in the Dorm Harry put his rucksack on the luggage rack and bounced on the 
single bed to test the springs.   Pleasantly firm.   There was a bedside table.   He checked the 
drawer but it was empty.   There was an easy chair, a small chest of drawers, a narrow 
wardrobe, and a desk against the wall with a stool underneath it.  



15 

 

   On the bed were two light blue tops, two pairs of blue jeans, two pairs of blue shorts, some 
socks and briefs.   He tried on a top and a pair of jeans.   On the loose side, they way he liked 
them. 

    He unpacked his toothbrush and toothpaste, his shaver, a pad of paper and pens, then put 
the brown cords and cotton shirt he was wearing in the wardrobe and put on the denim gear. 
Then he unpacked his only book - ‘Whispers of the Beloved’ by Rumi, the 13th Century Sufi,  
and placed it on the bedside table.   Then he propped the pillow against the bed-head and lay 
down to leaf through the Induction File. 

    This is your detachable PAYCARD.   Your 4 digit pin is written underneath in ink that will 
disappear on exposure to light.   Your paycard has credit of M500  (Five hundred Merits) to 
get you started.   It is used to record your earnings and expenditure.   Supervisors have 
machines to record your pay, and your paycard can be used at the Shop checkout where you 
can also pay for special deliveries from the Mainland.   The value of the Merit is kept at 
parity with Sterling.   All work is paid at M30 per hour 

    Next came a summary of Primo’s Points system.   After that an explanation of the barter 
system for exchanging services with Islanders.   A haircut, it seemed, was on a par with 
baking a cake. 

 

BOOK EXCHANGE 

   You’ll find shelves of books in the Office divided into fiction and non-fiction.   Simply 
borrow a book and return it later.   Try to keep them in alphabetical order of author:  you 
might give the occasional five minutes helping with this.   Islanders who have had a book sent 
from the Mainland usually leave it in the collection. 

  It was then that he noticed something Rapper hadn’t mentioned: 

THE DARK ROOM 

   Located in the Village the Dark Room is open all night from 9.00 p.m. to 6.00 a.m.  Inside, 
anonymity is preserved by blindfolds and ear-plugs.   The Dark Room is supervised inside 
and in the welcome room.   The policy is zero tolerance over violence.   The removing of a 
blindfold or ear-plug or any behaviour found unwelcome will result in a permanent ban.   
Condoms must be worn. 

   Time of admission to the Dark Room must be booked in advance no later than 6.00 p.m. the 
previous day.   You will have your own time of arrival and times are ten minutes apart, again 
to preserve anonymity.   Punctuality is essential.   The supervisor will also ensure that there 
is a ten minute interval between departures.   Simply present yourself to the supervisor in the 
welcome room and they will tell you when it’s OK to remove your blindfold and ear-plugs 
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and get dressed.   Any abuse of the anonymity rule outside the Dark Room will also incur a 
permanent ban.   Supervisors sign a statement of confidentiality. 

   All Dark Room visitors will be required to pass an initial medical examination before 
admittance.   This will be conducted by a doctor:  the surgery is attached to the Sports Hall. 

   Years of not wearing a watch had left Harry with an unerring sense of time.   He made it 
3.32  -  time to do some exploring.   He left the Dorm and headed for the Sports Hall.   On the 
way he saw several Islanders going about their business in the warm afternoon sunshine.   
More men than women, average age mid-thirties.   One or two looked at him, checking out a 
stranger.   A young man cycled away from the cycle rank with a full hessian bag slung from 
the handlebars.   The bag was emblazoned ‘I am an Islander’. 

   He found the door to the surgery in a corner of the Sports Hall near the gym section.   A 
young woman in denim shorts was trotting on one of the treadmills, an overweight young 
man was rowing, and an older woman was sitting at one of the leg resistance machines.   

    A notice on the surgery door said ‘The doctor is out.   For an appointment post your name 
and I’ll be in touch.  If it’s an emergency, I’m shelf-stacking’. Harry tore a sheet from the pad 
attached to the door handle by a loop of string and wrote his name with the attached pencil.    

   No-one was working with the bar-bells so he had a closer look at the weights the huge man 
had been lifting.   They were still attached to his bar-bell.   His mind went back to a piece 
he’d done in Cairo on an Egyptian champion weight-lifter.   The huge man he’d seen earlier 
that day had been nonchalantly lifting 110 kilograms – 5kg beyond Olympic qualifying for 
clean and jerk. 

   Next he went to the Shop.   Rasputin must have clocked out at one o’clock.   There was a 
new checkout assistant, a plump young woman with a rustic face and shoulder length brown 
curls. There were half a dozen or so shoppers carrying wire baskets.   Harry bought some 
vegetables, rice, olive oil, tamari, a tub of goat yoghurt, and some strawberries. He noticed 
that everything was produced on the Island except the rice and tamari.  

   ‘Ah ... a new boy’, grinned the woman.   ‘Don’t tell me your name ... let me guess.’ 

   She eyed him thoughtfully. 

   ‘How about ...  Russell Crowe?’ 

   ‘’Fraid not ... Harry Dawlish.’ 

   ‘Never heard of him.   Is that all?’ 

   ‘Yes.’ 

   ‘8.37, please.’ 

   Harry inserted his card and tapped in his pin. 
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   ‘And your name?’ 

   ‘I’m Honeysuckle’ she said. 

   ‘Thanks’, he smiled, See you later’, and he put the stuff in his rucksack. 

    

   From the map it looked as if ‘Oak’; was the nearest community.   He strolled along the 
sandy track towards the beach seeing only one Islander – a skinny young bloke on a bike 
heading towards the Village. 

   He heard Oak before he saw it.   Through the trees he could hear a live cello playing Bach.   
The track led him down a slope of steps on to the beach and to his left and right were log 
cabins – eight or nine each side.   The young man playing the cello looked to be in his late 
twenties.   He was sitting on a rock overlooking the sea and was wearing only a pair of  
shorts.   Harry spotted a rock nearby and sat there listening to the wondrous music in this 
weird setting.   To his right he saw a young woman lying in the sun on a sun lounger in front 
of her cabin.   She had sun glasses on and was reading a paperback.   To his left someone had 
built a wooden terrace to the front of a cabin and there were two young men and a woman 
sitting out on it in plastic bucket seats looking out to sea and seemingly just passing the time 
of day together.   Harry wandered over. 

   ‘Hello – do you mind if I join you?’ 

   ‘Welcome’, said one of the men.   ‘Here’s a chair.’   And he brought forward another chair 
for Harry to make a foursome.   The others shifted slightly to offer space in greeting. 

   ‘I’m Harry. I arrived this morning’, he said.   ‘Just finding my way around.’ 

   ‘I’m Rob’, said the first man. Large, a simple ear-ring, long, straight black hair.  Harry 
guessed it was his cabin.   ‘This is Sue and Dave.’   They smiled and nodded.    

   ‘What do you think so far?’ asked Sue.   She had a coarse, fair pony-tail and big eyes wide 
apart, a long loop of wooden beads hanging from her neck.   Her voice had timbre. 

   ‘Not what I expected’, said Harry.   ‘I’d been out of the country for a while so I hadn’t 
picked up much about Prison Island.   But I wasn’t expecting a big holiday camp.   How long 
have you been here?’ 

   ‘Five years’, replied Sue.   ‘Founder members.   And don’t get the wrong impression.   We 
spent four hours in the hot sun this morning weeding vegetable beds.’ 

  Her face was so plain it was becoming beautiful. 

   ‘Was it always like this?’ 
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   ‘God, no,’ said Dave.   Shaven head, an eagle tattoo on one shoulder, skinny, smiling eyes.   
‘For the first couple of years while the Regime were keeping an eye on us it was more like a 
prisoner of war camp.  ‘ Colditz’, ‘The Wooden Horse’, ‘The Great Escape’ ... you name it.’ 

   ‘But then,’ intervened Rob, ‘the Governor had got things running so smoothly he was 
promoted to Head of Homeland Security and we got Primo.   Can I get you a drink?   Herb 
tea?   Juice?’ 

   ‘Juice be good ... thanks’, said Harry. 

   ‘At first,’ continued Dave, ‘it was just the same ... guards in pairs at every community, 
reveille, roll-call ...’ 

   ‘But gradually’, cut in Sue, ‘Primo started turning things round.   It was as if the Regime 
were turning a blind eye.   The first thing to go were the guards.    They were to dress like us 
and muck in with the work just like the rest of us.   Then came Meeting and away we went’. 

   ‘Where’s Primo now?’ asked Harry.    

   ‘Oh he’s still here,’ said Dave.   ‘He lives alone in a tent in the woods just sitting there 
embroidering tops with ‘I am an Islander’ ... great sellers on the Mainland.   He’s a complete 
recluse apart from shopping and he does that at the last minute when it’s quiet.   And nobody 
knows where he is because he keeps moving on.’ 

   Rob returned with a glass of orange juice. 

   ‘Yeah, Primo,’ he said.   ‘It’s not often you run into somebody with real charisma.   Not 
showy, you know?   He led from behind.’ 

   The cello player stopped, propped his cello in the sand, and strolled over to them. 

   ‘I loved that,’ said Harry.    

   ‘Thanks.   I’m Pete.’ 

   ‘Harry,’ he said and rose to shake hands. 

   ‘Are you all into music?’ he asked. 

   ‘We ...,’ said Rob, with pretend grandiosity, are ‘The Islanders’.   We do gigs on the 
Mainland and make cd’s’. 

   ‘Bit insecure, isn’t it?’ asked Harry. 

   ‘It’s really quite dramatic,’ said Sue.   ‘We’re helicoptered in and helicoptered out.   Didn’t 
you see us at Glasto?’ 

   ‘Sorry,’ said Harry.   ‘I’ve been abroad for five years.’ 
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   ‘You won’t have heard our ‘Rainy Day in Reading’ then.’ 

   ‘Sorry – no.   As far as I know, it didn’t make the World Service.’ 

   ‘Where?’ asked Rob.   ‘What doing?’ 

   ‘Journalist with The Record’, he said.   ‘The Middle East.’ 

   ‘I don’t think we’ve got a journalist,’ mused Sue.   ‘There’s been a lot of interest in Prison 
Island all round the world.   It’s just about the only thing the Regime can boast about.’ 

   ‘Hey!’ said Dave.   ‘Have you heard the latest Modred joke?   This feller goes shopping and 
four hours later he returns home empty-handed and grabs the rifle down off the wall.   ‘What 
are you doing?  asks his wife.  ‘I queued for bread, I queued for potatoes, I queued for milk. 
And I got nothing.   I’m going to shoot Modred.’   Four hours later he returns home.  ‘Did 
you shoot Modred?’ asks his wife.   ‘No,’ says the feller, ‘the queue was too long’.’ 

   Amid the hilarity Harry got up, smiling: 

   ‘Better make a move,’ he said.   ‘Lots to see.   Thanks for the drink.’ 

   ‘Haste ye back,’ said Rob, as they smiled friendly farewells. 

    After an afternoon of exploring he lay on his bed reflecting on his first day.  With the time 
approaching seven he left his room and, as he walked along the corridor, there was a man 
coming towards him.   He was big – somewhere between Harry and the weight lifter - and his 
fixed left eye glared away to his left in a rictus of anger.  His arms hung wide like a cowboy 
about to reach for his six-guns. He had tattoos like chainmail all up his right arm.   His face 
was fixed in a permanent scowl. 

   ‘Hello’, said Harry as they crossed.   ‘Are you new here too?’ 

   ‘What’s it to you?’ the big man growled. 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER  4 

 

   It was 11.45 on the morning of the Meeting.   There had been no late additions to the 
agenda.   Rapper saw no reason why they shouldn’t be finished by 1.00.   She wasn’t 
expecting too big a turnout for what was a fairly uncontroversial agenda.   She remembered 
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the Meeting where Tyson had urged the introduction of the stocks for anyone guilty of 
violence towards another Islander.   In fact there was hardly any violence on the Island but 
just before that particular Meeting Herod had been accused of violence in the Dark Room and 
so had received a permanent ban.   Herod had later attacked the male supervisor who had 
given evidence against him leaving him with a broken jaw.   There was only one punishment 
available.   Herod was required to make a public apology to the supervisor and was then 
sentenced to three months Cold Shoulder – the maximum permitted.   Whether at work or 
leisure Herod was completely ignored for three months. 

   There had been a big turnout for the stocks debate with lots of contributions and repeated 
use of ‘The Hook’ -  the Chair’s use of  the klaxon – an antique car horn - to signal that a 
minute was up.   Presenters were allowed three minutes, contributors just one.   The 
arguments had raged for ninety minutes with four ‘Loggerheads’ – intervals of five minutes’ 
silent meditation to allow things to calm down.   In the end the proposal was voted down by 
101 to 24. 

   She walked across to the Caff.   The kitchen staff had turned the seats so that they all faced 
the front where they’d placed a table for Rapper and Imran with a jug of water and two 
glasses.   Imran was already sitting in place with a pad and three pens in front of him ready to 
take minutes.   Rapper sat next to him and placed in front of her a copy of the agenda, a 
stopwatch, the klaxon, and a Tibetan singing bowl to start and end Loggerheads.    There 
were already fifty or so Islanders sitting there some chatting some reading paperbacks.  She 
noted that the three presenters were there and Harry Dawlish was sitting alone at the back.    

   Rapper checked her watch then raised her voice against the chatter: 

   ‘OK, Islanders ... let’s make a start.   Last Meeting’s minutes OK?’ 

   There was a murmur of assent. 

   ‘All yours, Marlon.’ 

   And Marlon Rainwater rose to speak.   He was 30-odd, tall and slim with fair hair hanging 
straight from a centre parting.   As he began his presentation, Rapper started the stopwatch.   
Three minutes max. 

   ‘Helpmate apprenticeship’, he began, his gentle, West Country voice quavering a little – it 
was his maiden presentation, ‘should be shortened from three months to one.   I’ve just 
completed the three months training and, although I’m grateful to Starlight for her excellent 
training and I don’t want to cause offence  (he could see her listening attentively), I reckon 
the counselling skills I learned could be taught in a week, and three months observation – 
observing Starlight and her observing me -  is too much – situations just kept repeating.   So I 
reckon the training - learning and observation - should be just a month’. 
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   Starlight raised her hand and Rapper nodded.   Starlight was in her forties, a little 
overweight but comfortable with it.   She was a volunteer and had completed eight months of 
her year.   She stood up: 

   ‘No offence taken, Marlon’, she said in her gentle voice, ‘but I must just let you know that 
it took me three years to qualify as a counsellor’. 

   ‘Yeah’, said Marlon,’but the first year was training in Counselling Skills which was a 
morning a week for six weeks then you did the Diploma which was a morning a week for six 
terms which comes to less than 100 hours which doesn’t sound so much and I’ve just done  
three months of four hours a day five days a week that I don’t need.   I don’t need to know 
about the different psychotherapy models because if someone’s a nutter they go to a 
psychiatrist on the Mainland so all I need to be is a good listener’. 

   The show of hands clearly indicated that training should be reduced to one month. 

   Rapper introduced the next presenter, another volunteer, Neptune, senior fisher.   He was an 
ex-Whitby trawlerman, tough as teak, weathered and skinny and into his forties: 

   ‘Just a quick word about tuna’, he said his rich Whitby voice on the hoarse side.   ‘We’ve 
all noticed stocks are down so we’re throwing them back.   We’re already throwing mackerel 
and herring back because the sharks feed off them all year round so to make up for it we’ll be 
taking more ling, cod, and bream.   Oh, and I know some of you like fishing on your own in 
coracles so I hope you’ll be throwing back tuna, mackerel and herring.   We don’t want a 
black market starting up.  OK?’ 

   There were murmurs of assent.   Neptune was liked, respected. 

    Rapper introduced the next presenter:   Terra, trim in her late twenties, a tanned face with 
disinterested brown eyes, a firm jawline, cushioned lips, tawny tresses spread in a horsetail 
held by a clasp at the back, applecheek buttocks in tight shorts she’d frayed at the ends, legs 
like a racehorse, average female height, lean with practised working limbs just this side of 
muscular, and she’d embroidered her blue top with multicoloured flowers.  She had 
positioned herself halfway down on the right so that by a mere quarter turn she could 
comfortably address the entire Meeting.  There was impatience in her minimal gestures and 
her neutral, savvy voice was alert, crisp: 

   ‘I’ve been looking at the current quarter’s numbers regarding women in shelf stacking and 
women in growing.   The numbers reveal sexism on the part of successive job distributors so 
that women are being given shelf stacking rather than growing. 

   The Island population stands at 143 of which 83 are men and 60 are women – women 
therefore making up 41% of the total.   But this proportion doesn’t hold for the percentage of 
women working in shelf stacking where the average for the current quarter is 67% and in 
growing 29%.    
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   It will come as no surprise to Meeting that the past three job distributors have all been male.   
I refer anyone doubting the abilities of women at growing to ‘The Illustrated Virago Book of 
Women Gardeners’ edited by Deborah Kellaway. 

   As a result I have three proposals: 

(1)  Women are awarded positive discrimination by being offered a choice between shelf 
stacking and growing. 

(2)  Male job distributors are given a written warning about sexism when they assume 
responsibility. 

(3)  The job distributor role over any given year must have equal men and women. 

   Terra sat down amid a rattle of applause.   Rapper repeated the proposals and called for a 
show of hands.   The proposals were passed with no objections.  

    Next she invited Spud to speak. He was a volunteer who had spent a lifetime producing 
potatoes and now in retirement was lending his expertise to the Island.   His old voice had a 
rural Scottish accent: 

   ‘It’s just to let you know about Pink Fir Apple.   Here’s one.’   And he held up a knobbly 
potato like an elongated lump of root ginger.  ‘This wee beauty gives you that new potato 
taste with your Christmas Dinner.   And they’ll love it on the Mainland because they can’t get 
it in the shops and that makes it priceless.   And it’s pest and disease resistant here so we’ll 
have no trouble wi’ it.   You’ll see a bag of ‘em on yer way out so help yoursel’s.’   And  
Spud returned to his seat as light-hearted applause rose. 

    Rapper asked for any other business.   Harry realised that this was his chance.   Now or 
never.  He was going to address Meeting for the first time and he could feel his heart 
thumping at the prospect and at what he was going to say. He wondered what his voice would 
sound like.   Would he actually be able to make a sound?   And, just before he sensed 
Rapunzel was to declare the meeting over, he managed to stand up: 

   ‘Why are we here?’   he shouted. 

   As one the Islanders turned and stared at him.   He saw black faces, brown faces, tanned 
faces, pale faces.  He saw round faces, square faces, oblong faces.  He saw long hair, short 
hair, wavy hair, straight hair,  no hair at all. He saw several ethnic groups.   He saw young, 
middle-aged, elderly.  He saw slim, plump, and overweight. But every face had the same 
expression of blankness.   And every face held that expression through second after second of 
unmoving silence.   Harry turned his back, and left. 
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CHAPTER  5 

  He’d arrived at Number 13, Beech earlier that day, his rucksack on his back, and two 
shopping bags attached to the bike.   Beech was on the west of the Island looking on to Tulip 
Bay.   Rapper had said that Beech was occupied by odds and sods and Harry felt like both at 
the moment.  His cabin was at the southern edge of Beech set apart from the others by a good 
two hundred metres and separated from the main community by an outcrop of rock. It looked 
as if it was the first of a new extension to Beech.  Because he had approached from the south, 
he had moved in without attracting attention.   

   The cabins were all built to the same specification.   Harry opened the wooden door to the 
sweet smell of fresh pinewood and found just the one room around 20’ by 12’ with a 
fireplace against one short wall and a double bed against the other.   There was an area for 
cooking and washing up with a small dining table and four chairs nearby, and a shower and 
toilet partitioned off with a notice above the toilet ‘The septic tank is treated with non-
chemicals:  please don’t put bleach down the toilet’.  There was a sitting area with two easy 
chairs and a coffee table.   Huh!   A coffee table.   Where was the coffee therapist?   He 
guessed he was the first tenant as the fireplace was pristine and nothing looked used. 

   As he unpacked his few belongings and the provisions, he was glad to find adequate storage 
space and in the kitchen cupboard a more than adequate batterie de cuisine including to his 
surprise an hachoir and a wok.      

   Soon it was time to cook his first meal.   He boiled some short grain brown rice and left it 
to simmer.   He prepared onions, peppers, cabbage, broccoli, and courgette and then sat 
outside for a while.  When he returned to the cooking area, the rice was almost al dente so he 
heated the wok to just below melting point, added some drops of groundnut oil and threw in 
finely chopped garlic and root ginger.   As they sizzled, he threw in the prepared vegetables 
and swirled them around with a wooden spatula. When they were seared, he added rich 
tamari sauce and a couple of handfuls of the short grain rice.   He tipped it out on to a white 
plate he’d warmed in the oven and took it out to the chair he’d placed outside the door where 
there was a front garden of sorts – a terrace of tightly packed used bricks held firm by staked 
lengths of 4 by 2, and a pair of half barrels full of red and pink geraniums.   He could hear the 
soft whump of the surf on the sand. 

 After the meal he took his plate in and returned to sit outside nursing a mug of fennel tea.   
Rapper had said it was a good one to start with – a bit of bite to it to make up for the missing 
tea and coffee.   Number 13 was west facing so he’d get the sunset rather than the sunrise, 
and he could see the last ten degrees of the sun gleaming on the turquoise and blue swell.   
His stretch of sand was deserted.   A man appeared round the outcrop of rock clearly destined 
for Harry’s cabin ... sixty-odd, shortish, whippet-thin, jaunty walk.   

   ‘Hi-ya.   I’m Hank.   You must be Harry.’   His voice indicated East London. 

   ‘Right’, said Harry, and rose to shake hands.   ‘Let me bring a chair out.’ 
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   ’No, ta’, said Hank.   ‘I can’t stop.   It’s just that you’ve put your name down for a building 
apprenticeship and I’m Senior Builder.   I’m on 9-1 this month so can you join me tomorrow 
morning at Willow?’ 

   ‘Love to’, said Harry.   ‘Anything I should bring?’ 

   ‘No ... all the gear’s already there.   Juts a bottle of water to keep you going.   See you 
tomorrow then’, said Hank cheerily, and after a brief wave made his way back past the rocks. 

   Harry went inside and returned with the Rumi.     His reverie was interrupted by a familiar 
figure rounding the rocks.   This time the identity was only too obvious.   He was black, 
around six-four, at least eighteen stone, and, in a pale blue sawn off T-shirt, built like a 
superheavyweight.  He recognised the weight-lifter.   There couldn’t be two like him on the 
Island.    

   ‘You Harry?   I’m Mars Bar.’  His voice had the resonance of the lowest note on a cello.    

  They shook hands.   Harry felt his hand disappear into what could have been a sparring 
glove.   Harry fetched a chair and they sat overlooking the beach.   ‘Get you a drink ... a 
cuppa?’ 

   ‘No I’m fine, thanks.   You settled in OK?’ asked  Mars Bar. 

   ‘Yes, fine.’ 

   ‘I live here in Beech.   Reason I’ve called ... partly to say ‘Welcome along’ partly to see if 
you play football.   You look pretty fit.’ 

   ‘My main games are rugby and tennis but football’s in there at three.’ 

   ‘Great!   I’d say you were a scheming midfielder.’ 

   ‘Striker’, said Harry modestly. 

   ‘You wanna join the Beech All-Stars?’ 

   ‘I’d love to.   But I haven’t seen a football pitch.’ 

   ‘There isn’t one.   We play five-a-side in the Sports Hall.   We’re a player short ... 
Ronaldo’s in hospital on the Mainland.’ 

   ‘Sounds as if you play a bit rough!’ 

   ‘He’s got pleurisy.’ 

   ‘Right.   Where do you play?’ 

   ‘In goal.’ 
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   Harry was relieved.   The less of Mars Bar on the field of play the better.   All he’d need to 
do in goal would be to lie down. 

   ‘Yeah ... we play through the calendar year ... ending on 31st December with the Top Four 
Play Off Finals.  A while to go but we’re doing good at third.   Next game ... Willow a week 
on Saturday, three o’clock kick off ...  half an hour each way.   And they’re top   OK with 
you?’ 

   ‘Great ... what position?’ 

   ‘You’ve probably played five-a-side ... it’s fluid ... kinda forward or defence but 
interchanging.   I’ll put you down as forward.’ 

   ‘That weight you were lifting ... it was better than Olympic qualifying.’ 

   ‘Yeah.   I came fifth in Athens ... clean and jerk’ 

   ‘Wow!   I’m impressed.   Not Beijing?’ 

   ‘I was here.   Anyway ... as well as running the gym I’m Beech rep.   You got a problem 
bring it to me and we’ll either solve it or take it to Chief Host.    At the gym I run weight 
training and aerobics and Princess does her weekly yoga classes.’ 

   ‘You got space for a tennis coach?’ 

   ‘You qualified?’ 

   ‘A coaching certificate and I won a couple of amateur tournaments when I was a student.’ 

   ‘Where?’ 

   ‘Chapel Allerton - Leeds, and Sheffield.’ 

   ‘Sounds good to me.   I’ll put a notice up in the gym and send it round by biker.   Come and 
see me in the gym sometime and we’ll look at times and stuff.’ 

   ‘Would it be paid?’ 

   ‘You betcha.   Your best bet is the barter system.’ 

    ‘Right.  Hey …  how did you get your name?’ 

   He laughed.   ‘Yeah, well ... I was keeping my own name ... like you I guess ... but people 
saw me eating my favourite treat and they reckoned that’s how I got so big so I thought what 
the hell.’ 

   And Mars Bar rose to leave.  ‘Well, I’ll make a move.   Good to hear things are OK.   Don’t 
forget ... you may be out of sight round your corner but you’re not out of mind.   There’s 
always company waitin’ for you.   No-one’s alone here unless they choose to be.’ 
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   ‘Thanks for calling, Mars Bar.’ 

 

*          *          * 

 

 

   Later that evening, just before sunset, Harry decided to find a suitable spot for open-eye 
meditation and set off left round Tulip Bay.   He found a low clump of rocks with intriguing 
little rock pools in it and found a rock that was just right ... a couple of feet high and flattish.   
He was barefoot and let his feet grip into the sand. 

   The sun was almost setting by now but still lent gleam to the swelling sea.   He gazed at the 
horizon and saw that the water was not disfigured by the deadly seaweed.   His mind was a 
jumble of recent memories ... Rapper, the Meeting, the aggressive bloke, the doctor he’d 
eventually seen, Terra, Mars Bar, the friendly folk band   Gradually he rid the memories of 
words leaving only more manageable images.   He allowed the images to float on the lulling, 
soft tintinnabulations of the wavelets so that soon even the images receded and, as his eyes 
closed, his empty mind floated on the surface of an infinitely deep, featureless pool.    

 

CHAPTER  6 

 

    Next morning at eight fifteen with the sun already warm in a clear sky Harry climbed the 
steep steps behind Beech, met the coastal track and turned right.  The scent from the nearby 
pine woods was rich and sweet.  Willow was the next community after Aspen beyond the 
south west corner and he reckoned it was a mile and a half. 

   After a few minutes a figure appeared walking towards him and he soon recognised Terra 
... frayed denim flared miniskirt swinging to the lilt of her walk, lithe, tanned legs, tawny 
horsetail hair down her back: she looked as though she was wearing heels but he saw that 
they were trainers..   She had an upright, loping stride a fraction long for her five and a half 
feet height.   They engaged eye contact at around fifteen yards.   She surveyed him without 
slowing, her eyes as alert as a watchful bird. 

   ‘Hello.   I much admired your speech the other day’, said Harry cheerily. 

  ‘Get real’, she stated, as she passed.   ‘I much admired your speech the other day’,   she 
echoed with a fair impression including a touch of Leeds.   He stared after her. 

   ‘How do you spell your name?’   he shouted. 
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   She didn’t turn. 

   ‘Whichever way you want’, she shouted indifferently. 

   A few minutes later another figure appeared ahead, a man in his mid-twenties, head bowed, 
shaven head, deep frown. 

   ‘Good morning’, said Harry. 

   The young man strode on with no indication that he’d seen or heard him. 

      When he saw Willow, he took the steps down, guessing that it was ten to nine.   There 
were a dozen or so cabins lucky to be facing south.   An uninterrupted beach ran a mile east 
and west with the cabins of Fir visible to the east.  At Willow there was a full size trampoline 
on the beach and a net for volleyball.   Sporty types he remembered. 

   He saw the piles of timber of the building site at the far end of the community and, as he 
passed the cabins, he saw a fit looking young woman sitting on her terrace spooning breakfast 
from a bowl, and next door but one a young man in swimming shorts sitting with one leg 
crooked over the other knee reading a book in shades against the direct sun. Towards the end 
of the community a trim young woman was doing yoga on a mat on her terrace.  Incurious 
eyes watched him. 

   He reached the site and saw a stack of tree trunks, presumably pine from the Island, and an 
area that looked to be twenty by twelve feet marked out with staked rope.   There were bags 
of what could be cement, a steel chest that could be for tools, and a stained and scarred 
workmate. 

    Hank caught up with him. 

   ‘Hiya ... nice day for it.’ 

   ‘Morning’, said Harry. 

   ‘First I have to sign you in’, said Hank.   Harry gave him his smartcard and Hank passed it 
through his meter. 

   ‘What I’d like you to start on is those logs over there.   They’re pine from the Island.   
Those thicker ones over there,’ he indicated six logs on their own that looked about four feet 
long, ‘they’re cedar I’ve imported from the Mainland.   Better for the six posts.   What I’d 
like you to do is strip the bark off.   There’s a sharp lopper in the chest.   Some say a log 
cabin needs bark ... looks better ... and there’s some truth in that, but bark is a habitat for all 
sorts of creatures and some of them you wouldn’t want creeping up your sleeping-bag’. 

   He led Harry to the tool chest and he handed him the lopper. 

   ‘Any questions ... ask away ... more than happy.   I’ll explain things as we go along.   Break 
around eleven, OK?’ 
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   ‘Sounds good to me’, said Harry.  

   ‘I’m starting on the post holes,’ said Hank, selecting a curved fencing spade.   ‘It’s a bugger 
with this sand.   You have to dig a wide hole till you get down to the substrate.  Nice layer of 
marl down there.   I’m going down three feet.   Right ... away we go.’   And he started 
digging energetically. 

   Harry took the lopper over to the workmate, then went to fetch the first pine log.   He fixed 
it to the workmate and began.   He’d always enjoyed physical labour since he helped his Dad 
on the allotment.   Allotment.   What you are allowed  - permitted – other directed v inner 
directed – the authentic self with an authentic voice ... without fear – to be brave doesn’t 
mean you’re not afraid:  it means there’s something more important than  fear ... ein  zwei 
drei vier raise your glasses and drink your beer – the Nag’s Head – Annie – O Annie – wild 
eyes skinny in flares and beads and O the tilt of your head when you listened and the cascade 
of your fair tresses amid bucketing hips and your gargles of delight and your heart-shaped 
arse like riding a saddle Annie-O – Annie O ... Danny O – Danny Boy – the pipes the pipes – 
Danny on court – the sad tache - the vicious serve all backhands sliced ... tenez tennis l’oeuf 
love ... Paris with voluptuary Tiger – grrrrrr all night long – and under the bridges of Paris 
with you and the constant stench of piss from derelicts too pissed even to beg and walking 
along the embankment alone back to the waiting hotel and Tiger when a skinny young woman 
came in the opposite direction ... seemed to drop something ... picked it up and looked at him 
interrogatively ... shake the head ... then the second a fat woman ... same thing   . No ... then a 
young bloke ... their minder? ... again shake the head and what’s next a dog? – taking a 
photo of the kids snapping the Arc de Triomphe – the Eiffel Tower a pile of rusting junkiron 
and Notre Dame like a squat fat toad and did a baguette ever make it home without the ends 
bitten off? 

   Around eleven Hank called over ‘Take a break there?’   He produced a little gas stove and a 
kettle of water and brewed two mugs of peppermint tea.   They sat on rocks. 

   ‘I could shag me granny for a fag’, said Hank. 

   ‘You tried patches?’ 

   ‘Yeah.   But have you tried smoking a patch?’ 

   ‘Why did you volunteer?’ 

   ‘The wife walked out a couple of years ago.    I got to feel a bit lonely.   Did some speed 
dating, tried online dating.   Then I heard about the Island’s Dark Room.   From what I heard 
it was like Anonymous Bosch in there so here I am.   You been yet?’ 

   ‘Not yet.’ 

   ‘Don’t miss it.’   They chatted on comfortably. 

    Finally, Hank threw away the remains of his tea and stood up. 



29 

 

   ‘Right.’   He surveyed Harry’s pile of stripped logs.   ‘You’ve got us off to a good start 
there.   Like you to help me for a bit.   I’m doing the posts.  The floor is 20 feet by 12 so I’m 
putting posts at each corner plus two in the middle of the 20 foot sides.’ 

   Harry saw six cedar posts lying beside their positions.   They were about four feet long and 
six inches square. 

   ‘We’ll bury them three feet six down leaving six inches above ground to form the 
foundations for the floor.’ 

   ‘How do you stop the floorboards bending?’ asked Harry. 

   ‘I’ve ordered some six inch sleepers.   Should be arriving by forklift this afternoon.   Now 
then ... I’m gonna mix cement and sand in the barrow.   Can you take this bucket and fill it 
with small pebbles from the beach?’ 

   Harry returned with the pebbles and Hank added them to the barrow and then asked Harry 
to fetch a bucket of sea-water.   

   ‘I didn’t know you could mix concrete with sea-water’, said Harry. 

   ‘It’s OK if you throw in additives to neutralise the effects of sodium chloride.   Besides it’s 
not weight-bearing’, he replied.  

 Hank prepared the concrete.   They addressed themselves to the first hole. 

   ‘We want a nice flat stone for the base’, said Hank.   ‘Here’s one I prepared earlier.’   And 
he reached for a square-ish thick stone, lowered it to the bottom of the hole, and banged it 
into place with the handle of the spade.   He put the first post in position. 

   ‘Now then. Harry, you hold this steady while I fill the hole.   I’m leaving gaps for the 
concrete.’   He handed Harry a spirit-level.   ‘Use this bubble to keep it straight.’ 

   And Hank dropped in a variety of stones and rammed them down with a mallet.   Then he 
took a shovel-full of concrete and poured it down into the gaps until it filled the hole.   They 
did the same with the other five posts and Hank said it was about time to call it a day. 

  ‘Oh, I’d better sign you out’, he said, and fitted Harry’s smartcard into his meter.   ‘Nice 
working with you, son.   See you back here tomorrow nine sharp.’ 

   ‘Thanks, Hank ... see you tomorrow.’ 
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CHAPTER  7 

 

   Later, for once, Harry was being extra careful about time.   He peered in through the 
window of the empty supermarket.   He saw by its clock that it was 9.50.   His Dark Room 
time was 10.00 pm.   He wandered around for a while and then with a minute to go he headed 
into the woods and through the door into the vestibule of the Dark Room.   It was deserted  
except for a plump young woman with fair hair and bright red lipstick sitting at a desk with 
her back to the wall to his right.   The door in the wall facing him must be the exit.   And the 
door to his left must be the one into the Dark Room. 

   ‘Hi’, she said cheerily.   ‘I’m Amanda.   You Harry?’ 

   ‘That’s right, Amanda.’ 

    ‘Your first time?’   He nodded. 

   ‘Your medical certificate?’   He handed it over.  She checked it and handed it back.   ‘Hang 
on to it.   You’ll need it when someone else is on duty.   I’m sure you know the ground rules 
... anonymity ... violence ... zero tolerance. Oh, and these are for you’, and she handed him a 
pack of condoms.  ‘Anything I can help you with?’ 

   ‘Yeah ... er ... what’s the lay-out?’ 

‘There are continuous double mattresses to left and right with a two-way walkway down the 
middle.   And, as it’s your first time, it might be an idea to take in Primo’s wise words.  And 
she indicated a framed manuscript on the wall behind her: 

 

SEXUALITY MUST BE FREED FROM HUMAN COMPLEXITY. 

SEXUALITY IS WHERE WE MOST NEARLY ACHIEVE THE INNOCENCE OF THE 
ANIMALS.   

SEXUALITY MUST NOT BE CONTAMINATED BY PREJUDICE, TRANSACTION, OR 
RELATIONSHIP. 

FREED FROM SEXUAL REPRESSION AND PREOCCUPATION WE CAN REACH 
FOR THE STARS. 
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Another sign said Last Admission Midnight and Used condoms to be left in the bag at the 
end of each mattress. 

 

   ‘And now’, resumed Amanda, ‘all you do is remove all your clothing and place it in a 
locker.   I’ll keep an eye on it for you’. 

   Harry undressed and put his clothes into a locker.   Amanda  produced a blindfold and ear-
plugs from a drawer, placed the blindfold over his eyes and attached it by velcro at the back 

   ‘That won’t come off.   Comfortable?’   Harry nodded.  ‘The ear-plugs are really secure.   
They form a vacuum and can only be removed by an injection of air.’  Then she inserted ear-
plugs of a kind Harry had never come across.   Amanda pressed them into place and they 
immediately moulded into the shape of his ears and felt really firm.   He had never before 
experienced such a total blackout ... completely black ... utterly silent ... ultimate sense-
deprivation. 

   Amanda placed a pack of three into his hand and gently guided him to the door, opened it, 
and ushered him in.  Harry stood ... immobile.   Nothing ... Nothing at all.  He sniffed ... 
different fragrances on the air.   He took a couple of tentative steps forward wondering how 
many people there were ... one or two?   Fifty?   None?   He should have asked.   He felt to 
his left and touched the end of a mattress.   He did the same to his right.  He took a couple 
more steps.   He found that he was crouching self-defensively. 

   Ah well ... take the plunge.   He felt the end of a mattress to his left and moved his left hand 
exploratively further.   Suddenly he froze.   A foot.   The heel was on the mattress, the toes 
pointing upwards.   As he felt it ... smallish, soft ... the toes gave a little wiggle.   He replied 
with a gentle caress taking in a trim ankle and ankle bone.   He moved his hand to the right.   
Another foot.   Not moving.   He felt the sole of the foot with the toes pointing downwards.   
It quivered under the touch.   A larger foot.   He felt coarser skin.   He was getting the idea.   
Next came a similar foot and then a foot like the first one.   And then two more feet sideways 
on facing the couple. 

   He took a couple more steps wondering whether it was always busiest near the door.   
Again he felt to his left.   Nothing.   A seemingly empty mattress.   Should he get on it and 
wait?   By now he was buzzing, almost faint.   He moved his hand further until he came to a 
foot planted on the mattress.   He moved his hand to the right and found the other one.   
Similarly planted.   By the size and softness of the feet they belonged to a woman.   
Presumably she was leaning against the wall.   There must be pillows.   He placed his left 
hand on the foot to his left and his right hand on the foot to his right.   They were plumper 
than the previous feet.   A sudden scent of discreet flowery perfume and a hand reached for 
and caressed the back of his head in welcome.  Fingers explored the shape of his head then 
moved to his face ... his forehead, temples, nose, cheekbones, his lips, jaw-line, back to his 
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lips.   He parted his lips and kissed her fingers.   Again she caressed the back of his head and 
then the hand disappeared.   His hands were still on her feet and he felt the toes curl up into 
his palms invitingly.   He sensed a quickening in his loins.   Her feet moved towards him and 
he realised she must have been sitting against the wall with her knees raised.   She had now 
straightened her legs.    

   He explored with his left hand the space to the left of her.   Empty.   He climbed on to the 
mattress and rested on his left elbow beside her.   Gently he strolled the fingers of his right 
hand slowly up her nearest leg, slowly to the plump knee, slowly beyond and to the 
sumptuous curve of a hip free of bone and whose angle told him that she was sitting upright 
against the wall.   

   He then started again slowly working his way up her far leg.   She leaned forward and again 
gently caressed the back of his head, running her fingers through his longish hair.   And then 
she sat back again. 

   After ages he reached her far hip and drew his hand inwards feeling a plump tummy and the 
first shreds of pubic hair.   He moved his hand up to her navel and circled it and, as he did so, 
his hand touched the underbelly of her plump breasts and their nipples.   Her full breasts went 
down to her waist.    

   He reached across and with his right hand savoured the heft of her left breast, celebrating its 
size and its soft weight.   She reached again for his head and drew him towards her and 
brought her plump lips to his and sneaked her lively tongue into his mouth. 

   She drew away.   He shifted towards her and let his right hand roam over the size of her left 
breast and then upward and on to her boneless shoulder where he found her curly shoulder-
length hair and then his fingers caressed her cheek, and her nose.   Her right hand reached for 
his head and drew him towards her for another exploratory kiss. 

   And then she took a firm hold on his shoulders and urged him down so that he was lying at 
a right angle to her, his upward turned face in her lap. 

   And with that she proffered to him the hugeness of her left breast and he took it in both 
hands guiding it to him and the he took the raspberry nipple gently between his lips. 

   As he lay there he felt his penis grow full as erect as a stick of rock.   She slipped a condom 
on him with practised skill and with clever fingers shifted his foreskin up and down gently, 
lazily, and knowingly holding him just short of coming. 

   And then she knew just when she needed him to move to her right breast and he held its 
vastness close and all the while her knowing hand moved and moved and moved and after he 
didn’t know how long her hand moved just a fraction faster and she gripped his penis 
suddenly and gave it three firm movements up and down and his orgasm was so explosive he 
cried out in exultation into the silent, unhearing room. 
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   As his blood pounded and he gasped for breath, she brought her face over him and he raised 
his lips to hers and again the softest of kisses, this time briefer as she cradled him in her arms. 

   And eventually he was at peace where he lay.    

   He removed the condom and placed it in the bag he found at the end of the mattress. 

   Then he knelt beside her and urged her down so that she was lying flat on her back.   And 
then he kissed her from above as gently as she had him and she raised her right hand to stroke 
his cheek and ruffle his hair as his kisses moved to her brow, to her nose, to her cheeks, and 
to each pushing lip in turn. 

   He traced the fingers of his right hand around her face and then to her shoulders and up and 
down each arm, back to her shoulders and down her chest where her breasts were spilled as 
he caressed them.   And so to the plumpness of her tummy and the rich thicket of pubic hair 
as she parted her legs and he traced his fingers slowly up and down each until he rose and 
knelt beyond her feet and raised them and kissed each toe in turn with open lips. 

   And, as she raised her knees, he shimmied forward between them until he came to her 
vulva which he caressed tenderly up and down with the backs of gentle fingers sensing the 
oily moisture and she suddenly reached for him and stroked his hair and with a finger he 
found her clitoris and brought his quick tongue to it amid her scent of mild alkaline soap. 

   Eventually he used his fingertips to part her clitoral hood as she lifted her hips to him and 
he took his tongue to the erect nub and she told him by the movement of her hips when he 
had found her preferred side – his right -  and he tongued that side in sympathy with the slow 
responses of her hips. 

   And later the responses from her hips grew faster and faster as he echoed with his tongue 
until she arched her back and down and up and he stayed with her high up there in the dark 
air and they held it and held it as she cried whatever cries into the soundless room until she  
came down and reached for his hair as his face lay on her stomach all in peace. 

   And later, as he lay on his back with the size of her at rest held close by his left arm, he fell 
to wondering what she looked like.  Again he ran gentle fingers across her face ... her brow, 
her nose, her cheeks, her lips which she gently closed on his fingers.   It was like knowing 
that a piece of music was made up of sharps and flats, minims and crochets, but not being 
able to hear it.   Was she beautiful or plain?   Perhaps she was ugly … perhaps even 
disfigured.   Was she white, black, Asian, other?    He realised that the Dark Room wasn’t 
face-ist.   But why did faces matter to us?   Iconic faces were attractive.   Or is that a 
tautology?   Reviewing his girlfriends he saw that it was the face that had drawn him.   But 
why did faces have such a dominant role?   And all the romantic songs about faces:  Laura is 
the face in a misty light / I see your face before me as I lie on my bed /  I’ve grown 
accustomed to her face ... faces ... faeces ... faces ... Curtis at eleven already with his adult 
face / kindness in his eyes – an amusement at things lurking round his lips / his sister Patty 
just sixteen with laughing eyes and a kiss like a rose / a rose ... arose like the erection she 
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made ... maid ... maid of honour ... yes, your honour / his Honor ... university ... Honor Klein 
... on a kline ... clever Iris / his Honor – young eyes - quizzical eyes –  brown eyes brown as 
conkers – sulky downturned mouth ... north and south/ Trev up from London – skinny face – 
thoughtfulness in his eyes – thin nose – tight lips like parentheses / in the sky ... Simon and 
Garfunkel ... Garfunkel? / Simon – Dave’s dad – set face – stern face – dead of eye like a 
dead fish on a slab ... slab ... slap ... slap happy / happy slapper Carla with chrysanthemum 
eyes aglow with empty joy / let Joy be unconfined. 

   As he lay there he couldn’t help wondering whether there was some kind of Dark Room 
etiquette.   How did you say good bye ... or au revoir?   How could he tell her it was his first 
time and apologise if he appeared rude.   But he was beginning to feel like making a move.   
Obviously they couldn’t leave together.      Tentatively he raised his left arm and she brought 
her lips to his for a last kiss.   She seemed to be staying.   He rose and made his uncertain way 
back to the door.   It was locked.  He tapped tentatively on it and sat on the edge of the first 
mattress and waited.   Then the door opened.  Someone came in and brushed past his knee.   
A hand reached to his knee and he held it and guided it on.   Then he opened the door and 
stood helplessly, feeling rather exposed.   Then he felt Amanda carefully removing his ear-
plugs and blindfold. 

   ‘There we are’ she said cheerfully.   ‘Hope your first visit won’t be your last.’ 

   ‘I’m sure not’, said Harry.   ‘It was ... unusual.’   He dressed and left by the exit door. 

 

 

CHAPTER  8 

    

    Early next morning the sun was a perfectly round golden orb sitting on the sea’s eastern 
horizon as Harry jogged along the sandy perimeter path wearing trainers and the denim shorts 
he’d made by cutting one of his two pairs of jeans.  The sun didn’t worry him.   His years in 
the Middle East had left him with a deep tan.  He’d decided to get fit for the football match 
and had quickly discovered that it was too much to run all the way round so he just ran to 
Willow, crossed to Larch and then completed the circle back to Beech.   Around half an hour. 

   As he ran beside the pasture near the Village, he saw a stranger on the path - a young man, 
walking urgently towards him, head bowed.   Harry stopped for a rest.   The man had 
extravagant features and an air of desperation. 

   ‘Hello’, said Harry.   The young man stopped and eyed him nervously. 

   ‘Three hundred and seventeen’, he said, tense.   Harry smiled. 

   ‘Three hundred and seventeen what?’ 
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   ‘Three hundred and twenty six ... three hundred and thirty one ... three hundred and thirty 
six ...’ 

   ‘Three hundred and thirty six WHAT?’ he smiled. 

   ‘Three hundred and forty seven.   I’m having a numbers day.   This time it’s the total of 
words exchanged with people in a day.   I have to concentrate.   Three hundred and seventy 
four ...’ 

   And he froze, placing a hand over his mouth then pointing at Harry and again placing a 
hand over his mouth.   Then the stranger lurched away and resumed his urgent walk. 

    

   When he got back to his cabin, Harry saw that a biker had left a packet containing the first 
five cd’s he’d ordered for his newly arrived cd player.   And there they were: ‘ Dark Side of 
the Moon’  – Pink Floyd, Bach’s Chromatic Fantasy and Fugue in D minor, Mozart’s 39th 
Symphony for the rock and rolling third movement,  Beethoven’s 14th String Quartet in C 
sharp minor, and Max Bruch’s First Violin Concerto. 

 

   He got to Willow at nine precisely and Hank was there ferrying lengths of four by one from 
a pile to the almost completed cabin.   It had four walls, the front door, and the two picture 
windows.    

   ‘Today – the roof’, declared Hank cheerily.   ‘First we decide on the pitch – the proportion 
between the width of the roof and the rise angle.   We’re doing a third pitch roof – one that 
has a foot of rise for every three feet of width.   We’re gonna place the roof timbers and fill in 
with lengths of four by one.   We need a dozen or so more from that pile.  Oh, and we’ll add a 
lining of building paper – keep it nice and warm ... not that that’s a problem round here – 
what a climate!   Anyway ... if you’ll bring some of those four by one over, I’ll get them in 
place and then we’ll both pin in the roof tiles.’ And Hank indicated the two large builder’s 
bags of wooden tiles.   ‘I had them helicoptered in from the Mainland and, as I had the choice 
of wood, I chose cedar ... much prefer it for roof tiles ... don’t forget – they take the brunt of 
the weather   Oh, and you have a choice of size:  they’re always four inches wide but you 
have a choice of length.  I always use 16 inch.’   And with his back bare to a sun already 
warm in a sheer blue sky Harry got stuck in. 

 

CHAPTER  9 
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    It was mid-evening. Rapper looked round her cabin critically ... went over to the settee, 
plumped the cushions ... lowered the volume on the stone-cloistered choral lift of Hildegard 
of Bingen.   They should be here any minute now. 

   Juno, Terra and Sheba all lived at Ash, the artists’ colony, so they arrived together.   Juno ... 
40-odd, large, patient features amid walnut ringlets.   Terra ... late 20’s, horse mane, tanned, 
fit.  Sheba ... mid-50’s, strong, could be a Mediterranean peasant.   Greetings over, they 
grouped round the fireplace with its unlit logs ... Juno and Sheba sharing the settee, Terra in 
full lotus on a cushion against the wall.   Rapper had made a fruit juice cocktail with cassia 
bark floating on top and she ladled it into rustic mugs.   They were sipping appreciatively 
when the others arrived having met on the road.   Witch ... slender as a dancer, late 20’s, 
straight fair hair to her shoulders.   Gaia ... 40-ish, bangles and beads, careless mid-brown 
hair, soulful brown eyes.   And Rainbow ... could be a student, elfinesque features, cropped 
urchin hair.   Rapper sat at her desk, the chair facing inwards, as the others sat round the wall 
on cushions.   Sipping from the mugs they traded news for a time, catching up. 

    Is it true Dunkley Halibut’s here? / Thee Dunkley Halibut? / Yeah. / Big deal! / What could 
a TV presenter have done? / The smile? / Right / How’s the yoga? / Having to be patient.   
I’m way behind the others. / You’re doing fine. / I’m as stiff as a pool cue. /  That new feller – 
Dawlish ... Harry Dawlish ... offering tennis lessons. / Yeah. / I might just have a go. / How’s 
the sewing group, Gaia? / Yeah ... half a dozen of us.  Couple of men. We’re making 
patchwork quilts for the Mainland.   It’s really taken off.   50M each. / 50? / Yeah. / Nice one. 
/ Did you hear about Rose nearly drowning last week?   Cramp. / There was a move ... what? 
... a couple of years ago ... to have lifeguards. / Why not? / Swimming’s too disorganised ... 
people don’t swim in groups. / No ... but it’s like CPR – be good if a few of us could do it.   I 
don’t mean sitting there in a tower or something... more just if you happen to be there. /  
Maybe so. / What’s that dark flavour, Rapper? / Molasses. / Molasses? 

     Sensing a hiatus Rapper came in ‘Right ... shall we make a start?’   Eagerly they spoke in 
turn: 

   ‘Why do we need a Dark Room when the Island’s got free love? / Free love’s OK if you can 
afford it. / Nice one. / As I see it the main objection to the Dark Room is that it’s there for 
men rather than women. / I know ... and the stats bear this out ... 60-40 I’ve heard. / But the 
40% women are going to be a problem / We’ve got to talk to them too. / And that’ll be tricky 
– it’ll need a different approach. / You mean two separate campaigns? / It’s looking that way. 
/ Could mean dilution. / Not if there are two distinct target groups ... Each will get an 
undiluted message of their own. / Yeah but they’ll talk to each other. / Let’s worry about that 
later. / What I’m saying ... I’m seeing Primo’s great wisdom handed down ... / Yeah ... / 
Handed down like ... like tablets of stone ... / Yeah. /  And it’s written by a man for men. / 
Yeah ... demeaning / Right. / He’s saying sex should be free of relationship but that makes it a 
wank off.  / Or worse. / Yeah / It reduces people to sex objects. / Yeah, like pornography. / 
Yeah, most sex criminals do porn. / But they’ll say women enjoy it too. / Only because they’ve 
got shattered ... / That’s right. / They’re shattered ... / And they’re not involved... / Yeah. / 
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because getting involved brought  pain. / That’s it. / And low self esteem. / I know. / But you 
can’t say that. / So what’s to be said? / We need to sort it. / Yeah. / Let’s focus on men first. / 
Are we agreed we need two campaigns? / Anyone say one campaign? / OK – so it’s two.   So 
let’s start with the men.   Any stats on men who don’t go? / Immy and his pals / Yeah and 
there are men in partnerships. / Yeah but some partners go ... some together. / Yeah. / How 
do we find them? / I suppose we could raise a petition ... see who signs / Nice one / Shall we 
start with that? / Anyone say No? / OK ... wording. / Tricky. / Yeah. / How about ‘We the 
undersigned believe the Dark Room should be abolished’? / ‘The undersigned’?   We 
Victorian lawyers or what? / OK ... just ‘We believe ...’ /  Right.  /  But that’s not just men – 
let’s do women at the same time. / Yeah. / Any reason why not? /   What happens next? / Take 
it to Meeting. / Depending on how many we get. / Right.   It’s got to work first time / Yeah ... 
otherwise we couldn’t do it again for ages. / That’s the problem – a hell of a risk. / So we 
need more than a petition ... In fact a petition would be premature. Suppose we only get a 
dozen signatures. / The whole Island would know and we’d be a laughing stock ... killjoys. / 
Yeah. / So what’s first?  ..........................  Name and shame. / (A chorus of  approval )/ Men 
and women ... post the list on the Village noticeboard. / Kinda lie in wait outside the Dark 
Room. / Right ...   How about a flyer? / Yeah. / Setting out our objections with our names on 
it. / Better get more names first. / Right./ I mean, Rapper, you just contacted us because we’d 
talked about it and you knew how we felt.   There must be lots on our side we don’t know 
about – men too – Gandhi, Starlight, Damsel, White Dove, Frolic. / The more I think about it 
the more I reckon we need just one campaign. / Why? / Because it’s exactly the same 
message. ... There’s nothing we want to say to women that we don’t want men to see. / Right. 
/ All agreed? / Right ... so it’s just the one campaign /But how do we ask people? – the 
anonymity rule. / But remember what we’re aiming for. / What are we aiming for? / Get it 
passed by Meeting. / Right! / So ... Action?’ 

   Rapper:  ‘I’ll draft a flyer for your approval then send it round by biker.   More juice 
anyone?’ 

   Later that evening she sat at her laptop rereading what she’d written.   She wanted to get it 
done in one take ... save the others the trouble of editing. 

DARK ROOM 

   Some of us think it’s all wrong.   Sexuality is more than just anonymous sex.   Sexuality is 
relationship and without relationship it’s no more than assisted wanking. 

   It’s demeaning not only to women but to men as well.   It robs us of our birthright which is 
to share our sexuality with a partner or partners we’ve chosen and with whom we have a 
loving friendship. 

   Sex is about what you are: sexuality is about who you are. 

   We hope you’ll join us in rethinking Dark Room and reaching the conclusion that in the  
interests of our shared humanity it should be closed down. 
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   She made it a document ready for the Office next morning. 

 

 

 

CHAPTER  10 

    

   Harry was sitting on his terrace gazing out at the steady sea gleaming in late sun and 
listening to Mozart trailing notes like a wondrous, joyful bridal train.   Concerts at Leeds 
Town Hall / the ceiling arch ‘Except the Lord build the house they labour in vain that build it 
/ acoustic pods in the air like hovering ufo’s / closed eyes with the music flowing through me 
like my blood / closed eyes suddenly opening to a shock of glittering monochrome clutter of 
attentive eyed musicians in black amid the Braque brown and silver and brass of instruments/ 
the elegant, energetic back of the marionette conductor /  the audience: middle class heads 
above careful tweedy clothing with chosen ties. / and O the waft and weave and wave of 
sharp music and from eternity out and away into the dark poverty of Leeds and its dangers.  

   A lone figure appeared round the outcrop of rock separating Harry from the main 
community of Beech.   It turned out to be a man somewhere in his mid-thirties, a nervous, 
slouching demeanour, hang-dog, hunched shoulders, covert features. His head was too big for 
his body so that he resembled a live face staring through the hole above a painted figure at the 
funfair.  He approached Harry who rose to greet him:  

   ‘Hello.   Would you care to join me in a glass of home-made lemonade?’ 

   ‘Oo ... I don’t mind if I do.’ 

   And Harry indicated the empty chair beside him. 

   ‘Oo ... thanks.   Lovely music.’ 

   ‘It’s nice, isn’t it.   Back in a mo.’ 

   And Harry returned with a mug of lemonade, and handed it to his visitor. 

   ‘My name’s Harry ... Harry Dawlish.’ 

   ‘Brian Parbold.’   They shook hands.   Parbold’s handshake had all the vivacity of a dead 
haddock. 

   ‘It seems’, said Harry, ‘you, too, have decided to keep your original name.’ 

   ‘No.’ 
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   ‘No?’ 

   ‘No.   I chose it.   I come from Parbold and I like the name ‘Brian’.’ 

   ‘Where’s Parbold?’ 

   ‘Between Manchester and Southport.’ 

   ‘Ah!   A Lancastrian.   I thought so from the accent.   I’m a Yorkshireman ... from Leeds.’ 

   ‘Oh.   Do you like it here?’ 

   ‘Early to say ... I’ve only been here a couple of weeks or so.   But it’s fine so far.   How 
long have you been here?’ 

   ‘Oo ... about six months.’ 

    How are you finding it?’ 

   ‘Lovely weather.’ 

   ‘Yes ... nice isn’t it.   What line of work are you in?’ 

   Parbold’s tone became that of a disapproving robot. 

   ‘Primo says we mustn’t identify ourselves by our work.   A case of MT – Mainland 
Thinking’ 

   ‘Right.   What makes you tick?’ 

   ‘Can you read my thoughts?’ 

   ‘Pardon?’ 

   ‘Can you read my thoughts?’ 

   ‘No.   Not at all.’ 

   ‘They all say that.   How do I know you’re telling the truth?’ 

   ‘Hmm.   Tricky one.’ 

   ‘Yes ... exactly.’ 

   ‘I promise you I can’t.   And I’d guess no-one else can either.’ 

   ‘Prove it.’ 

   ‘It’s tricky proving a negative.’ 

   ‘I think you can read my thoughts.’ 
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   ‘What would it be like if I can?’ 

   ‘What?’ 

   ‘Well ... suppose I can read your thoughts.   What’s the problem?’ 

   ‘It’s all right for you to say that.’ 

   ‘How do you mean?’ 

   ‘Well ... you can read my thoughts but I can’t read yours?’ 

   ‘How do I know you can’t read mine?’ 

   ‘I don’t know.’ 

   ‘So ... what?’  What’s so bad about it?’ 

   ‘So .... you must know what I’m thinking now.’ 

   ‘OK ... suppose I do.   But what’s so bad about it?’ 

   ‘Well ... how would you like it?’ 

   ‘Well ... if you’re still OK with me, I wouldn’t let it bother me.’ 

   ‘It’s easy for you to say that.   I’ll give you a for instance.   I was working back from work 
this lunchtime ... just a minute ... ‘work’ ... I was walking back this lunchtime when I met 
Sheba.’ 

   ‘Sheba.’ 

   ‘Yes.   Do you know her?’ 

   ‘No.’ 

   ‘Well ... she’s ... I could tell straight away she could read my thoughts.’ 

   ‘How did you know?’ 

   ‘The way she looked at me.   The way she spoke.’ 

   ‘What did you talk about?’ 

   ‘Oh ... nothing.   Just How are you? and stuff.’ 

   ‘And what did she say that proved she could read your thoughts?’ 

   ‘It wasn’t what she said:  it was how she said it.’ 

   ‘So describe it.’ 
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   ‘Kinda ... pityingly.   And a bit kinda ... laughing at me.’ 

   ‘What was it you were thinking? 

   ‘I’d rather not say.   Besides ... you know.’ 

   ‘How do you mean?’ 

   ‘Well ... I’m remembering it now and you can read my thoughts.’ 

   ‘I promise you I can’t.’ 

   ‘That’s what they all say.   I’d better go.’ 

   And Brian Parbold hastened nervously away the way he had come. 

 

*          *          * 

 

.      Mid-evening a young woman biker appeared on foot having left her bike on the path 
above Beech and walked down.   He thanked her and read the letter.   It was from Rapper:  
Special Meeting – tomorrow morning 10.00.   All work suspended. 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER  11 

 

   Rapper had never known a Special Meeting in all her time on the Island.   She had called it 
because of a letter she had received late afternoon from the Regime.        

   So just before 10.00 next morning Rapper and Immy were sitting at the table at the front of 
the Caff.   Helpers had stacked the tables at the sides and brought in benches from the gym.   
By ten the Caff was full and Rapper noticed Harry Dawlish slip in at the last minute and 
stand with his back to the wall.  Also at the back she noticed that new big man with the funny 
eye.   ‘Bullseye’ he was called. There was a hubbub of excited chatter as people speculated as 
to what was going on. 
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   Rapper squeezed the rubber bulb of ‘the Hook’ - the klaxon – and gradually the chatter 
abated. 

   ‘This is a first’, began Rapper.   ‘As you probably, know I’ve been here since start-up and 
we’ve never had a Special Meeting before.   There’s a good reason for it.   Late yesterday 
afternoon I received a letter from the Regime.   Here goes:  ‘It has been decided that with 
effect from 1st January next year your annual grant will be abolished’. 

   The hubbub returned, this time in consternation with boos and hisses. 

   Rapper raised her voice:  ‘It means that in six months’ time we’ll have to be self-sufficient.   
I called this Meeting so we can look at what we’re going to do’. 

   The first voice to emerge from the uproar was the familiar, urgent Glaswegian baritone of 
the Socialist, McSporran:  ‘I knew it.   I knew this would happen.   They’re gettin’ scared.   
They know full well what’s happening here and they don’t like it.   We’re standing tall and 
declaring ourselves to be free human beings with rights and the word’s out among ordinary 
working people on the Mainland and they’re queuing up to be with us.   Instead of the ideal 
society being some airy fairy pipe dream we’re showing it can be achieved.   Have you 
noticed how well ‘I’m an Islander’ tops are selling on the Mainland?   That’s what they’re 
afraid of’.   And McSporran sat down amid roars of agreement and a clatter of applause. 

   Next up was Mermaid with her strong gipsy features and her soft West Midlands voice:  
‘McSporran’s right.   They’re running scared.   And the Islander tops aren’t just selling on the 
Mainland ... we’re getting orders from the States and Europe.   Soon we’ll be a beacon of 
light worldwide.   That’s what they’re afraid of’.   And she sat down to a chorus of 
agreement. 

   Rapper let it flow.   Next – Sinbad, a tough old sea-dog from Newcastle:  ‘Friends!   Don’t 
think for a minute this is the end of it.   This is only the beginning.   At this very moment 
they’ll be thinking something else up ... some new way of having a go at us’.   Again the 
chorus of agreement. 

   Harry Dawlish chipped in:  ‘The central problem we have is balance of payments.   We’ll 
have to export more, but the more we produce the more raw materials we’ll have to import’. 

   At this point Rapper intervened:  ‘Thanks, Harry.  I sense a lot of anger in the room so I’ll 
have to call a Loggerheads’.   There was immediate silence and quite a few people lowered 
their heads.   A Loggerheads was a five minute silence to allow the air to clear.   Rapper 
started it by gently pinging with a wooden ringer on the edge of the Tibetan singing bowl.   
The wondrous sound rang gently round the room and lasted for a very long time.   The 
complete stillness and silence was sustained for five minutes until Rapper again pinged on the 
bowl.   The atmosphere of Meeting was now transformed into one of deliberation. 
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   ‘I think’, said Rapper gently,’ that that brings us to the issue of what we can do about it.   
For this calendar year the grant is M50,000.   Yesterday evening I looked at the expenditure 
file. 

   She crossed to the flip chart beside the table and turned the first sheet over to reveal the 
stats:  

          BUILDING MATERIALS   -              20,000 

          AGRICULTURAL SUPPLIES   -       15,000 

          FISHING   -                                           2,000 

          ART AND CRAFT MATERIALS   -    2,500 

          SPORTS EQUIPMENT   -                     2,500 

           MAINTENANCE   -                              5,000 

           MISCELLANEOUS   -                          3,000 

   ‘That comes to M50,000 – some of it already spent.   Over to you’, she said, resuming her 
seat. 

    

   ‘We can cut out new sports equipment’, said Mars Bar, basso profundo.   ‘Keep it at zero 
next year.’ 

   ‘Thanks, Mars Bar’, said Rapper.   ‘Suppose we go down the list.   Building Materials.’ 

   McSporran spoke up:  ‘That’s out of our hands.   It depends on how many newcomers the 
Regime sends us’. 

   ‘O.K.’, said Sheba, ‘but they don’t all need a new cabin.   People could share’. 

      Right’, said Amanda.   ‘There are couples sharing leaving an empty cabin and there are 
also friendships where they could live together O.K.’ 

   Sinbad joined in:  ‘So we don’t need to build any new cabins – just import a few beds’. 

   Rapper suggested moving on to Agricultural Supplies. 

   One of the Senior Growers, Bert Mulch, spoke in his slow, rustic Hampshire tones: ‘Out of 
that M15,000 half of it was new equipment and tools.   As the area under cultivation has 
grown along with the number of workers, we’ve needed new gear.   We could put a stop to 
that.   We could introduce a system of sharing shift by shift and plot by plot – moving tools 
and equipment where they’re needed next’. 
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   Another Senior Grower, Bob Root, joined in with his Norfolk voice:  ‘Out of the remaining 
M7,500 we could make savings by cutting out imported fertiliser and conditioner.   Increase 
the seaweed harvest and get Islanders to be a lot stricter about recycling compostable waste.   
And don’t forget - human shit’s fine.’ 

   There was an embarrassed frisson round the room and Bob went on hastily:  ‘No, really’, he 
said, ‘Just mix it with other waste, mix in a bit of sand or soil’.   The embarrassment turned to 
laughter as a few jokes circulated.    

   ‘Passing lightly over that’, said Rapper, ‘I don’t think I’ll ask for a vote on that motion’.  
(Groans)   ‘How about  Fishing?’ 

   Neptune, another volunteer, stood up and addressed them in his slightly hoarse Whitby 
voice: ‘Yeah, well, that M2,000 was mainly importing individual coracles.   Maybe we could 
learn to make them ourselves.   We’ve got the wood’. 

   ‘Easy’, said Billy Fixit, Senior Carpenter.   ‘I’ll show you.   Anyone can do it.’ 

   ‘Great, Billy,’ said Neptune.   ‘Apart from new boats we can get by on next to nothing.   
And a new fleet of coracles will increase the catch no end.   And maybe have a system where 
every Islander spends a day a week out in a coracle.   We could double our exports at least.’   
There was enthusiastic agreement. 

   ‘Art and Craft Materials’, said Rapper.   ‘Perhaps I could ... unless anyone? ... No? ... Well, 
our most profitable exports are the ‘I’m an Islander’ embroidered tops – tees and vests.   Then 
come the ‘I’m an Islander’ knitted shoulder bags, and then the painted tableware with our 
logo.’ 

   Harry Dawlish intervened:  ‘Forgive me if I’m speaking out of turn here, but isn’t 
embroidery something of an expensive luxury?    The USP is the slogan and the logo, not the 
embroidery.   All you need is stamps.   Churn ‘em out by the second and no imported cotton 
needed’. 

   There was general agreement.   ‘It would increase productivity no end,’ agreed Rapper.   
‘Shall we look at Maintenance?’ 

   ‘Shall I?’ said Immy from beside her:  ‘I had a look at the file first thing this morning and a 
lot of it was one-offs with some of the items put in Maintenance to keep them off individual 
budgets – the new chill cabinet in the Shop, repairs to fishing boats, whitewashing the glass-
houses.   It looks as though we’d better stick items like this in departmental budgets.   The 
same goes for Miscellaneous’. 

   ‘Thanks, Immy’, said Rapper.   ‘Over to you’, she said, opening her arms to the audience. 

    Next up was Terra.  Again she had positioned herself halfway down on the right.  ‘To get 
the balance of payments in surplus we’re going to have to make major changes.   In the past 
twelve months our rainfall has dropped from its usual 20 inches to just 17.  This might be 
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something to do with climate change, in which case we can’t guarantee a return to 20 inches.  
I’m aware that the Mainland is experiencing much more rain with flooding but they’re 
temperate and we’re Mediterranean.   I recommend that we move away from oilseed rape in 
favour of sunflowers which have a significantly lower water footprint.   This could feature in 
our marketing, besides which rapeseed oil is still a niche market and sunflower oil is already 
broadly based.   We must immediately create much more arable land for sunflowers. 

   We must go all out to increase production of our tee shirts and vests and we must get hold 
of at least twenty stamps.   They can be mass produced given the machinery but we still 
adhere to Primo’s policy of intermediate technology and I’m sure nobody would wish to 
change that.   Further, with the news that our tops are beginning to sell in Europe and the 
USA we must open up markets in the Middle East, the Far East, Oceania, and Latin America.     

  The suspension of new build releases wood, so we need volunteers to come and show us 
how to make furniture for export ... distressed  pine is especially fashionable at the moment.  

   To keep costs down – thus keeping our export prices competitive – we must all work 6 hour 
shifts for the same pay.   This must also apply to non-productive work in the interests of 
solidarity. 

 The gift of M500 to newcomers must stop immediately.   They’ll be berthed with existing 
Islanders who can let them share things until they’re earning.’ 

   Terra sat down to a tumult of agreement amid a loud clatter of applause. 

   ‘Follow that’, laughed Rapper.   She invited further comment but no-one responded.   ‘You 
get all that, Immy?’   He nodded.   ‘O.K.   Immy’ll write up the minutes and send them round 
by biker.   Let’s all do some thinking and come back in one week’s time and have a debate 
and vote on the proposed changes and any others we come up with.’   And she raised her 
voice against the clatter of chairs as people rose:  ‘I must just say ... the cooks have asked for 
our co-operation as we are so many ... can we do two sittings? ... now and half an hour’s time.   
Perhaps those who don’t mind eating in half an hour could leave for the time being ...’ 

 

*          *          * 

   As Harry was strolling away towards the coastal path he was overtaken by a striding Terra 
...  her hair, her flared miniskirt, her race-horse legs.   Her back was so straight you could lay 
a pool cue vertically from the back of her head to her backside. Before she could get out of 
earshot, he called out:  ‘Another excellent speech’. 

   Twenty yards ahead of him she stopped and turned and looked him full in the face with her 
neutral gaze:  ‘Your eyes are my cage:  your mind my prison’, she stated flatly. 

   And she strode on her way, leaving Harry standing, and was soon out of sight. 
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   When he recovered, he continued his pre-lunch stroll round the coastal path.      A few 
minutes later he heard running steps behind him and turned to find Rooney catching up with 
him. 

   ‘Hi’, said Rooney, falling in with him.   ‘Great goal Saturday.’ 

   ‘Thanks’, said Harry.   He had dragged it back to elude the defender then flipped it up for a 
volley which rocketed into the top right-hand corner.   They’d managed a creditable 2-2 draw 
against league leaders, Willow. 

   Rooney was in his mid twenties and a football freak.     But they soon got off football and 
Rooney asked Harry how long he’d got.   Harry told him ten years.   ‘You?’ 

   ‘Well’, said Rooney, ‘I’ve done my three years but, as you can see, I’m still here.’ 

   ‘How’s that?’ asked Harry. 

   ‘Have you heard about the REFAM programme?’   Harry shook his head. 

   ‘Well, it’s to kinda refamiliarise you with the Mainland gradually ... so it’s not too much of 
a shock to the system.   First off you stay in a hostel for a week then come back, then you stay 
there for a month, and then they help you find accommodation of your own but you still see 
someone at the hostel once a day.   Bit like probation.’ 

   ‘What happened?’ 

   ‘Well ... I couldn’t get my head round it.   After the first week I couldn’t wait to get back on 
the Island.   The faces in the streets ... full of misery, anger, pain.   The traffic, the noise, the 
filthy air.   How do they put up with it?  They’re all buying stuff they don’t need with money 
they haven’t got.  It’s as if, when they run out of ideas as to what to spend their money on, 
some silly idiot comes up with a new one.   ‘Yes ... Get into those annoying dusty little 
corners with KORNAVAC!’   They see an ad for a four-wheeler crossing deserts, climbing 
mountains.   ‘OO, just what I want for the school run.’  And watching TV makes you feel like 
a psychiatric patient.   And food has no nutrition ... it’s become part of the entertainment 
industry.   And the loneliness ... people wary of each other.  I mean ... here you’re never alone 
unless you want to be.’ 

   ‘So how did you fix it so you could stay?’ 

   ‘I’m not the first, apparently.   There are twenty or more of us.   All we have to do is see a 
counsellor once a week to talk it through till we feel ready to try again.   None of us have so 
far.   Anyway ... I’ll get on.   See you.’ 

   And Rooney continued his run. 

 

*          *          * 
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   It was ten o’clock that evening.   Again Harry couldn’t see anything nor hear anything.   
Again he was plunged deeply into the sense deprivation of the Dark Room.   This time he 
wondered whether every visitor went clockwise as he had done.   This time he started on his 
right and felt his way forward searching for feet.   There didn’t seem to be anyone on the 
right.  Was there anyone there at all?   Had it ever happened that someone had turned up 
gagging for it and found no-one there?    

   Eventually he found a pair of slender feet on their own and he was surprised to find the feet 
clad in tights.   As he stroked the feet and the trim ankles, a hand touched his hair briefly then 
stroked his cheek.   Her legs were apart and Harry hoisted himself on to the mattress to his 
right of her and caressed each shapely leg in turn enjoying the eroticism of her tights and 
sensing in himself the first stirrings of an erection.    

   He decided to be slow.   Very slow.   So he stroked each leg in turn, reaching just beyond 
the knee and then returning again and again to her ankles.   Her legs were strong ... an 
athlete’s legs.   Could she be someone he knew?   She would be quite tall and fit.   His 
imagination roamed over the range of women he’d seen so far.   None leaped to mind as 
fitting the bill. 

   He had quite lost track of time.   His erection was now solid, ready and waiting.   Gently he 
moved his left hand beyond her left knee and caressed her thigh with exploratory fingertips.   
He came to the end of the tights which clung tight at the top halfway up her thigh.   He slowly 
moved his fingers higher and found that he was caressing an erect penis and he froze in 
shock.   He felt a hand stroking his hair. 

   Harry had never had a physical homosexual experience.   But he was ready to declare that 
he was no stranger to attraction towards certain men. He had long believed that the difference 
between heterosexual and homosexual was a difference of degree, not of kind.  Harry was 
large and he tended to be attracted to small, effeminate men.     There had been several 
occasions when both he and the other man would refer to wives or girlfriends with a neurotic 
insistence.   There was a time when he thought he could spot a gay man on sight but, when 
they invariably turned out to be hetero, he was doomed to the conclusion that it was all down 
to him.   In the showers he had always found the sight of an unusually large penis exciting.   
And he would be the first to admit that he had from time to time lingered pruriently over the 
shots of men on the gay channels on T.V. 

   The shock had died down a little.   Instinct kept his hand at the root of the sharply erect 
penis.   The man’s hand was still gently stroking his hair.   With his heart pounding and with 
an almost dizzying sensation of sexual adventure Harry moved his hand up the penis.   It 
turned out to be quite the biggest he had ever come across.   He couldn’t quite close his 
fingers and thumb round it.   And, as his left hand travelled slowly up its vertical length, he 
realised that his two hands, one on top of the other, would scarcely encompass it.   A condom 
was tightly in place.   The hand continued stroking his hair gently, slowly. 
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   And Harry held the penis with exactly the same pressure he would give his own and began 
firmly moving the foreskin up and down the vast shaft.   Eventually the hand gripped his hair 
and Harry knew to speed up and the penis pulsed and pulsed and pulsed and pulsed as the 
hand rubbed his head.   And, as the pulses waned, the edge left the penis and the hand 
resumed its gentle stroking. 

   Harry’s heart was pounding fit to burst and he was breathing hard as though he’d just 
sprinted a hundred metres.   He removed his hand and the man sat up and cradled his head 
and pulled it towards him and the man kissed him with softly open lips and Harry got caught 
up in it and absorbed the kiss with parted lips until he had to draw it to a close.   As he moved 
away, the man put his arm round Harry’s shoulders and held him but Harry pulled away, 
clambered off the mattress and staggered for the door. 

 

CHAPTER  12 

 

   Early next morning Harry felt that he’d run far enough and slowed to a comfortable walk.   
He was on the southern stretch of the coastal path between Willow and Fir so he was half 
expecting to meet sporty types or fisherfolk.   But he was soon to see walking towards him a 
middle-aged woman who at first sight at least was unlikely to be either.   She was seriously 
thin with skeletal features and an ankle- length home-made denim skirt.   Her black hair hung 
long and loose.   But the most striking thing about her was her large dark glasses.   In the 
absence of leisure wear they gave her a sinister look.   She stopped in her tracks and 
confronted him. 

   ‘You’re new’, she stated. 

   ‘That’s right.   Harry Dawlish’, he said, offering a hand.    

   ‘Cassandra’, she said, offering a bony hand which had all the warmth of a bag of frozen 
peas.   Harry had already picked up the Islanders’ habit of openness: 

   ‘The glasses’, he said.   ‘Why ... on a cloudy day?’ 

   ‘Medicinal purposes.’ 

   ‘Meaning?’ 

   ‘I see too much without them ... often things that are ... unpleasant.’ 

   ‘Such as?’ 

   ‘Before I put them on this morning ... I thought it was early enough for there to be no-one ... 
the hugging crab of a cancer, and an omnivorous ulcer like a tiny, sucking black hole.   I see 
in metaphor.’ 
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   ‘Do you tell people?’ 

   ‘Only if they ask me.’ 

   ‘And do they?’ 

   ‘People know where I live.’ 

   ‘How long have you had this ability?’ 

   ‘Since I was a little girl.   But that’s enough about me.   How about you?’ 

   ‘Nothing to say really.’ 

   ‘I don’t believe you.’ 

   ‘What makes you say that?’ 

   ‘Everybody has something to say.’ 

   ‘You want me to say ‘I’m a journalist’?’ 

   ‘You know that’s not what I want you to say.’   Cassandra removed her dark glasses and 
gazed at him unblinkingly with deep brown eyes.   ‘What ... are ... you?’ 

   ‘I’m a winner, I’m a loser ... I’m a saint and a sinner ... I’m an optimist and a pessimist ... 
I’m a lover and a fighter.   Shall I go on?’ 

   Cassandra surveyed him steadily: 

   ‘Are you becoming or being?’   Harry thought about it. 

   ‘Sometimes one, sometimes the other.’ 

   ‘What’s the difference?’ 

   ‘Becoming’s learning ... being is ... kinda sitting back.’ 

   ‘Sitting back?’ 

   ‘Yeah ... kinda passive.’ 

   ‘Being is passive?’ 

   ‘Yup .... reckon so.’ 

     She replaced her dark glasses and walked on. 

  

*      *      * 
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   At nine o’clock Harry presented himself at plot 14 which turned out to be a group of half a 
dozen four foot raised beds each about the length of a cricket pitch.   The double digging had 
lent them fresh mounds like recent graves.   It looked as if they weren’t yet under cultivation. 

   Bert Mulch, Senior Grower, was a rosy cheeked old Hampshire man in his sixties: 

   ‘You Harry?’ 

   That’s right.’   They shook hands. 

   ‘I’m Bert.   We grow everything here from asparagus to zucchini.   You have to say 
‘zucchini’.   It’s the Italian for courgettes and, if you say ‘everything from asparagus to 
courgettes’, no-one’s impressed.  Let me just clock you in.’   And Harry handed over his 
paycard.   ‘Ole Gulliver ain’t as punctual as you.’ 

   ‘Gulliver?’ 

   ‘Yeah.   He’ll be your compadre here for a while.   You can see the beds are ready to go but 
we’re just waiting for delivery of a load of manure from the goat paddock.  They’ll bring it 
over in barrows. What I want you to do is make brick paths between the beds.   There’s a pile 
of old bricks over there and here’s a mallet and a bolster chisel to get the old mortar off.’   
And he gave Harry a wood and iron mallet and a short iron chisel with a four inch blade.   
‘Let me just show you where I’ve started.’ 

   And Bert took him to the first plot where two lengths of 4 by 1 had been staked in like 
railway tracks the width of a pair of bricks and there were three pairs of neat bricks 
embedded evenly between the wooden edging.    

   ‘If you want to make a start chipping the old mortar off those bricks and then, when you’re 
ready to place them, there’s a pile of 4 by 1 over there and some stakes.   I hope that Gulliver 
ain’t too long ... I’m supposed by setting on another pair on 15.’ 

   A few minutes later they were joined by an apologetic looking young man.   He was tall 
and slender with shoulder-length blond curls and almost feminine eyes, cheekbones, and lips. 

   ‘Now then, Gulliver,’ said Bert, ‘let me just clock you in and I’ll be away.   You’ll be 
working with Harry, here – O.K?’ 

   ‘Yes ... sorry, Bert.’ 

   ‘That’s O.K. sunshine – not as bad as yesterday!’   And Bert loped away. 

   Gulliver’s voice was neutral and soft and he sounded tense.   Harry looked up from his 
chipping: 

   ‘Hello ... I’m Harry.   And you’re Gulliver?’ 
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   ‘Yes ... that’s right.   I’d better start at the other end.’   And Gulliver went to fetch two 
lengths of 4 by 1 and some stakes and deposited them at the far end of the bed on the other 
side.  Then he barrowed over a pile of bricks and started chipping away at them. It occurred 
to Harry that Gulliver might have started on the other side of the bed where he was working 
so they could chat.   But he let it go.   He also had to remind himself that, because he could 
see how physically attractive a man was, didn’t mean that the man was gay.   He continued 
comfortably chipping away at the bricks.    

   Eventually they coincided placing bricks halfway along the bed.   Harry paused: 

   ‘How long have you been here, Gulliver?’ 

   ‘Two years.’   He didn’t look up. 

   ‘You got long to go?’   No eye contact from Gulliver.   And no reply. 

   ‘What other jobs have you done?’   

   ‘There are times when I think I’m a bit of a cunt.’  And Gulliver broke down in tears, rose, 
and stumbled away along the path by which he’d arrived. 

 

CHAPTER  13 

 

   That evening Rapper was making her way round the outcrop of rocks that separated the 
Beech Community from Harry Dawlish’s cabin.   As she approached, she saw Harry sitting 
on his terrace with faint sounds of what must be a violin concerto coming from inside.   She 
stepped on to the terrace. 

   ‘Hello, Harry.   I hope I’m not intruding.’ 

   ‘Not at all, Rapper.   Have a seat.’   And he indicated the chair beside him. 

   ‘What wonderful music!’ 

   ‘Lovely isn’t it.   Bruch’s First Violin Concerto.’ 

   She reached into her duffel bag. 

   ‘I wondered if we could share this.’   And she offered him a bottle of an opaque juice. 

   ‘It’s my home-made apple juice ... Bramleys, eaters, and a thumb of root ginger.’ 

   ‘Thanks ... I’ll get a couple of mugs.’ 
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   As they sipped the juice, Rapper picked up:  ‘I thought I’d just drop by to see how you’re 
getting along’. 

   ‘You’re very welcome. This juice is terrific.  I’m fine.   I enjoyed learning how to build a 
cabin with Hank and this morning I did my first shift as a grower’s assistant.’ 

   ‘Primo would be a little critical.’ 

   ‘’How do you mean?’ 

   ‘Well ... he was always sad that, when people are asked what they do or who they are, we 
always reply in terms of our job.   So ... I’m afraid you’re guilty of MT.’ 

   ‘Mainland Thinking huh?   You remind me of Cassandra.   She insisted that I told her who I 
am rather than just saying ‘a journalist’.’ 

   ‘Oh yes ... she would!   I’m so glad you’ve met her.   Have you made any friends yet?’ 

   ‘I get on fine with Mars Bar.’ 

   ‘Oh yes!   We all do’, she laughed. 

   ‘But as for friendships ... well, no, not really.   I was working with Gulliver this morning.   
Hadn’t met him before.   What can you tell me about him?’ 

   ‘Something must have happened.’   Harry looked uncomfortable.   She recognised a 
delicacy in him.   He was searching for words ...  or debating. 

   ‘Well ... I tried chatting and ...’ 

   ‘He found it difficult?’ 

   ‘Well, yes.   He ran off actually.’ 

   ‘Don’t blame yourself.   He’s ... very ... sensitive.   I’d better explain.   Gulliver is a 
published poet who’s bi-polar.   His problem is that, if he takes medication, it dulls his 
creativity.   You caught him during the depressive stage which is his usual.   Every now and 
then he has a manic phase and that’s when he never sleeps and the poetry flows.   On 
medication it doesn’t.’ 

   ‘Poor devil’, said Harry, leaning forward to recharge her glass.   ‘But ... in the depressed 
state, isn’t he a suicide risk?’ 

   ‘Absolutely.   But we’re doing what we can.   Usually the Temple and the helpmates are 
passive ... lying in wait ... but with Gulliver ... Mermaid is his personal helpmate and she 
visits him twice a day.   And he has a session of art therapy once a week with Terra.’ 

   ‘Terra!’ 
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   ‘Yes ... you’ll have noticed her at Meeting.   Quite a woman!’ 

   ‘Yes, indeed!   So ... she’s an art therapist.’ 

   ‘Yes.   And an artist.’ 

   ‘Does she live at Ash?’ 

   ‘Oh no, not Terra!   She lives in a tent in the woods and she keeps on the move like Primo.’  

   ‘What sort of paintings?’ 

   ‘She’s influenced mainly by Ivon Hitchens.   You know?’ 

   ‘Afraid not.’ 

   ‘She particularly responds to his later work ... rich, deep colours ... kind of Neo-
Impressionist Abstraction if that makes any sense?’ 

   ‘Sorry.’ 

   ‘She looks at natural scenes and sees shapes ...rhythms ... colours ... textures ... and she 
represents them in swathes and sweeps and stipple and stooks.   Like Gulliver her real name 
is pretty well known on the Mainland.’ 

   ‘There’s somebody else I’ve met.   I don’t know his name but ... well ... he was racing 
about the place counting words.’ 

   ‘Oh ... you mean Walker.’   Rapper pondered.   How much to tell him?   If not now, when? 

   ‘It’s a long story.’ 

   ‘Don’t worry ... the company and the juice are good.’    

   ‘Well ... the Brangwell assassination.’   Harry nodded.   She was referring to the shooting 
by an unknown assailant of the Leader of the Opposition three years before.   His body had 
been found in his car to the side of the road in woodland not far from where he lived.   He 
had been shot once through the temple.   The time of death was estimated at between 
midnight and one a.m.   There were no clues whatsoever as to the identity of the killer. 

   ‘Walker’, continued Rapper, ‘suffers from D.I.D – Dissociative Identity Disorder.’ 

   ‘What we used to call split personality?’ 

   ‘Right.   In Walker’s case there are three we know about.   ‘Walker’ seems to be an alter 
with the host as ‘Fergus’.   In other words Fergus is his usual personality with Walker as an 
alternative.    There are a couple of things we don’t know:  we don’t know his core 
personality – the one he was born with – and we don’t know if he has any other alters, apart 
from Assassin.   He’s been here three years.   He arrived shortly after the assassination. 
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   We believe the Regime recruited him from a psychiatric hospital knowing him to be a 
victim of child abuse – sexual, satanic, a cult ... whatever – and knowing him to be D.I.D. 
they knew he’d be open to post-hypnotic programming.   They programmed him to be a killer 
with amnesia afterwards.   Untraceable.   Then they dumped him here.   Waiting for an 
opportunity to use him.’ 

   ‘What can be done to help him?’ 

   ‘Like Gulliver he’s got a personal helpmate – Aurora – she visits him daily and sits with 
him, checking him out.   The problem is ... what else can we do?   If we try to allow him to 
uncover his childhood traumas, the effect on him could be devastating.   What’s so wrong 
about D.I.D.?   It’s only a defence mechanism like the ones you and I use.’ 

   ‘Are Fergus and Walker different?’ 

   ‘Very much so.   You’ve met Walker.   How would you describe him? 

   ‘Tense, nervous energy, close to panic, staring eyes.’ 

   ‘Fergus is a laid back Scotsman with a perfect Edinburgh accent who reads Lewis Grassic 
Gibbon.’ 

   ‘Does Fergus know about Walker?’ 

   ‘It is possible for a D.I.D. to dialogue with himself but no-one’s ever heard him doing it.   
Whether he does it privately, of course, we can’t know.’ 

   ‘If Fergus is the host, how long does he usually spend as Walker?’ 

   ‘Walker is only when he’s out and about.’ 

   ‘What does he do about money as Walker?’ 

   ‘We have a shop tax that finances a welfare programme to help the sick, injured ... and the 
D.I.D.’ 

   They paused in thought.   They were aware that the light was fading. 

   ‘I’d better make a move’, said Rapper. 

   ‘Before you go ... when you asked me not to answer ‘How are you?’ in terms of work ... let 
me ask you ... How are you?’   Rapper frowned: 

   ‘Hmm ... I’m feeling good about our chat ... I’m hoping you’re not lonely out here ... and 
I’m feeling anxious about tomorrow’s Meeting.’ 

   And she opened her arms to him: 

   ‘Come here’, she said, and held him. 
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   ‘Don’t hug me back’, she said.   And held him for some time until she sensed him withdraw 
slightly. 

   ‘See you’, she said. 

   ‘Thanks for calling’, he said.   ‘And thanks for the lovely juice.’ 

   And then she wandered away towards the rocks and the steep steps up to the path.   Still 
anxious about tomorrow’s Meeting. 

 

 

CHAPTER  14 

 Rapper had sent a message round by biker saying that the next day’s Meeting wouldn’t 
merely be to rubber-stamp the austerity measures.   There was also something urgent to 

discuss.   She was pleased to see a good turn-out ... 120 or so.   Immy had written up all the 
proposals and circulated them and they all went through on the nod. 

   It was then that Rapper produced a piece of paper and laid it on the table in front of her.   
Those at the front could see that it was a letter that was beautifully hand-written in italic 
calligraphy. 

   ‘Yesterday’, she said, ‘I received this letter from Primo’.   There was a buzz of interest 
round the room.   This was a first in their memory.   ‘’My friends’,’ read Rapper.  And there 
was a sudden hush.   ‘’I’m sorry to have to bring you such sad news but last night I was 
obliged to witness a very upsetting event.   Deep in the woods a group of three men roasted 
one of our dear goats on a fire and then ate it.    I’m sure you’ll understand when I admit that 
I was unable to identify them but one of them was a large man with an unusual eye.   I’m sure 
you’ll join me in my compassion for these unhappy people and in my hope that Meeting in its 
wisdom will come up with ways in which we can help these men learn from this tragic event.   
As ever, my heart goes out to you.   Primo’.’ 

   An angry hubbub rose immediately and one or two people stood up and shouted over the 
noise.   Rapper heard ‘Roast them over a fire!’ and ‘Kick ‘em off  the Island’, ‘Yeah ... drown 
them while you’re at it’.   She let the anger run its course.   When the uproar quietened, she 
resumed: 

   ‘From Primo’s description it would appear that one of the men is Bullseye.   I don’t see him 
here.’   One or two people looked round angrily. 

   ‘But I wonder if any of the other three are here.   If so, please show yourself.’ 

   Again people looked round but no-one responded. 

   ‘Well, said Rapper, ‘the question is What happens next?   Over to you.’ 
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   Several hands went up 

   ‘Grey Wolf’, said Rapper.   Grey Wolf ... shaman ...in his mid fifties ... shoulder-length 
grey hair ...  skinny ... two lengths of brown beads.   A respectful silence fell. 

   ‘There’s a lot of anger in the room,’ began Grey Wolf.   ‘I have it, too.   And a sadness too 
deep for words ...’ 

   His voice was gentle but the hurt and anger could be detected. 

‘ ... It’s just devastating to think of one of our beloved goats ... who give us so much ... 
selflessly ... can have been treated in this ...nightmare manner.  One of our best friends ...’ 

   And Grey Wolf’s voice cracked and he was clearly incapable of continuing,   There were 
mutterings and murmurs of sympathy.   Hands went up. 

   ‘Mongoose’, said Rapper.   Mongoose ... 30-odd ... nut-brown ... wiry ... serious runner 
timing himself round the coastal path: 

   ‘Right with you, Grey Wolf.’   His warm Scouse voice was angry.   ‘But it’s no good just 
staying angry.   Let’s move to what we can do about it.   At the moment the heaviest penalty 
is 6 months Cold Shoulder.   With these three that’s just laughable.   They’re already out on a 
limb:  it won’t worry them at all.   Besides, they’ll have each other.’ 

   And he sat down amid murmurings of approval.   Next up was Silas ... 50-ish ... Senior 
Goatherd ... volunteer.  His South Welsh voice was strained: 

   ‘We have to look at the implications.   We need a deterrent.   6 months CS isn’t enough.   
They’d do it again.   For my part I’ll organise a watch on the goat paddock 24-7.’   Murmurs 
of agreement and sympathy. 

   Next was Cassandra, shaking her long, black hair from her face.   Her older voice 
introduced an element of calm:   

   ‘We’re all very upset and very angry.   But we shouldn’t be talking about punishment in the 
midst of all this collective anger.   Primo mentioned ‘compassion’ and ‘learning’’. 

   Rapper intervened:  ‘I’m calling a Loggerheads’.   And she gently pinged the singing bowl 
and the soft reverberation flowed round the crowded room and, as it gradually receded, like a 
widening ripple on an expanse of still water, it brought peace to the troubled gathering. 

   Five minutes later Rapper again pinged the bowl and slowly people emerged and gradually 
returned to the here and now. 

   ‘So what we need now’, she said quietly, ‘is just ... what are we going to do about it?’   By 
now the mood had been transformed into one of contemplation.   Cassandra again: 



57 

 

   ‘We’re indebted to Silas and we must all do all we can to help by volunteering to guard the 
goat paddock, especially at night.’   She turned to Silas.   ‘I’ll do tonight.   How about ten till 
six?’ 

   ‘I’ll be with you’, said Silas.   There was a light rattle of applause.   ‘I’ll put a timetable up 
on the paddock gate for people to put their names on.   I suggest we do it in pairs ... four 
hours at a time.   If Cassandra and I do ten till two tonight, we’ll need two volunteers to do 
two till six.’   And the offers flowed in. 

   ‘Thanks, everyone’, said Rapper.   ‘Any thoughts as to what we can do about the three 
men?’ 

   Spartacus ... mid-twenties ... shaven-headed ... lifted weights ... East London: 

   ‘We have a problem.   We’ve only identified one of the three and he’s unlikely to tell us 
who the others are.   They could even be here now laughing behind their hands.’   He looked 
round suspiciously.   ‘To condemn Bullseye to 6 months CS would be like giving Adolf 
Hitler a hundred lines.’ 

   Silas: ‘So we just let him off?’ 

   Spartacus:  ‘What else do you suggest?’ 

   Silas:   ‘The stocks.’ 

   Spartacus:   ‘Oh yeah!   And how would you get him into them?   It’d take more than you 
and me together.’ 

   Mars Bar:  ‘I’d help’.   There was laughter ... a mix of affection and respect.   As well as 
amusement at the bizarre images. 

   Cassandra:   ‘Remember what Primo said.’ 

   Silas:   ‘So what do we do?   Hug him to death?’   Again a buzz of chatter broke out as 
Meeting wrestled with the dilemma.   Rapper let it run a while then broke in: 

   ‘Can I suggest something?   We haven’t got an appropriate punishment so it’s maybe better 
to forget about punishment altogether.   We’ve got a guard system coming and I’ll get on to 
the sheep people and get them to do the same.   O.K. Tom?’   Tom, Senior Shepherd, nodded.   
‘What I could do is confront Bullseye and make it absolutely clear to him just how disgusted 
and angry we all are and tell him to pass it on to his mates.   O.K?’ 

   There was a murmur of agreement. 

   ‘O.K.   Any other business?   No?   Well, finally, it’s such a good turnout again that the 
cooks have asked for two lunch sittings again.’ 
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CHAPTER  15 

 

     Remembering that Bullseye hadn’t attended the Meeting and that all work for the morning 
had been cancelled Rapper guessed she’d find him at home.  Better to get it over with right 
away.  She decided to skip lunch – just took an apple from the kitchen – and set off for Beech 
where Bullseye was one of the odds and sods.   He had taken a cabin in the main Beech 
community round the corner from Harry Dawlish when Big Sal moved out to live with her 
partner, Napoleon, at Oak. 

   As she descended the steps to Beech, she was surprised to hear loud music coming from a 
cabin.   Islanders lived with their doors and windows open so they had an unwritten rule that 
no-one would play music too loud.   Although ‘music’ wouldn’t be the word she’d apply to 
the heavy bass cacophony that pounded into the midday air. 

   As she approached the cabins, she saw Mermaid at her door waving at her urgently.  She 
went inside Mermaid’s cabin and Mermaid banged the door shut.  Rapper noticed that the 
windows were closed. 

   ‘It’s that Bullseye’, complained Mermaid, bitterly, in her soft Brummie voice.   ‘It’s awful.   
It goes on at night, too.   We’ve complained to him but he ... well ... I don’t know if you know 
what he’s like.’ 

   ‘I did his induction’, said Rapper, non-commitally. 

   ‘Day and night.   And he just ignores us.   Cassius says he’s leaving and I must say I’m 
thinking about it, too.   It’s just that I’ve always liked it here ... till now.   Can you try, 
Rapper?   He might listen to you.’ 

   ‘I’ll do what I can, Mermaid’, said Rapper, soothingly.  ‘It might be an idea to bring it up at 
Meeting.’ 

   ‘Yeah ... I’ll do that.’ 

   And Rapper walked to the next cabin where the noise was coming from.   She knocked on 
the open door loud enough to be heard and Bullseye’s coarse East London voice shouted 
‘Come’. 

   Inside she saw Bullseye ... the shaven head, the tattoos, the wild eye ...  slumped on his 
settee, his feet on a chair.   Beside him was a plate with bits of crust from a pizza left on it.    

   ‘Hiya, Rapper’, he shouted.   ‘Have a seat.’   And he pointed to a chair beside the table. 

   ‘What can I do for you?’ he shouted. 

   ‘You could start by turning that music down.’ 
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   He looked her in the eye thoughtfully.   Then went to his player and turned it off. 

   ‘That do for you?’ 

   ‘Thank you’, she said, still not sure of her approach.   And she believed in being prepared. 

   ‘You seem to want to annoy people’, she said, quietly. 

    His right eye viewed her quizzically:  his left veered away violently.   He was wearing a 
sawn-off tee shirt revealing tattoos like chainmail the length of his right arm.  She could see 
musculature that spoke of many hours before the nazissistic mirrors of a gym.   The whole set 
of the man was aggressive.   As was his voice when he replied: 

   ‘Always been a bit of a rebel’.   He eyed her as if anticipating her response by the glint of 
sardonic humour at the edge of his good eye.    

   Her problem was that she’d never been one to pull rank:  indeed, she had committed herself 
to the level playing field in all her relationships in all their contexts, and never more than as 
Chief Host.   She was aware that for Primo the role of Chief Host had never been envisaged 
as one of rank.   He saw it as a facilitating role, an enabling role:  Chief Host was there to 
help, not rule.    

   ‘We know that you and two other men killed and ate one of our goats.’ 

   ‘Do you now!’ 

   ‘This morning’s Meeting unanimously condemned the act.’ 

   ‘And you’re wondering what to do about it.’ 

   She continued to look him in the eye but then let her gaze drop as she pondered what the 
hell to say next. 

   ‘Six months CS?’ he pursued. 

   Despite herself she found herself smiling: 

   ‘It was decided that that would be pointless.’ 

   ‘Damn right!’ 

   In the pause that followed Rapper was appalled to see that the expression in his eye was 
designed to tell her that he was entertaining sexual images of her.  His eye flickered over her 
breasts.  She had the unfamiliar sensation of feeling vulnerable before a man’s unrefined 
maleness and she didn’t like it.   She recognised that the insolent glance was meant to be seen 
and that it was more to do with power than sex. 
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   ‘So all I can do is express to you the revulsion and anger people feel at what you did.   It 
would help me if you’d give me the names of the other two so I can have a word with them as 
well.’ 

   ‘No chance.’ 

   Rapper shrugged and rose to leave. 

   ‘Oh ... and I’ve had a complaint about your loud music.   Can you make it so only you can 
hear it, please?’ 

   ‘Yes, of course, Chief Host’, said Bullseye earnestly.   ‘Oh, and by the way,  I’m thinking 
of putting a proposal to the next Meeting:  We believe that instead of putting up with ‘orrible 
goat milk, yoghurt, and cheese we should roast ‘em all for meat.   Yes or No?  What do you 
think would happen?’ 

   ‘Only your two chums would support you.’ 

   ‘You reckon?’   And he grinned evilly. 

   As Rapper walked back to the Office, she realised she wasn’t so sure after all.   Soon her 
thoughts turned to Bullseye and her own sexuality.   Rapper had given what vestige of her 
virginity remained to the young man on the dodgems when the fair came to town.    He 
looked like a Spanish gipsy with his long black hair.   He was slim in vest and jeans and 
leaped from dodgem to dodgem like a dancer.   His name was Caspar and he shared, not a 
gipsy caravan, but a two-berth holiday caravan with Roger on the coconut shy.   Caspar had 
been a passionate and diligent lover.    

*          *          * 

   The new shift system was 8-2 and 2-8 and, when Harry turned up at the site at five to eight 
the next morning, he was surprised to find Gulliver already there, sawing pointed ends to 
eighteen inch stakes of 2 by 1 to support the side wood on the brick paths. 

   ‘Hi, Harry’, called Gulliver cheerily.   ‘I’ll just do a few more of these then I’ll join you 
chipping bricks.’   This time Harry noticed that Gulliver had a toff accent. 

   ‘Morning, Gulliver ... right’, said Harry.   He saw that there were no clean bricks ready so 
he set to with mallet and bolster chisel stripping the mortar off the old bricks.   In a few 
minutes Bert Mulch arrived and clocked them both in. 

   ‘Feeling more yourself this morning, Gulliver?’ 

   ‘And the top of the mornin’ to you’, replied Gulliver, in a creditable Irish accent. 

   When Gulliver had amassed a respectable pile of stakes, he joined Harry on the bricks. 

   ‘How’re you doing, Harry?’ 
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   ‘Not so bad.’ 

   ‘Do you like it here?’ 

   ‘It’s not exactly what I expected.’ 

   ‘More commune than penal colony, huh?’ 

   ‘That’s right.   I gather you’re a poet.’ 

   ‘I have my moments.’ 

   ‘Can you recite one to me?’ 

   ‘That’s it ... comics and poets...we’re the same.   Everyone saying ‘Tell us one’.   OK, then, 
you’re twisting my arm.   Here’s one I finished at dawn this morning.   Gulliver recited in a 
high, dramatic voice: 

On Scarsdale Pike 

 

He knew Time of old 

had drunk of learning in guru gouts 

scorned received matrices, dimensions, codes. 

 

But high on Scarsdale Pike 

amid pumice scree 

and untrodden turf like wire wool 

where damp, grey dawn evolved 

and enveloped him like a blush 

he grew 

and turned to the stars for talk. 

 

   ‘Wonderful’ said Harry. 

   ‘’Wonderful’?   Is that it?   Written in blood, mate ...Look!’   And he showed Harry an arm  
ornate with cutting scars that were clearly self-inflicted. 

   ‘From the cut of your jib,’ went on Gulliver, I’d guess you have fairly wide parameters.’ 
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   ‘Parameters?’ 

   ‘   ............   ‘ 

   ‘I hope so.’ 

   ‘How wide?’ 

   ‘I’m not sure how to measure.’ 

   ‘Where are you restricted?’ 

   ‘Give me a domain.’ 

   ‘So ... one dominant parameter is that your imagination can’t fly.   You need to be nailed 
down to reality.   You started off knowing what I meant and then, when the going got a bit 
tough, you pretended not to understand.   In your ideal relationship would you prefer to love 
or be loved the more?’ 

   ‘I’d want them to be equal.’ 

   ‘But you know that’s not possible.’ 

   ‘I disagree.   Hey, Gulliver!   Don’t you ever do gettin’- to- know- you talk?’ 

   ‘This is gettin’- to- know- you talk.   You’re very guarded.   In any relationship between 
two people qualities will vary.   One will be kinder, braver, funnier ... whatever.   They’ll 
always add up to 100% and be distributed unevenly.   And that includes love.   OK, the 
distribution will change over time and in different circumstances, but don’t give me that 50-
50 myth.   But back to you ... you may be very guarded but let’s see how much I know about 
you already ... OK?’ 

   ‘OK.’ 

   Gulliver narrowed his eyes, tilted his head, and gazed fixedly at Harry: 

   ‘You’re an only child ... you’re single ... never been married ...a few heterosexual affairs, 
maybe just one long lasting ...you’re from West Yorkshire and you’re a graduate in ... 
something literate ... rather than art or science.   OK so far?’ 

   ‘Impressive.’ 

   ‘Gettin’-to-know-you talk.   There are three kinds of people:  those to whom the future is 
threat, those to whom the future is opportunity, and those foolish enough to divide the world 
into three kinds of people.   Which are you?’ 

   ‘None of those.   You should have a category for those of us who just muddle along.’ 
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   ‘A guarded answer.   But it doesn’t gleam Harry.   Try to gleam.   You have a premature 
world weariness, Harry.   I sense a cynicism.’   He prepared himself for a quote: ‘’A cynic is 
someone who sees through everything, and therefore sees nothing’’. 

   ‘Who said that?’ 

   ‘Good question!   Talk to strangers like me, Harry, as if you’ve known them a long time, 
and to friends so that you re-earn their affection every time.   Jung believed in the collective 
unconscious ...at birth we inherit stuff ... mindsets, tastes, inhibitions ... you know?’ 

   ‘Yes ... like the fear of rats because of the bubonic plague.’ 

   ‘I don’t think he got it quite right.   I think it’s more to do with a sort of energy field outside 
us.   We tap into it on different frequencies.   The fear of rats is at a fairly low frequency 
whereas healing and writing poetry are at a high frequency.   We achieve the higher 
frequencies through trance.   Whirling dervishes do it by dance,  monks by meditation, 
healers by emptying themselves to achieve attunement to the healing energy.   I go into a 
trance and then I’m in the zone of alpha waves ... I’m available for poetry or sometimes 
improvement on something I’ve written ... I feel I’m vibing off a force ... an energy ... as if 
I’m just the medium ... as if there’s a kinda repository like a bank and we draw on it.’ 

   ‘But this is all speculative ... you can’t prove any of it.’ 

   ‘Dear Harry ... Alexander Pope gave us ‘Cold philosophy will clip an angel’s wings’.   Live 
with the angels, Harry.   But before I go, I must let you into a little secret that no-one on the 
Island knows to prove how fond of you I am.   There’s something in your level gaze that 
makes me trust you.’ 

   ‘Don’t tell me why you’re here.’ 

   ‘Wouldn’t dream of it, old fruit.’   And, looking to left and right, he dropped his voice to an 
urgent whisper:  ‘Beneath these clothes, I’m a woman. ...   People to see, places to go ... 
Adios!’   And with a graceful pirouette Gulliver made for the path and was gone. 

   Just before the end of the shift Bert turned up to clock them off: 

   ‘He’s off again, is he?’ 

   ‘Yes.’ 

   ‘When did he go?’ 

   ‘Five minutes ago.’ 

   ‘You sure?’ 

   ‘Yes.   He got caught short.’ 

   ‘I’ll believe you this time.’ 
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*          *          * 

 

   That afternoon Harry was sitting by his open window enjoying the sounds and scents of soft 
summer rain and hearing in the background  the tropical,  pulsing murmurings of Carlos 
Santana’s ‘Caravanserai’. 

   He opened Rumi at random: 

 

Reason, when you speak 

I cannot hear the Wise One. 

Even if you are as thin as a hair 

Still there’s no space for you. 

In the flaming Sun 

All bright lights are put to shame. 

   He’d done Philosophy subsid in his first year at Leeds.  He’d discovered that quite a few 
philosophers used reason to disqualify reason.   He’d abandoned Philosophy with the 
conviction that all properly and thoroughly conducted lines of reasoning ended in paradox.   
Wittgenstein’s Tractatus was a good example.   Harry preferred the flaming Sun and he 
mused on how much learning he’d done at university that was nothing to do with reason or 
university teachers:  There may have been maxims along the way ... Do as you would be done 
by ... but he was remembering influences ... Jed ... folk singer with his guitar and his own 
songs ... playing the festivals and pubs ... absolutely no bullshit ... dismissive ... living on the 
edge / Meg ... traveller ... India ... doing ashrams before he knew the word ... Paddy the 
Parson .. didn’t believe in God or Christianism ... not that you’d notice ... used the pulpit ... 
served people / Steve ... fellow student at Leeds doing Philosophy ... taking our lids off ... 
every statement considered ... questioning everything as if there was no tomorrow / Sandra ... 
so giving she gave nearly all her teaching earnings to Save the Children ... so giving in love 
she was hardly there / Dez the Dole ... cadging drinks ... integrity ... honour ... burned his 
PhD thesis page by page on a ceremonial fire on Woodhouse Moor / Mike ... blind poet ... 
strong / Kate ... newness ... challenge ... immediacy ... openness ... fearlessness ... lively eyes 
through her fair hair / Badger ... rugby player ... indefatigable ... relentless ... hard ... never 
vanquished, merely set back temporarily. 

O Thank You All 
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   Although he kept himself to himself in his splendid isolation this side of the rocks, he 
couldn’t help but be aware of recent shenanigans at Beech.   When he passed the cabins on 
his way to or from the coastal path steps, there was more often than not loud music coming 
from Bullseye’s cabin.   And he was aware from the grapevine that people were moving out.   
Throw in the goat business and Harry wasn’t in the least surprised to see Bullseye 
approaching his cabin with two henchmen on either side.   These would be the new occupants 
of the recently vacated cabins.   The rain had stopped and he saw that the three men all 
sported sawn-off tees with the skull and crossbones emblazoned on the front.   Harry went to 
the door. 

   ‘Hiya.   Mind if we come aboard?’ said Bullseye, not quite requesting. 

   ‘Welcome along’, said Harry.   ‘I’ll bring some seats out.’   And he fetched a couple of 
chairs and two mushroom wooden stools he’d had made by a carpenter.  

   ‘This is Critter and this is Varmint’, asserted Bullseye.   ‘Mates of mine.’   They shook 
hands.   They were all in their thirties.  Geezer was around 200 lbs of heavy flab and had a 
face like punched dough.   Varmint was a bit smaller than Geezer and had a face like a 
clenched fist.   Both, like Bullseye, were shaven-headed with tattoos.   Whereas Bullseye 
looked physically fit, his mates looked like pub brawlers.   The two newcomers sat 
awkwardly on the stools elbows on knees, inadvertently giving the impression that they were 
crapping.   Bullseye produced a packet of cigarettes. 

   ‘Smoke?’ 

   ‘I don’t, thanks’, said Harry.   The three of them lit up. 

   ‘Right’ stated Bullseye, ‘you’ve heard about the goat’.   

   ‘Yes’, replied Harry.   ‘It came up at Meeting yesterday.’ 

   ‘It was us three.   What do you make of it?’ 

   ‘Make of it?’ 

   ‘Yeah’. 

   ‘I don’t make anything of it.’ 

   ‘What’s your opinion?’ 

   ‘It’s political and I’m more used to observing politics rather than getting involved in them.’ 

   Critter and Varmint shifted on their stools.   Bullseye sucked on his cigarette, blew smoke 
towards Harry and eyed him with the one glittering eye consideringly. 

   ‘Sounds as if you’re not for us or against us.’ 

   ‘I suppose so’.   There was a pause.   Geezer did an exaggerated snore. 
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   ‘Nice place you’ve got here,’ pursued Bullseye. 

   ‘I like it.’ 

   ‘They tell me you’re some kinda journo.’ 

   ‘That’s right.’ 

   ‘Used to hedging your bets, right?’ 

   ‘Right.’   Bullseye grinned at him.   Harry continued:   ‘What are you planning to do, 
Bullseye?’ 

   ‘We believe in freedom ... democracy ... and we reckon it’s about time this place got a bit 
of freedom and democracy.  As far as I know, all this herb tea and denim uniform shit has 
never been voted on.   Anyway, I can see where you stand.   We’ll make a move.’ 

   As one Critter and Varmint stood up, picked up their stool, and, in silence, tore the three 
legs off.   They threw the bits on to the beach. 

   ‘See you’, grinned Bullseye.   And they turned and sauntered away. 

   Harry remained lost in thought for a while and then walked to the Office where he found 
Rapper.   He invited her to dinner that evening and she accepted with alacrity.   He stopped at 
the shop and bought stuff for a pizza and salad. 

 

 

CHAPTER  16 

 

   Back home Harry made his usual mix of 50-50 strong white and wholemeal bread flour.   
To the dried yeast in a bowl he added warm water and a pinch of sugar to excite it.   He 
didn’t add salt as so many recipes suggested because it would inhibit the rising.   When the 
yeast was frothing, he added it to the flour and continued to add warm water while mixing 
with a wooden spoon until it came to resemble a dough.   Then he scooped it out on to the 
floured work surface, gathered it into a ball, and began the delightful task of kneading it.   
When it was elastic and supple, he returned it to the bowl, poured on a little olive oil, and 
covered it with clingfilm.   In the summer it was warm enough for it to rise by a window. 

   In the meantime he prepared the topping of green pepper, mushrooms, spring onions, and 
pitted black olives – the oily, wrinkly ones.   Then he threw in some dried oregano.   For 
cheese he grated mozzarella and Emmental.   For a finishing touch he made a pesto sauce to 
add in blobs as they’d done in Nice. 
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He changed the music from Mozart to a recent acquisition – Darius Milhaud’s La Creation 
du Monde – relishing the unearthly, driving blend of Harlem jazz in a classical format.   He 
went out on to the terrace to enjoy the last of the sunshine.   He opened Rumi at random: 

I’m stubborn, ecstatic, and nosy; 

my friend so delicate, 

impatient and weary. 

Without a messenger between us 

how can we find harmony? 

We can only meet 

in God’s presence. 

 

Yup ... ‘stubborn, ecstatic, and nosy’ was him to a’ t’.  Maybe Rapper was ‘delicate, 
impatient, and weary’.   ‘Delicate’ ... maybe not physically but she chose her words carefully 
and well.   ‘Impatient’ ... she obviously liked to get things done.   ‘Weary’ ... the Chief Host 
role might be getting to her.   Images of her soothed his mind as his eyes closed.  

*          *          * 

 

   Time was getting on.   He had rolled the dough out to an even circle with a lip round the 
edge.   He was preheating the pizza tray with the oven on max.   He’d assembled the salad of 
crisp lettuce, cherry tomatoes, and chunks of cucumber and a vinaigrette of olive oil and 
balsamic vinegar.   It was then that he saw Rapper strolling along the beach towards him ... 
denim shirt, jeans, sandals, her hair, khaki shoulder-bag.   When she stepped smiling on to his 
terrace, something made him take a step towards her and embrace her, the size of her, an 
embrace she warmly enjoined and left gently after a few seconds. 

‘Pizza and salad OK?’ said Harry. 

‘Sounds great’, she said.   ‘I’ve brought a bottle of my elderflower cordial – needs diluting.’ 

‘Excellent’, said Harry.   ‘I’ve got some chilled water in the fridge.   Let’s have a drink out 
here while the pizza’s baking.’ 

   He left her with the drink and removed the hot pizza tray from the oven, brushed it with 
olive oil, and started assembling the pizza.  

   Out on the terrace Rapper was enjoying being part of cabin life again.   One of the 
drawbacks of the Chief Host role was that you were expected to sleep in the Dorm in the 
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Village.   She’d been back to her cabin in Ash a few times just to visit but it wasn’t enough.   
She was homesick.   She missed the pictures on the walls and her comfortable settee.   But 
she wasn’t only glad to be around cabin life again.   She was also glad to be around Harry 
again.   From the first he’d impressed her with his quiet strength, his trustworthiness.   She 
sensed integrity.  She felt he would make a stalwart friend.  She felt sexual attraction too.   
She liked the way he flicked his head to one side to consider a reply ... make sure it was what 
he meant.   She liked his long stride and his uprightness.    

   It had been a long time.    Her long term affair with Galahad had ended when his sentence 
was up and he returned the Mainland.   Since then there had been a couple of dalliances that 
had been quite entertaining but men were in short supply what with the Dark Room.   
Another reason for abolishing it that she and the girls hadn’t mentioned!   

   While Harry was preparing the pizza, he was enjoying the sensation of being a host again.   
People had kindly told him he was a good cook.   He suddenly found himself seeing Rapper 
through the eyes of the Islanders at Meeting and saw her as the object of their love and 
affection, and respect.    He rejoined her on the terrace as they enjoyed the last of the sun. 

   He turned to her: 

   ‘I was out jogging this morning when I was overtaken by someone actually running.   Huge 
bloke ...   deep tan, shaven head, shoulders like hams, pecs like mahogany frisbees, abs like  
cobblestones, legs like immaculately carved oak boles’. 

   Rapper laughed:  ‘That’s Malibu.   Quite a sight!   He calls himself Malibu because that’s 
one of the many places worldwide he’s been a lifeguard.   He’s our triathlete’. 

   ‘The triathlon!’ 

   ‘Yup.   Running, cycling, swimming.   Here he does mainly swimming.’ 

   There was a comfortable silence. 

   ‘How are things in the Village?   Not too busy, I hope.’ 

   She frowned. 

   ‘I know you keep yourself to yourself here but you probably know about the trouble 
Bullseye and his chums are causing.’ 

   ‘People moving out because of the noise.’ 

   ‘That’s right.   When I asked him to keep the noise down, he agreed, but by now you’re the 
only survivor.   He’s filling Beech with his cronies.’ 

   ‘I had the pleasure of meeting Critter and Varmint only this afternoon.   They left a calling 
card.’   And he indicated the little pile of stool debris in the corner.   She groaned: 
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   ‘Oh, hard luck.  Why aren’t I surprised?’ 

   ‘I’ll just check the pizza.’   He went inside and turned it a little.   He returned. 

   ‘Shall we eat out here?’ 

   ‘Love to.’   They sipped their drinks. 

   ‘Love your elderflower cordial.   Not as sugary as shop-bought.’ 

   ‘Thanks ... I know.   You look at the smallprint on things, it’s incredible.  ‘Carbohydrate 
36% of which sugar 16%.’ 

   ‘You OK to eat with fingers?’ 

   ‘Fine’, she smiled. 

   Harry produced the salad followed by the pizza which he divided up using a pizza wheel. 

   ‘Wow!   Look at that’, she exclaimed genuinely.   And he would have admitted that it did 
look pretty good with its Mediterranean red and green and yellow studded with the gleaming 
black of the olives and the little puddles of green pesto.   They ate, sharing the silence.   
Rapper, he was delighted to see, ate with uninhibited enjoyment. 

   The meal over Rapper offered to wash up but he said leave it.   She agreed it would be nice 
to stay sitting out in the warm dusk with the moon over the darkening sea.   She could hear 
the rhythmic, tinselling wavelets kissing the sand.   It was nice not to have to talk.   She 
decided to move them away from Island talk.   The music from inside was quiet in the 
cooling air. 

   ‘That’s a Beethoven late quartet, isn’t it?’ 

   ‘Right.’ 

   ‘You have eclectic tastes ... Santana earlier, wasn’t it?’ 

   ‘Yes.   But I draw the line at some of the contemporary classical stuff.   I like to know when 
they’ve finished tuning up and when they move on to the first piece.’ 

   She laughed, then left a pause. 

   ‘Have you heard the latest Modred joke?’ she asked. 

   ‘No.’ 

   ‘There’s this rabbit racing frantically towards one of the London checkpoints.   The guard 
looks at him and says ’What are you so worried about?’   The rabbit says ‘Modred’s just said 
that all hedgehogs are going to be shot’.   ‘But you’re a rabbit!’ says the guard.   ‘Yes but you 
try proving that’, says the rabbit.’  He laughed. 
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   ‘What do you miss most being here?’ she asked. 

   He did the head flick.   To his right.  Did some questions make him go one way and some 
the other?  Perhaps it was always right.   He was predictably forthright: 

   ‘Wine, coffee, cinema, my job.   You?’ 

   ‘I’ve been here a bit longer than you so I’m no longer in shock.   I’d go along with wine 
and cinema, and ... fell-walking, and ... my little cottage.   But you don’t mention missing ... 
someone.’ 

   ‘I’m single.   And the Middle East didn’t throw many opportunities my way.   There are 
beggars with a hand chopped off for thieving.   God only knows what they’d do to errant 
journalists.   I had a girlfriend a while back but it didn’t go with the job.   You?’ 

   ‘I had a boyfriend whose time was up and he left.   The Rapper Effect!’ 

   ‘What was he like?’ 

   ‘Galahad didn’t exactly live up to his name.   Chivalry wasn’t a strong suit.   He was a 
volunteer psychotherapist and something of a poet.   And yours?’ 

   ‘Maggie ... researcher for a TV News show.   It wasn’t just my job that got in the way.   We 
had a friendly split.   In one sense it was the perfect recipe for a long and happy relationship 
... we only saw each other a couple of times a year.’ 

   ‘Any regrets?’ 

   ‘At the time.   Not now.’   They looked at the sea. 

   Harry suddenly felt a tremor of chill and suggested they go inside and have a hot drink.   
They both chose fennel tea and sat on the settee facing the hearth.   The cd player was quietly 
murmuring Mahler 5.   He noticed that she immediately relaxed into the settee with her head 
comfortably against the back.   It made him feel a bit formal.   He decided to allow himself to 
copy her gradually. 

   ‘Reminds me of ‘Death in Venice’, she said. 

   ‘Right.   The shimmering lagoon.’ 

   ‘Mmm.’ 

   ‘That awful moment when his hair dye starts to run.’ 

   ‘Wonder what became of the boy.’ 

   ‘Tadzio.’ 

   ‘I mean the actor.’ 
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   ‘He was a 16 year old Swede – Bjorn Andreson.   Sad story.   Maybe tragic.   He could 
have been a professional pianist but chose acting.   His life was blighted forever by Visconti 
calling him’ the most beautiful boy in the world’.’ 

     He shifted downwards ever so slightly. 

   ‘Would it be in your top ten?’ she asked. 

   ‘I don’t think it’s a film that would stand repetition.   I mean ... it had impact ... but I’ve 
never considered seeing it again.’ 

   ‘What films have you seen again and again?’ 

   ‘When I was seven or eight ... Red Skelton in ‘Excuse my Dust’.   Must have seen it half a 
dozen times.   It was during the summer holidays and there was an old flea-pit near where my 
mother worked part-time.   She dropped me off there.’ 

   ‘What was it like?’ 

   ‘’Genevieve’ with attitude.’ 

   ‘I think my record must be ‘Last Year at Marienbad’. 

   ‘You’ve got stamina.’ 

   ‘I know what you mean.   The first three times trying to work out what the hell it was about 
... the last three were just to enjoy it ... Oh ... its music, its style, the setting, the people.   The 
weirdness.   The gracefulness.   It’s like watching dance.’ 

   ‘Once was enough for me.   What is it about?’ 

   ‘Repression.   They did fall in love, they did arrange to meet, but Delphine Seyrig panics 
and tries to deny it because she’s afraid of her husband.’ 

   ‘Mine’s ‘Vertigo’.’ 

   ‘A man’s film.’ 

   ‘You reckon?’ 

   ‘I’ve never met a woman who rates it.   What do you like about it?’ 

   ‘James Stewart’s obsessive compulsion ... the eroticism.   For a film with no sex it’s 
unbelievably erotic.   Maybe because.’ 

   ‘Have you read the book?’ 

   ‘Didn’t know there was one.’ 
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   ‘’D’Entre les Morts’ by a couple of Frenchmen ...  Boileau and Nacejac ... Even darker.   
Set in France during the Second World War and the James Stewart character is Flavieres, an 
alcoholic – Madeleine’s the same.’ 

   ‘’Johnny-O’ ... ‘John Ferguson – a strong name’ ...’ Old friends call me John:  
acquaintances call me Scottie.’   ‘I shall call you Mr Ferguson’.   James Stewart was perfect.’ 

   And he edged a little lower. 

   Rapper noticed that he’d moved slightly.   She was aware of how close they were.   They 
left a comfortable silence.   The Mahler came to an end.   He didn’t move.   She moved her 
right hand so that it rested open against his left thigh.   Immediately he placed his left hand 
over it and they clasped each other gently.   She stifled a sigh.   The silence continued. 

   When he broke it, his voice was softer: 

   ‘I’m trying to think of a film only women like.   How about ‘The Piano’?’ 

   ‘Jane Campion.   Yes.   You could be right.   Why do we watch films, read fiction?    Is it 
entertainment, escapism?’ 

   ‘Thrillers ... yes.   But novels ... we eavesdrop on the innermost workings of significant 
people without the time effort and responsibility of relating to them.’ 

   ‘Do you write, Harry?’ 

   ‘I spent a summer writing odes.’ 

   ‘Explain yourself’.’ 

   ‘I sat in Trafalgar Square with a blackboard in front of me saying ‘Write Your Girl An Ode’ 
– you know ... 14 lines ending in a rhyming couplet?  I’d write the ode with an italics pen on 
music manuscript.   And, when I’d finished, I‘d say ‘Pay what you think it’s worth’.   Lots of 
American fellers paid a lot just to show what an expensive present they were giving their 
gal.’   She laughed and left the silence. 

   She could feel her heart beating.   She hoped he wouldn’t break the spell.   He didn’t.   Not 
for minutes on end.   And then suddenly he released her hand and in one movement he placed 
his head face down in her lap and eased his hands along the sides of her thighs.   She stroked 
his hair with her right hand and then her left hand as well, describing the shape of his head.         

   Eventually he looked up at her in wonder and he saw her lips approaching his and they 
kissed a gentle exploring kiss as soft as a settling snowflake that went on as they breathed 
through their noses as if they didn’t want it to end.   And, when it ended, ‘Oh’ she said, and 
he stroked her cheek and their eyes locked and then he kissed her again this time more firmly 
and again it went on as if very Time was standing still. 
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   Later, they parted and he looked steadily in her eyes again and began undoing the buttons 
on his shirt and she did the same and, because she wasn’t wearing a bra, he was amazed at the 
size of her breasts.    They stood and he held her close.   They kissed again.  And, when it was 
time, they parted and finished undressing and taking her hand he led her over to his bed that 
was big enough for two.   They lay on their sides just looking at each other in quiet awe as 
she traced the contours of his face with her fingertips, as gently as the closing of an eyelid.  
And they made rapturous love in all its languid detail. 

   And somewhere in the deep of the night she said ‘When I first saw you, I knew so much 
about you’:  he said ‘I feel as if I’ve come home’. 

 

 

CHAPTER  17 

    

   Harry had seen the notice in the Office: 

    

ART CLASSES WITH TERRA 

SPORTS HALL 

TUESDAYS AND THURSDAYS: 7.00 – 9.00 

30 Barts 

    

    And so it was that at five to seven he presented himself in the corner of the Sports Hall set 
up for an art class with a still life montage in the middle of a horseshoe of a dozen chairs with 
easels and boards.   The still life was mounted on a small table covered by a white cloth.   It 
comprised a guitar leaning on a stand, an open hardback book, and a vase of red roses.   Most 
of the seats were already taken but he found one which had no-one on either side.   As he 
looked round, he didn’t recognise anyone.   They were mainly young women and they all 
exuded an air of knowing what they were doing.   Terra was sitting at a table at the open end 
of the horseshoe and, when she saw him, she immediately came over.   Her eyes were in 
neutral. 

   ‘Your first time.’ 

   So was her voice. 

   ‘Yes.’ 
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   ‘I’m Terra.   You?’ 

   ‘I’m Harry.’ 

   ‘What experience have you had?’ 

   ‘Nothing since school.’ 

   ‘O.K.   This evening we’re using charcoal.’   And she gave him a couple of black twigs and  
wooden pencils with points of charcoal.   ‘Help yourself to paper from over there.’   And she 
indicated a pile of paper on a desk in the corner.   ‘And relax’, she said, seemingly picking up 
on his feelings.   ‘There are people here who are more experienced than you but don’t let it 
bother you.’   And with a slight toss of her horse-tail in its mahogany clasp she walked back 
to her table. 

   A couple of last minute arrivals helped themselves to charcoal and paper and then Terra 
stood and addressed them: 

   ‘This evening we’re using charcoal with its lovely feel.   If you haven’t worked with it 
before, play around with it for a while ... get used to what it can do.   And when you get to 
start on the still life, I’d like you to focus on the space between objects’. 

   With that she sat at her table and started herself working with charcoal on a sheet of paper, 
although he couldn’t see what exactly she was doing.   Over the next hour he found it 
difficult to focus on the still life with Terra sitting beyond it.   Her perfect heart-shaped face, 
her cheekbones, her eyes alert over her work, her full lips closed with concentration.   And he 
had the freedom of her ... she wasn’t apparently aware of his gaze.   Suddenly he was shocked 
to see emerging round her face a dark blue aura.   He stared in bewilderment and then it 
disappeared.   He tried again ... staring not at where the aura had been but at her actual face.   
It came again - an inch of dark blue mist round her head.   Dark blue.   Indigo. He 
remembered a piece he’d done for the Record on a supposed indigo child in a primary school 
in Benghazi:  was it genuine or was it Attention Deficit Hyperactivity Disorder?   Indigo 
children were believed to possess unusual characteristics from simply being more creative, 
confident, and sensitive than their peers to possessing supernatural traits or abilities such as 
ESP and telepathy.   There was a 1998 book ‘The Indigo Children: The New Kids Have 
Arrived’ and there was the first of a series of international conferences on them in Hawaii in 
2002.   Some believed them to be benevolent aliens offering a new way forward.   Was Terra 
an indigo child?   Was she an alien?  In the meantime, after experimenting with the charcoal 
on scrap paper he addressed himself to his drawing.   He sneaked a look at what the woman 
with the long, grey hair in the gipsy headscarf to his right was doing.   She was busily 
rubbing her impressive drawing with a forefinger to loosen the lines.   Good idea.   He looked 
at his guitar.   There was no light and shade.   He left it for a few moments so it didn’t look as 
if he was copying and then furtively smudged the lines a bit.   He drew his head back to 
survey the effect.   A step in the right direction.   With his now charcoal-covered index finger 
he started smudging within the guitar and, by heck, it was coming alive.   He was so 
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engrossed in his efforts that he hadn’t noticed that Terra had left her seat to circulate and was 
now standing beside him looking over his shoulder.   He jumped and then shrugged 
apologetically at his work: 

   ‘I’m sorry’, he said, ‘I can’t draw’. 

   ‘Everyone’, stated Terra, ‘can draw’.   And she continued her circuit.    

   At eight o’ clock she announced a quarter of an hour break and wandered out of the Sports 
Hall.   The others broke into chatter and began roaming the room admiring each other’s work.   
From what he could see of their work none of them had finished.   Some had got as far as the 
guitar, some the vase of roses.   But Harry had completed the entire still life and had no idea 
what to do next.   His effort didn’t look anything like as good as everyone else’s but he hadn’t 
got a clue how to improve it.   He rolled it up, put it in his shoulder bag, and made his way 
out of the room.    

   In mid-evening the Village was quiet.  The Office was closed and the shop was about to 
close.   In the centre of the Village was the village green – a circle of mown grass with 
circular beds of flowers and benches here and there.   The benches consisted of two pine 
trunks resting on grooves in wooden blocks.  Each was about big enough to seat four people.   
Terra was sitting alone on one, her knees bent, her ankles crossed, her hands turned upwards 
on her knees, her eyes lightly closed.   He went and sat on the bench keeping a respectful 
distance.   It was the first time he’d been so close to her.   Even with her eyes closed he had a 
tremendous sense of her presence.   He sneaked a look across at her profile ... the horsetail of 
tawny hair, the trim nose, her plump lips, her left cheekbone, her erect but relaxed posture.   
He was careful to breathe soundlessly.   Without opening her eyes or moving she spoke 
softly: 

   ‘Your name is Harry.’   He started. 

   ‘Yes.’   She opened her eyes while continuing to face the front. 

   ‘You must look to your premisses – and I don’t mean where you live.’ 

   ‘I’m not sure that I understand.’ 

   ‘Everything we say or do implies a premiss.   Your pursuit of me implies the assumption 
that I might find you relevant.’ 

   ‘I suppose so.’ 

   ‘What makes you think that I might find you relevant.’ 

   Harry paused.   And then went for it: 

   ‘I’m drawn to you.   I find you very attractive.   You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever 
seen.’ 
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   ‘What’s that got to do with me?’ 

   ‘I don’t know,’ 

   ‘Men who pursue women as fast as you usually do sex the same way.’ 

   And she rose and walked comfortably towards the Sports Hall.   He sat for a while.   Then 
he went to collect his picture and walked home. 

*          *          * 

   The next morning he was jogging round the coastal path before work when he saw walking 
towards him a bald, little man, skinny as a cyclist, wearing nothing but small denim shorts 
and sandals.   He was as brown as a conker from the sun.   Harry slowed to a halt and said 
‘Hello’.   The man stopped and eyed him nervously.  ‘My name’s Harry.’ 

   ‘You don’t exist’, said the man blankly.   Harry pinched the skin of his left wrist. 

   ‘I sure as hell felt that.’ 

   ‘It’s not like that’, said the man.   ‘You think you exist, fine, but you don’t exist any more 
than someone you see in a dream.   I’d better explain.   I’m the dreamer.   You and all the 
others ... you only exist in my dream of what is to come.   I’m Adam.’ 

   ‘As in Eden?’ 

   ‘That’s right.’ 

   ‘How’s Eve?’ 

   ‘I’m looking for her.   I know she’s here somewhere on the Island.   When I see her, I’ll 
know.   I’ll go up to her and explain who I am and who she is.   She’ll then leave the dream 
and become real for me and we’ll have two sons – Cain and Abel.   That’s how the human 
race will be born.’ 

   ‘Who will Cain and Abel mate with?’ 

   ‘That’s all you are.   A figment of my imagination in a dream.’   And he marched 
steadfastly on. 

*          *          * 

   Rapper was sitting at her desk in the Office looking at a spreadsheet of after-hours classes 
and activities and the numbers involved in them when in through the open door came 
Princess in a state of considerable agitation.   She lived at Larch with her boyfriend, Manfred.   
Princess was in her mid-twenties and made a living carving wooden animals that sold well on 
the Mainland.   She was dark and pretty and usually so calm that Rapper had never seen her 
in distress before. 
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   ‘Rapper ... we’ve got to do something.’ 

   ‘Have a seat.   Let me get you a drink.’ 

   ‘No thanks.   It’s these new people who are moving in to Larch.   They’re making life 
impossible.’ 

   ‘What’s happening?’ 

   ‘Well ...’ and she fought back tears ... ‘there were three empty cabins when people moved 
out to live with a partner ... you know the ‘no building’ policy ... and it’s the people who’ve 
moved in ...’.   And at this point she broke down in tears and Rapper came round and gave 
her a hug and held her in silence.   When she was composed, she managed to continue: 

   ‘One of the cabins was taken by Myra Hindley -  and you know what she’s like – and her 
boyfriend – and he’s worse – a big bloke who’s changed his name to Slogger and then the 
other two have been taken over by two more big blokes who’ve changed their names to 
Psycho and  Fighter and they all wear these skull and crossbones tops and they’re out on 
terraces all night with loud music and last night God knows where they got them but they 
were drinking wine from bottles and smoking and when we complain you should hear the 
language ...’ and here she broke down again into uncontrollable tears.    

   But she managed to recover and shook her head and reached into her bag and came out with 
a petition which she handed to Rapper. 

   ‘This petition ... I’ve got thirty three signatures ... I hope that’s enough ... asking for a 
Special Meeting to look at what’s happening and do something about it otherwise we’ll all be 
having to leave our homes.’ 

   Rapper looked briefly at the sheet. 

   ‘O.K., Princess ... I’ll call a Special Meeting for tomorrow.   I’ll send bikers round 
immediately.’ 

   Having assured herself that Princess was O.K. to leave Rapper ran off  148 copies of a 
notice:  SPECIAL MEETING ABOUT NOISE AND BULLYING – 10.00 THURSDAY – 
ALL WORK SUSPENDED. 

    

CHAPTER  18 

 

   Just before 10.00 next morning Rapper was waiting for the room to fill up.   So far she 
estimated only around a hundred present and she was expecting many more.   The room was 
alive with excited chat and at ten exactly Rapper blew the horn to signal that the Meeting was 
to start.   At that moment Bullseye entered the room and took a seat at the back.   He was 
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followed by what Rapper guessed to be thirty or so others – men and women – all dressed in 
skull and crossbones tops.   There was a buzz of excitement as those already there turned 
round to watch them.   The newcomers silently took their places ignoring the reactions of 
those in front of them.   Bullseye ostentatiously lit a cigarette and blew smoke extravagantly. 

   ‘Bullseye’, said Rapper firmly, ‘you know the Island has a no smoking policy.   Would you 
put it out please?’ 

   ‘Make me’ said Bullseye, calmly blowing smoke. 

   Mars Bar rose quietly from his seat and made his way slowly towards Bullseye amid 
sudden silence.   He eased his way along Bullseye’s row until he reached him.   He smiled 
gently at him then reached forward and lifted him up by his skull and crossbones top until 
their faces were inches apart.   Mars Bar spoke peacefully: 

   ‘The lady said ‘Put it out’.’   And he dumped Bullseye back in his seat, held his right wrist 
in his massive grip, removed the cigarette from his fingers, and trampled it into the floor.    

   ‘I’ll remember that’, said Bullseye, his one good eye gleaming.   Mars Bar returned to his 
seat. 

   As Rapper quickly surveyed the thirty or so newcomers, she noticed that ten or so were 
women.  As Mars Bar resumed his seat, she declared the Meeting open: 

   ‘We’re here to discuss the noise and bullying that have been going on recently at Beech and 
Larch and to see what we can do stop it.   First, Princess, would you like to tell us her 
experiences.   Princess was clearly nervous but gave a good account of what she had told 
Rapper. 

   ‘Thank you, Princess’, said Rapper.   ‘Would anyone else like to contribute?’   And they 
did.   There were several halting reports of antisocial behaviour of all kinds and not only from 
Beech and Larch.   Eventually, Rapper felt that the time had come: 

   ‘Well ... next I feel it’s the turn of the perpetrators of this bad behaviour to explain 
themselves.’ 

   None of the group rose or made a move.   Silence fell.   A few people looked round at them 
but they just sat there stonily, facing forwards indifferently. 

   ‘I repeat’, said Rapper, ‘will someone explain what’s going on?’ 

   At that Bullseye stood, turned, and strode out, and the rest of them followed him in silence. 

   A buzz of consternation and anger rose immediately.   Rapper let it run.   Eventually, as the 
noise subsided a little, McSporran rose and cleared his throat.   A respectful silence fell. 

   ‘Friends ... Comrades ...there’s something I find quite sinister that I’d like to point out to 
you.   The trouble has been going on at carefully chosen sites.   It started at Beech and then at 
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Larch, then Aspen and the people who complained after Princess live at Willow and Oak.   
They’re all in the western half of the Island.   And, if you draw a line from Oak to Willow, 
it’ll pass through the Village.   They’re deliberately trying to divide the Island in two.’ 

   At these words Meeting’s anger rose to a tumult and again Rapper didn’t intervene until it 
naturally died down: 

   ‘So what do we do about it?’ she asked.   There were indecisive mutterings round the room 
until Bert Mulch got to his feet: 

   ‘One thing’s clear’, he began, ’this gang of hoodlums are intent on using antisocial 
behaviour to divide the island in two.   And I wouldn’t put it past them to use violence as 
well.   I assume they’re getting cigarettes and alcohol by bribing the helicopter pilots.   But 
what we’ve got to address is what they hope to achieve by dividing the Island in two and 
what we must do if violence comes into it’. 

   Bert sat down to murmurs of anxious agreement. 

   Next up was Mermaid: 

   ‘They want a different lifestyle from ours.   They want to smoke and get pissed and eat 
meat and they reckon it’ll be easier for them with partition’. 

    Terra: ‘There’s something I must point out about the border.   If they divide the Island 
from Oak to Willow, they’ll get hold of arable land under cultivation ... Plots 1 to 17.   And 
they’d be very close to taking Plots 18 to 34.   And the border would run through the 
Village’. 

   ‘Like the Berlin Wall’, someone said, and there was a subdued chorus of agreement. 

   McSporran: ‘There’s something else that needs saying ... and I hope no-one’s going to 
accuse me of wild paranoia.   This whole business only started when Bullseye arrived, and he 
seems to be their leader.   What’s to say he hasn’t been planted here by the Regime just to 
discredit us?  Don’t forget ... the eyes of the world are on us’. 

   There was an immediate buzz of consternation but it was overtaken by a sudden noise from 
outside.   It was the loud, raucous chanting of ‘Rapper, Rapper, Rapper – Out, Out, Out’ 
repeated non-stop.   They peered through the window and recognised the thirty-odd 
dissidents.   Several placards nailed to stakes were being held aloft declaring ‘WE ARE 
REBS’.   As Rapper left the room to confront them, she saw to the side of the demonstration 
a cameraman wielding a TV camera with ‘NEWSWORTHY’ emblazoned on it and a pretty 
young woman holding a mike doing a voicepiece to camera.   As Rapper approached, she 
heard the woman saying ‘... and what’s odd is that the Islanders seem to have no idea that this 
very day marks the fifth anniversary of the founding of our first penal colony.   Anyway, as 
you can see, we seem to have arrived in the middle of some sort of demonstration.   To help 
us with what’s going on on Prison Island here’s Dunkley Halibut’.   And Halibut, for it was 
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he, stepped into shot ... 40-odd, senatorial features, immaculately groomed.   She greeted 
him:   ‘Hi, Dunkley, I’m surprised to find you here.’   She moved the mike forward. 

   ‘Hi, Angelina.   Yes, I suppose I’m a little surprised myself.   In fact I’ve been undercover 
here pretending to be a prisoner for two weeks now.’ 

   Angelina:   ‘But surely they recognised you and wondered what you’d done to land up 
here?’ 

   Halibut:   ‘Well, yes, they recognised me all right but there’s a rule on the Island that no-
one reveals what they’ve been found guilty of so they made it easy for me’. 

   Angelina:   ‘So ... what’s going on?’ 

     ‘Well, I have to report that we’re witnessing a community at war with itself.’ 

   As if on cue the protesters changed their chant to ‘We want meat, When do we want it? 
Now!’ and this, too, went on and on. 

    Angelina: ‘Go on, Dunkley’. 

     ‘Apparently this protest group calling themselves ‘Rebs’ and wearing, as you can see, 
identical skull and crossbones tops, have broken away from the main body of  Islanders and 
are campaigning to free the Island of what they call its repressive regime.’ 

     ‘Can you tell us a little about the repressive regime?’    

     ‘Well, as you can hear, meat isn’t allowed but also banned are fish, except for export, 
cigarettes, alcohol, and also something as ordinary as tea and coffee.   And, as you can see, 
there’s even a dress code so everyone’s obliged to wear that dreary old denim.’ 

     ‘But come on, Dunkley ... this is a penal colony not a holiday camp.   In Mainland prisons 
prisoners conform to strict rules over diet and dress.’ 

     ‘I know, Angelina, but we must remember that the idea behind Prison Island five years 
ago was that it should become a self-sufficient community equipping offenders for eventual 
rehabilitation and return to the Mainland.   It’s the only prison ever that could be actually 
paying its way.   But somehow the Island has been sidetracked into becoming a kind of 
Maoist ghetto.’ 

    ‘Thanks, Dunkley.   I gather you’ll be leaving the Island with us.’ 

    ‘Yes, indeed.   Rather rapidly.’ 

   Angelina (turning to camera):  ‘You’ll have heard the protesters earlier calling for the 
removal of ‘Rapper’.  She’s what the Islanders call ‘Chief Host’ ... she runs the show ... and, 
as chance would have it, she’s here now’. 

   The chanting changed back to ‘Rapper - Out!’ as she stepped in front of the camera. 
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   Angelina:  ‘Rapper ... what are your feelings as you confront this demonstration?’ 

   Rapper:  ‘I’m disturbed’. 

     ‘You feel disturbed.’ 

     ‘Well done.’ 

     ‘What do you say to their claim that your regime is dictatorial?’ 

     ‘Three points:  One ... it isn’t my regime ... I’m Chief Host for three months only.   Two:  
‘regime’ isn’t the word.   There’s no formal government here.   Three:  There’s no dictator 
here.   Decisions are made democratically by Meeting.’ 

     ‘Why can’t Islanders eat meat?’ 

     ‘There’s a consensus against eating anything with a face.   Meat’s too expensive to import 
and the livestock here is more valuable alive as a source of dairy products for our own 
consumption and for export.’ 

     ‘Why no tea, coffee, cigarettes?’ 

     ‘Again ... consensus.’ 

     ‘You keep using this word ‘consensus’ – what’s the difference between consensus and 
dictatorship?’ 

     ‘As I’ve explained, decisions are arrived at democratically by Meeting.   No-one has 
brought these matters before Meeting.’ 

     ‘And if they did?’ 

    ‘I’m confident they’d be voted down.’ 

    ‘From what Dunkley Halibut has just told us, I get the impression that the protest 
movement isn’t going away – in fact it looks like growing.   What are you going to do about 
it?’ 

    ‘Meeting is our judge and jury.   No changes can be made by any other means.’ 

     ‘The self-styled ‘Rebs’ seem to want you out.   What do you say to that?’ 

     ‘I’m just an administrator and figurehead for Meeting.  Perhaps they’re really 
complaining, not about me, but about our democratic Meeting.’ 

     ‘Rapper ... Rapunzel ... Thank you.’ 

    Angelina turned to face the camera: 
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   ‘And there we have it.   As Dunkley Halibut himself said – Prison Island has become a 
community at war with itself.   Angelina Golightly  ...  Prison Island ... for Newsworthy’. 

   No longer performing, Angelina’s voice became less shrill and more colloquial:   

   ‘O.K., Ricky, let’s get some’ (heavily accented in French) actualite.   I wanna see inside a 
log cabin.   Dunk ... would you be so kind?’   And they wandered off chattering theatrically 
with the adrenaline of self-importance. 

   Rapper looked round and saw that most of the people at the Meeting had stayed in the Caff 
looking out of the windows.   She rounded up the few standing around and resumed the 
Meeting.   Once the excited reactions to Dunkley and Angelina had died down, she reminded 
everyone that their task now was to decide what to do about the Rebs, who by now had 
departed from the Village. 

   It was at this point that Gaia rose to speak – a rarity.   She was an Islander of long standing, 
in her mid-fifties, tall and distinguished, with her kindly, intelligent eyes and her silver pony-
tail.   She was a volunteer psychotherapist and her voice was a warm, contralto: 

   ‘Hope for the best – plan for the worst’, she began.   ‘The best is that the Rebs don’t 
progress any further:  that they have no ambition beyond living their own lifestyle at Beech 
and Larch and possibly Oak and Willow, although their present numbers of around thirty 
don’t indicate  a takeover of the latter two.   The worst?   That they’re planning to divide our 
lovely Island in two and form a breakaway community of carnivorous, drunken, smokers.   
It’s certainly a probability that Bullseye is a Regime plant tasked with destabilising our 
community to show the world that any ideals we may have entertained are doomed to failure 
and that we’re imploding into dissension. 

   Again, in this worst case scenario, they’ll take over arable land and they may even 
expropriate parts of the Village.  I have little doubt that they’re being financed by the 
Regime. 

   Be that as it may, as our Chief Host has just reminded us, we must today decide on a course 
of action and it must confront the worst case scenario.   I’d like to propose a four point 
programme:  one – we already have guards protecting the goats.   We must also post guards 
at plots 1 to 17 with the same system of two guards at a time, leaving one free to alert the rest 
of us in the event of an incident.   Two:  In the event of violence we must respond with 
passive resistance.   We must occupy any area under threat and refuse to move.   The lessons 
from the Occupy movement will be helpful.   Three:  There may be Islanders who are 
considering joining the Rebs.   In our communities we must be alive to the possibility that our 
neighbours might find the prospect tempting.   We must all accept responsibility for listening 
to them and doing our best to dissuade them.   And four:  we must open up new arable land 
replicating Plots 1-17 to the east of the Island.   Perhaps Bert could get that going’. 

   Bert Mulch readily agreed and Gaia sat down to a clatter of enthusiastic applause. 
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   ‘Thank you, Gaia’, said Rapper.   ‘A show of hands in support, please.’   And every hand 
shot up. 

   After the Meeting Rapper retired to her room in the dorm and lay on the bed reflecting.   
There had been occasional eye contact between her and Harry during the Meeting.   But who 
would make the next move?  She’d like to offer him a meal back at her cabin but someone 
was living there while she was away.   

   Harry walked away from the Meeting deep in thought, not about what had been said but 
about the covert glances he and Rapper had exchanged.   He was remembering five years ago 
and Maggie, the girl he left behind when he started work in the Middle East.   Odd, he 
thought:  you wait five years and then two come along at once. 

 

CHAPTER  19 

 

   It was full tide so Harry decided on a late lunch, took his clothes off, and ran naked down 
the beach and into the swelling sea.   When he was in up to his waist, he dived deep and 
stayed under as the sea enveloped him in shock, then emerged and fought the cold with a 
thrashing crawl, until the shock receded and he settled into an up and down breast stroke 
taking him out to sea.   Eventually he turned and surveyed Beech from a distance ... his lone 
cabin and the dozen others beyond the rocky promontory.   There was a meeting going on.   
He could see a circle of Rebs sitting on the sand with Bullseye addressing them.   Harry 
ended his swim with a fast crawl back to his side of the rocks and a stroll up the sand back to 
his cabin. 

   After a cold shower he dressed in shorts and made a vinaigrette of olive oil, balsamic 
vinegar, and Dijon mustard and scattered it liberally on to a salad of crisp, fresh lettuce, water 
cress, cucumber, tomato, black olives, and freshly made wholemeal croutons he’d fried in 
olive oil.   He ate out on his terrace in warm sunshine. 

   The afternoon was silly.   He tried reading but Terra kept getting in the way – her face, her 
voice, her walk.   The prospect of what he was planning for that evening was overwhelming.   
He’d never before known such a compulsion to merely place himself within a woman’s orbit. 

*          *          * 

   Just before eight that evening he turned towards the Village Green and saw Terra sitting on 
the usual bench.   He walked over and sat beside her.   She turned to him and eyed him 
attentively: 

   ‘O.K.’ she said, ‘let’s have a good fuck and get it over with.   Meet me here ... nine fifteen’.   
And with that she strolled back towards the Sports Hall and her art class. 
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   Harry had learned while in Libya that the system to secure a prostitute in a Benghazi 
brothel was to book a week in advance.   Although he had never availed himself of the 
service, it struck him that it was a mite ambiguous:  O.K. you had a week of tumescence but 
on the other hand how could you be sure you’d be in the mood when the time came?   What 
should he do between now and nine fifteen?   Just over an hour.   At least it wasn’t a week.   
Light-headed with anticipation he wandered back to his cabin and sat outside staring at the 
waves lapping at the sand.    Eventually it was time.   He returned to the Village Green, sat on 
the bench, and waited. 

   And then she arrived.   Standing over him she surveyed him coolly: 

   ‘O.K. ... come with me’. 

   She led the way out of the Village and then east along an unfrequented footpath surrounded 
by fallow grassland whose only feature was the occasional goat or sheep pen each with two 
guards who waved Hello.   They went round Plots 35-50 and then entered pine woods.   They 
came to a grassy clearing where Terra stopped: 

  ‘ Do you know about Tantric sex?’ 

   ‘No.’ 

   ‘O.K. ... just do what I do.’ 

   Bathed in moonlight she undressed starting with the top.   Her neat breasts and their 
prominent nipples would fit into two English tea cups.  Her flawless areolae were slightly 
raised.   Harry began with his top then his sandals.   Terra removed her sandals and then her 
miniskirt.   Harry removed his shorts and pants together and she gave a gratifying little gasp.   
Then Terra stooped to take off her pants and he saw that her triangular thicket of pubic hair 
was tawny too.   Finally she removed the clasp at the back of her hair and shook her abundant 
tresses free.   Then unselfconsciously she sat on the soft grass in full lotus.   Harry sat cross-
legged about a metre and a half in front of her.   He was aware without looking that his penis 
was alert rather than erect.   Terra placed her hands upwards on her knees making circles of 
her index fingers and thumbs.   Harry did the same.   Then she just gazed at him right in the 
eyes.   He held her gaze steadily.   After a while he remembered You’re the most beautiful 
woman I’ve ever seen ... What’s that got to do with me? and he became aware that Terra’s 
face under his gaze was becoming a vague, meaningless form admitting him to her otherness, 
to her selfhood.   She wouldn’t say What’s this got to do with me?   He was losing himself ...  
drowning in the brown limpid pools of her eyes.   Was she hypnotising him? 

   Suddenly she closed her eyes and chanted in a melodious mezzo with a pleasing timbre 
‘Ahhh ... Ooommm’ which she repeated lengthily and slowly.   Harry got the idea and joined 
in with a restrained murmur.   He’d seen the sacred word Om often enough but he’d never 
heard it before.   He had assumed it rhymed with Tom rather than the rhyme with room Terra 
gave it.   The gentle chanting went on for quite a while until she stopped suddenly, leaving 
Harry with an extra one. 
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   After that she sat still and quiet, eyes still closed.   Harry did the same.   Ah ... meditation.   
He dutifully focussed on his breathing.   The air between them was too charged with 
eroticism for him to achieve stillness.   With his eyes closed the vision of the nude Terra was 
obsessively present.   He was in the Now all right ... a Now with the most compellingly sexual 
woman he’d ever met available to him a few feet away.   The rising excitement was tempered 
with disbelief.   If he opened his eyes, would she still be there? 

   He’d completely lost track of time when eventually she murmured ‘O.K.’ and he looked 
across and she was looking at him attentively.   Then she brought her hands to cup her breasts 
and rolled her hands in a forward rolling motion until they reached her tawny thicket 
whereupon she opened her palms towards him in offering.   Harry echoed her and they 
repeated the movement simultaneously a dozen or so times. 

   Then she looked around and fetched a large dock leaf. 

   ‘Lie on your back, eyes closed’, she said with a new gentleness.   And she slowly trailed the 
leaf from his toes, up one leg to skirt the genitalia affording a frisson of sexual thrill and up to 
his brow before returning down the other side.   Then she handed him the leaf and lay on the 
grass with her eyes closed as he trailed the leaf over her as gently and slowly as he could 
marvelling at her every perfect detail ... over her neat toes and left foot. Over her trim ankle 
and up her athlete’s leg, a brief flirtation with the inside of her parted thighs and her pubic 
hair, up past her simple belly button, and then a slow circling of her lovely left breast that was 
maintaining its form on its back, and then a delicate caressing of her erect nipple and the 
spread areola, then the length of her left arm and back and on to her lovely heart-shaped face 
... caressing her generous lips which were slightly parted, and then slowly all the way down 
the other side.   She lay still for moments afterwards. 

   She rose and knelt beside him.   He was longing to hold her close, to hold the length of her 
lovely body to his own, to feel her in her entirety.    

   ‘You again’, she whispered.   He lay on his back and closed his eyes.   This time it was her 
fingertips instead of the leaf making exactly the same movements.   When she came to his 
genitalia, he held his breath.   With her fingers she gently stroked his balls and then ran 
fingers and thumb along his penis which was now definitely on the erect side of alert.   The 
thrill that reverberated around his loins was electrifying.   And then he did it to her, dandling 
his fingertips lightly over her revealed vulva, caressed her breasts, lingered over her parted 
lips.   He was buzzing with erotic adrenaline so much that he felt light-headed. 

   Again she lay motionless for moments afterwards.   Then she raised herself on to her left 
elbow and turned to look at him.   He rested on his right elbow so that that they were lying 
alongside each other their eyes now hungrily on each other.  He moved towards her and over 
her and immediately she rolled on to her back and he leaned over her and kissed her parted 
lips and they were both trembling and the kiss grew in intensity as neither wanted it to end 
and she ran her eager tongue round his lips and drew him on to her and gave an animal grunt 
as he entered her with his penis now full and ready and it slipped so easily into her moistness 
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and she moaned ’Ahhh’ as he rested on his left elbow and with his right hand raised her 
plump apple-cheek bottom so he entered yet further as deep as he’d ever been ... unutterably 
engulfed ... sensing her response as she shifted her bucketing hips fractionally and he knew 
they were engaging her clitoris and how long could he possibly last and then she manoeuvred 
the lovely shape of her right leg so that it rested crooked cunningly beneath him and the 
excitement was so overwhelming that it was all too rich and the vast explosion of his orgasm 
bloomed and bloomed and then staggered and staggered on and on and hearing his long gasp 
she clung and clung and held and held and he stayed there strong for her and stayed and 
stayed and there she was his Terra with a cry of  animal ecstasy and her celebration lasted and 
lasted and lasted as her hands clasped his back and held him closer and closer.   And then 
with his penis still inside her he was amazed to find that his erection was returning never 
before so soon returning for his Terra and he knew that he was again filling her and she gave 
a sawn-off ‘Oh’ of surprise and they moved with each other and now moist everywhere their 
seal bodies interwove his right hand lifting her plump arse to him lifting her to his urgency 
and then he felt her raise the lovely shape of her legs which clasped him round his back and 
she held him closer and closer and it was pure fucking as she had become all cunt and when 
she whimpered he came again and she too in exultation and it wouldn’t go away as his 
erection stayed for a third time to her bucketing hips and she gently urged him to withdraw 
and lie on his back so that she climbed aboard his body and straddled him as he watched her 
using the fingers and thumb of her right hand as she tenderly held his rampant cock at the 
required angle and slowly eased herself down until she engulfed it deliciously into her oily 
vagina and she found her optimum angle and rock and rolled on him as he caressed the 
softness of her breasts and her alert nipples till  they exploded again together and eventually 
lay side by side on the grass their sides touching as he reached his right hand to her left and 
they lay there for ages hand in hand under the moon along the warm summer night on Prison 
Island. 

   It was a long time before either of them was capable of movement let alone the enormity of 
speech.   Eventually it was Terra with a light pressure on his hand: 

   ‘I’ve often thought’, she murmured, ‘that compared with our intimate relationship with 
ourself, any relationship with someone else – you’re a million miles apart.   But that was as 
close as I’ve come’. 

   He returned the light pressure.   He felt he should say something but nothing came and he 
knew he didn’t want to utter anything that wasn’t 100% true. 

   She turned and rested on her left elbow and her lovely face suffused with pleasure leaned 
over him with a gentle kiss. 

   ‘I’ve never done that before’, he said simply.   She smiled even more fondly and kissed him 
softly again.   ‘I came three times’, he said.   ‘You?’ 
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    ‘Five’, she smiled.  ‘Three times in the last go.’  The secrecy of her smile was the very first 
time he’d got through to the real Terra.   She lay with her face alongside his loins and lightly 
fondled his genitalia. 

   ‘The penis’, she murmured, ‘mightier than the sword’. 

 

   Out of their calm she whispered again: 

   ‘When I was arrested, I was at Mike Gonzalez’s apartment’. 

   Harry’s heart sank.   Gonzalez was an internationally renowned, middle aged novelist and 
dissident whose celebrity was his only protection from arrest.   He was said to be in line for 
the Nobel Literature Prize.   He had a thousand questions to ask her but just lay miserably 
wondering why she had told him and why now.   He had to say something to dispel his panic: 

   ‘I feel as if I’ve known you in a previous life:  you’re weirdly familiar’. 

   ‘Oh yes’, she murmured, understandingly.  ‘People live as though they’re going to live 
forever.   Would you do anything different if you knew you had just 24 hours to live?’ 

   ‘You bet I would.’ 

   ‘I wouldn’t.  I feel ready to leave now.’ 

   They dressed together.   He was disappointed.   He wouldn’t have minded spending the 
night with her in her tent. 

   ‘I’d sooner you leave first’, she said, and kissed him tenderly. 

   Harry, desperate:  ‘Will you come to my cabin after your class tomorrow?   I’ll cook dinner.   
It’s the cabin on its own at Beech’. 

   ‘Maybe’, she smiled. 

   Harry managed ‘See you’, and wandered blindly away along the path they had come by so 
long ago. 

 

CHAPTER  20 

 

   It was late afternoon the next day as Rapper sat at her desk in the Office and stared through 
the window at the late afternoon shadows.   She had expedited Meeting’s decisions by, after 
wide consultation, drawing up a timetable for guards on Plots 1-17, and another for grower’s 
assistants to create a new growing site to the east alongside Plots 35-50.   Harry was one of 
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the latter, due to start at eight the following morning.   She’d sent bikers round to let people 
know what they were doing and to report back any difficulties but she hadn’t sent a biker to 
Harry.   She decided to let him know herself.   She couldn’t help wondering whether they 
were a one-off or an item.   Or something in between. 

   It was four thirty and Immy had agreed to look after the Office for the last half hour 
allowing her to set off for Beech.   She was careful to approach from the south thus avoiding 
Bullseye and his mates.   As she strolled along the sand towards Harry’s cabin, she saw him 
sitting on his terrace reading. 

   ‘Good to see you’ he smiled.   They embraced with a light kiss on their lips.    

   ‘You, too.   I hope I’m not intruding.’ 

   ‘Not at all ... welcome’, he said warmly.   He brought another plastic chair out.   ‘What can 
I get you –  mint tea or grapefruit juice ...  both home-made.’    

   ‘Mint tea’d be lovely, thanks.’ 

   He stepped off the terrace to where he had a large window box on the ground full of robust 
mint leaves.   He plucked a good handful and went inside, returning shortly with a tray on 
which there were a brown betty and two mugs.   The scent of stewing mint was intoxicating.   
He poured. 

   ‘Better leave it a while – it’ll be very hot.’ 

   ‘I was hoping you’d like to work on the new growing plots.’ 

   ‘I thought you’d never ask.’ 

   ‘Great.   Report to Bert at eight tomorrow.   It’s near 35-50.’ 

   ‘Right.’ 

   There was a pause as Rapper sipped her mint tea. 

   ‘Wow!   That really is delicious ... so minty and clean.’ 

   ‘If you try growing it, put it into a container or else it’ll drive out anything near it.’ 

   ‘I will ... thanks for the tip.’   Another pause. 

   ‘What did you think of Gaia’s speech?’ she asked. 

   ‘Impressive.   But I’m left wondering how many Islanders will settle for passive resistance 
once the shooting starts.’ 

   ‘Shooting?’ 

   ‘Metaphorically.’ 
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   ‘Oh.   You think things will turn rough?’ 

   ‘If Bullseye is a plant – and I reckon McSporran’s right – he doesn’t seem to have been 
chosen for his oratory.   And his chums, Critter and Varmint ...  presumably we always see 
them together because one can read and the other can write.’ 

   ‘What do you think they’re planning?’ 

   ‘It’s the Regime’s plan:  to take territory and win converts.’ 

   ‘To make the Island like the Mainland.’ 

   ‘Absolutely.   We’ve been a thorn in the Regime’s side for too long.’ 

   Another pause. 

   ‘How do you feel about staying here ... with the Rebs round the corner?’ 

   ‘I like it here.   I’ve got my own private beach.   And so far they haven’t bothered me.’ 

   ‘What about the stools?’ 

   ‘A show of strength.   They haven’t bothered me since.’ 

 He was aware that she hadn’t needed to bring the information about the new arable site to 
him personally.   His intuition was rewarded by her next words: 

    ‘Harry ... this isn’t easy to say ... but ... it’s just that I can’t invite you to my place because 
someone’s living there while I’m Chief Host so ... well ... I’d like to cook a meal for you 
here.   I could go to the shop and come back and cook dinner for us.’ 

   ‘I’d be delighted.’ 

   ‘Asparagus quiche, jacket potatoes, salad ... OK?’ 

   ‘My mouth’s watering already.’ 

   She grinned au revoir and left for the shop.   Harry speculated.   She must be wondering 
whether they’d spend another night together.   He asked himself whether he would welcome 
it, particularly so soon after his adventure with Terra.   And a sudden revelation flooded him.   
He’d love to spend another night with Rapper.   He relished the simplicity of their friendship.   
And sex with her was rich and rewarding – and, it seemed, for her too.   And things were so 
... what? ... so safe.   That’s what home means.  His heart was with Rapper:  his soul was with 
Terra. 

   Sea, sand, sex ... Rosie at Nice ... pizza with pesto showing how close they were to Italy ... 
the walk up Princess Grace Boulevard and down to the wondrous icecream colours of 
cottagey Villefranche sur Mer ... ‘mer’ sounds like ‘mere’ – the sea, our mother ... mother – 
‘Mum’ – art therapist, wise woman ... Dad – was university lecturer in English – now 
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carpenter with commissions ... good marriage in the Yorkshire Dales  ... he, a journo ... only 
child ... what did they really think? ... his exclusive on Ghaddafi and his hit squads ... the 
Arab Spring ... pawns ...  used to play chess with Steve ... Steve ... one time tennis partner ... a 
men’s four on Meanwood Park courts as the summer shadows lengthening ... back to the 
Skyrack for a few beers together ... living alone ... celebrating aloneness ... he’d never shared 
like the others ... other students disappointing ... didn’t seem to have read anything beyond 
set books ... set book junkies ... bit of dope now and then ... with Julie strolling around 
Headingley with her pet duck stepping blithely behind her ... relationships ...  never so alone 
as in a relationship ... relationship of things to things ...’If everything was blue there would 
be no blue’ – Eckhart Tolle ... if everything was hunky dory there would be no hunky dory ... 
evil is there so there can be good. 

 

*          *          * 

 

   Rapper enjoyed shopping for Harry.   She enjoyed returning to his cabin where he greeted 
her on his terrace with a kiss. 

   ‘Say three things you want from a piece of music right now – don’t stop to think’, he said.    

   ‘Oh’, a little flustered.   ‘Sexy, sultry, spine-tingling.’ 

   And, as she unpacked her groceries, she was delighted to hear the tentative, exploratory 
opening notes of Miles Davis’s ‘Sketches of Spain’. 

   ‘Anything I can do to help?’ asked Harry. 

   ‘Thanks – but not a thing.   You’re a good dj.’ 

   Harry went out to the terrace with a book.   She scrubbed the two jacket potatoes, pricked 
them with a fork, and put them in the oven.   She unpacked the asparagus quiche which she’d 
spotted the other day in the Shop.   ‘Remove all packaging.   Place on oven tray and heat 
through for 20 minutes on 180.’  Half an hour yet.  Then she addressed the salad.    

   It was an especially sexual experience to cook for someone you were going to spend the 
night with.   Using the Office shredding scissors she’d brought with her she shredded a Little 
Gem lettuce and spread it over an oval plate.   Then she added cherry tomatoes, cubes of 
cucumber, chopped spring onions, slices of radish, and a handful of green, pimento-stuffed 
olives.   Then she cut a piece of Feta cheese into cubes and scattered it and as a garnish a 
bunch of marjoram she shredded with the scissors. 

   Next the vinaigrette:  she gave it a Caribbean twist with a mix of jerk sauce and coconut 
milk. 
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   She went to join Harry on the terrace.   He looked up, smiled, and put his book down. 

   ‘What are you reading?’ 

   He handed her the paperback novel. 

   ‘Oh!’ she exclaimed.   I love it!   I’ve read it three times.’ 

   ‘I know.   Compulsive.   What do you think of Rhianna?’ 

   ‘I suppose you either love her or hate her.’ 

   ‘I swing between the two’, said Harry, ‘page by page.’ 

   ‘It’s a real page-turner.’ 

   ‘I’ve often wondered whether fiction changes lives.   Has it affected you?’ 

   ‘Hmm ... good question.   I suppose it’s made me more tolerant.   And it’s made me 
ambitious.’ 

   ‘Ambitious?’ 

   ‘Not in the ordinary sense.   Ambition to ... well ... this will sound a bit whacky ... ambition 
to become a better person.   You?’ 

   ‘It’s a celebration of high ideals.   Like you, it makes me wish I wasn’t such a turd.’ 

    ‘The maze!’ 

   ‘I know.   Brilliant writing.’ 

   ‘That’s it.   Gives you someone in a phrase and they’re all there.’ 

   ‘What about Angus?’ 

   ‘Oh!   Angus!’ 

   ‘Go on.’ 

   ‘Well ... he doesn’t seem to know himself very well.’ 

   ‘I know what you mean.’ 

   ‘So that when he meets Eleanor you want to scream at her ‘Walk away!’ 

   ‘But I think he reaches a degree of self-knowledge by the end.   He is humbled.’ 

   ‘Yes.    The next time he meets an Eleanor I guess he’ll be more reserved ... more aware of 
his power and try not to abuse it.’ 

   ‘And what about the chrysalis!’ 
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   ‘Oh yeah!   Spooky.   And the myrmidons!’ 

   ‘Chilling.’ 

   ‘And the bit where Angus meets his anima.’ 

   ‘I found that erotic.   You?’ 

   ‘Oh yes!   It did it for me too.’ 

   ‘Even from a man’s point of view 

   ‘Oh yes.’ 

   ‘I think it’s about power.’ 

   ‘And redemption.’ 

   ‘And self-discovery.’ 

   ‘We could go on ...’ 

   ‘Borrow it if you like.’ 

   ‘I’ve already got a battered copy, thanks.’ 

   A pause.    The sound of the light surf on the sand ...   the melancholy calling of the sea-
birds. 

   ‘By the way’, began Rapper, ‘I was going to ask you -  have you seen Mars Bar recently?’ 

   ‘No ... why?’ 

   ‘No-one’s seen him for several days now.   He’s not at home.   And he’s missed a couple of 
fitness classes.   That’s not like him.’ 

   ‘Could he be shacked up with someone?’ 

   ‘Could be.’ 

   ‘Or needing some time alone ... maybe he’s camping in the woods.’ 

   ‘I think he’d have let his keep-fit classes know.   I’ll just go and check the potatoes.’ 

*          *          * 

   The meal out on the terrace was a success.   The talk continued easily with comfortable 
silences as the evanescent daylight imploded and moonlight emerged. 

   ‘Let’s play a game’, she said.   ‘The scent of rain springing sweetly from hot pavements.’ 

   ‘The whirling drift of a sycamore pod falling slowly to the ground.’  
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   ‘A lamb jumping up on all fours.’ 

   ‘Giving a dog water from your cupped hands.’ 

    ‘A horse standing deep in thought.’ 

   ‘In the sun a waving field of golden corn.’ 

   ‘The greeting of a dog when you come home.’ 

   ‘The curlew’s liquid yodel.’ 

   ‘A cormorant flashing.’ 

   ‘A leafy tree in perfect symmetry.’ 

   ‘The scent of a rose after rain.’ 

   ‘The sweet and sour scent of a carnation.’ 

   ‘You can’t ... two scents in succession.’ 

   ‘Mornington Crescent.’ 

   ‘What?’ 

   ‘Just a game.’ 

 

   ‘Let’s get naked’, she murmured. 

   And later ... much later ... in the deep, dark pool of the night ... she asked him: 

   ‘Am I your first black woman?’ 

   ‘Yes.’ 

   ‘Any difference?’ 

   ‘It makes you even sexier.’ 

   ‘That’s all right then.’ 
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CHAPTER  21 

 

   When Rapper returned to her desk next morning, Immy gave her a letter which had arrived 
the evening before.   The envelope was addressed to her in clumsy handwriting she didn’t 
recognise.   She opened it and read the one-page letter from Bullseye. 

   She immediately decided to call a Special Meeting and with Immy’s help sent all the bikers 
available – active and on stand-by – to circularise the Island to the effect that a Special 
Meeting would be held at eleven that morning – all work suspended. 

   When it seemed everybody was there who was going to be there, Rapper noticed that there 
were no Rebs present.   The Caff  was alive with the hubbub of speculation and Rapper had to 
raise her voice with ‘Can we make a start?’ three times before sounding the klaxon and 
silence settled. 

   ‘Thank you all for coming so promptly.   Sorry about the short notice.   I’ve just received 
this letter from Bullseye.’ and she read from it striving to keep her voice normal though 
sharing its content amid these fine people made her swallow now and then: 

   The enclosed photo shows what happened to Mr Mars Bar.   We chose the highest cliff on 
the Island which is on the south western corner of Dahlia Bay facing east and not visible to 
people in Fir.   It’s secluded.   It took ten of us to overpower him.   Then we gave him a shot 
of anaesthetic and wrapped him in a fishing net.   You can see the structure we built to 
counterbalance him.   We hung him out to dry at the end of a tree trunk which was deeply 
anchored by steel hoops and we stacked a pile of boulders on it.   We gagged him and hung 
him in the net at the end of the trunk with nothing but rocks a hundred feet below him.   When 
he came round, I climbed along the trunk and gave him a large, sharp knife.   I explained his 
choice:  he could starve to death in the net or cut himself free and take his chance on the 
rocks.   After four days without even water he decided to cut himself free and fell on to the 
rocks.   What was left of him was helicoptered to the Mainland.   He was taken to an intensive 
care unit where he’ll remain till he dies.   End of story. 

   Throughout her reading there came from the gathering sounds which grew from 
consternation to dismay to fury.   The fury was all the louder when she finished.   Eventually 
McSporran stood up and the noise diminished at the sight of the charismatic figure of the 
shaven-headed, middleweight Scotsman.   His voice was angry Glaswegian: 

   ‘With all respect to you, Gaia ...’, he nodded towards the psychotherapist, ‘the time for a 
violent response has now arrived.   We owe it to our beloved friend, Mars Bar.   I’m not sure 
how many Rebs there are ... 20-odd?   Thirty? ... but I suggest we form a fighting force of 
those of us willing and ready to head for Beech armed with lengths of four by two and give 
these bastards a good going over’. 

   There were roars of agreement. 
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   ‘Count me in’, shouted Spartacus, with agreement from Sky, Tyson. Scouser and other 
male voices.   It was clear that on the first count the fighting force would number at least 
thirty men.   Again angry shouts filled the room until Rapper sounded the horn to restore 
order.     

   ‘There’s just one thing I must say as Chief Host’, she began, with, for her, a very rare use of 
her title.  ‘We’re all very distressed and very angry but now is the worst possible time to 
reach a decision involving violence which goes against all that Primo stands for.   Let’s not 
forget that only a few days ago we voted unanimously for a programme of passive 
resistance’. 

   ‘That was then’, roared McSporran:  ‘This is now’. 

   Another chorus of angry agreement. 

   ‘I think at the very least’, pursued Rapper, ‘we must delay things for a time of reflection so 
that we don’t rush into making decisions we might later regret.   Right now we’re full of rage 
and also a feeling of deep loyalty to dear old Mars Bar, and there’s an urge towards revenge 
...’ 

   ‘Damn right’, shouted McSporran to cries of agreement. 

   ‘ ... but I honestly feel that a few moments’ reflection is called for ... let’s have a 
loggerheads’.    

   And she gently pinged the Tibetan singing bowl on the table and was mightily relieved 
when it had its usual effect and a contemplative silence fell on the room. 

   The impeccable silence had been observed for a full five minutes when Rapper again 
pinged the bowl and, as those present stirred themselves, ‘Over to you’, she invited calmly. 

   Gaia rose:  ‘I thoroughly understand the position taken by McSporran and the others’, she 
said earnestly, her noble features clouded with anxiety.   ‘But’ and she turned to McSporran, 
‘Can I beg you to postpone any acts of violence for a 48 hour cooling off period?   We must 
thoroughly digest this dreadful news before we make any decisions.   I beg you, McSporran’.    

   There was a buzz of reaction mingling anger and agreement with Gaia.   Eventually, 
McSporran again stood up: 

   ’48 hours?   So be it!’ he said, through gritted teeth.   ‘But some of us will be using that 
time to prepare for battle!’ 

   Rapper chose her moment: 

   ‘I think then that we might benefit from talking it through ... having a look at the 
possibilities’.   The debate mingled anger and caution: 
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  ‘ Violence breeds violence. / Sometimes it’s the only way. / It’s exactly at a time like this that 
our morals are tested. / It’s exactly at a time like this that our courage is tested. /  The Rebs 
are backed by the Regime:  they’ll stop at nothing. / That’s the paranoia of battle that leads 
to cowardice. / Once we commit to violence, it’ll never end. / The purpose of violence is to 
secure peace. / But against the Regime there’ll never be peace. / Bertrand Russell said 
‘Violence is justified if it prevents a greater violence’. / Yes but how do we know at the time? 
We can only judge that retrospectively. / Gandhi showed that passive resistance works. / Yes 
but he had millions with him.  How many have we got?  100-odd? /  It doesn’t matter how 
many. ... It’s the principle. / The Rebs will ride roughshod over passive resistance.  Mars Bar 
is just the beginning. / You can’t hope to beat them with big sticks.   Who’s to say they 
haven’t got guns? / We outnumber them.   And, if they had guns, they’d have used them by 
now. / They may not have guns now but they’ll get them if they ask the Regime for them. / 
Then we’ll face that if and when it happens’. 

   There was a pause and Rapper took the opportunity: 

   ‘I think perhaps we’d better stop there for the time being and take a vote on the 48 hour 
moratorium.   Those in favour?’ 

   Several hands shot up immediately ... many others followed more slowly.   Eventually it 
was clear that roughly two thirds of the gathering were in favour. 

   ‘Carried’, said Rapper.   ‘I suggest we meet here again at eleven on Friday.’   And the 
Meeting broke up amid a hubbub of excited and nervous talk. 

 

*          *          * 

 

   By Thursday evening Harry had worked all day creating new four foot double-dug beds on 
the new arable area to the east alongside plots 35 to 50.   By turning the soil down two spits it 
was possible to sow and plant closer together affording double the yield.   They were also 
incorporating lots of well-rotted manure.   Throughout his day’s work his thoughts had turned 
to the evening and whether Terra would come to him after her art class.   The word ‘Maybe’ 
resounded through his head like Big Ben chiming infinity. 

   He had prepared a light supper.   He made up a sugar-free black cherry jelly and, while it 
was still liquid, he added chopped lettuce, spring onions, tomatoes, radish, cucumber, green 
pepper, plus pitted black olives, raisins, torn basil leaves, sweetcorn and cranberries.   The 
cranberries floated to the top giving the ‘salad jelly’ a dramatic, gourmet finish.   Then he put 
it in the fridge to set. 

   As he sat out on his terrace watching the last of the light, it occurred to him that her class 
must be nearly over.   Nervously he reached for Rumi: 
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The heart is like a candle 

longing to be lit. 

Torn from The Beloved 

it yearns to be whole again, 

but you have to bear the pain. 

You cannot learn about love. 

Love appears on the wings of grace. 

   His mind was flicking between two poles:  hope that she would come and stoical 
acceptance if she didn’t.   The former weakened the latter:  the latter robbed the former.   His 
whole being was still in a whirl when he saw her round the rocks and stroll towards him.   He 
rose and took her into his arms.   Her response was less than his fervour and, as he sought her 
lips with his, her lovely, heart-shaped face was turned away. 

   ‘Glad you came’ he managed. 

   ‘You’ve got a private beach’, she stated.   ‘Let’s swim.’ 

   And utterly without self-consciousness she peeled off her clothes and strolled towards the 
sea, as he hurriedly undressed and followed her.   The sea was cold and the moon lent an 
indigo sheen to its surface.   Her effortless head-down crawl was like a fish and he felt 
clumsy, inelegant, as he followed in her wake. 

   Eventually she stopped and turned to him and, as they trod water, she offered him a salty 
kiss and he held the length of her wondrous body against him and felt the wholeness of her. 

   ‘I’m feeling a bit cold’, he said.   ‘I think I’ll head back.’ 

   ‘I’ll follow you’, she said. 

   But, when he reached the shore and turned towards her, she was still quite a distance away.   
He sat on the sand and hugged himself against the cold.   And suddenly, as she neared the 
beach, she rose to a walk.   And then Harry felt a shock that powered into his head and coned 
wide and black to his palpitating stomach.   He watched her lightly stepping down the broken 
blade of moonlight.   And she was walking on the surface of the water. 

    When she rejoined him, they hurried in crouching runs back to the cabin where they 
showered, dried off, and got dressed. 

   ‘If you’re peckish’, said Harry, ‘I’ve prepared a light supper’. 

   ‘What is it?’ 
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   Could she never manage a conventionally polite reply? 

   ‘I call it ‘salad jelly’’, he answered. 

   ‘Sounds interesting.’ 

   He took that as a ‘yes’, fetched it from the fridge, and placed it on the little dining table.   
Then he added spoons and plates and they tucked in. 

   ‘Hmm, that’s good’, she said, eating unreservedly.    

   After the meal they drank raspberry leaf tea to John Coltrane’s ‘A Love Supreme’ as they 
sat close on the settee. 

   ‘You know’, ventured Harry, ‘you were walking on the water’. 

   ‘Was I?’ she said softly, with an understanding smile. 

   And later ... 

   ‘What’s your real name?’ 

   ‘Why do you ask?’ 

   ‘To see if I’ve heard of you.’ 

   ‘I don’t think that’s the real reason.’ 

   And later ... 

   ‘Would you like to stay the night?’ 

   ‘No.’ 

   ‘Why not?   It was so good last time.’ 

   ‘You mean the sex.   Yes, it was.   Better than good’ 

    ‘So why not?’ 

    ‘I would feel captive.’ 

   ‘That’s exactly how I feel.’ 

   ‘And do you enjoy it?’ 

   ‘With you ... absolutely.’ 

   ‘Well I don’t ... with anybody.’ 

   ‘It seems the more I want you the less you’re available.   Doesn’t that doom you to 
lovelessness?’ 
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   ‘No.   To freedom.’ 

   ‘I just need to tell you that I think I love you.’ 

   ‘Love isn’t something you say – it’s something you do.   And, if you love me, you must let 
me go.   Your eyes are my cage:  your mind my prison.’ 

   ‘It sounds as if we’ve come full circle.’ 

   ‘Sounds that way.’ 

   ‘And there’s no way out of the circle.’ 

   ‘It looks that way.   I’d better go.’  She looked achingly lovely. 

   He watched her leave.    

 

   

 

 

CHAPTER  22 

 

   Next morning Rapper and Bert Mulch were in the Office discussing the progress made with 
the new arable area when Mermaid rushed in in a state of agitation: 

   ‘You won’t believe this.’   They looked at her, shocked by her unusual state. 

   ‘We can forget about our Dark Room campaign.   The Rebs have occupied it.   There’s 
several of them sitting outside it on guard.’ 

   ‘OK’, said Rapper:  ‘let’s go and take a look.’ 

   ‘I’d better get back to the site’, said Bert. 

   Rapper and Mermaid arrived at the Dark Room where Bullseye, Varmint, and Critter and 
two other large Rebs, all in their skull and crossbones tops, were sitting on the grass just 
outside the door.   Hammered into the ground was an eight foot stake and attached to it was a 
painted notice stating ‘RED ROOM;  M50’.    

   ‘What’s going on?’ asked Rapper.   Bullseye stood and folded his arms across his 
considerable chest:  
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   ‘We’ve decided to make a few changes round here.   That Dark Room malarkey wasn’t 
making any money so we’ve changed it to an honest-to-god brothel.   It’s open 24/7 and the 
boys and girls inside get paid’.   He eyed Rapper.   ‘Be interesting, given Primo’s job rotation 
ideas, to see you in there one day.   They’d be queuing round the corner.   Might even have 
50 Merits’ worth myself.’   He grinned at her. 

   ‘You’re disgusting’, stated Rapper.   ‘You have no right to do this.   You only needed to 
bring it up at Meeting where it could be debated openly.   I suggest you do that and in the 
meantime just back off.’ 

   ‘And in the meantime just back off’, he mimicked.   ‘What do you think, boys?’   He turned 
to his men. 

   ‘Make us’, sneered Varmint. 

   ‘Your answer’, said Bullseye, still smiling at her. 

   Rapper looked at him steadily, then she and Mermaid turned and walked back to the Office.   
It would have to wait until tomorrow’s Meeting. 

 

*          *          * 

 

   Harry had done a good shift on the new plots and back home he’d showered and changed 
into fresh clothes.   He was closely tending a mushroom risotto when he heard a loud knock 
on his door which was open.   He turned to see Bullseye, Varmint, and Critter. 

   ‘Be better if you come out and join us’, said Bullseye.   Harry turned off the risotto and, as 
he joined them, he saw that Varmint was leading a goat by a length of rope. 

   ‘Decision time’, declared Bullseye.   ‘We’re getting a bit worried about you, Dawlish.   
What with you carrying on with our lovely Chief Host an’ all.   We think it’s about time you 
got off the fence as well as off your playmate.   We need to know whose side you’re on.   For 
one thing we need your cabin.   So here’s a little test for you.   You’re a veggie, right?’ 

   ‘Yes.’ 

   ‘No matter.   We’re almost out of meat so we’ve nicked another goat.  The guard system 
seems a tad vulnerable.   Anyway, step forward, Varmint.’ 

   And Varmint led the goat up to Harry. 

   ‘Here’s a knife, Harry Dawlish.   If you’re with us, all you’ve got to do is to cut the goat’s 
neck while Varmint holds it.’ 

   Bullseye offered Harry a gleaming carving knife. 
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   ‘Up to you.   With us?   Or against us?’ 

   Harry stared at him in disbelief.   He looked down at the pale-eyed, peaceful goat.   Then he 
took the knife from Bullseye and slashed savagely at the rope severing it with one blow.   
Then he kicked the goat which staggered back and then turned and raced away along the 
beach before scampering up the rocky incline.   He held the knife in front of him then twirled 
it in Bullseye’s face like a fencer.    

   ‘Now you know’, he said, and hurled the knife away.   Then he turned back to his risotto. 

   ‘Out by this time tomorrow’, roared Bullseye. 

 

*          *          * 

 

   ‘There’s my cabin in Ash’, said Rapper, in the Office.   ‘It’s empty now as Sandra’s just left 
to move in with her boyfriend.   I’d actually prefer to have someone living there.’ 

   ‘You’re sure?’checked Harry. 

   ‘I’m sure.   Can I help with transport?’ 

   ‘Thanks but I’ll be fine.   Just a rucksack and a wheelbarrow.’ 

   ‘I’ll come along.   Show you around.’ 

   The walk was the entire width of the Island so Rapper helped with the barrow now and 
then.   It was Harry’s first visit to Ash – the artists’ colony – and his first impression as they 
descended to the beach was that it was a larger community than Beech –  twenty or so cabins 
spaced evenly along the clean sand.   But what especially distinguished Ash was the number 
of outdoor artworks.   Someone had erected a Native American totem pole and pretty 
authentic it looked too.   There were assemblages of bone-clean driftwood held by white 
nautical rope.   He saw Easter Island heads in wood and faces carved on rocks. 

   Rapper greeted one or two neighbours still sitting out and explained that Harry was moving 
into her place.   When they got there, there was no key ... there were no locks.   They went in 
and Harry’s eyes opened in wonder.   It was like an art gallery.   She’d hammered in sheets of 
ply-wood over the logs and painted them matt white.   The walls were covered with colourful 
paintings of various sizes. 

   ‘All yours?’ 

   ‘Yes.’ 

   ‘Wonderful colours.’ 
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   Though no authority he could see that she’d started with natural scenes and transposed 
them into luminous, brushy shapes.   In awe he moved round the walls, passing a table laden 
with a chaos of painting materials and lots of brushes in jars.   Now and then he went closer 
to read a title:  ‘Sunset – Polperro’, ‘Autumn – Tintagel’, Heron – Chichester’.    

   ‘Mostly southern?’ 

   ‘All southern.   I suppose you see me as a southern Jessie.’ 

   He smiled: 

   ‘Try the Yorkshire Dales sometime.   I love your pictures.’ 

   ‘Thank you.’ 

   ‘Time to eat.   I’ve got some stuff in the barrow.   Will you stay for dinner?’ 

   ‘Love to.’ 

   ‘Inviting you to dinner in your own home!’   They laughed.   He went to the barrow and 
returned with eggs, two baking potatoes, and the makings for a salad. 

   ‘Can I do the salad?’ asked Rapper.   And they set to. 

   Three quarters of an hour later they sat down to the jacket potatoes, a colourful salad, and 
spicy scrambled eggs. 

   After dinner she realised that Harry’s next move would be to unpack and start to make 
himself at home. 

   ‘I’ll leave you to it’, she said.   ‘There are one or two things I’ve got to do in the Office.   
See you at Meeting.  Sleep well.’ 

   ‘Thanks, Rapper:  I really do appreciate it.’ 

 

CHAPTER  23 

   The moratorium was over and the throng in the Caff at 11.00 was loud with excited chatter 
with seemingly everybody there except the Rebs.   Rapper sounded the klaxon and silence 
fell. 

   ‘I hope’ she said, ‘that the cooling off period has allowed us to approach our beloved 
Island’s difficulties in calm and ordered debate.   Gaia and McSporran have agreed to lead 
the debate, the opener being decided by the toss of a coin.   Gaia?’   ‘Heads.’   ‘And heads it 
is.’   She invited Gaia forward and the psychotherapist rose from her seat and went to the 
front to stand between Rapper and Immy.   In her hand she held a scrap of paper which she 
referred to now and then.   She began, in her considered, earnest mezzo: 
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   ‘I must start by reminding us all of the crucial difference between the Mainland ruled by the 
unelected Regime and our Island ruled over by Meeting.   And that’s us ... here and now. 

   Violence plays an enormous role in Mainland life and thinking - from the suppression of all 
opposition by armed thugs in the name of homeland security, to military interventionism in 
the Near and Middle East, down to the promotion of contact sports whose violence is an 
acceptable metaphor that underpins Regime violence in the public unconscious, and to that, 
perhaps saddest of all Mainland violence, the cynical, anomic, blind, mindless pandemic of 
shootings, stabbings, sex crimes, robbery, and looting, particularly among young 
Mainlanders. As Norman Mailer found in ‘Why We Are in Vietnam’ a little local violence 
paves the way for grotesque and evil warfare.   Who will ever forget the little Vietnamese girl 
running towards the camera, screaming in pain, naked save for the napalm flames sticking to 
her skin and her agonised face seeking help that she knows won’t come as the searing, 
undying fire sticks to her innocent skin like glue forever?  My dear friends ... violence 
belongs on the Mainland, not here.    

And when it comes to peaceful protest in its many forms I’m reminded of the words of 
Mahatma Gandhi: ‘First they ignore you, then they ridicule you, then they fight you, then you 
win’. 

   I must turn immediately to what forms of resistance do belong here, for I firmly believe that 
the moment one of us commits the first act of violence against the Rebs that moment will be a 
victory for the Rebs and the Regime.   First, following the success of the Occupy movement I 
suggest that we emulate them by occupying what we knew as the Dark Room which, for all 
its faults, was not the sordid commercial venture we see now.   Next we must adopt the policy 
of passive resistance which Mahatma Gandhi practised so successfully in India.   We must 
disrupt Rebs’ activities simply by getting in the way.   We must get in the way of their take-
over of arable areas and we must extend the guarding of the goats by living amongst them in 
tents and making a nuisance of ourselves.   And finally we must be vigilant in watching new 
Reb developments and quickly responding in a peaceful manner. 

   Violence belongs on the mainland ... not here on our beloved Island’. 

   And Gaia returned to her seat amid applause. 

   McSporran rose and took his place out front ... muscular, middleweight fighter, gleaming 
eyes, firm jaw, shaven head, rich Glasgow baritone.   He spoke without notes: 

      ‘I respect Gaia and I respect her views.’   (A murmur of agreement.)   ‘I won’t address 
myself to Gaia’s wise and persuasive words.   It’s for you to do that.   But I’m here to 
disagree with her and those views one hundred and fifty per cent.’   (Roars of support.)   ‘I’ll 
make my own pitch ... beginning with the story so far.’   The temperature in the room had 
already risen on the heat of McSporran’s eloquence compared to the subdued delivery of his 
predecessor.  ‘Bullseye is a Regime plant.   He quickly recruited Varmint and Critter as his 
lieutenants and since then the number of Rebs has risen to where it stands at this moment at 
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42.   They have taken over Beech as their base where 22 of them now live.   They are 
planning to colonise Larch, Aspen, Willow, and Oak which will effectively split the Island in 
two.   They announced themselves by killing and eating one of our precious goats, Gruff, by 
introducing alcohol and tobacco, and intimidating the people of Beech as they are already 
doing at Larch and Willow. 

 We’re already victims of Reb violence.   Or rather our good friend, Mars Bar, is.   Which of  
us is next?’   He fixed rapt listeners one at a time.   ‘Will it be you?   Or you?   Or you?   
Pacifism will be no protection.   Go back to 1939 when the Nazi hordes took most of Europe 
in their vile campaign of ruthless race hatred and merciless slaughter of non-combatant 
innocents.   Would pacificism have stopped them?   Would Adolf Hitler have abandoned his 
aim of owning all Europe because of a load of peaceniks sitting in circles and moaning ‘Om’?   
And, if the Nazis had landed on Britain in force, would they have been dissuaded from taking 
over the country and murdering women and children by groups of dissidents camping out on 
Westminster Bridge?   Answer me ... Yes or No!’   And there came a loud, angry chorus of 
‘No’.         

   ‘If the appeasers had had their way, we’d all be eating bratwurst and sauerkraut, doing silly 
walks, and shouting ‘Come on, Germany’ at Wembley! 

   I believe the ultimate aim of Bullseye and his cronies is to convert as many of us to the Reb 
cause and lifestyle as are needed to dominate the Island.   I further believe that the Rebs will 
be reinforced by further plants from the Mainland.   Friends, we have a choice.   Do you 
believe that Reb aggression can be overcome by passive resistance or do you believe that 
violence must be met by violence? 

   The English philosopher, Bertrand Russell, stated that violence is justified if it prevents a 
greater violence.   I admit that these words are an oversimplification.   It can be argued that 
degrees of violence can only be assessed retrospectively, and that we have to arrive in 
advance at a judgment of relative degrees of violence which is mere speculation. 

   But speculate to accumulate ... and I reckon  we must strike now to prevent greater violence 
against us and there are 58 men in this room against their 42 ...’ 

   ‘And there’ll be women, too’, shouted Juno to a chorus of female agreement. 

   ‘Thank you ... and we must look at the greater violence the Rebs will perpetrate:  they will 
slaughter our animals for food and as on the Mainland will brutally suppress all opposition.   
Again, the longer we postpone a violent response the greater will be the violence involved as 
the Reb numbers grow with selective immigration. 

   We shall need courage, my friends, and let me remind you of those wise words of Ambrose 
Redmoon:  ‘Courage isn’t the absence of fear, but rather the judgment that something else is 
more important than fear’.   And we all know full well what that something more important is 
... it’s the happy, productive, sharing, holistic, creative community that our Island has 
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become, and that, my friends, is worth fighting for.’   People stood and applauded amid 
`shouts of agreement until McSporran silenced them with an imperious wave of his right arm. 

   ‘Let me remind you of the words of Martin Luther King:  ‘All that needs to happen for evil 
to prevail is that good men do nothing’.   And women’, he added. 

   ‘Right’ he continued,   ‘we will arm ourselves.   We will make weapons.   We will make  
lengths of four by two, sharpen them at one end, and wrap grips round them.   We will make 
catapults and arm ourselves with belt-bags of pebbles.   We will make bows and arrows and 
learn ... nay, remember ... the skills that are deep in our blood.   And newer skills ... we will 
learn to make petrol bombs.  We will do whatever we can dream up to oppose them and we 
will never rest until they plead to be allowed to leave our wonderful home. 

   And when I say ‘Our wonderful home’, my good friends, I want to tell you just what it is 
we’re protecting ... just what it is we’re fighting for.   I believe firmly that one day we will 
apply to the United Nations for independent nationhood.   Prison Island will be a free 
democracy, self-sufficient, and a model to the world and to posterity.   When you and I are 
long dead, the name ‘Prison Island’ will continue to resound round the world and through 
time, and our log-cabin flag will be seen at the Olympic Games and will be a symbol forever 
of freedom!   I don’t know whether it will be our grandchild or great grandchild but an 
Islander will mount that winner’s rostrum and turn to the right and will have tears in their 
eyes as the familiar tune of our anthem, which will be composed by our very own folk group, 
resounds round the stadium.  We Islanders won’t be there to hear it but it will be our tune and 
through it we will live forever – the founding mothers and fathers of a free ... Prison Island!’ 
And there were roars of agreement. 

  ‘It’s clear to me now that, when we defeat the Rebels, the Regime will wash its hands of us.   
And that means no Mainland help:  no helicopters with pilots and guards, no hospitals, no 
dentists.   We will have to look elsewhere for support.   And I believe we shall need to look 
no further than our nearest neighbour, La Belle France.  They’re no friends of the Regime and 
I know that they’ll offer us Liberty, Equality, and Fraternity. 

   ‘And, in case you think I’m a nutter, I want to tell you a story.   Have you heard of the 
American journalist, I.F.Stone? ... No?   A big man.  Isidor Feinstein Stone, 1907 to 1989 ... 
Izzy.  He produced his magazine ‘I.F.Stone’s Weekly’ and it was a rare magazine indeed.   
Not only was it that rare thing – a left wing American magazine – but for many years he 
produced it week after week ... single-handedly.   And I.F.Stone remained a thorn in the U.S. 
Government’s side by attacking them time after time over their involvement in Vietnam and 
the atrocities America committed there.   And one day, my good friends, a cub reporter was 
sent to interview the great man.   And at the end of the interview the cub reporter put just one 
last question:  ‘Mr Stone, you’ve been attacking the Government over Vietnam for years now 
and it hasn’t had any effect.   Don’t you sometimes think that your efforts have been in vain?’   
And do you know what I.F.Stone said, my friends?’ 

   He had them.   He held them. 
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    He said,  ‘Young man ... if your dreams can be destroyed so easily ... you ain’t dreamin’ 
big enough’.’ 

   And there came from the assembly a great roar of agreement and there came a great 
stamping of feet and they stood and applauded wildly and above the cacophony came the 
sure, loud, Scottish voice of McSporran ... ‘You ain’t dreamin’ big enough.  You ain’t 
dreamin’ big enough.  Dream big, my friends ... dream big.      DREAM  BIG!’ 

     And McSporran returned to his seat with the wild choruses of support ringing round the 
room. 

   As the tumult started to subside, Gaia rose from her seat and, as Rapper said ‘Gaia’, silence 
fell and the psychotherapist spoke: 

   ‘I must congratulate McSporran on his eloquence but there’s one thing I really must ask 
Meeting to approve.   Can I ask that, given the importance of the vote – perhaps the most 
momentous decision ever to be reached by Meeting – those on the losing side aren’t bound by 
the policies of the winners.   In other words we remain free to practise our own methods’. 

   Amid murmurs she sat down and Rapper said ‘A show of hands on that’ and a forest of 
arms were raised.   ‘Carried’ said Rapper. 

   ‘OK,’ she continued, ‘to the vote.   Ready Immy?’   He nodded and stood.   Rapper said 
‘Those in favour of peaceful resistance ...’   And, as about half those present raised their 
hands including Immy himself and Rapper, Immy counted.   ‘Next ... those in favour of 
violent resistance ... ‘   Again Immy counted and then stated ‘ In favour of peace 57, in favour 
of violence 51’.   There was an excited murmur. 

   ‘Right’, Rapper said, ‘I suggest that we form two working groups to discuss plans of action.   
Perhaps those in favour of peace could stay here and those in favour of violence meet in the 
Sports Hall’. 

   There came a sudden scraping of chairs as the latter rose and left the Caff, including Harry, 
who noticed that, as well as Rapper, Terra was remaining. 

*          *          * 

   Rapper and Immy left their seats to join the pacifist group as people moved to the front and 
Gaia took Rapper’s place. 

   ‘Thank you’, she said ’for being pacifists.   I’ve got a four point programme to put to you 
but I hope we can all contribute ideas and criticism.    

   First, with the high profile Occupy Movement in mind, I think we should occupy the 
entrance to what was the Dark Room, now called the Red Room. 
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   Second, I don’t think the double guard on the goat pasture is enough.   I think we must 
occupy the pasture 24/7 sleeping in tents and taking it in turns to stay awake.    

   Third, I think we need a human wall protecting Plots 1-17 with instant back-up to replace 
anyone injured. 

   Fourth and finally, I think we should have a campaign of addressing individual Rebs and 
doing our best to make them change their mind.’ 

   ‘They sound great’, said Mermaid.   ‘I’d like to add a fifth.   I believe we need a mole -  
someone who can convince Bullseye and the Rebs that they’re a convert.   We must discuss 
what the most convincing reasons are for such a conversion, reasons that will look 
compelling to the Rebs.’ 

   ‘Great idea, Mermaid,’ said Gaia.  ‘Thanks.   So ... five proposals to look at.’   And she let 
it go: 

   How can occupying the entrance to the Red Room work?   They’ll just ignore us. / But just 
by getting in the way we’ll have an effect. / Yeah.   It’s like naming and shaming. / Right!   
We could chant the name of every punter. / Great idea! / What can we do about the 
prostitutes? / Men and women. / Yeah. /  And don’t forget it’s only Rebs who are prostitutes 
and punters. Name and shame again? / When they turn up. / Yeah, that’ll do it. / And the 
Dissuaders could talk to them. / Right! / On to the goat pasture. / Right. / Occupy again? / 
Right. / But what about Reb violence? / We have to be prepared for that. / Right. / But can we 
defend ourselves? / .......... / I suppose not. / But it isn’t violent to defend yourself.   Self-
defence gets you off assault charges. / Just putting up an arm to defend yourself. / Or 
ducking. / Boxing is the art of self-defence. / Yeah.   I do judo – is that self-defence? / If you 
don’t harm the opponent. / So non-violent self-defence is OK? / Sounds like it. / So next – the 
human wall protecting Plots 1-17. / Right. / The same about self-defence. / Yeah. /   Next it’s 
the Dissuaders. / But how can they operate when the Rebs live in an enclave? / Right! / So 
how do we get at them? / .......... /  They come to the Red Room / Right ... so what about a 
mole? / Mermaid – you want a short list? / Right, so hands up. / OK Mermaid, you’ve got you 
and three others so form a group to decide who it is. / And we need leaders for other four 
teams. Volunteers? / Right, and don’t forget we’ve still got to work hard on growing and the 
new plots. 

   Mermaid took Starfire, Witch, and Petal off to her cabin while Madonna, the leader of the 
Red Room team took her members to her cabin, as did Paloma and her Goat team, Rainbow 
and her Human Wall team, and Terra and her Dissuasion team which included Rapper, who 
thought that the Chief Host role would be most appropriate to Dissuasion. 

*          *          * 

   Meanwhile, in the Sports hall, McSporran was addressing his army with no diminution of 
energy: 
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   ‘The aim of this gathering’ he began, ‘is to appoint team leaders and their members, 
although I reckon we must all learn all the skills for all the weapons ... we’ve got to practise 
with them till we’re up to here with ‘em.   I’ll be in overall charge.   Anybody disagree?   
O.K.   I’ll run the day to day stuff and lead military engagements but, when there are major 
decisions to be taken, just one request for a vote will get it.   Now ... volunteers.   First, in 
charge of the 4x2 clubs.   Hands up.   Three.   O.K. I go for Marlon Rainwater.   Objections?   
Right.   Catapults and pebbles.   Three again.   I go for Hooligan.   O.K. for everyone?   Bows 
and arrows.   Just Moriarty.   You’ve got it.   Petrol bombs.   ‘I know how to make them’ said 
Popeye.   ‘You’ve got the job’, said McSporran.   Finally, protective clothing ... I’m thinking 
crash helmets and gardening gloves.   Just you, Lucifer ... O.K.    can you do it on your own?   
Fine.  You four leaders go and stand by the wall.   The rest of you line up in front of the one 
you choose’. 

   After a bit of swapping the teams were roughly the same size.   Harry joined catapults. 

   ‘Right’, said McSporran, ‘I suggest the leaders take their teams to their cabins and start 
work now.   And don’t forget ... alongside your preparations we still have a heck of a lot of 
work to do growing and preparing new arable land.   It’ll be hard work, my friends, but don’t 
ever forget what it is we’re fighting for.  Our reach must exceed our grasp. We’re fighting for 
our freedom.’ 

   And with McSporran’s words ringing in their ears the leaders led their groups away to their 
cabins. 

 

 

CHAPTER  24 

 

   It was Friday evening ... the evening after Terra had left an aroused Harry alone in the night 
without her.   He knew it was foolhardy.   He knew it was something he shouldn’t dream of 
doing.   But he had to find her.    He had to show her the depth and authenticity of his 
feelings.   He had to convince her that they belonged together and that he wanted her on 
whatever terms.   He had no idea where her tent was.   All he could assume was that she 
might be somewhere near the clearing where they’d had the terrific sex.   When he set out 
from Rapper’s cabin at Ash, the light was fast disappearing as charcoal clouds moved in and 
the still air was dense with pressure. 

   As he entered the woods, he heard the first sullen rumble of thunder rehearsing tentatively 
in the black distance.   He was approaching the glade from the opposite direction and tried to 
guess his way through without the aid of path or moonlight. 
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   He had lost sense of time when he came upon their clearing and, as he beheld it, he noticed 
for the first time that it was surrounded by a circle of what could have been pumice-grey 
tombstones.   They were roughly a metre high and half a metre in width and stood about three 
metres apart.   He approached one and pushed it.   It was utterly immoveable.   It was 
embedded as firmly as a tooth in a gum.   It was impossible to say how deep they went.   He 
stepped slowly round the circle gently touching each stone as he went.   Its diameter was 
around thirty metres. 

   He then came to the centre of the circle and sat cross-legged noticing by the flattened grass 
and the pattern of the surroundings that this was the spot Terra had chosen. 

   Suddenly there came the searing rip of lightning which showed as a jagged fork over the 
clearing.   It was followed immediately by the great bass rumble of nearby thunder, and rain 
came down in plump, tropical drops. 

   And Harry now knew that without the protection of the tree canopy he would die here.   He 
was defenceless against the fierce lightning and he had no intention of running to the trees for 
cover.   And he suddenly understood how his entire life had been a momentum bringing him 
to this place where he had found the woman who made him feel at home and he had also 
found the woman who represented the gravest and most fraught danger.   And it was Terra 
who had lured him to this very spot, where they had conjoined and where it was his inevitable 
destiny to die as her victim. 

   Within seconds he was soaked to the skin but he made no move.   As he sat cross-legged, 
eyes closed, back straight, he realised that he had automatically chosen the meditation 
position to die in.   Wetness and electricity.   A fatal combination.   It was all coming 
together.   It was all part of the deal. 

   As he waited for the sword of lightning that would end his life, he felt an extraordinary 
peace ... a unique peace.   Dying, he realised, is the safest thing we do.   Once you know 
100% that death is upon you, there’s no risk, no fear.   Admittedly there was the slight 
reluctance that he was so young and that he’d only just met the two most important women in 
his life.   But the regret was instantly diluted by inevitability, the immediacy of his passing. 

   He realised that dying was the exercising of a vast muscle that had always been there lying 
in wait.   And he was grateful for its peace. 

   Then came the lightning bolt that he didn’t see.   He heard it, but he didn’t see it, because it 
lanced directly on to his head and he felt it as the huge, arresting locking of an electric shock.   
And then it was over.   Then came the peace of stillness.   In a trance he searched for 
experience.   His centre of consciousness was a metre or so above his body ... right over his 
head.   He was aware of his inanimate body sitting below him.   He had become a kind of 
etheric version of himself. He felt connected to his body as if by some metaphysical umbilical 
cord.  Then he noticed the hushed descent of rainfall through the surrounding foliage.   Next 
he sensed the humid warmth of the still, thick air. 
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   So ... there is consciousness after death.   There’s awareness of who you are, there are sense 
experiences.   But why was he stuck in the air?   Where was the tunnel with the light at the 
end of it?   Where were the welcoming hosts? 

   Then his awareness shifted downwards to his motionless seated body.   And he suddenly 
knew that he had a choice.   If he chose, he could break the umbilical cord linking him to his 
body and take off.   To freedom.   Or he could reel the cord in ... return to his body. 

   But then came a dreadful thought.   A thought that sent a chill through his entire being.   It 
shocked him rigid because it was worse than death.   Locked-in Syndrome. 

   And suddenly in the midst of the thunder and the torrential rain he heard the liquid, fluting  
song of a blackbird, so brave against the elements, singing so loud and so clear in fearless 
triumph.    

   That was when the regret returned ... the thought of his youthfulness, the thought of Rapper 
and love, the thought of Terra and inspiration. Suddenly became one with the triumphant 
blackbird.  And slowly he allowed his being to descend back to his body.   When his centre of 
consciousness returned to behind his eyes, he tested himself.   And opened his eyes.  Moved a 
hand.   No Locked-in Syndrome. He was back.   He was alive.    

*          *          * 

   Sometime later in the magical night he found Terra’s tent.   The soft light threw silhouettes 
against the fabric.   He could see that they were the silhouettes of two naked women sitting 
cross-legged facing each other, their knees touching.   Their voices were murmurs ... a sort of 
chanting.   Were they doing a singing version of Tantra?   From the shapes and the voices he 
knew that they were Terra and Rapper.  Quietly Harry turned and crept away. 

 

CHAPTER  25 

 

The next morning, as Rapper sat at her desk in the Office, Juno ran in out of breath. 

   ‘Hey, Rapper – you’re not going to believe this.   They’ve built a wall of pallets round plots 
1-17.   They must have done it during the night.  And they’re throwing stones from inside.’ 

   ‘Show me’, said Rapper, calmly. 

   All the pallets used to transport goods had been saved and there were huge piles of them 
behind the warehouse.   They were useful for making compost bins.   The Rebs must have  
nicked the fork-life truck to move them. 

   As Rapper and Juno approached, Rapper saw that the entire growing area was surrounded 
by pallets which were supported by long stakes driven into the ground.    Rapper could see 
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that beyond the pallets there were Rebs working on the beds.   As they came nearer, Varmint 
turned from his work and shouted ‘No nearer’. 

   Juno stopped but Rapper walked on.   Varmint crouched below the pallet nearest to her and 
suddenly hurled stones at her.   They weren’t ducks and drakes stones.    These were the size 
of tennis balls.    As one struck her painfully on the leg, she retreated to rejoin Juno.   Not 
having the faintest idea what to say to Varmint, she turned with Juno and they went back the 
way they’d come as stones continued to land around them. 

   Rapper headed straight for McSporran’s cabin at Fir on the south coast.   

   ‘Come in, Rapper’, said the Scotsman.   ‘Welcome to the Three C’s  -   Command and 
Control Centre.   To be known as 3C’ 

   Rapper looked round the cabin.   One wall had a large map of the Island on it with red flags 
for the Rebs and green flags for the Islanders.   Another wall had a big whiteboard on it with 
the names of McSporran’s team leaders and their teams divided by specialisation.   She saw 
Harry’s name under ‘CATAPULTS AND STONES’ and that he’d so far made 11 catapults 
and provided nine buckets of stones.   She also noticed that five women were involved – 
Natasha, Gudrun, Spike, Runner, and Zora.    And she saw piles of weaponry neatly laid out 
in a far corner. 

   ‘Impressive’, smiled Rapper.   ‘But the reason I’ve come ... well, you know that yesterday’s 
Meeting decided on occupying Plots 1-17 ...’ 

   ‘Don’t tell me’, rasped McSporran. 

   ...’Overnight the Rebs built a pallet fence round it and they’re chucking big stones at 
whoever comes near.’   She showed him the bruised gash on her leg. 

   ‘You must see a nurse about that, Rapper’, said McSporran, suddenly solicitous. 

   ‘Yeah, I will’, she said,’ but what’s worrying me is how did they know we were going to 
occupy it today?’ 

   ‘We have a mole’, said McSporran. 

   ‘Precisely’, said Rapper. 

   ‘But how can we find out who it is?’ 

   ‘How is the mole communicating with the Rebs?’ 

   ‘Biker?’ 

   ‘The bikers’ said Rapper, ‘have agreed not to serve the Rebs.’ 

   ‘In person?’ wondered McSporran. 
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   ‘Must be.’ 

   ‘So ... we’ll place hidden spies within binocular view of the path down to Beech.’ 

   ‘Let’s call a Meeting ... announce that we’re going to invade Beech ... give a time and post 
spies.’ 

    ‘Let’s do it.’ 

    After being tended to by one of the nurses Rapper returned to the Office, called an 
Emergency Meeting for 3.00 that afternoon and sent bikers round suspending all work, 
closing the Shop, and alerting the Temple helpmate.   The bikers emphasised that everyone 
should attend.   She wanted a full house. 

*          *          * 

   Gaia’s mole group had decided on Freya ... tough looking, mid-twenties, tatts up one arm.   
On the Mainland she’d been a lorry driver.   The reasons they’d come up with were - if you 
work hard for your pay, you have the right to say what you spend it on, even though she’d 
managed to give up, she still hankered after a cigarette, and her favourite meal was steak and 
chips. 

*          *          * 

   Harry was on the beach at Ash.   To meet McSporran’s programme he found he owed half 
an hour’s catapult practice.   He had made his favourite catapult his own.   It had a thick, 
stubby stem and a strong wide mouth.   It felt solid and reliable in his right hand.   The eighth 
of an inch rubber was attached through holes in the mouth with tight knots on the other side.   
His target was an empty tin 20 metres away on a rock in front of a pallet so it was easy to 
retrieve the pebbles.   Harry put a pebble into the pouch and drew it back feeling the power 
gathering.   And let it go.   The pebble smacked into the pallet a foot wide to the right.  He 
adjusted and hit six inches to the left.   McSporran had demanded seven out of ten hits to 
qualify.   When Harry came to his tenth, he was on six.   He steadied himself, remembered 
what it felt like to hit the target and anticipated a clean hit.   Paused.   Let it go.   And hit the 
tin.   Seven out of ten. 

   McSporran arrived:  ‘How’re you doin’?’ 

   ‘That was seven out of ten’, said Harry. 

   ‘Bravo!’ enthused McSporran.   ‘You’re good and ready.   Harry ... can you do me a wee 
favour?   We’ve come to the conclusion that we’ve got a Reb mole and that whoever it is can 
only pass on information via the path down to Beech.   We’re going to hold a Meeting and 
then two of us will watch the path.  I’d like you and me to do it.  We’ll need binoculars so we 
can stay at a distance.   There are twitchers who could lend us a couple.   I’m sorry to 
interrupt the good work but I’m a bit busy at the moment.   You could try Birdy at Oak and 
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Feathers at Elm.   If you can’t  find them, they’ve got learners they take on walks.   A 
neighbour might know one or two of them who’d have them.’ 

   ‘O.K.’, said Harry, and set off. 

*          *          * 

   Beech had changed since Freya had last been there.   There were a couple of barbecues on 
the beach and a few empty brown beer bottles lying around.   Here and there cigarettes had 
been stamped into the sand.   She found Bulleye’s cabin and knocked on the door.   Bullseye 
opened it. 

   ‘Yeah?’ 

   ‘I want to join you.’ 

   ‘You want to join us?’   He looked belligerent. 

   ‘That’s right.’ 

    He invited her in and they sat at the dining table facing each other. 

   ‘What took you so long?’ 

   ‘Oh ... I dunno.   Inertia I guess.’ 

    ‘Inertia?’ 

   ‘Yeah.’ 

   ‘I need a better answer.’ 

   ‘Well ... I’ve got some friends over there.   I didn’t want to leave them.’ 

   ‘What’s made you change your mind?’   He was still hostile. 

    ‘I reckon I have the right to spend my wages on whatever I like.   I fancy a smoke.   And 
my favourite meal is steak and chips.’ 

   ‘How do you feel about not just abandoning your friends but actually attacking them?’ 

   ‘I’d be fighting for my beliefs and they’re more important than friendship.’ 

   ‘We’re afraid of moles.   We may even have one as I speak.   What can you say to convince 
me that you’re not a mole?’ 

   ‘If you’re paranoid about moles, there’s absolutely nothing I can say.’ 

   Bullseye gave her his weird one-eyed stare: 
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   ‘The reason I’m especially suspicious of you is that I knew you were coming.   And right 
on cue ... here you are’.   And Bullseye fixed her with his good eye and smiled his meniscus 
smile. 

*          *          * 

      As Harry strode towards Oak to find Birdy, he wondered about joining the bird watching 
group and mused on the many birds he’d seen on the Island:  elegant kittiwake with their 
immaculate white head and shoulders and their gentle eyes, pretty fulmar nesting in their 
hundreds on the south facing cliffs, tern – ‘sea swallows’, light, buoyant, graceful, 
plummeting 30 feet for a catch, cartoon puffin with their sense of humour, Manx sheerwater 
riding the winds, no wingbeats for miles, skimming the waves. 

   He found Birdy and Feathers easily enough and they were both keen to lend him their 
binoculars. 

*          *          * 

   At three o’clock precisely Rapper sounded the klaxon to silence the excited chatter.    

   ‘Because of the importance of this Meeting I’m taking the unusual step of a roll-call.’    

   She quickly went through the names and found that everyone was present bar the two she 
knew about and the known Rebs. 

   ‘Elder’, she invited, and Elder came to the front to address the Meeting.   He was around 
thirty, slim and fit with a face whose constant expression spoke of streets.   His accent was 
east end of London. 

   ‘McSporran can’t be here for reasons which will be apparent so he’s asked me to speak on 
his behalf.   My message is brief and simple: at six this evening – just under three hours’ time 
– we shall launch an assault on Beech.’ 

   He was interrupted by a crescendo of whoops and cries. 

   ‘The assault’ – he raised his voice:  ‘the assault ... will involve large numbers of Islanders – 
outnumbering the Rebs – and we will attack by a variety of means.   Surprise is of the 
essence, so I must ask all of you to keep this under your hat.   I must stress this.   The only 
reason I’m informing you at all is the long tradition of democracy that we hold so dear ... the 
long tradition of answerability.  Any questions?   Gaia.’ 

   ‘What are the ‘variety of means?’ 

   ‘You’ll understand that I’m not at liberty to answer that.’ 

   ‘Can we assume that the harm done to the Rebs will be a minimum ...  there’ll be no 
gratuitous violence?’ 
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   ‘The violence involved will be appropriate.   Mermaid?’ 

   ‘Is there a role for those of us who have opted for peaceful means?’ 

   ‘On this occasion – no.   Juno.’ 

   ‘How have McSporran’s training programmes progressed and are there enough fully trained 
combatants?’ 

   ‘You can rest assured on that.’   Elder left a pause.   He looked round. 

   ‘Can you read my thoughts?’   Brian Parbold. 

   ‘O.K. ... if there are no more questions ... thank you.’ 

   And he walked from the front to the door to a wildly enthusiastic round of applause and 
shouts of encouragement and good luck. 

   But Elder returned immediately to stand just inside the door: 

   ‘Rapper’, he said, in a strained voice.   ‘There’s something needs our attention.’ 

   People turned to look at him in consternation while Rapper made her unhurried way to the 
door. 

   Outside, propped against the wall beside the door, was Freya, gagged and hog-tied.   
They’d covered her in superglue and rolled her in the hen coop so that she was completely 
covered from head to foot in feathers and shit.   He eyes were wide with terror.  Clearly she 
would have to be helicoptered to the Mainland, but Rapper was wondering what first aid she 
could possibly administer.   ‘Somebody fetch a doctor or nurse’, she shouted. 

*          *          * 

   Meanwhile McSporran and Harry had taken up their positions a couple of hundred yards 
from the start of the path down to Beech, McSporran on the corner to the north, Harry to the 
south.   They were well hidden by gorse and brambles but had excellent uninterrupted views.   
There were no paths anywhere near them so it would make no difference which route the 
mole took to get to Beech.  They settled down for a long wait.   Harry idled with Birdy’s 
excellent binoculars.  

   Suddenly he focussed on one of the many rocks out to sea.   Two seabirds were squabbling.   
Fulmars?   Feathers were flying.   At last one flew away.   Harry continued to scour the hefty 
tide which sent huge waves exploding with great violence over the rocks.   It was safe to 
swim in the shallows but certainly not out there.   It reminded him of Brittany and La Cote 
Sauvage where the sea was so rough that swimming was absolutely forbidden.   He returned 
the binoculars to dry land and trained them on where he assumed McSporran was hidden:  
there was no sign of him.   Then he focussed on the path down to Beech and the start of the 
handrail and hunkered down. 
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   Much later his attention was aroused by sounds of movement way below at Beech.   There 
were shouted commands.   Moving carefully and very slowly he edged his way to the cliff top 
and looked down.   Around the bottom of the path were a crowd of Rebs all wielding baseball 
bats and wearing cricket helmets.   They were four deep and formed a crescent thirty- odd 
metres wide.   Harry looked at the sun and consulted his body clock.   He made it five thirty.   
There was no longer any need for concealment.   He made his way to where he assumed 
McSporran to be. 

    

    

CHAPTER  26 

 

   By now, in addition to Beech, the Rebs had occupied Larch, Aspen, and Willow.   The most 
stubborn residents had stuck it out against all intimidation including wearing earphones 
against the loud music.   But even they had drawn a line at having human shit daubed over 
their windows. 

   Rapper had produced up-to-date figures on the state of the groupings:  Rebs – 42, Peace 
Activists – 57, Islander Warriors – 51. 

   Because of the mole Meeting had been suspended and decisions would be reached by 
McSporran, Gaia, and Rapper.   If anyone felt they had something to offer or ask, they should 
consult one of the three privately. 

   McSporran had called a Council of War with Gaia and Rapper to announce his solution as 
to how to attack communities accessible only by a single-file path.   Boulders would be 
assembled on the cliff tops overlooking the communities and archers would be armed with 
flaming arrows to launch against the vulnerable wooden cabins. 

   It was after the latter meeting that Rapper decided to stroll along to her cabin and see how 
Harry was getting on.   It was when she’d reached a quiet part of the walk that she heard 
footsteps behind her and a strong pair of arms pinioned her while a pad of something sweet 
and sickly was held over her mouth as she struggled until she went limp.   When she came 
round, she found herself in an armchair in a cabin with Bullseye staring intently at her.   She 
felt sick.   She discovered that she was tethered by a long, slender chain. 

   ‘The chain’ll get you to the bog and the shower, the bed, and the kitchenette’, said 
Bullseye.  The chain was attached to her right wrist by a handcuff.   At the other end the 
chain was attached by another handcuff to the downpipe under the sink.  She noticed a pair of 
large wire cutters beside him on the dining table.   She guessed they were just out of her 
reach. 
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   ‘Don’t worry about those’, said Bullseye.   ‘They’ll only be used on you if you make a 
noise or if your chums fail to carry out an order of ours.’ 

   From what she could see of the beach through the window she was at Larch. 

   ‘You’ll be fed and watered regularly’, continued Bullseye.   ‘If you and your chums play 
the game, you won’t come to any harm.   You’ll be guarded round the clock and I’ll visit 
from time to time.   You O.K?’ 

   ‘Feeling a bit sick actually.’ 

   ‘It’ll pass.   Can I get you anything?’ 

   ‘No thanks.’ 

   ‘You’re a veggie, aren’t you.’ 

   ‘Yes.   You know we all are.’ 

   ‘No fish?’ 

   ‘No.’ 

   ‘Hmm.   Gonna be tricky feeding you.’ 

   ‘Just give me stuff.   I’ll cook it.’ 

   ‘Right.   I’ll bring equipment.   Give me a shopping list.   We’ve built a special cabin at 
Larch – big fridge, couple of big freezers, booze, fags.’ 

    ‘Do my friends know where I am?’ 

   ‘Yeah.   We delivered a letter.’ 

   ‘What did it say?’ 

   ‘Oh ... that we won’t harm you so long as they do what we tell them.   That you’ll be 
handed back safe and sound once we’ve won.   Oh, and they’d better move those boulders.   
They don’t know where you’re being held.’ 

   ‘You won’t win.’ 

   ‘We will.’ 

   ‘You’re getting help from the Regime, right?’ 

   ‘Some.   Not a lot.   They want it to look like a civil war that’s just to do with the Island.   
You know ... the ideal society shooting itself in the foot.   If they gave us guns, it wouldn’t 
look good.’ 
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   ‘I don’t feel like talking.   I feel tired,’ 

   ‘O.K.   Get some kip.   You’ll be guarded 24/7.   I’ll go and get a guard now.’ 

*          *          * 

   By nine thirty next morning Immy was getting worried about Rapper.   She was never late 
... there before him more often than not.   He’d checked her room in the Dorm but she wasn’t 
there.   He was wondering whether to send a biker round to her cabin when an unusual and 
exceedingly rare visitor stepped into the Office.   Although he’d never met him, Immy 
recognised Primo from the well known features that adorned one of the tops that sold so well 
on the Mainland. 

   ‘You must be Immy’ said Primo, in his gentle, neutral voice. 

   ‘How do you do, sir’, said Immy, proffering a nervous hand for a handshake.    

   ‘Not ‘sir’’, he smiled.   ‘Primo’ ‘ll do.   I’m afraid I’m the bringer of bad news.   I woke this 
morning to find that someone had delivered this letter to me.   You’d better read it.’ 

   Immy read the letter in growing, incredulous horror: 

   ‘We have taken your Chief Host into custody.   She is being held securely in a cabin at 
either Larch, Beech, Aspen, or Willow so you’d better think again about your boulders and 
flaming arrows.   We expect to see the boulders withdrawn immediately.   Your Chief Host is 
comfortable and she will be well looked after.   But she is attached to a chain and, from 
where she is sitting, she can see a pair of wire cutters just out of her reach.   No harm will 
befall her so long as you obey our instructions, starting with the boulders.   Your Chief Host 
will be returned to you after our victory’. 

   Immy looked desperately at Primo: 

   ‘What can we do?’ 

   ‘Do you think you can get a Meeting together for an hour’s time?’ 

   ‘Yes ... I’ll get on to it right away.’ 

   ‘Use the bikers to spread the word that I shall be addressing the Meeting.’ 

   ‘Yes, sir’, said Immy. 

*          *          * 

   The Caff was as crowded as it had been for the previous Meeting.   Everyone had been 
thrilled at the prospect of seeing Primo in the flesh – most of them for the first time.   Immy 
announced that this was an extraordinary meeting and in no way implied that Meeting had 
been re-instated.   He then read the letter to a stunned audience.   There were howls of rage 
and murmurs of anxiety which Immy let run for a while before sounding the klaxon. 
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   ‘Peace, friends’, he said.   ‘Let’s hear Primo.’ 

   Now in his sixties he was completely bald with rimless glasses that lent even more 
gentleness to his features.  He was brown from many hours’ toil in the Island sun.  His lightly 
smiling eyes, even at this dreadful juncture, were warm and comforting.   His slim face was 
dominated by pronounced cheekbones and a mouth always haunted by the ghost of a smile 
even when he wasn’t smiling.  Of medium height he held himself well and his head was held 
high with no suggestion of arrogance.   His gentle poise and effortlessly graceful demeanour 
were at the heart of his undoubted charisma. 

   As well as the standard Island garb of pale blue top and denims he had fashioned for 
himself a pale blue waistcoat out of one of whose fob pockets he produced a slip of paper to 
help with his address.   It was so quiet you could have heard a flower bloom. 

   ‘I know that we are all shocked by this dreadful news.’   His voice was a genial baritone.   
‘But I’m hoping that we will allow time for the shock to recede a little before reacting.   We 
are in shock and it is right that we are.   But the state of shock is no springboard for action.   
We must reflect. 

   You may see the Rebels as our enemies but they are not our enemies.   They are our allies 
helping us to further the evolution of our beloved little Island.   Seeing them as enemies 
simply plays into the hands of the Regime who want nothing better than a bloodbath seen 
round the world as a self-generated civil war - the ideal society imploding. 

   We must accommodate the Rebels, absorb them, welcome them and their chosen lifestyle.   
Evolution unfolds through fusion not elimination.   Nothing is eliminated:  it simply 
resurfaces.   There may be times when this evolution isn’t apparent ... times when it seems 
that something quite different is happening ... times when it seems that one cause or another 
has been defeated.   But it hasn’t been defeated:  it’s merely lying in wait.   What we need is 
judicious balance to minimise suffering. 

   Lines have to be drawn.   For example, it’s not acceptable that the Rebels should kill 
Islander animals for meat.   But it must be acceptable for them to import meat.   Those who 
choose to smoke must be allowed to do so well away from non-smokers, although they must 
be given every opportunity to seek help in stopping.   No-one wants to be a smoker.   And 
alcohol:  it seems our Island is divided territorially.   Antisocial behaviour resulting from 
alcohol must be restricted to the parts of the Island where it’s consumed and will not be 
tolerated elsewhere. 

   And now, not without sadness, I must mention the Dark Room.   I’m aware that a group of 
women were disturbed by the Dark Room and its principles in terms of consensual sex.   It 
seems that, however hard I try, I remain incapable of shedding all the garments of my gender.   
The Red Room, as it has become, must be accepted.   All I can hope is that a new Room with 
a new name is established by Islanders where everyone can be comfortable with a place for 
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the expression of pure, consensual sexuality in its many forms – a sexuality free from 
commerce, bargaining, commitment, emotional leverage, ego, and any other contamination. 

   Finally, my dear friends, my dear Islanders, I want to underline what I said earlier:  
evolution unfolds through fusion not elimination.  We must learn to live alongside each other 
–  not against each other.  I must take my leave of you now.   You must forgive a shy old 
recluse for not being with you as much as I’d like.   You are never far from my thoughts and 
my heart goes out to you constantly.   Thank you for listening and may you be guided in all 
that you do by love.’ 

   There was a respectful silence as though a mighty symphony had drawn to a close and the 
audience were still entranced, until they rose as one and applauded him to the rafters as Primo 
humbly made his exit down the central aisle, eyes downcast as eager hands reached just to 
touch him, and he left them again for who knew how long. 

 

 

 

CHAPTER  27 

   Meeting had racked its brains over Rapper’s plight and what they could do about it, but no-
one had come up with an idea worthy of risking injury to her. 

   As he worked on the new plots, Harry wasn’t particularly thinking about the mole.   He 
wasn’t particularly thinking about how the mole got intel to the Rebs.   But the answer hit  
him between the eyes like a well thrown jab.   La Cote Sauvage ... swimming absolutely 
forbidden ... not even any lifeguards ... Beech and those rocks hammered by vast merciless 
waves.   The mole wasn’t using the footpath.   Or any footpath.   The mole was a swimmer 
who swam to Beech.   Via the rocks.   A very strong swimmer indeed.   The sort of open 
water swimmer who could enter triathlons.  He immediately set off for 3C. 

   McSporran agreed: 

   ‘Well done, Harry.   By the way ... in the absence of dear Rapper I wonder if you’d like to 
join me and Gaia in our Council of War.’ 

   ‘Love to.’ 

   ‘Good.   Now then ... what are we going to do about our mole, Malibu?’ 

   ‘We’ve got two choices:  expose him and throw him to the Rebs or use him to feed false 
intel to them.’ 

   ‘Nice one, Harry.   But how can we feed him false intel now that Meeting’s suspended?’ 
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   ‘We’ve got to find a way of having Meetings again.’ 

   ‘And be convincing.’ 

   ‘We could restore Meeting but still make key decisions in the Council of War.’ 

   ‘Right.   But how to restore Meeting ... plausibly?’ 

   ‘A democracy movement’, said Harry. 

   ‘Yeah.’ 

   ‘Pro-Meeting demo’s.’ 

   ‘Pro-Meeting strikes.’ 

   ‘Pro-Meeting protest songs courtesy of the Islanders.’ 

   ‘Pro-Meeting occupations.’ 

   ‘Why not?’ 

   ‘Let’s talk to Gaia.’ 

   ‘Can you do that, McSporran?   There’s something I must do.’ 

   ‘Fine.’ 

*          *          * 

   When Rapper woke next morning she felt rested and the sick sensation had gone.    She was 
at first utterly confused as to where she was until the nightmare situation came into focus.   
Her first thought was of escape.   Then she realised that that sort of thing only happened in 
fiction.   The wire cutters remained out of reach and there was no guarantee they’d be strong 
enough to sever a chain however slender. 

   ‘Mornin’.’  Varmint was sitting in one of the two armchairs holding a paperback.   ‘Your 
mate, Harry, just delivered this bag to Bullseye’s place.   He used a white flag.   Don’t worry 
... I’ve checked it for a file.’   And he gave her a sports bag. 

   ‘Thanks.’ The only things she had with her were her shoulder bag and purse.  She looked 
inside.   Bless him.   Her personal laptop, clothes, food, drink, books, her i-pod with 
earphones, writing pads, pens, tampons, toothbrush and toothpaste, shower gel, a fresh towel, 
cartridge paper, brushes, tubes of watercolour, a landscape she’d done from her wall, a 
hairbrush, a nail file, and a bunch of wild flowers he’d obviously gathered himself. 

   ‘You’ll be wanting to get up and change your clothes and stuff so I’ll be outside.   Let me 
know when you’re finished.   Oh ... and by the way ... don’t forget ... not a sound or it’s a 
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finger.’   And he grinned evilly at her, completely disabusing her of any delusion she might 
have been under that he may have a human side. 

   Later she called out:  ‘O.K. ... I’m finished’.   But it wasn’t Varmint who came in:  it was 
Bullseye. 

   ‘Good morning’, he said.   ‘How’re you doing?’ 

   ‘Not bad considering.’ 

   ‘I’ve brought you some gear.’   And he produced a large bag of cooking equipment and 
utensils.   ‘And I’ve found a vase for those flowers.’ 

   ‘Thanks.’ 

   He crossed to the sink, half filled the vase with water and plonked the flowers in with the 
self-conscious clumsiness of one not used to the process. 

   ‘You wanna do them?’ 

   ‘It looks as if I’d better.’   She arranged them informally.   Bullseye placed them on the 
dining table. 

   ‘With what Dawlish brought - you got what you need?’ 

   ‘So far so good.’ 

   ‘I’ve brought you some breakfast’, and he handed her a tub of fruit yoghurt and a teaspoon. 

   ‘Thank you.’ 

   Bullseye sat at the dining table and lit a cigarette. 

   ‘Would you mind not smoking?’ she said, tucking in to the yoghurt. 

   ‘Sorry’ he said, and went outside and threw it away on to the sand.   He returned to his seat.   
Rapper was sitting on the two-seater settee aware of the awkwardness of moving with the 
chain there. 

   ‘I hope the chain isn’t annoying you.’ 

   ‘I’ll get used to it.’ 

   In the absence of a cigarette Bullseye fidgeted.   A silence arrived. 

   ‘Oh ... I forgot’.  And he went over to the bag of stuff on the draining- board and ferreted.   
He held up a hammer and  nail. 

   ‘Where would you like your picture?’ 
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   ‘Oh!   Thanks.   There’d be good’, and she indicated the wall opposite her bed.   She’d feel 
at home when she woke up. 

   ‘Have you ever smoked?’ asked Bullseye. 

   ‘Oh yes ... roll-ups.   I gave up on my 21st.’ 

   ‘Why?’ 

   ‘I discovered it wasn’t a real pleasure.’ 

   ‘I reckon it is.’ 

   ‘It isn’t a pleasure like ... standing on a peak after a long climb, listening to music that’s 
your favourite at the time, bumping into someone you’re fond of unexpectedly and smiling 
and hugging each other.   Smoking’s a con:  you’re satisfying an appetite smoking put there.   
In an ideal world people will do what they want to want to do.   Nobody wants to be a 
smoker.   You want a cigarette but you don’t want to want a cigarette.’ 

   ‘Sorry I asked.   By the way I’d better explain the guard timetable.   One guard will be here 
all night 10.00 – 6.00 then every four hours.’ 

   ‘Whatever.   Anyway ... talking of music I’m going to listen to some now.’ 

   She put her earphones on and selected Thelonious Monk on the ipod, closed her eyes, and 
knew that Bullseye was still staring at her. 

*          *          * 

     For Gaia, Harry, and McSporran the day was starting with a Council of War at 3C.   

   ‘The agenda:’ began McSporran.   ‘How to rescue Rapper, how to launch the democracy 
protests, and do we need protective gear like cricket helmets?   Anything else?’   He left a 
pause.   

   ‘I reckon’, said Harry, ‘Gaia should be in charge of the democracy protests.’ 

   ‘I agree’, said McSporran.    ‘O.K. with you?’ 

   ‘Yes ... fine’, she said. 

   ‘Good’, said McSporran.   ‘As we’re on it, let’s start with the protest movement.’ 

   Gaia reminded them of what had been suggested earlier:  ‘We’ve agreed on pro-Meeting 
demo’s, pro-Meeting strikes, pro-Meeting protest songs, and pro-Meeting occupations.   And 
let’s remember that the purpose of it all is to make the return of Meeting plausible.    Suggest 
I delegate leadership of each campaign to members of my non-violence team.   I’ll get on to 
that as soon as we finish.’ 
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   ‘One thing occurs to me’, put in Harry: ‘we want everything to be absolutely plausible.   
There’s no-one as paranoid as an undercover operative and Malibu will be no exception.   
He’ll be smelling rats everywhere.   Let’s give the whole thing cred by getting ‘Newsworthy’ 
back’. 

   ‘You reckon they’d come?’ asked Gaia. 

   ‘Oh yes’, said Harry.   ‘It’d be a good follow-up piece tied in with the three groupings and 
hostilities so far.   And they’d give their pensions for the Rapper kidnap story.’ 

   ‘Great idea, Harry’, said an enthusiastic McSporran.   ‘Can we leave you to contact them?’ 

   ‘Sure.’ 

   ‘This is taking shape’, said McSporran.   ‘Shall we move on to Rapper?’ 

   ‘We have to remember’, said Gaia, ‘that she’s under great threat.   The slightest sign of a 
rescue attempt and the consequences for her would be dire’. 

   ‘Are you saying forget it?’enquired McSporran, an edge to his voice. 

   ‘I’m saying that now might not be the best moment to even contemplate a rescue.   We 
know so little.’ 

   ‘I know what Gaia means’, said Harry, eyeing McSporran.   ‘Let’s get Meeting restored and 
look at ways we can send false intel to the Rebs.   It might be that we can pretend to be 
launching an attack on a community while in reality we’d be making a rescue.’ 

   ‘O.K. O.K.’, said McSporran, ‘I’m with you on that.   Let’s look at protective gear.   I 
reckon we need helmets and protective gear.   But I don’t like the idea of slavishly following 
the Rebs with cricket helmets.’ 

   ‘Better still’, said Harry, ‘motorcycle helmets’. 

   ‘Good’, said McSporran.   ‘What about clothing?’ 

   ‘We need something’, said Harry, ‘that’s protective but flexible.  We’ve got the gardening 
gauntlets already -  how about motorcycling overalls?’ 

   ‘Great idea’, said McSporran.   ‘I’ll get on to that.’   In the absence of money and without 
access to Mainland suppliers the Islanders offered payment in kind to pilots and guards of 
Islander produce.   Half a dozen ‘I am an Islander’ tops were worth a bit. 

     ‘Is that it then?’ enquired McSporran. 

   ‘There is one thing’, said Gaia hesitantly.   They looked at her. 

   ‘I ... well ... I don’t like coming to a meeting called ‘Council of War’.   Can’t we just call it 
‘Council Meeting’?’ 



125 

 

   ‘O.K. by me’, said Harry immediately. 

   ‘Me too’, said McSporran, with the suggestion of a glint in his eye.   ‘Let’s get to it then.’ 

 

CHAPTER  28 

   

      The Council members got to it.   Gaia recruited The Islanders folk group to come up with 
a protest song with a mantra for audience participation, Mermaid to organise wildcat strikes, 
Juno to get demo’s going, and Noomi to be in charge of occupations.  It was agreed that all 
the campaigns would be up and running in time for the Newsworthy visit.  Harry composed a 
persuasive letter to Angelina of Newsworthy, McSporran placed an order for motorcycle 
helmets and clothing, and they both handed them to the next pilot.    

   Back at Larch Rapper was preparing lunch for herself.    Her guard was a Reb she didn’t 
know, called Bravo.   He was 30-odd, short and plump with piggy little eyes.  He  was 
lounging in an armchair listening to music on his i-pod.   He was incommunicative and 
turned down her offer to share lunch with her.   He’d be on duty till 2.00 – another hour and a 
half. 

   At that moment Bullseye appeared.   He turned to Bravo and raised his voice against the 

 i-pod:   

   ‘O.K. Bravo ... I’ll take over’. 

   Bravo nodded silently, rose, and wandered off without removing his earphones.   Bullseye 
produced a lettuce, a cucumber, and a handful of tomatoes. 

   ‘I noticed you hadn’t got any salad stuff so I picked these a few moments ago.   Couldn’t be 
fresher.’ 

   ‘Thank you.’ 

   ‘You got all you need for lunch?’ 

   ‘Yes, thanks.   I’m just making scrambled eggs and all it needs is salad.’ 

   ‘Right ... well ... don’t mind me.’   He sat where Bravo had been and opened a paperback – 
a Linwood Barclay thriller, she noticed.     

   ‘What are you doing about lunch?’ she enquired. 

   ‘Who me?   I thought I’d get something at 2.00.’ 

   ‘You’re welcome to share what I’m making if you like.’ 
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   ‘Really?   Well ... I must say I am a bit peckish.’ 

   She washed the lettuce, tomatoes, and cucumber, tore the lettuce and sliced the tomatoes 
and cucumber and spread them on a white dish.   In a mug she mixed 3:1 olive oil and 
balsamic vinegar (so thoughtful of Harry).   Then she beat half a dozen eggs in a bowl, 
melted a lump of butter in the pan, and then added the eggs and shifted them about with a 
wooden spatula to create a creamy texture.   Then she added a few twists of black pepper and 
served the eggs and salad on the dining table where Bullseye joined her.   She noticed that the 
wire cutters were no longer visible.    

   ‘Have you always been a vegetarian?’ 

   ‘No.   My conversion happened when I was twenty five.   I was giving lunch to a couple 
with a little boy of about seven.   I was carving the chicken when Silas said ‘Hey, what’s that 
under the chicken?’ 

   ‘Oh, it’s nothing’, I said.   ‘Just juice.’ 

   ‘No it’s not’, he said, ‘juice is orange ... I drink juice ... I know’. 

   ‘Well ... it’s just gravy.’ 

   ‘No it’s not ... gravy’s brown.’ 

   ‘Water?’ 

   ‘No.  Water’s grey.’ 

   Fortunately Dad came to the rescue and told the little brat to shut up and get on with his 
meal.   But I thought about it for some time afterwards and I realised that I’d been too 
ashamed to say it was blood.   So first I gave up meat and not long afterwards fish too.   
Thanks, Silas.’ 

   ‘Do you ever miss it?’ 

   ‘Flesh?   Good God no.   Never.   The thought of it’s quite revolting.’ 

   Bullseye tucked in, clearly enjoying his meal. 

   ‘What did you do on the mainland?’ 

   ‘Same as here ... painting stuff that would sell and stuff just for me.’ 

   ‘Which is that?’  he indicated the abstract landscape on the wall. 

   Just for me.’ 

   ‘Don’t your ‘just for me’s’ sell?’ 
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   ‘I get them into exhibitions now and then and I’ve sold ... what? ... maybe a third of them.    
Couldn’t live off  it.’ 

   A silence.   They finished the meal. 

   ‘Help yourself to the fruit bowl’, she said.   She couldn’t help wondering who was the host 
here.   The bowl contained apples, pears, and grapes.   Bullseye helped himself to a clump of 
grapes. 

   ‘Thanks.’ 

   ‘Fennel tea?’ 

   ‘Yes, please.’ 

   She made two teas.   They remained at the table. 

   ‘What did you do on the Mainland?’ 

   ‘P.E. teacher at a boys’ secondary in Walthamstow.’   (One of the Regime’s policies was to 
insist on single sex schools.) 

   ‘Your only job?’ 

   ‘Yes.’ 

   ‘Did you enjoy it?’ 

   ‘It was perfect.’ 

   Sad to have to leave it then.’ 

   ‘Right.’ 

   ‘Tell me ... we know that you’re a Regime plant but how did it come about?   P.E. teacher 
... loved your job ... why leave it?’ 

   ‘It wasn’t quite like that.   To explain I’ll have to break an Islander rule.   But I’ve broken 
so many already one more won’t make any difference.   I was an opponent of the Regime.   
Went on demo’s, occupations.   They’d round up a dozen of us every time ... tokens really ... 
make an example of us.   I was in the front line of a march through Westminster ... they 
kettled us ... and ... well ... ‘, he paused modestly ... ‘It took five of them to get me into the 
van.   Then the tribunal gave me ten years in the Scrubs.   I’d only been there a couple of 
months when a bloke in a dark suit came visiting.   They noted how many coppers it took to 
take me.   The suit said they’d forget the ten years if I went to Prison Island to stir up trouble 
... create a civil war effectively.   I’d been inside long enough to know that I wanted out.   The 
suit told me that, if I failed to take over Prison Island in six months, I’d be back in the Scrubs 
for the ten stretch.   Two months had been long enough.   What the suit told me about the 
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Island wasn’t accurate.   You’re more idealistic than I realised.   And he didn’t tell me that 
you’re mostly political prisoners.  But that’s enough about me.   How long have you got?’ 

    ‘Ten ... but I’ve done five.’ 

   ‘I hear there are people who stay on.’ 

   ‘Yes.   Most.’ 

   ‘Will you?’ 

   ‘Good question.   There are things I miss.   But I often suspect that there are things about 
this place I’d miss more.’ 

*          *          * 

   Gaia called a Council Meeting to reveal to the others how ready the Islanders were for the 
visit of Newsworthy which Harry had arranged for 11.00 next morning.   But before her 
report McSporran had important news: 

   ‘One of the last things dear Rapper did for us before she was taken was to give us the 
number distribution of personnel.   There were, she told us, 42 Rebs, 57 Peace Activists, and 
51 Islander Warriors.   I’ve done my own little bit of research.   Since Primo’s speech a dozen 
warriors have turned pacifist so the new numbers are:  42 Rebs, 69 Peace Activists, and just 
39 Islander Warriors.   The Rebs fighters now outnumber our warriors by 3 plus however 
many new recruits are flown in from the Mainland.   We’re going to have to box clever.     
The trouble is ... we’ll only have the one go at it.   When Malibu and the Rebs realise they’ve 
been conned, they’ll pull him out.   But we’ll come to that later.’   He turned to Gaia:  ‘this 
meeting’s about you’. 

   ‘Thanks, McSporran’, she said,   ‘From 10.30 tomorrow morning there’ll be a notice on the 
Office door saying ‘OFFICE CLOSED DUE TO STRIKE ACTION’.   The shop will be 
closed and will have a similar notice.   A dozen placards on sticks will feature in the demo 
saying ‘STRIKE TO BE HEARD’.   About fifty demonstrators will march from Oak to the 
Village where they’ll assemble to hear an address by Juno.  The number’s down at fifty 
because warriors will be exempted as they’ll be needed for lookout in case the Rebs try to 
take advantage of our preoccupation.  Meanwhile, for the benefit of the camera, Noomi and 
her team will occupy the land in front of what is now called the Red Room.   Finally, The 
Islanders said that the notice was too short for an original anthem so what they’ve come up 
with is ‘We Shall Overcome’ to the words ‘We Shall Be Heard’.  They’ll perform it after 
Juno’s address and the audience will join in the chorus.   The demo will then disperse.   I’ll 
make myself available for interview.’ 

   Harry and McSporran actually applauded. 

   ‘Great’, said Harry. 
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‘Thank you, Gaia’, said McSporrran.   ‘Me and my warriors will be watching the western 
approaches.’ 

 

CHAPTER  29 

 

  Amid the chanting of the protestors Angelina Golightly of Newsworthy checked her 
appearance in a little mirror, gave her brittle hair a few unnecessary touches, and touched up 
her pursed red lips with lipstick.   She had positioned herself outside the Office at the head of 
a demo of democracy protesters who were chanting about being heard.   She guessed around 
fifty of them.   She’d arranged to interview someone called Gaia later.   First was her voice-
piece to camera.  

  ‘We good to go, Ricky?’ 

   ‘Ready when you are, Ange.’ 

   Angelina’s facial expression changed from relaxed and indifferent to high powered and 
serious.   She addressed the autocue: 

   ‘When we last came to Prison Island just four short weeks ago, it was on the occasion of 
their fifth birthday and we found an Island seemingly imploding from within.   We witnessed 
a demonstration against the established order personified by Rapper – what they call their 
Chief Host.   Things have changed. 

   The Rebels have captured four of the Island’s nine communities and are holding Rapper 
hostage.   The status quo grouping here style themselves ‘Islanders’ and are divided into 
Peace Activists and Warriors.   As I speak, there are 69 Peace Activists and 39 Warriors 
against 42 Rebels, the Warriors being outnumbered by 3.    

   The reason for the demonstration I’m doing my best to speak over is that three Islanders, 
originally including Rapper, now replaced by ex-Middle East journalist, Harry Dawlish, have 
suspended Meeting – the Islanders’ parliament - and replaced it by a Council of three: the 
warrior’s leader, McSporran, the peace activists’ leader, volunteer psychotherapist, Gaia, and 
Dawlish. 

   The demonstrators, as you can hear, are demanding the return of Meeting and its form of 
democracy.   In a moment I believe the demonstrators will be addressed by their leader, Juno.   
Ah ... here she comes now.’   Juno ... 40-odd, large, with patient features, walnut ringlets. 

    Angelina stepped forward as Ricky got his camera in position and held her mike close to 
Juno. 
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   ‘My fellow Islanders’, began Juno, warm voice, confident, ‘thank you for being here in 
such numbers at a difficult time for us.   I want to take this opportunity of addressing the self-
styled ‘Council’ – Gaia, McSporran, and Harry Dawlish, and impressing on them the need, 
especially at a time of crisis for the Island, for open decision-making.   We Islanders must be 
heard, must have a say.   This morning we’ve seen strike action at the Office and the Shop, 
we’ve seen occupation of the area in front of the Red Room, and we’ve seen a very 
successful protest march culminating in this rally.   If the Council of 3 continue to discuss and 
decide things in private, we will extend our protest to disobedience.   We will restore Meeting 
ourselves and arrive at decisions democratically ignoring any orders that come from the 
Council.   That is our ultimatum.   Thank you, fellow Islanders.’ 

   Right on cue The Islanders folk group swung into ‘We Shall Be Heard’ to the tune of ‘We 
shall overcome’ the demonstrators joining in with gusto. 

   Gaia waited until the song started to lose a little of its momentum and moved to where Juno 
had spoken from outside the Office.   There were boos and hisses and cries of ‘Out, Out, 
Out’.   Angelina held her mike towards Gaia. 

   ‘First’ began Gaia, ‘I must explain why we formed the Council.   We felt, however 
misguidedly, that there were certain key issues around warrior tactics and peace activist 
events that were best looked at away from the insecure forum of Meeting where so many 
people attend with differing points of view.   I promise you that we acted in a way that we 
believed to be in the best interests of the Island and Islanders.   We now realise, especially 
after the events of this morning, that we were wrong and I offer our sincere apologies.   It’s 
my pleasure to announce a Meeting tomorrow in the Caff at 10.00.   The main item on the 
agenda so far is the voting in of an Acting Chief Host in the absence of our beloved friend, 
Rapper.   Thank you and ... see you tomorrow.’ 

   Everyone cheered and The Islanders swung into ‘We Shall Be Heard’ and Angelina 
grabbed Gaia by the wrist and steered her away from the noise for the interview.   When she 
and Ricky were happy, she checked her appearance in the mirror, put her serious expression 
on again and began: 

   ‘A bit of a climb-down!’   (Angelina had learned in a recent refresher course, which she had 
suspected was career-threatening, that it was a good idea to put things that weren’t questions.) 

   ‘Admittedly.   But a necessary one.’ 

   ‘Any news of Rapper?’ 

   ‘I’m afraid not.   We gather she’s being well looked after but we don’t actually know where 
in Larch, Beech, Aspen, or Willow she’s being held.’ 

   ‘Given that she’s a hostage, what are the Rebel demands?’ 
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   ‘It was suggested that we remove boulders from the cliff-tops overlooking their 
communities and that we desist from using flaming arrows.’ 

   ‘And you agreed?’ 

   ‘We had no choice.   Our thoughts are with Rapper.’ 

   ‘Given the hostage situation what can the Islanders now do to defend themselves against 
Rebel hostilities?   What’s to stop them taking over Oak or Fir?   What’s to stop them 
occupying the Village and governing the Island themselves?’ 

   ‘These are issues best discussed in Meeting.’ 

   ‘But what can Meeting possibly come up with to help the Islanders’cause?’ 

   ‘As I say ... I’m not prepared to explore the possibilities outside Meeting.’ 

   ‘Gaia ... thank you.’   She left a couple of beats. 

   ‘O.K. Ricky ... let’s head for Beech.’ 

*         *          * 

   Mindful of her career Angelina remembered something else she’d learned on the paranoia-
inducing refresher course:  choose unusual locations.   So she and Bullseye were sitting cross-
legged on the sand like meditators.   With Ricky hovering with his camera Angelina held the 
mike between them. 

   ‘You’re a coward’, opened Angelina.   Bullseye was aware that he was playing to the 
Regime. 

   ‘Sorry?’ 

   ‘You’re a coward.’ 

   ‘What makes you say that?’ 

   ‘You attacked an innocent woman and abducted  her.’ 

   Bullseye rose and walked away back towards his cabin.   Angelina, in a state of panic, 
hurried after him thrusting her mike towards him.   

   ‘What are you hoping to achieve?   What harm are you prepared to inflict on Rapper?   
What level of violence are you prepared to inflict on the Islanders?   What makes you think 
you can win?’ 

   Bullseye stormed off leaving Angelina gazing after his retreating bulk with visions flooding 
her fevered imagination of local radio and presenting sales conferences for ball- bearing 
manufacturers. 
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*          *          *    

   Meanwhile, in the wake of the eventful morning, the Council were holding an urgent 
meeting at 3C.   Gaia summarised: 

   ‘So ... Meeting is restored and those who took part this morning, including Malibu, all 
believe that it’s been restored because of their protest.   Only we three know the truth.   I feel 
that my part of the operation is now complete and I hand back to McSporran, as leader of the 
warriors, to lead us in planning the next stage’. 

   ‘Thanks, Gaia’, began McSporran, ‘and damn well done.’ 

   ‘Hear, hear’, said Harry. 

   ‘Now’, continued McSporran, ‘our secret aim is to rescue Rapper.   Our apparent plan will 
be at 6.00 p.m. tomorrow to launch an assault on Larch ... Larch because it has a gentle slope 
down to it rather than sheer cliffs.   This will permit a widespread assault with warriors 
advancing on Larch down the slope and along the beach from the south and from the north.   
This disinformation will be revealed at tomorrow’s Meeting with the opportunity for 
Islanders to question and suggest things.   To confirm that Malibu is the mole Harry has 
offered to conceal himself again overlooking Beech with binoculars trained this time on the 
sea.   We’re assuming that Malibu reports only to Bullseye as Bullseye is no delegator, 
especially over something as crucial as this. 

   The Rebs, expecting a full-scale assault, will move all their troops to the defence of Larch 
on three fronts, leaving Beech, Aspen, and Willow virtually undefended.   With the troop 
numbers being so close they daren’t leave too many out.   And here’s a possible flaw in my 
plan:  I’m assuming that the Rebs in defending Larch will mass their troops at the top of the 
slope so that our troops can’t take advantage of it.   They’ll remember our boulders.   And 
also the slope would provide us with terrific momentum.   With more troops guarding north 
and south along the beach I’m hoping that our Larch search team will have unhindered access 
to the Larch cabins.   If Rapper is being held there, we know that she’s in chains so there 
might not even be a guard.   If there is, our search teams comprise one warrior and two peace 
activists and, with the surprise factor, our warrior should be able to overpower and subdue 
one guard.   The warriors are equipped with powerful bolt cutters to free Rapper.   Any 
questions?   Comments?’ 

   ‘One thing worrying me’, said Gaia, ‘is the risk of violence towards my unarmed and  
inexperienced peace activists.   It is possible that the Rebs will post a number of guards on 
the cabins of their four communities ... violent and ruthless men.   One warrior might not be 
enough’. 

   O.K., Gaia’, said McSporran, ‘let’s make it two warriors for each search team.   O.K?’ 

   ‘Better’, said Gaia. 
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   ‘I’m still convinced’, continued McSporran, ‘that, because the two opposing forces are so 
similar in number, when it comes to hand-to-hand, they’ll want all the troops they can muster.  
Besides, they have no reason to fear attacks on their other three communities’. 

   ‘Two things worry me’, put in Harry.   ‘First, how do the Larch search team get to the 
Larch cabins through the massed Reb defences?’  

   ‘Sorry, Harry, I should have made that clear.   There’s a deep cave halfway down the slope 
to Larch.   The search team will hide up in the cave under cover of darkness and, supplied 
with food and drink, they’ll remain there the rest of the day, only emerging when the coast’s 
clear.’ 

   ‘Fine’, said Harry.   ‘Second, how long will it take the Rebs to realise they’ve been conned 
and send their troops back to the communities?’ 

   ‘Nice one, Harry’, said McSporran.   ‘I’m guessing that the Rebs will hold their positions at 
least for half an hour ... till 6.30 ... in case the time of our assault is later for some reason.   
They’ll be wondering (1) whether the assault has been delayed for reasons beyond the 
Islanders’ control, or (2) whether we’re deliberately delaying it having seen their defences ... 
maybe waiting for them to withdraw.   I’m estimating a window of half an hour for the Larch 
team and forty five minutes for the other two teams.’ 

   ‘Sounds good to me’, said Harry. 

   ‘Me, too’, said Gaia. 

*          *          *           

   Next morning, just before 10.00, Harry positioned himself on the cliff top where he’d been 
before, hidden by gorse and brambles.  He trained the binoculars on the sea around the 
fearsome rocks and their exploding breakers.   He hunkered down for a long wait. 

   At 10.00 precisely Immy – with his jug of water and two plastic beakers, his writing pad, 
and three pens – called Meeting to order. 

   ‘Last time minutes O.K?’   There were mutters of agreement. 

   ‘Just two items so far’, he began.   ‘The election of an Acting Chief Host and a statement 
from McSporran.   Some of you might not be familiar with our election procedure so I’d 
better explain.   Each candidate is put forward with their prior agreement by a proposer who’s 
allowed up to three minutes to address Meeting in support of their candidate. 

   We have three candidates:   Marlon Rainwater proposed by Rasputin, Grey Wolf proposed 
by Mermaid, and Juno proposed by Sheba.    

   When the speeches are over, we have the ballot.   Every voter writes their first, second, and 
third choices on the voting slip which you should have found on your seat when you came in.   
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This is the ballot box.’   He indicated a large cardboard box with a wide slot in the top at the 
end of the table. 

   ‘Without more ado ... Rasputin.’ 

    The three proposers argued forcefully for their candidates and then it came to the vote after 
which people left the Caff to stroll around while the counting was done by Immy and two 
helpers.  Eventually Immy sounded the klaxon and the audience resumed their seats. 

   ‘We have the results’, proclaimed Immy.   ‘102 votes were cast as follows:  Juno – 40, Grey 
Wolf – 32, Marlon Rainwater – 23, Abstentions – 7.   Because Juno fell 12 votes short of an 
overall majority, we distributed Marlon Rainwater’s second choices between Juno and Grey 
Wolf.   That gave Juno 54 and Grey Wolf 41.   Juno now has an overall majority of 3 so I 
have great pleasure in declaring her Acting Chief Host.’ 

   To respectful applause Juno made her way to the front.   Few doubted that her speech the 
day before against the Council had played a part in her victory.   As Immy returned to his 
usual seat left of centre, Juno took the central seat.   A little over forty she had a patient face 
amid walnut ringlets.   She addressed them in her familiar warm, neutral voice: 

   ‘Thank you, fellow Islanders, for your confidence in me.   I sincerely hope that my 
stewardship as Acting Chief Host is the shortest on record’.   There was warm applause for 
that. 

   ‘I now welcome McSporran.’ 

   The Scot strode to the front and stood beside Juno to her right: 

   ‘Friends, this is a momentous occasion.   As Gaia did yesterday, I want to take this 
opportunity to apologise to you all for my mistake in thinking that the parlous time we’re 
living through required drastic measures.   I now realise I was wrong.   There is nothing 
hereabouts that could possibly be so drastic as to necessitate the suspension of Meeting.   I 
know that now and I can only thank you all for yesterday and your proper reminder.   As far 
as I’m concerned, the suspension of Meeting must never be allowed to happen again’. 

   He went on to outline the assault which would be made on Larch from 6.00 that evening.   
There were three questions all of which he handled with aplomb. 

   ‘Finally’, declared McSporran, ‘I want my warriors all tooled up to assemble on the beach 
outside 3C at 5.30 prompt tomorrow afternoon ready for close combat.   Farewell till then’. 

   ‘Any other business?’ enquired Juno.   As there was none, she thanked those present for 
being there and declared the Meeting closed. 

*          *          * 
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   Harry was aware that Meeting would be voting on an Acting Chief Host and he could only 
assume that it would be a lengthy process.   So he wasn’t expecting to see anything for quite a 
while.   But he was careful to stay awake in the heat of the midday sun.   He entertained 
himself by watching the many sea-birds going about their business.   Later, he checked his 
body clock with the help of the sun:  12.00.   He carefully focussed the binoculars on the sea 
beyond the dangerous rocks.   Held it for several minutes.   And there he was.   A swimmer.   
He refocused the binoculars and brought the swimmer up big.  He could see a head and 
strong arms and shoulders powering their way through the choppy water in a fast freestyle.  
There was no doubt about it:  it was Malibu.   Who else?   And suddenly Malibu disappeared.   
Completely.   The disappearance lasted and lasted.   Urgently Harry scanned the area.   What 
was going on?   Then just as suddenly Malibu’s head reappeared for a few strokes and Harry 
understood how Malibu dealt with the savage waves.   He swam most of the way underwater.   
The lungs he must have!    

   As he neared Beech, Malibu turned towards the shore.   With his massive frame in dripping 
shorts he strode up the beach towards the cabins.   And his report to Bullseye.   Harry rose 
and set off for McSporran’s 3C. 

*          *          * 

   Next day around 5.00 p.m. Rapper was listening to Szymanowski’s First Violin Concerto 
via her i-pod earphones while her guard, Bravo again, was equally lost in his own music.   
The door opened and Bullseye came in.   He raised his voice against Bravo’s music and told 
him he could go and join the Reb troops gathering on the beach.    

   Bullseye mimed removing earphones to Rapper and she reluctantly left the sweet tones of 
the Szymanowski in order to listen to Bullseye. 

   ‘Something’s come up’, he said.   ‘We’re expecting a major assault on Larch by an army of 
Islanders at 6.00 this evening and this place won’t be safe for a while.   I won’t particularly 
enjoy doing this but for your own safety I’m going to have to lock you in the food store until 
it blows over.   Take your music and something to read and whatever food and drink you 
want, although come to think of it there’ll be plenty of food and drink there already.’ 

   ‘How long for?’ 

   ‘Indefinitely.’ 

   ‘When?’ 

   ‘As soon as you’re ready.’ 

   ‘What? ... like now?’ 

   ‘Yes.’ 
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   He unchained her but attached a handcuff to them both and led her over the sand to the food 
store on the very northern edge of the community.   He unlocked the heavy duty padlock and 
escorted her inside. 

   ‘I’m afraid there are no windows – it was thrown together quite quickly.   But at least you’ll 
be safe here.’ 

   ‘What if something happens to you?’ 

   ‘Something happens to me?’ 

   ‘Yes.   You could be injured ... or killed.   No-one would know I was here.’ 

   ‘Hey, Rapper, you’ve got enough to worry about without worrying about me ... touching 
though it is.   I’ll be fine.   I’ll come and get you just as soon as possible.’ 

   He left, and she heard the massive padlock hit the door. 

   Bullseye returned to her cabin where he packed her chain, the other handcuffs, her painting, 
her clothes, and toiletries into a bag and took it to the food store. 

*          *          * 

   At five thirty McSporran left 3C to address his troops waiting on the beach: 

  ‘I’m sorry to disappoint you lads and lasses but the assault is off.   We’ve had spies keeping 
a watch on Larch and it’s looking as if somehow the Rebs got wind of our attack – we don’t 
know how.   But they’re in position to defend Larch in numbers.   We’ve lost the element of 
surprise and our assault depended on surprise given the current Reb superiority in numbers.   
So ... thank you one and all for turning out ... Dismissed!’ 

   At the same time Reb forces in their cricket helmets and wielding baseball bats assembled 
on top of the slope and on the beach to the north and round the corner from the Larch cabins 
at a remove of some 200 metres.   Under orders the troops sat comfortably on the ground 
waiting for action.   All the troops were facing away from the cabins. 

   At five to six they were ordered to stand and prepare for battle.   But nothing happened.   
Six o’clock came and went.   Bullseye ordered them to stay in position just in case.  

  From 6.00 the four search teams of two warriors and three peace activists had an unhindered 
run at all the deserted cabins of Larch, Beech, Aspen, and Willow.   The search was fast but 
thorough.   They met no opposition.   But nor did they find Rapper. 

   By 7.00 the three search teams had all returned to 3C for the debrief with McSporran.   
Each warrior leader reported their failure to find Rapper.   Carlos, the warrior leading the 
Larch search, reported that he’d spotted a new, large, windowless cabin to the north, apart 
from the other cabins.  It was heavily padlocked.   McSporran’s eyes switched to the middle 
distance in thought. 
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CHAPTER  30 

    

   Shortly after 7.00 Bullseye returned Rapper to her cabin, reconnected her to the chain by 
the handcuff on her left hand and reconnected the other end of the chain to the handcuff  he 
re-attached to the downpipe of the sink.   Then he went back to the foodstore and returned 
with her things.   He sat at the dining table. 

   ‘Sorry about all that’, he said.   ‘False alarm.’ 

   ‘My dinner time’, she said.   ‘You want to eat?’ 

   Please.’ 

   ‘Veggie spagh-bol OK?’ 

   ‘Sounds good to me.’ 

   She busied herself at the chopping board beside the gas cooker while Bullseye watched. 

   ‘Since you told me what a con smoking is I haven’t had a cigarette.’ 

    ‘Good for you.’ 

    ‘How about alcohol?   Have you ever done alcohol?’ 

   ‘I must admit to the occasional vat.’ 

   ‘Wine huh?’ 

   ‘And preferably red.  But I was always too fond of alcohol ever to become an alcoholic.’ 

   ‘What was it like without it when you arrived here?’ 

   ‘As I said about smoking, it’s easy when you’re 100% committed and in the absence of 
alcohol here I was, however reluctantly, 100%.’ 

   ‘Would you go back to it on the Mainland?’ 

   ‘Good question.   Dunno.   I’ve realised it’s like smoking in that it’s an appetite that feeds 
on appetite.   I hope I’d stay teetotal.’ 

   There was a silence.   She chopped red, green, and yellow peppers.    

   ‘How long have you got to do?’ he asked. 

   ‘Another five years.’ 
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   ‘Do you think you’d return to the Mainland?’ 

   ‘I’m not sure I’d survive Refam.’ 

   ‘What would keep you here?’  

  She pondered. 

   ‘The lifestyle, the camaraderie, the values.’ 

   She added olive oil to the tureen, heated it, then threw in the chopped garlic, onion, 
peppers, and courgettes.   She stirred them awhile then added skinned tomatoes and a handful 
of fresh herbs.   Then she mixed a veg bouillon cube with a small tin of tomato puree in 
boiling water and added it to thicken the sauce so it would stick to the spaghetti.  She stirred 
it. 

   ‘The Island’s got under your skin’, said Bullseye. 

   ‘Before I came, I had something beyond me to believe in ... my art.   But I was isolated in 
the belief.   Here ... I’ve got something else beyond me to believe in and this time it’s shared.’ 

   She reduced the gas to simmer and sat down on the settee, put her feet on the coffee table 
and stretched her long legs.   She felt like listening to music but she sensed Bullseye wanted 
to talk.    

   ‘Would you go back to P.E. teaching?’ 

   ‘If I don’t take over the Island, I go back to 10 years in the Scrubs.’ 

   ‘After that?’ 

   ‘Like a shot.’ 

   She left a silence ... and then: 

   ‘What has to happen for me to be released?’ 

   ‘A complete climb-down by the Islanders, disarmament, and their acceptance of me as 
leader of the Island.’ 

   ‘Bullseye ... you know that isn’t going to happen.’    

   ‘I’m not so sure.   Do you know how many warriors left to join the peace activists after 
Primo’s speech?’ 

   ‘I haven’t got a clue as you well know.   How do you get to know this stuff?’ 

   ‘We have our ways.   12.   So we now outnumber the warriors by 3 and our numbers will be 
augmented by new recruits from the Mainland.’ 
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  ‘But the peace activists won’t let you rule.   They’ll obstruct you, disobey you, disrupt 
things.’ 

   ‘Not when they see our penal system, they won’t.   We’ll make the Regime look like a 
Brownies’ picnic.’ 

   ‘You know that’s just hot air.   You know your heart’s not in it.’ 

   ‘Maybe ... but my head remembers Wormwood Scrubs.’ 

   She got up, stirred the Bolognese, boiled some water in a saucepan and threw spaghetti in. 

*          *          *           

   After the meal, which even the flesh-eating Bullseye enthused over, Rapper found that her 
empathy over the man’s need to talk was wearing a little thin. Basking in the success of the 
meal she felt justified in retiring behind her i-pod with eyes closed.   Bullseye had become 
her mere jailer.   

    

    

    He opened a paperback, an Ian Rankin ‘Rebus’ she noted, but, without cigarettes, alcohol, 
or conversation, he had a tendency to fidget which eventually started to get on her nerves.    

   Many of the deserters from the Islanders had changed their names again.   The guard who 
came to relieve Bullseye at 10.00 had rechristened himself Savage. 

   ‘Hi, Savage’, said Bullseye.   ‘It’s O.K. ... I may as well stay for the night now I’m here’. 

   ‘Right, boss,’ grunted Savage, and left. 

   ‘I’m going to bed now’, said Rapper, so would you mind waiting outside?   I’ll give you a 
call unless it means losing a finger’. 

   O.K.’ said Bullseye, and went to wait outside.   Rapper changed into one of the men’s 
granddad shirts she wore in bed that Harry had thoughtfully packed, though how he knew she 
wasn’t sure.   She certainly hadn’t worn one with him.    

‘O.K.’ she called, and Bullseye came in, sat in an armchair, and resumed his book. 

   Sometime later Bullseye broke the silence: 

   ‘Are you asleep?’ 

   Louder. 

   ‘Are you asleep?’ 
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   ‘Not now!’ 

   ‘I was just wondering ... you and Dawlish ... you still together?’ 

   ‘How do you mean?’ 

   ‘You two still an item?’ 

   ‘I don’t see why I should answer that.’ 

   ‘Just wondering.   What with him living in your cabin an’ all.’ 

   ‘He was homeless.   Because of you.   And, if you don’t mind, I prefer to sleep.’ 

   ‘I’ve been thinking about what you said about believing in something beyond you.   I 
suppose I had it with doing my best to get Walthamstow street kids into sport.   But I’ve 
never experienced it as a way of life.’ 

   ‘For lots of people it’s their partner.   You know ... going over halfway for someone.’ 

   ‘I’ve never known that either.’   A pause.   ‘I’ve told you why I got arrested.   How about 
you?’ 

   ‘I won’t tell you why I was arrested.   As you well know, we’ve got a rule about that even if 
it doesn’t apply to you.   I was a leading member of WAR – Women Against the Regime.’   

   ‘Wow!   I’m impressed.’ 

   ‘Well I hope you’re sufficiently impressed to let me get to sleep.   But a quick word first.   
You have a choice.   You can save yourself from 10 years in prison by condemning us 
Islanders to a Regime-led future of violent repression, a complete denial of all the Island 
stands for, the very opposite of our gentle, caring, co-operative, creative lifestyle. Or ... you 
can let us be ...  and do your time.’ 

   ‘No point.   Varmint and Critter would take over.’ 

   ‘Varmint and Critter couldn’t organise their way out of a telephone kiosk.’ 

   ‘They’ll just send someone else like me.’ 

   ‘Unlikely.   Don’t forget ... the Regime can’t control surveillance satellites feeding the 
world’s media.   They daren’t risk another public failure.   No ... with you in prison they’d 
just give us up as a bad job.   Anyway, that’s enough .... Good night.’ 

   ‘Good night.’ 

*          *          * 
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   Next afternoon Gaia sent bikers to McSporran and Harry calling for a Council Meeting at 
3C asap.   The bikers returned with 2.30 from McSporran and 3.00 from Harry so she sent the 
biker again to McSporran with 3.00. 

   She opened the meeting by suggesting an overview of where they stood and what they 
could do to help their parlous position. 

   McSporran opened with the news that Malibu had done a runner to the Rebs giving them a 
majority of 5, and twelve female warriors, influenced by Primo’s speech, had joined the 
peace activists taking the Reb majority to 3 plus however many new recruits the Regime had 
flown in.    

   ‘It could well be double figures by now’, said McSporran, ‘and in hand-to-hand combat 
that’s a lot’. 

   Harry asked if there was any chance of Reb defections to the Islanders. 

   ‘No chance’, replied the Scot.   ‘They’re too busy feasting on flesh, smoking, and getting 
pissed.   Given their superiority in numbers we’ve only got one choice: guerrilla warfare.   
It’s what gave the Viet Cong victory over the vastly superior numbers and ordnance of the 
mighty U.S. of A.  Guerilla warfare and no chain of command.   Every VC was fighting 
independently for him or herself.   If a Yankee officer was out of the action, his underlings 
hadn’t got a clue what to do next.   Your VC guerrillas knew exactly what they were doing 
every minute of every day of every year and they didn’t need some chancer with stripes on to 
tell them what to do.   With your help I plan to devise a series of random attacks by small 
numbers and individuals and, now that we can safely assume there isn’t a mole, we can 
guarantee the element of surprise.’ 

  ‘Sounds good to me’, said Harry enthusiastically.  ‘Count me in, especially for solo action.’ 

   ‘Good man!’ said McSporran,    Gaia came in: 

   ‘I’ve been thinking about your quote from Russell’, she glanced at McSporran, ‘that 
violence is justified if it prevents a greater violence’. 

   ‘Right’, said McSporran. 

   ‘I know I’m in charge of the peace activists but I think I may have come up with an idea 
that’s certainly violent but that I’m sure will prevent future bloodshed. 

   I’m sure you agree that Bullseye is crucial to the Reb cause.   Without him there’s no 
obvious leader.   Varmint and Critter aren’t exactly the sharpest chisels in the tool-box, and, 
them apart, there’s no chain of command.   A Rebel army led by Varmint and Critter would 
be less than fearsome.’ 

   They were attentive. 
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   ‘We must assassinate Bullseye.’ 

   They both wowed in surprise.   This, from Gaia! 

   ‘And who better to carry it out than Walker?’ 

   Sounds of excitement from McSporran and Harry. 

   ‘I bumped into Walker once’, said Harry.   ‘Rapper told me a little about him.   Dissociative 
Identity Disorder.’ 

   ‘That’s right’, said Gaia.    ‘But I must fill you in with some background.   As far as I know, 
Walker’s D.I.D. involves just three personalities although I’d be the first to admit that there 
may be others that haven’t manifested here.   The one we know as Walker is the public one 
we know so let’s go on calling him that.   Walker was badly sexually abused by his father 
between the ages of five and eleven.   As well as anal sex his father would cut him and drink 
the blood in front of him.   Walker got his revenge at the age of eleven when he got the 
carving knife and stabbed his father repeatedly in the throat while he was asleep.   He was 
brought up in a secure unit where he was again sexually abused by a male member of staff 
and he dispatched that man in the same way.   You’ll have noticed that, when he’s out and 
about, Walker is obsessed with counting different things.   While he’s in public, he feels 
vulnerable.   Everyone could be a rapist, an abuser.   So he counts things to reassure himself 
that, even though he’s at risk among people, he has a coping strategy.   As long as he’s 
counting things, he’s controlling his environment ... he’s in control and invulnerable.   
Walker is one of his alternative personalities known as alters.   Another is Assassin which 
we’ll come to later. 

   In some children the traumatic experiences are so severe that they abandon the core 
personality – the one they were born with – completely, to replace it with an internal self-
helper (ISH) – a wise and capable personality.   In Walker’s case this is Fergus - a Scotsman 
rather older than Walker, who reads Lewis Grassic Gibbon and Sir Walter Scott and 
converses calmly in a perfect Edinburgh accent.   This is the personality he adopts at home.   
It provides him with sensible advice for difficult situations.   Because Fergus is the one 
Walker uses most of the time, it’s known as his host and Walker believes that his core 
personality has died and the host has taken its place. 

   The Regime trawl psychiatric units in search of vengeful victims just like Walker with the 
aim of creating assassins.   They got the idea from certain practices of the C.I.A. between 
1950-1970.   Recognising the potential of Walker they applied hypnosis and brain-washing to 
induce in him another alter – Assassin - which they would bring to the fore via hypnosis 
when they wanted a discreet and extremely vengeful assassination by someone who believes 
he is killing a violent abuser of himself  and who wouldn’t have the slightest idea afterwards 
that he’d killed anyone.   Walker can kill Bullseye for us.’ 

   The men were on the edges of their seats. 
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   ‘That all sounds just fine’, said McSporran.   ‘But, as far as I know, we don’t happen to 
have a hypnotist on the Island.’ 

   ‘But we have’, murmured Gaia.   ‘Me.’ 

   ‘What we need’, breathed McSporran. 

   ‘Assassin’, went on Gaia, ‘will be like a scud missile with the name Bullseye carved into its 
DNA ...  he’ll go round corners, he’ll go high ... he’ll go low.   It’s impossible to guess how 
long he’ll take.   Assassin, as well as being 100% dedicated, will plan ... will be utterly 
careful ... methodical ... painstaking ... knowing that he’s up against a very dangerous and 
violent prey. 

   There’ll be no stopping him.   Once he lays eyes on his prey, there’ll be no defence against 
him ... no evasion ... no escape.   Assassin will kill Bullseye ruthlessly, in cold blood, 
efficiently.   Assassin will be engorged with revenge, hatred, and commitment’. 

 

   That evening, shortly after 7.00, Gaia knocked on the closed door of  Fergus’s cabin.   
Because of his unusual circumstances he still lived alone, unlike so many who were now 
sharing, as building cabins had taken second place to profitable work on the land or in the 
weaving shed.    

   When he opened the door, Gaia said ‘Hello, Fergus’. 

   ‘Ah, Gaia’, said Fergus, in his slow, Edinburgh voice.   ‘What a nice surprise.   Come in, 
won’t you.’ 

   ‘Thank you.’ 

   ‘I’ve got some new tea-bags ... liquorice.   Can I tempt you?’ 

   ‘Yes, please,’ 

   ‘Have a seat.’ 

   As he went to put the kettle on, she marvelled at the calm, domesticated contrast to the 
neurotic Walker.   Fergus’s cabin was orderly ... books on shelves, nothing left out of place, 
furnishings neat and tidy.   Fergus was maybe ten years older than Walker.   He returned with 
the drinks.   She noticed a hardback on the coffee table with a bookmark halfway through in 
front of an armchair and guessed he might have been sitting there.   She sat on the two-seater 
settee to the side of the table. 

   ‘What are you reading at the moment?’ 

   He picked it up and handed it to her. 
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   ‘A history of the island communities off the west coast of Scotland.   Amazing the variety.   
Somewhere I might land up myself one day.’ 

   She sipped her tea. 

   ‘Delicious’, she declared.   ‘What is it about the islands that attracts you?’ 

   ‘The people who choose to live there ... the almost Spartan lifestyle.   I believe at heart I 
may be a minimalist hermit.’ 

   They chatted comfortably through their tea until Gaia decided to cut to the chase. 

   ‘Fergus ... there’s something you can do to help me and your fellow peace activists.’ 

   ‘Anything ... I’m at your service.’ 

   ‘I don’t want you to tell me, but do you know why the Regime sent you here?’ 

   ‘Do you know, Gaia, that’s something I often puzzle over.   I can’t for the life of me 
remember.   And I often ask myself what could a peaceable old Scottish feller like myself 
possibly have done.   I keep myself to myself, you know.’ 

   ‘Yes, I know.   But I might be able to help.   Have you ever been hypnotised?’ 

   ‘Not as far as I know.’ 

   ‘I could hypnotise you and help you retrace your steps back to your arrest.   It might just 
give you the answer.’ 

   ‘I wouldn’t want to put you out.’ 

   ‘It would be a pleasure, really.’ 

   ‘Well ... I must say ... it would be an interesting experience to say the least.’ 

   ‘Then let’s make a start.   You look nice and comfortable as you are so just settle down as I 
count down from 10 ... 9 .... 8 ...  and, when she came to 1, she passed her right hand down 
across his eyes which obediently closed. 

   The gentle induction took twenty minutes and then she tested him: 

   ‘I want to know how relaxed you are.   In a moment I’m going to count from 1 to 10.   1 is 
not relaxed and 10 is as relaxed as you want to be at the moment.   Just raise the index finger 
of your right hand at the appropriate number.   When she reached 10, his finger made a slight 
movement. 

   ‘Good.   Enjoy your relaxation.’   And she left him for a few moments. 

   ‘And now ... I’m talking to Assassin.   You’re not Fergus any more.   You’ve forgotten 
about Fergus.   You have become Assassin.   And Assassin has an important job to do.   We 
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have on the Island a man who has sexually abused you in the worst way you’ve ever been 
abused ... the cruellest ... the most agonising ... the very worst imaginable ... and he’s done it 
to others, too.   You must get your revenge on this man ... for what he’s done to you, he 
deserves to die ... you must get your revenge on him ... you must prevent him abusing other  
innocent little children.   You must kill him.   You, Assassin, must kill him.   His name is 
Bullseye.   You’ll know him when you see him by his left eye.   He’s the leader of the Rebels 
... he lives with the Rebels in Larch, Beech, Aspen, or Willow.   His name is ... Bullseye.’   
She left a pause. 

   ‘When in a few moments you return to the here and now, you’ll return as Fergus.   But I 
want you to show me that Assassin is lying in wait.    You can show me by using the word 
‘white’ when we chat.’ 

   Then very slowly she drew him back with the numbers 10 down to 1.    He opened his eyes 
and smiled. 

   ‘I don’t think I’ve ever been so relaxed.’   It was Fergus’s voice.   ‘Was I hypnotised?’ 

   ‘Yes.’ 

   ‘I can’t remember what happened.   You didn’t have me taking my trousers down, did 
you?’ 

   ‘No’, she smiled.   ‘That’s only on the stage.’   She looked round.   ‘I like how you’ve got 
your cabin.   It’s very restful.   I love the idea of hanging tapestries.   By the way ... what’s 
your favourite colour?’ 

   ‘White.’ 

   ‘Strange.’ 

   ‘Yes.   It isn’t really a colour is it.’ 

   ‘I suppose not.’ 

   It occurred to Gaia that Fergus had completely forgotten about discovering why he was on 
the Island. 

  ‘Well ... I’d better make a move.   Thanks for your hospitality.’ 

    ‘My pleasure.   Thanks for the hypnosis.   I think.’   They laughed. 
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CHAPTER  31 

 

   Next morning Gaia called a Council Meeting.   Since the re-instatement of Meeting they’d 
had to be even more secretive.   They’d agreed to alternate the venue.   This time Harry was 
the host at Rapper’s cabin at Ash.   When the three had assembled and were sipping Harry’s 
home-made apple juice, Gaia began: 

   ‘Sentence of death has been passed on Bullseye’. 

   The others nodded. 

   ‘Good’, said Harry.   ‘I’ve been thinking about Rapper and I reckon McSporran’s right 
about guerrilla warfare.   We’d never win a pitched battle with the Rebs so I thought I’d have 
a go at rescuing Rapper on my own.’ 

   ‘You want a mate along, I’m your man’, said McSporran. 

   ‘Thanks ... but I want to have a go on my own.’ 

   ‘I understand’, said the Scotsman.   ‘The only thought I’ve had is that big cabin at Larch.   
One of my warriors attached to the Larch search team mentioned that there was a cabin 
bigger than the others to the south of the community.   It had no windows and it had a damn 
big  padlock on the door.   Round the back of it there were stacks of food and drink crates.   It 
must be a food and drink store.   It’s the only place they could have hidden Rapper during the 
search.   And that suggests she’s being held at Larch.’ 

   ‘That’s good’, said Harry.   ‘I was planning to watch a day in the life of the four 
communities through the binoculars .... get a timetable of movements.   Thanks to you, 
McSporran, I’ll start with Larch.’ 

*          *          * 

   Meanwhile Bullseye was back in his cabin having been relieved at 6.00 by Savage.   He 
was lounging on his settee listening to a compilation of R and B love songs on his cd player 
and was almost nodding off after not getting much sleep.   He was a bit annoyed  when a 
knock came at his door and found Varmint and Critter standing there. 

   ‘Come in, fellers.’   They trooped in and stood nervously.   Bullseye switched the music off 
and resumed his seat on the settee and stared up at them. 

   ‘What is it?’   

    Varmint picked up: 

   ‘Some of the lads are complaining’. 
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   ‘Are they now!’ 

   ‘Yep.   They’re saying they want action.   They’re saying we’ve got Rapper and we aren’t 
doing anything.   They’re saying it’s about time we upped the anti ... took another 
community, took the Office, knocked a few heads together.’ 

   ‘Who exactly is saying this stuff?’ 

   ‘Just some of them.’ 

   ‘Exactly who?’ 

   ‘Bravo, Pirate, and Tyson.’ 

   ‘Can you hear that funny sound?’ 

   ‘What funny sound, boss?’ 

   ‘It’s my knees ... they’re knocking.   Tell ‘em to come and see me ... now ... right?’ 

   ‘Right, boss.’ 

*          *          * 

 

   As Acting Chief Host  Juno turned up at the Office at 9.00 to find a note waiting for her:  
‘Call a Meeting for 11.00 tomorrow morning.   I have something to say.   Bullseye’.   She 
immediately told all the bikers to circulate the Island right away ... ‘Special Meeting – 11.00  
tomorrow - all work suspended’. 

    

   Mermaid had called at Gaia’s cabin and finding her out had left a note:  ‘I’m worried about 
Fergus.   As you know, I check up on him through the day and on three recent visits he hasn’t 
been at home which is unlike him.   He’s excused work and the neighbours don’t know where 
he is.   He hasn’t said anything to them’. 

   Meanwhile, McSporran was talking to Merlin: 

   ‘I hear you’re a martial artist.’ 

   ‘Judo black belt ... why?’ 

   ‘I’m forming an elite force of commandoes – ten of us.   Can you train us up?’ 

   ‘I guess so.’ 

   ‘How long?’ 
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   ‘To black belt ... several years.   To be basically competent ... once a week for one year.’ 

   ‘You’ve got one week ... twelve hours a day.’ 

 

   Harry lay hidden near the top of the slope that led down to Larch with the binoculars 
trained on the cabins, a pad and pens next to his right hand.   He hadn’t seen anything out of 
the ordinary till 9.30 when the entire population of Larch emerged and started to climb the 
path up to where he was hidden.   He hastily retreated to a clump of gorse and peered 
through.   As one they set off towards Beech on the cliff path overlooking Daffodil Bay. 

 

   Gaia made her way to Mermaid’s cabin.   On the door was a note saying simply ‘Temple’.   
She left a note:  ‘Sorry, Mermaid, I should have told you.   Fergus has been visiting my cabin 
for what we call ‘therapy chatting’.   Nothing to worry about. G’. 

*          *          * 

   At 10.50 next morning Juno entered the Caff to find Immy already in his place and a large 
number of Islanders there, too.   She smiled at Immy as she took her seat at the table and put 
the klaxon, the singing bowl, and the timer in their places in front of her. 

   11.00 came and went as late arrivals shuffled to their seats.   Juno sat and waited.   Some 
kind of hoax?   Suddenly the main door at the back was thrust open and Bullseye stood aside 
to admit Rapper whereupon there were gasps of surprise that quickly became a standing 
ovation as the audience rose in whoops and applause as Rapper rather shyly made her way to 
the front.   Juno stood and offered Rapper her seat but she demurred gracefully:  ‘No ... stay 
there’ and she smiled ‘Hello’ to Immy and took the seat to the side of Juno. 

   Bullseye continued to the front and stood behind Juno who stood up again:  ‘Without more 
ado ... Bullseye’. 

   He stood in the space between Juno and Rapper.   Silence fell.   His voice, though 
recognisably Walthamstow, had lost its harshness: 

   ‘I want to tell you what happened at a meeting I held with the Rebels at 10.00 this morning.   
I told them that I was giving up the fight against the Islanders and that I recommended all of 
them to do the same.   I told them to ask themselves if they were happy to remain pawns of 
the Regime.   I don’t know yet how they’ll respond.   At the time there was confusion.   All I 
want to say is ... if you’ll have me ... I want to be an Islander’. 

   ‘Hmm’, thought Juno, ‘Stockholm Syndrome in reverse’. 

   Bullseye paused, uncertainly.   The audience applauded.   He had his answer.   He walked 
down the central aisle until he saw an empty seat and sat in it.   Those near him reached to 
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shake his hand.   Amid the excited hubbub McSporran rose ... the leader of the Islander 
warriors.   His Glasgow baritone was at its most rasping: 

   ‘It’s all very well welcoming Bullseye ... it’s all very well shaking him by the hand.   But 
aren’t we forgetting something here?   I’ve got a couple of things I’d like to take up with the 
ex-Rebel leader.’   And he eyed Bullseye steadily.   ‘What have you got to say to us about 
Mars Bar and Freya?’ 

   There was a chorus of assent.   Bullseye stood: 

   ‘I’m very sorry about what happened to them.   I don’t know whether you’re going to 
believe this ... but I didn’t have a hand in it.   Varmint and Critter did it.   I promise you I 
didn’t know until it was too late.’ 

   McSporran was still standing.   He snorted with derision: 

   ‘You expect us to believe that?   Varmint and Critter have about as much ...  initiative ... as 
a spectacularly dim hamster.   They wouldn’t have dared do things like that without your say 
so.   You ran the Rebs like Stalin.   You trusted nobody.   You never delegated.   I – don’t – 
believe – you – Mr – Bullseye’.   He remained standing, staring down at Bullseye who stayed 
sitting.   A chorus of accusing voices grew around him. 

   ‘I can only repeat:  I wasn’t responsible.’   The accusing voices were stilled by Juno: 

   ‘Loggerheads’, she called.   And gently pinged the singing bowl.   Silence fell for five 

 minutes.   She pinged the bowl again. 

   ‘We’ve had time’, she began, ‘to mull over the exchanges between McSporran and 
Bullseye.   In the new climate perhaps we can return to the issue of Bullseye’s involvement or 
not in what happened to Mars Bar and Freya’.   Mermaid stood: 

   ‘We can’t prove it either way.   If we are willing to accept Bullseye as an Islander, and I 
sense that we are, then we must offer him the same trust we’d offer to any Islander.   Bullseye 
knows that we can get evidence from Mars Bar or Freya and, until we get that evidence, I 
think we should trust him’. 

   There were muttered agreements. 

   ‘Thank you, Mermaid’, said Juno.   ‘Any more comments?’   There weren’t.   ‘So ...’ she 
said, ‘Any other business?’   Again nothing.   ‘So ... Welcome back, Rapper ... Welcome, 
Bullseye ... and I declare this Meeting over.’ 

   She turned to Rapper: 

   ‘Unless you’d like a rest, I reckon this is where you take over.’ 

   ‘I’m fine, thank you ... and thank you for deputising.’ 
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   ‘O.K. ... Lovely to see you back again.’ 

   ‘Great to be back.’ 

    

 On the way out McSporran managed to whisper a word to Gaia and Harry:  ‘3C 2.00 O.K?’   
They agreed. 

*          *          * 

   ‘How do we know’, opened McSporran, ‘that Bullseye is genuine’. 

   ‘We can’t know’, said Harry. 

   ‘Perhaps we should check with Rapper’, put in Gaia.   ‘Maybe they talked.’ 

   ‘Good idea’, agreed McSporran.   ‘And also we must bring her back into the Council.   
You’ll be staying, I hope, Harry.’ 

   ‘Sure’, he replied. 

   ‘There must be a way’, went on the Scotsman, ‘of testing him.   Maybe getting him to do 
something against the Rebs’. 

   ‘I think we should wait’, urged Gaia.   ‘Throughout history this planet has spent more time 
at war than it has in peace.   I see no reason why we should have to unnecessarily add to the 
war stats.   It may be that the Rebs side with Bullseye and give it all up.’ 

   ‘Maybe’, said McSporran.     ‘As far as I’m concerned, me and my warriors are still at 
action stations.’ 

   Harry came in:  ‘I’ve just had a thought.   What about Assassin?   He doesn’t know about 
Bullseye’s possible change of heart.   He doesn’t know that Bullseye’s come to live among 
us.   Will he still go ahead?’ 

   Gaia was grim:  ‘For Assassin, Bullseye is still the worst abuser he’s encountered.   
Wherever, whenever, Assassin will hunt him down and kill him as mercilessly as a fish eagle 
swooping on a pilchard’.   The three sat in silence. 

   Harry asked ‘Could you hypnotise him again and reverse it?’ 

   ‘I could’, said Gaia, ‘but I know I won’t be able to find him ... nobody will’. 
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CHAPTER  32 

 

   Rapper decided that she might just deserve a rest to the extent of taking the afternoon off so 
she set off on foot for her cabin wondering if Harry would be there.   After her ordeal she 
couldn’t help thinking how nice it would be to settle down to some music with Harry and sip 
their way through a bottle of Rioja.   Perhaps it was being around the Rebs for a few days. 

   On the walk she fought to rid herself of the anxiety the formerly safe setting provoked.   
Harry wasn’t in and she wandered round her cabin relishing the personal homeliness she’d 
given it and noting the additions that spoke of Harry ... the mix of music and the weird books, 
bits of clothing, his shaver, his toothbrush. 

   She had a long, hot shower enjoying the absence of that damned chain.   As she towelled 
off, she noticed that it was raining hard.   When she’d dressed, Harry arrived out of breath 
after running through the rain.  Her lengthy hair was still damp and tousled, his flat with rain.   
Their embrace was long and searching, their kiss a mutual exploration. 

   ‘I’ll just take a shower’, he said. 

   ‘I’ll fix us a hot drink’, she said. 

   Minutes later, fennel teas to hand, they sat side by side holding hands on the settee with 
Ligeti’s ‘Lux Aeterna’ issuing mystically from the cd player.    

   ‘I started a rescue mission’, said Harry.   ‘I hope things weren’t too bad.’ 

   ‘Noble of you’, she smiled.   ‘No ... I was fine.   Spent most of the time listening to 
Bullseye.’ 

   ‘Where did they hide you during our search?   We guessed the foodstore at Larch.’ 

   ‘That’s right.   I was in a cabin at Larch all the time.’ 

   ‘You weren’t mistreated at all?’ 

   ‘I’d like to have seen them try.   No ... not at all.   What have you and the Islanders been up 
to?’ 

   ‘Bullseye left a letter about you with Primo and he read it out to a Special Meeting.   It 
mentioned that you were in chains, that there were wire cutters, and that we should remove 
the boulders.   You can imagine Meeting’s reaction!    

   And then about the mole ... it occurred to me that it could be a swimmer but, because of the 
rocks, it would have to be a very good swimmer ... someone like Malibu.   So the Council – 
I’d replaced you on it by now - decided to feed him fake intel.   But to do this we’d need to 
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recall Meeting so we designed a democracy campaign ‘Bring Back Meeting’ and I got 
Newsworthy to come and cover it to give it added cred.    

   McSporran told Meeting he was mounting a full-scale attack on Larch.   At the same time 
we were planning a covert search operation to find you while the Rebs backs were turned.   I 
spotted Malibu swimming to Beech and walking up to Bullseye’s cabin.   Once he realised 
he’d been fed duff intel, he did a runner to the Rebs. 

   And, finally ...  you did ask ... Gaia of all people said to Council we should kill Bullseye 
and who better than Walker to do it so she hypnotised him and one of his alter ego’s, 
Assassin, is now out there somewhere fully primed to kill Bullseye.’ 

   ‘But now Bullseye is one of us.’ 

   ‘A problem.   But are you so sure he is one of us?’ 

   ‘From what he said to me ... yes.’ 

   ‘One way we could find out if he’s lying is Mars Bar and Freya.   Have you got any news 
of them?’ 

   ‘Not easy.   As far as I know, Mars Bar’s still in intensive care and Freya’s in a long-stay 
psychiatric ward suffering from post-traumatic stress disorder.’ 

   They mulled things over for a while their talk getting lazier, slower ... more comfortable 
silences.   Eventually Harry murmured ‘Let’s go to bed’.    

*          *          * 

   Next morning in the Office Immy gave Rapper the news that the Rebels had abandoned the 
Red Room, Plots 1-17, and Willow and that McSporran had authorised the return of the 
boulders above Larch and Beech.  They then spent some time surfing the production figures 
and employment logistics when suddenly the door opened and in walked Varmint, but a 
different Varmint from the one she’d encountered at Larch. 

   ‘Mornin’ Rapper, Immy’, he said gloomily. 

   ‘Have a seat’, said Rapper, indicating the seat in front of the desk. 

   ‘There are things’, said Varmint, ‘I have to tell you.’ 

   ‘Feel free.’ 

   ‘Well ... when Bullseye left, it wasn’t long before half a dozen of them came across as well.   
We were down to 35.   Then Primo turned up and got us all together and talked about 
peaceful co-existence and not long afterwards another three left.   Then we found Malibu 
hanging in his cabin so we were down to 31.     
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   Well ... if that wasn’t enough, a pilot came in with a load of food and drink and told us 
‘That’s yer lot’.   The Regime have washed their hands of us.   And that means no more 
reinforcements and no more food and drink.   And, as we aren’t earning or producing much, 
we’ll just starve.’   He left a pause. 

   ‘Go on’, encouraged Rapper. 

   ‘So ... ‘, he continued sadly, ‘will you have us back?’ 

   ‘And how many are you again?’ 

   ’31.’ 

   ‘Right ... what I can do ... I’ll call a Special Meeting for 11.00 tomorrow morning and put 
your request to the Islanders.   To be brutally frank, I can’t guarantee a favourable outcome.   
And it would be in your interests – all of you – to attend.’ 

   ‘Right ... we’ll be there.   Thank you.’   And Varmint made a shame-faced exit. 

   After another hour or so working on the stats Rapper excused herself to Immy saying she 
had some business to attend to elsewhere.   The meetings of the Council were still being held 
in secret and there was an almost furtive air about the place as the quartet convened at 
Rapper’s cabin at noon.    

   ‘I’d better tell you,’ began Rapper, ‘what has happened this morning besides the Reb 
withdrawals.   Varmint came to the Office very cap in hand and asked us to accept back the 
remaining 31 rather chastened Rebs.   I’ve sent bikers round announcing a Special Meeting at 
11.00 tomorrow morning’. 

   ‘So ...’, said Harry, ‘it could all be over by lunch time tomorrow’. 

   ‘Not necessarily, Harry’, snorted McSporran.   ‘There are quite a few of us with longer 
memories than others.   My warriors are still on red alert.’ 

   Gaia took over:  ‘The agenda ... and there’s only one item.   How to protect Bullseye from 
Assassin?’ 

   ‘One thing’ said Rapper, ‘I reckon we’d better house him here at Ash – it’s the furthest 
away from the Rebs just in case they get any ideas and from where Assassin will presumably 
be starting his searches’. 

   ‘Good one’, agreed Gaia.   ‘Is there an empty cabin by any chance?’ 

   ‘There is as luck would have it’, said Rapper.   ‘Number 9.   Monk has moved in with Big 
Bertha.’ 

   ‘Fine’, said Gaia.   ‘And what about protecting him?’ 
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   ‘If it was down to me’, said McSporran angrily, ‘I’d give him the same chances he gave 
Mars Bar and Freya.   Leave the so-and-so on his own.   But I know what you’ll say – 
‘innocent until proven guilty’.   So ... I’ll timetable in my commandoes as guards in four hour 
shifts 24/7.   They’ll sit outside his door armed with 4x2 cudgels and basic judo.   Where is he 
at the moment?’ 

   ‘The Dorm’, said Rapper.   ‘I’ll bring him over.’ 

*          *          * 

Just before 11.00 the next morning Rapper and Immy sat before another full house with the 
remnants of the Rebs deliberately sitting right at the back and suffering the accusing stares of 
quite a few Islanders, not the least McSporran who looked as if he was prepared to take the 
31 on single-handed. 

   ‘O.K.’ began Rapper, ‘let’s make a start.   Minutes from last time O.K?   Good.   Just one 
item on today’s agenda:  The 31 remaining Rebels have been abandoned by the Regime and 
face starvation.   They have asked to rejoin us’. 

    Several hands shot up. 

   ‘Bob.’ 

   Bob Root, Senior Grower, stood up and spoke in his comfortable old Hampshire peasant 
voice: 

   ‘Of course since the bikers brought us all the news yesterday there’s been lots of talk all 
over the Island for and against.   But there’s one question I’d like to put to the Rebs here 
today:   If we do accept you back, will you still insist on your right to spend your wages on 
flesh, alcohol, and cigarettes?’ 

   Varmint rose and muttered: 

   ‘Er ... we’ve discussed that and ... no ... we won’t’. 

   Rapper pointed to a second speaker: 

   ‘Tiffany’. 

   She was a newcomer and it was her maiden speech.   She was 30-ish, petite and pretty with 
a child-like voice: 

    ‘I’ve only been here a couple of months so it’s all very new to me ...’.   There were friendly 
murmurs of encouragement.   ‘... but I’ve been filled in on all the history and stuff.   It seems 
to me that the Rebs have behaved very badly towards the Islanders and I don’t just mean 
Mars Bar and Freya.   There was the killing and eating Gruff, the goat, there was all the 
bullying and vandalism that made people leave their homes, there was the violence around 
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Plots 1-17.   Is all that going to be forgotten?   Will the Rebs be punished for what they did?   
Will reparations be demanded?’ 

   There was a chorus of agreement and a clatter of respectful applause.   Tiffany’s remarks 
launched a good hour of debate in which one theme was that a penal system with a maximum 
penalty of six months cold shoulder was unlikely to strike dread into the hearts of would-be 
offenders.   Should the Island’s penal system be revisited?   Amid the expressions of strong 
feelings Rapper intervened: 

   ‘I feel that arguments are being put that paraphrase what’s already been said.   I’m calling a 
loggerheads and, if you’ll forgive me, I’d like to introduce it with a question we might 
consider.   What would Primo say?’   With that she gently pinged the singing bowl and the 
silence was total. 

   Five minutes later she pinged the bowl again.   People slowly emerged from their 
meditations as if from sleep.   Bert Mulch, Senior Grower, raised his hand. 

   ‘Yes, Bert’, invited Rapper. 

     ‘I found it very helpful’, he began, with a nod to Rapper, ‘to see it all from Primo’s point 
of view.   I think we all know the word that Primo would bring to the proceedings and it’s the 
word ‘forgiveness’.’   There were murmurs of assent.   ‘Forgiveness’, continued Bert slowly, 
‘isn’t something we do:  it’s something that happens.   All we can do is make ourselves open 
to it.   Another thing ... there’s a lot of anger in this room – anger, I must add, that’s 
completely justified - and I know we’re all grateful to our new friend, Tiffany, for having the 
courage to give voice to that anger’.   Again, murmurs of agreement.   ‘But it’s impossible’, 
went on Bert, ‘to achieve forgiveness while there’s still anger.   Anger is a barrier to 
forgiveness.   We must separate off the anger and that can take time.   So I suggest to you that 
we make no decisions in anger but wait patiently for the anger to recede as we watch those 
we used to call ‘Rebs’, now, perhaps, ‘Islanders’, and see just how far they’ve come in 
wanting to live among us and live like us’. 

   Bert sat down to enthusiastic applause that came to a sudden stop as the main door at the 
back of the Caff was thrust clumsily open and crashed into the wall.   The entire company 
turned as one and their expressions of surprise were quickly turned to disbelief and then great 
joy as whoops and hurrahs rent the air and Mars Bar limped slowly into the room on crutches, 
a great big beaming smile all over his face.  Apart from the embarrassed ex-Rebs,  Meeting 
rose as one and, as Mars Bar hobbled slowly down the central aisle, people to left and right 
cheered him uproariously and, as his hands weren’t available to be shaken, they clapped him 
on the back and gripped his considerable shoulders.   When he reached the front, Rapper 
offered him her chair, and he sat down gratefully, the wide, beaming smile in place all the 
time. 

   ‘Welcome home, Mars Bar’, shouted Rapper against the happy uproar and someone started 
‘Three Cheers’, and someone else started ‘For he’s a jolly good fellow’, and someone else 



156 

 

started ‘Mars Bar’ like a football chant and there were tears, too.   Eventually the uproar died 
down and Mars Bar, his eyes, too, a touch moist, managed ‘Thank you, my friends, thank 
you.   Great to be home’. 

   It wasn’t for a long time that Meeting was able to return to practical matters and inevitably 
it was McSporran who introduced the question that demanded an immediate answer: 

   ‘Bullseye’, he began, ‘has joined us and, as I speak, is in a safe house among Islanders.   He 
claims he’s innocent of any involvement in your appalling torture.   It’s just wonderful to 
have you back, Mars Bar, and I’m sorry to have to drag stuff  like this in so soon ... but we 
need an answer.   Bullseye ... innocent or guilty?’ 

   Mars Bar’s face had suddenly lost its smile: 

   ‘That man is 100% guilty.   He not only dreamed up and organised what happened to me he 
kept taunting me telling me to jump. And he pushed this pole at me with a dripping sponge at 
the end of it and, when I sucked it, it was vinegar.  Guilty as hell!’ 

   Amid the angry uproar that ensued McSporran shouted ‘As I thought.   Let’s bring him 
here.   Let’s have a trial’. 

   ‘I’ll go and fetch him’, offered Harry. 

   ‘I’ll come with you’, said McSporran. 

   The two men decided to cycle over and walk back and took two bikes from the rack.   It 
didn’t take them long to reach Ash and Number 9. 

  At first they thought the guard was asleep.  On the terrace outside, slumped in a garden seat, 
was a commando, his head lolling to his left, his neck clearly broken.   No sign of life.   A 
silent killing with possible witnesses all at Meeting. 

   Apprehensively, they tip-toed into the cabin.   Bullseye was lying on his back on the bed.   
Across his throat was a deep red gash gaping like a shark’s mouth and his shirt and the sheet 
were soaked with blood.   They didn’t bother looking for signs of life. 

   Soberly and more slowly, they cycled back. 

*          *          * 

   That evening Rapper and Harry were in their cabin.   It had been a hectic day.   A narrow 
majority saw the Rebs re-instated as Islanders on condition that they agreed to disarmament 
and to live like Islanders.  McSporran’s warriors had taken possession of their helmets and 
weaponry.   The boulders, securely fixed in place above the ex-Reb communities, are there to 
this day. 
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By now the Regime had severed all links with the Island, including grants.   Things were 
going to be tough for a while – but not impossibly tough.   Rapper had gone to bed and just 
before he turned in, Harry opened Rumi: 

‘What pure perfection Love is, 

pure perfection! 

What an illusion our ego is, 

what an illusion! 

This love is a glory, 

what Glory! 

Today is the day of union, 

the day of our union.’ 

*          *          * 

   It wasn’t till early next morning that Harry knew at last why he was here. Quietly leaving 
Rapper sleeping he showered and dressed and sat at his laptop, switched on, and, while he 
waited, he gazed through the window at the sea rolling on to the beach and sighing away.   
When it was ready, he went to Word and started typing: 

 

PRISON ISLAND 

 

CHAPTER ONE 

The helicopter throbbed its way over the choppy blue sea towards the Island … 

 

PRISON ISLAND 

CHAPTER  1 

 

The helicopter throbbed its way over the choppy blue sea towards the Island   ... 
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THE   END 

 

 

 

    

    

    

 

    

 

 

 

    

    

 

 

 

    

    

 

 

   

    

    

 

   


