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St. Bartholomew’s Cathedral

Albert
Quinn pulled his 10 year old Volvo estate to a stop in the
cul-de-sac behind Whitley Cathedral. The 17th century stone edifice
stood enshrined in scaffolding, which in turn was clad in
weatherproof plastic sheeting. Only the huge oak doors were visible
allowing regular users of the cathedral to gain access and egress
during essential repairs. Daylight had all but gone by the time he
had arrived back at his daytime place of work and he cursed himself
for forgetting to collect the tools of his trade. As a master
builder, Quinn had been a member of the Federation of Master
Builders for over 20 years. His skill and reputation had earned him
many a commission from public and private authorities to the point
where he could almost ask his own price and dictate his own terms.
Part of that success was down to having and looking after the tools
of his trade.

The
thermostat in his car had been playing up over the last few days
and his heater was non-existent making the unnecessary trip back in
a freezing car all the more galling. He rubbed the windscreen
vigorously with his handkerchief from his overall pocket. The
cathedral had been lucky enough to apply for and receive lottery
funding for a careful facelift. Careful because the building facade
was also a Grade 2 listed structure. The work ranged from the water
jetting of pigeon droppings to the restoration of stone features
that adorned the base of its spire. His work at present centred on
the 4 stone gargoyles positioned at the corners and base of the
cathedral spire. Quinn normally enjoyed the privilege of carrying
out such repairs and remedial work back at his workshop with the
use of a crane to take features down. This time the cul-de-sac and
other restrictions had made this impossible and Quinn was faced
with working on site, something he had not been looking forward to
with his mild case of vertigo. At least the opaque plastic sheeting
helped. He looked up the full 150 feet of scaffolding now even more
daunting in the darkness and he was filled with
trepidation.


Accessing the boot of his car, he spotted his flashlight and
immediately tried it. The light flickered on and off until he gave
it a sharp wrap. The powerful beam lit up the darkness around him
and he pointed it in the general direction of the cathedral. With
his work coat belted around his opulent waist and his hood over his
head, he made his way reluctantly over to where an improvised
locked gate had been provided at the base of the scaffold to deter
unauthorised access. Behind it and out of reach was the first of
several ladders that took workers to the roof of the cathedral via
a series of staged platforms. Taking the padlock key from his
overall pocket he was inside in seconds locking it again behind
him. He started his climb for the second time that day. 15 minutes
later an out-of-breath Quinn appeared at the top most platform
staging, his hooded head appearing first. He paused, still on the
ladder, wrestling the flashlight from around his neck where it hung
for convenience during his accent. Lighting was provided to an
extent for most of his climb courtesy of a main electrical supply
that he had switched on before he began his climb. Now he was near
the top the lighting was less effective and he had a fresh gash on
his leg from exposed scaffolding as he climbed. He cursed with
pain, his jeans ripped revealing the cut on his thigh. The beam of
light lit up the working platform ahead of him and in the near
distance was the stool he had sat on earlier that day. Beside it
was the familiar blue metal toolbox where he kept all of his fine
tools. Climbing clear of the ladders and onto the dusty wooden
staging he made his way toward it using the flashlight to guide his
way. Outside the wind had increase the higher he climbed and by now
it was battering the enclosure. He looked around him warily then
back at the toolbox.

The
plastic sheeting lifted just enough to let the wind gust in sending
billows of dust that had accumulated on the wooden staging from his
work. Quinn pulled his scarf up around his nose and mouth then
shielded his eyes, turning slightly.

“Shit, serves you right for forgetting your tools you idiot,”
he said to himself.

Keeping
his back to the flapping sheeting he reached for the box placing a
gloved hand on its handle and then froze. Suddenly the darkness was
gone. His work area was flooded with a bright, white light from
outside, bright enough to penetrate the heavy gauge plastic
sheeting. Quinn stood mesmerised. Outside was the outline of a
figure, hovering, the light acting as a backdrop.

Bonnie and Richard

Bonnie
Chandler and her boyfriend Richard Simpson were making their way
home from a gig across town. The shortcut was across the common and
over the bridge near the centre of town and then through the
graveyard at St Bartholomew’s cathedral. The last bit of their
journey was a little creepy, but it seemed to turn Bonnie on. The
last time they cut through he had her doggy style over a headstone.
She came several times that night he remembered fondly. Having
worked away from home for two weeks his manhood was in need of
attention. He’d spent the evening wishing the hours away watching
Bonnie’s ass move to the rhythm of the music and he virtually
dragged her across town once the gig closed. A suggestion to call
for a taxi home was quickly dismissed when he pretended to have no
money left.

She
stopped briefly at the entrance to St. Bartholomew’s looking about
them but it was abandoned as usual at that time of night. Father
O’Reilly had long since gone to bed.

“Come on Bonnie you’re dad will be pacing the house waiting
for you,” Richard coerced her as he passed through the gated
entrance. A low mist had drifted in from the stream that flowed
through the centre of town giving the graveyard an even eerie feel.
Bonnie passed by him hesitantly. At 6 feet 5 inches in height and
stout frame, they were a physical mismatch compared to her 5 feet 4
inch slight frame. There was something about tonight that made her
feel uneasy and she kept walking. Alarmed by her eagerness he
caught up, catching her arm.

“Hey take it easy, what’s the rush?” Richard asked.

“I err, my dad, you said....” she protested as he snaked his
arms around her narrow waist. She was preoccupied looking over his
shoulder at the growing mist and shadows. Scaffolding towered above
them, several yards from where they stood. Richard followed her
gaze and saw an opportunity. He tugged at her arm as he moved in
that direction.
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