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Introduction

 

The Dinosaur Stoop is a short story connected to and featuring characters from the novel Reviver. It is very different from the Greenland crime books, thrillers and stories I normally write. Continuing in the tradition of Reviver, The Dinosaur Stoop includes guns, beasts, and bad language. 
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Gunnery Sergeant Jay ‘Warbird’ Styles cracked open another can of warm beer, sipped the froth from the top and leaned back in the worn wooden rocking chair on his grandfather’s stoop. The stoop, like Jay’s grandfather, was weathered but solid. There was plenty of dirt in the creases and cracks in the wood, just like the traces of soil in Marshall Edkins’ skin, the grit in his hair, and the handful of gravel in his throat that made him talk like a mill wheel in need of lubrication.

Jay glanced down at the three remaining cans of the six-pack at his feet.

“Got you covered, Gramps.”

He took a long pull of beer, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and then squinted at a trail of dust behind a Jeep in the distance. The dust billowed out from beneath the vehicle and Jay squinted again, thinking it was going pretty fast for the rough track that some maps mislabelled as a road. 

He shrugged.

Took another slug of beer.

Not his problem.

The problem Jay contemplated once he had forgotten about the Jeep was the fact that his grandfather’s stoop could really do with becoming a deck, with an awning, or a roof, maybe even some mesh around it for when the flies got bad. He’d suggested as much when he called to ask if he could swing by, just for a few days, if he wasn’t intruding or anything. In return for the few days – maybe a couple of weeks – Jay could build a proper deck. It was only an hour into town from his grandfather’s desert cabin. They had a general store. No problem getting supplies. And then, if his grandfather didn’t mind, he could get to work, maybe even be finished by the end of the month.

“A month?” 

“Maybe not the whole month,” Jay had said when his grandfather had queried him from the other end of a badly distorted line. “Just as long as you can put up with me,” he said.

“You in trouble, Jay?” his grandfather said, tactfully omitting the additional again.

“I’ve been in trouble, Gramps. One sort or another. But right now…” Jay Paused. “Officially speaking…”

“Just spit it out, son.”

“I’m convalescing,” Jay said. “I just need a place to lie low for a little while. Off the grid, you know?”

“Sure,” his grandfather said, before asking about Jay’s mother, how she was doing at the hospice, and then telling his grandson he could stay as long as he wanted. “I’ve got some kind of conference. Damned if I know what it’s about. Some folks said it’s about the desert – dirt and such stuff. And, seeing as I’ve been digging around in it all these years, they invited me.”

Jay laughed when his grandfather made the joke about the conference organisers mistaking him for being some kind of archaeologist, when what he really did was build roads for a living. Desert roads.

Speaking of which…

“Stay as long as you want, Jay. I’ll be back in a week.”

His grandfather’s words drifted into the back of Jay’s head as he stopped rocking on the chair and took a long hard look at the Jeep as it turned onto the track leading to the cabin. Jay could hear the pling of gravel and rocks hitting the underside of the vehicle and could just see the shapes of two occupants inside the vehicle, maybe a third in the backseat. The driver kept the speed on, impressing Jay with his skill at the wheel when the vehicle passed what Jay knew to be a particularly gnarly section of the track without reducing speed.
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