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Introduction

 

Tall Tales is a short story connected to and featuring characters from the novel Reviver, and follows directly on from Exfil, a short story in the same series. It is very different from the Greenland crime books, thrillers and stories I normally write. Continuing in the tradition of Reviver, Tall Tales includes guns, beasts, and bad language. 
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1

 

With a last gasp from the exhaust and a geyser of steam escaping from the sides of the hood like smoke blowing out of a dragon’s nose, the Jeep broke down three miles outside of Gazania. It wasn’t really a Jeep, but Baako called it a Jeep, and as the big, black man had saved her little white butt from, quite literally, the jaws of death terrorising the jungles of Gazania, Jocelyn ‘Joci’ Hampton wasn’t about to argue. Baako had successfully extracted her when the extraction services she had planned, prepared, and paid for had failed. Just as Baako had said they would when he gave Joci her papers before allowing her to board The Ndidi heading downriver.

“It is busted,” Baako said from where he sat in the driver’s seat. His watermelon belly pressed against the steering wheel, and, if Joci listened carefully, when not distracted by the roar of some prehistoric beast that had no right or reason to exist, she could hear the slide of the wheel across Baako’s skin. “We cannot go on.”

“So,” Joci said, tucking her sweaty blonde hair into a small ponytail. “Contingency plan?”

Baako dug into the cargo pocket of his dirty, sweat stained jungle fatigues and pulled out the remains of a fat cigar. He stuck it between his lips and grinned at Joci. “We could get drunk and fool around. Right?”

“Right.” Joci nodded. “All but the fooling around part. Okay?”

Baako shrugged and stretched his arm out of the window. He pointed at the red mud road ahead of them and the thick green leaves of the trees and rugged shrubs on either side. “It will be a bastard to clear a space in the trees, but it is better than the road. We cannot wait here.”

“Beasts?” Joci said, looking back the way they had come and thinking of the Daspletosaurus and the T-Rex she had successfully evaded – with Baako’s help – back in Gazania.

“Bandits,” Baako said. “If they haven’t seen us, they will see us. You know?”

“I think so,” Joci said.

“But it is all right.” Baako tapped the small pistol holstered at his side. “I have a gun.”

“It’s a small gun, Baako,” Joci said.

“Size…” Baako waved a thick finger in the air between them. “Size matters. Some bastard comes at me with a big gun? He has to pull it up tight to his shoulder, or maybe…” Baako shifted position to demonstrate. “Maybe that bastard holds it down low, at the hip. Like this. All this thinking he does. It takes so much time. Me? You ask. Hey, Baako? What are you going to do with that little gun, eh? What is Baako going to do? He is going to shoot that man with the big gun. Shoot him in the head. And then when he is dead. I will take his big gun, because, Jocee, this little gun is no good for bandits.” Baako grinned, and then said, “Maybe if you had kept some of all those big guns you had… Maybe we would be all right.”

“I lost them, Baako.”

“I know.”

“There are monsters in Gazania.”

“This I also know.” Baako looked at Joci and said, “But you know what is in the back of the Jeep? Hm?”

Joci looked through the dirty window in the back of the cab.
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