
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Civilisation Ends in Crydon

        

        
        
          The Brothers of Highgate, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Kenneth Westlin

        

        
          Published by Kenneth Westlin, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      CIVILISATION ENDS IN CRYDON

    

    
      First edition. September 20, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Kenneth Westlin.

    

    
    
      Written by Kenneth Westlin.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Civilisation Ends in Crydon

By Kenneth Westlin

The Brothers of Highgate

-

Time for Breakfast

It was a reasonably early morning. Birds shrieked their spring songs while toads and frogs croaked away in their boggy choir. Every now and then the sun managed to send down a weak ray of light between the dark clouds, while the northerly wind did its best to cling on to the night frost. All in all, just another ordinary early spring morning on the edge of the city.

About then, in a nearly abandoned street of derelict houses not far from Highgate Cemetery, one might have seen a fat fellow with almost no hair, dressed in nothing but his underwear, kick open the door of a caravan. He stretched his arms up towards the sky while letting out a thunderous burp. His greasy chest made the grimy yellow string-vest bulge as if it might burst, while he wheezed for breath and solemnly declared:

— Bloody hell.

It was his way of explaining to the world how much he hated being woken up.

A little further along, by a ramshackle shed, sat another man with a wild thatch of hair and a pair of overalls at least three sizes too large, polishing an oily spanner. The man was thin as a rake and shook his head in despair. He had just noticed that a tooth on the circular saw blade by the shed door had bent slightly. He muttered curses about the newborn day and gave a furious kick to an empty beer can lying in the dust.

Meanwhile, on the other side of town, a worn-out student was dragged from sleep by the alarm on his mobile. He had studied almost the whole night, preparing for the most important exam of his life, only a few days away. Now he stumbled up, put the kettle on, and hoped for a cup of tea and perhaps some instant noodles before heading out to cram yet more subjects into his exhausted brain.

The fat man scratched himself inside his stiff underpants and lowered himself onto a stool outside the caravan. Muttering obscenities, he fetched a couple of glasses that had been standing upside down in the grass and placed them on a tree stump he used as a table.

The man with the wild hair had carefully put his tools on the bench inside the shed, then slipped round to the back and fetched a bottle containing some sort of liquid. Now he appeared at the caravan and sat down opposite the other man. He poured the bottle’s contents right up to the rim of both glasses. The two men drank in silence, nodded once apiece, and promptly filled the glasses again.

The student in town sipped his decaf tea and slurped at his noodles while recalling what his mother had told him about energy drinks, alcohol, nicotine, sugar, and caffeine.

— Drugs, she had drilled into him, with fiery conviction, from when he was just a tiny mite.

— Anyone who dares put a single teaspoon of sugar on their grapefruit will slowly but surely be dragged down into the foulest swamp of all, she’d warned, wagging her finger at her son.

She had impressed these horrors so deeply into his mind that the student, who today could really have done with a decent jolt of something stimulating, could never even imagine touching such poisons. Just the sight of a sugar bowl gave him a cold sweat of fear. He trembled at the very thought of the misery that, he was certain, would overtake the rest of his life if he ever tasted anything sweet.

So the skinny young man stuffed his rucksack with everything he thought he might need for the day. Still as groggy as when he woke, he hurried down to the Underground station just outside his student digs.
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The Egg

It was dark—so dreadfully, utterly dark. But it was the lack of air that felt truly suffocating. She pecked frantically at the wall in front of her. Air, she thought, air, and pecked all the more desperately at the thick barrier.

Never before had she thought a single thought, never before had life driven her to do anything at all. Until now, everything had been dark, pleasant, and utterly controlled. A blissful nothingness—just being.

And then, all of a sudden, there was nothing but panic. Must peck, must get out, out. These were the only thoughts that kept her going. Peck, peck, crack and snap—suddenly a sliver of light. Air, breathe, at last breathe.

The shell split apart, and light mixed with sound poured into her brand-new world. She took a few deep breaths and was just about to savour the moment when her father shoved an earthworm straight down her throat.
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The Egg 2 (the Rotten One)

Allan was a notorious seagull—at least among other seagulls. His daily escapades caused every sort of havoc in the colony. He flew about like a lunatic around other nests, pinched herring and other delicacies meant for newly hatched chicks, screeched his lungs out, and terrified anything in his flight path.

In the colony, the elders now convened to decide what to do with the troublemaker. They were four older ladies, known to the rest of the gulls as the matrons of the flock.

“He bellows louder than a Stuka dive bomber,” said the first, whose name was Gunilla. “It’s not just the racket—it wakes the little ones when they’re trying to sleep.”

“Yes, and he hurls insults—filthy words, crude remarks about one’s looks,” said the second, Lisbeth.

The other two matrons nodded furiously, each cawing their agreement on top of the others.

“He must be stopped,” declared Anette, the third, to the fourth, Ingalill.

“Yes!” screeched Ingalill. “He must be taught some manners—coming here disturbing our islet that’s been peaceful since the dawn of time.”

“Such a nasty young fellow. Takes after his father,” Lisbeth muttered.

“Oh, don’t be ridiculous,” snapped Gunilla.

“Yes he does, and everyone can see it,” insisted Lisbeth.

“Not in the least,” countered Gunilla.

“Oh, but she’s right,” chimed in Anette and Ingalill in perfect harmony.

“There you are,” said Lisbeth triumphantly, “you only defend him because you once had a fling with his father.”

“Utter nonsense!” cried Gunilla. “I’ve nothing to hide. It was long before he got himself mixed up with that baboon Jessica, who spread herself about for anyone and everyone.”

“Spread herself? Hardly!” scoffed Lisbeth.

“Oh, really—what are you spewing now?” shrieked Gunilla, furious. “You slatternly sprat-eater! You’ve been here, there, and everywhere. And you—” she turned on Lisbeth,

“you’d better shut your beak. I know all about your affair with that great black-back from the neighbouring island.”

At this, the quarrel worsened. Feathers bristled, wings flapped. The old dames dragged up grievances long buried, mixing embarrassing truths with malicious lies.
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