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Thank you for downloading this free e-short.



Please feel free to share it with anyone you like. In fact, so long
as you keep it in its original form, you can do pretty much
whatever you want with it unless you’re using/publishing excerpts
(then you need to ask me) or making money out of it – in which case
you need to give me a cut!



If you have any questions you can contact me by e-mailing
info@hamgee.co.uk or leave me a comment on my blog which you can
find at www.hamgee.co.uk or, if it’s still under construction visit
my blog at www.hamgee.co.uk and I’ll get back to you



Right, I think that’s about it. Enjoy.










The Tale of Spam City


The Tale of Spam City



Griselda, the Spam Eating Wench of Noop was the most bad-tempered
witch imaginable, a difficult situation for a teenager. Her bile
stemmed from the fact that, while Noop is the most civilised of
nations, some things are unobtainable there, spam, for
example.



In Noop people have certain expectations of a distinguished family
and Griselda’s family was about as distinguished as it gets. In the
case of the Spam Eaters, the highest and most high pressure of
those expectations was to be able to eat spam. But the Spam Eaters
had run out of spam. Indeed, they’d been eating luncheon meat,
instead, for some time now but their supplies of, even this, were
dwindling and somehow, somewhere, the news had leaked out.



If the Spam Eaters’ inability to obey the calling laid down by
their name was ever confirmed it would cast a severe slur on the
family honour. The last Spam Eater to actually eat spam had been
Griselda’s grandfather who had concocted a potion which allowed him
to travel to a parallel universe where it is less uncommon. Finding
himself in what his diaries described as “a palace of orange where
bored operators sit at machines by the door which go
'de-beep-beep'”. He purchased every tin they had and triumphantly
bore it home. The trouble was, it had been a Saturday night and
there had only been 17 tins. Worse, being a selfish old cove, he
had scoffed the lot.



As you can imagine, it is difficult to be a spam-eating wench if
you have never even clapped eyes on a can of span, let alone, eaten
any. Now the Eater’s supplies of luncheon meat were running low and
it was up to Griselda to save the family honour. Rumours were
spreading, people were beginning to talk and she was fed up with
them taking the Mickey out of her.



She was going to be a real Spam Eater or die in the attempt. She
sucked her pencil thoughtfully and tried to concentrate on the
matter in hand. The lesser-spotted slugwort on the kitchen counter
top looked up at her impassively. A singularly unappealing creature
at the best of times and this wasn’t the best of times. She
returned its gaze with equal blankness. Disgusting thing! Her
attempts to eat real spam probably were going to kill her. Never
mind, it wasn’t as if she had an alternative – the world tinned
meat by-product crisis was deepening and unless she could find some
spam, fast, ignominy loomed large for her and her kin. She had to
do something. The last tin of re-moulded pork offal mocked her from
its shelf in the empty larder. It wasn’t real spam and the key was
missing, it would take a pickaxe and several hours of concentrated
effort to get into it.



Griselda sighed. According to her grandfather’s diary and the
ancient volume she was reading, space and time were constructed
like the pages of a book. There were hundreds of parallel universes
and if you could find a way of jumping from your page to any of the
others the possibilities would be boundless. There was a recipe,
too, for a potion her grandfather had successfully used to move
from one version of reality to another. It only worked on Saturdays
when there was full-moon and an z in the month – about once every
75 years then, on 25th Zoon – or tonight as it happened.



Grandfather’s recipe wasn’t appealing, at all but then, Griselda
supposed, you couldn’t have everything.



“I’m sorry about this,” she told the lesser-spotted slugwort on the
Formica work surface in front of her. Then she shut her eyes, hit
it over the head with a hammer and scooping the resultant mush into
her hand she dropped it into the boiling cauldron with a plop.
Currently, the concoction in the pot didn’t lend itself to eating
so she added some oregano and a bay leaf to make it a bit more
palatable. After a few minutes she sniffed it.



Nope. It still didn’t lend itself to eating. Then again, if her
Grandfather’s diary was to be believed neither did spam.



No matter, her family honour was at stake. If the Self
Disembowelers of Greep could live up to their name than so could
Griselda. If there were hundreds of parallel universes, spam had to
be plentiful in some of them and both her distinguished forebear
and the author of the book were agreed that this potion was the
only way to reach it.



Griselda cast her mind back to the events of the previous night.
She had gone to the Halloween Club. A club so trendy it was almost
painful. As she sat at the bar sipping a cool drink and sucking her
cheekbones and stomach in with a VERY serious expression (cool
people are never funny) she realised that three wizards nearby were
speculating derisively in loud voices as to when she had last been
able to live up to her surname.



“I heard that.” she told them.



“You were meant to,” jeered the bravest one.



“I don’t like your tone, sunshine.” said Griselda and a heated
argument ensued. At one point the shouting got so loud that the DJ
stopped the music so everyone could listen.



Noop is a small community and there were plenty of others present
who shared the wizards’ suspicions. As they watched the row unfold
the other cool people in the Halloween Club began to laugh (cool
people are allowed to laugh when it’s at others who are not quite
so cool). Griselda heard the laughing and got crosser and crosser
and of course, the more angry she became the more ridiculous she
appeared and, naturally, the more everybody guffawed.



“Right! I’ll show you slime bags!” she shouted turning even greener
than she already was with anger and embarrassment. “I’ll show you I
can eat spam any time I please! I’ll eat some here, tomorrow night,
in front of you! Then we’ll see who’s the hippest dude in this
forsaken hole!”



“If you can do that,” said the Mayor of Noop who just happened to
be in the Halloween Club letting his hair down that night, “I’ll
eat my hat.”



Griselda regarded the outsized, ornate, feathery object on his head
with an expression of measured calm.



“I’ll look forward to that.” she said and pausing only to turn the
three wizards who had started the furore into slabs of edam cheese,
she disappeared in a cloud of disgruntled violet smoke.



She was startled from her reminiscences by the sound of the pinger
and the hissing made by large quantities of rancid-smelling liquid
boiling over onto the hob. She’d have to clean that now. Five
minutes were up, the concoction was ready to drink and hopefully,
the oregano and bay leaf would have improved the flavour without
upsetting the delicate balance of ingredients. It would only work
for three or four trips but Griselda had thought of a way to hop
realities with several tons of spam at a time.



Carefully, so as not to spill any, Griselda transferred her potion
to a selection of bottles and a large cup. Having secreted the
bottles handily about her person she took a sniff at the contents
of the cup. It reeked. She ladled some sugar into it with no
discernable result. It still reeked and when she tried some she
made a mental note that she must write a paper to the effect that a
spoonful of sugar did NOT make the medicine go down. Shutting her
eyes and holding her nose she swallowed the rest of it and
disappeared in a cloud of yellow steam.



She materialised in the middle of the road on Hyde Park Corner in
1956 causing a bad accident. Hastily zapping herself forward a
couple of years (and left a bit) she arrived in 1972 to the
surprise of a passing hippy who put the phenomenon down to a purple
refresher somebody had sold him that morning.



“Wow.” he said.



“I’m sorry?” said Griselda. Ah yes, she plugged in her Universal
Translator™ and while she fitted the earpiece the hippy wandered
out of this story into oblivion in search of a friend with whom he
could share his experience.



When she finally looked up, Griselda noticed a large crowd had
gathered round her. Hmm, she supposed her clothes were rather
different from those worn by the inhabitants of whatever reality
this happened to be. Perhaps the time had come to run away.
However, before she could turn round a thing in a funny had came up
to her. It was dressed in dark blue and all its buttons were
silver. It had a little pair of silver bracelets in its hand which,
Griselda notices, were a bit impractical because they were linked
together. The creature gabbled away at her, putting one of the
bracelets round her wrist as it did so.



That was when Griselda noticed, for the first time, that unlike
her, the inhabitants of this dimension of space and time were all
pink, with the occasional darker-coloured one thrown in for a bit
of variety. She looked at the green flesh under the metal bracelet
thoughtfully before her gaze returned to the one in the silly hat.
It wasn’t just that these things were mostly pink, they were a lot
smaller than her, too. Being from Noop, Griselda was tall, about
six foot six, built like an Eastern bloc female shot-putter and
green skinned. Worse she was dressed in red and green-striped
stockings and a dusty black satin dress which did nothing to
flatter her shape – unless she wanted to look like a house brick in
which case, it did a wonderful job. There was her black pointy hat
and her equally pointy black shoes; fairly stereotypical on the
witch clothing front but clearly somewhat unusual here.



The thing in the hat tried to put the other bracelet on her other
hand. Why on earth?



“Wait a minute! Don’t do that! I won’t be able to move my arms.”
She said as the creature – she’d read about them somewhere, a ‘man’
she thought it was called – made another attempt to clap the
remaining bracelet on her free wrist.



“That’s right, madam, you’re not meant to. Now you come along to
the station with me and there won’t be any trouble.”



“Oh good. I don’t want trouble,” she replied and hoped the silver
bangles weren’t some kind of weird marriage ritual. The Man
muttered about not being able to understand Welsh or Arabic.
Griselda cursed the batteries in her Universal Translator™ loudly
and volubly before remembering she hadn’t switched it on. She did
so and to her immense relief it started to function.



She was escorted to a large building with a triangular blue sign
outside that went round and round. The lettering was not Noopian
but with the help of the Universal Translator™ she just had time to
work out the word Scotland before she was hustled inside. Her
escort took her downstairs and along a lengthy corridor to a small
room. The Man removed the bracelet and introduced her to two more
humans, both men, one called Sergeant Bentley and another
called  Detective Sergeant Stippins. The Stippins one pressed
a button on a machine.



“Will you give me your name for the record?” he said.



“We’re making a record?” asked Griselda excitedly. “Cool.”



“No madam,” said Sergeant Bentley. “Your name… for the tape…”



Ah, not quite so cool, they were  rubbish quality,
tapes.



“I am Griselda the Spam Eating Wench of Noop.” Both the men eyed
her suspiciously.



“I see, what do you do for a living Griselda.”



“I’m a witch.”



“Mmm-hmm. Don’t get funny with me, sonny,” said Detective Sergeant
Stippins, “I’ve been in the force 25 years and I’m too old to be
taken in by the likes of you.”



Griselda was miffed. In Noop nobody mistook her for a bloke and
retained their original colour and shape but she was in another
version of the universe, so she decided, for the sake of
inter-dimensional protocol, to give this creature the benefit of
the doubt.



“I need some spam,” she said, “that’s why I’m here . I’ve only come
for that, then I’ll go home.”



“Where’s home?”



“Noop.”



Sergeant Bentley smirked.



“Alright, sonny,” said Sergeant Bentley and once again, Griselda
was tempted to alter his molecular structure. “Let’s try a
different approach. What is your occupation?”



“I’m a witch. Doesn’t the outfit give it away?”



There was a loud explosion of nervous laughter from Sergeant
Bentley and Griselda decided it was time to leave before any
remarks were made about her emerald green complexion and she did
something her hosts might regret. Both men leapt backwards as she
stood up abruptly



“I must go. I do not see how I can find any spam if I have to sit
an answer these futile questions. Not only that but you have
implied I am not telling the truth. As a member of an old and
honourable family I find this insult to my dignity deeply
affronting. I hope you are subjected to such impertinence one day,
maybe then you’ll realise how rude it is and you wont’ do it
again.” she snapped and disappeared in the usual cloud of violet
smoke, leaving two very bemused policemen behind her.



“Mmm.” said PC Jenkins thoughtfully examining the contents of his
teacup.



She drank another measure of potion and materialised in 1987 at 4
o’clock in the afternoon, in the oven of a crematorium.
Dematerialising pretty swiftly she set her sights for 100 yards to
the left, leaving the bereaved relations to ponder as to why purple
smoke was billowing forth from behind the discreet curtains and
just what it was Aunty Doris had consumed before dyeing to cause
this effect.



Griselda, meanwhile, had crossed the road and found a large
super-market. Her heart beat quickly as the automatic doors slid
open. The décor was right, brown and orange an yes! There by the
exits were rows of bored humans sitting in front of machines that
went, de-beep-beep. Yes. This was the place her grandfather had
described. No doubt about it.



Taking a trolley she put a following spell on it and went in search
of some spam. The trolley had a bit of trouble going in a straight
line so it took a number of magical tweaks to fine tune it to
something approaching controllable. The sea of shoppers parted
before her as she made her way along the aisles but then, a six
foot six, green woman walking round a supermarket in stripy
stockings, a black dress, a pointy hat and pointy shoes with
buckles on was conspicuous enough, add the fact the supermarket
trolley was following her of its own accord and that it was GOING
IN A STRAIGHT LINE and you had something gob-smackingly
unusual.



A deep silence fell as she approached the acne-ridden 16 year old
stocking the canned meat shelves. She cleared her throat but the
spotty youth ignored her. No big surprise – he had shelves to stack
and a disinterested demeanour to maintain.



Griselda tapped him on the shoulder but he pretended not to notice
so she picked him up by the collar and turned him as far round as
she could until he was almost facing her.



“Excuse me,” she said apologetically as he hung from the end of her
arm. “I would like all the spam you have please.”



“All?” he asked only it came out as more of a strangled
gurgle.



“That’s right. All, er, where is it by the way?” More to the point,
what was it, Griselda had no idea.



The spotty youth pointed, dumbly to the neatly arrayed cans on his
half-stacked shelves and the large pallet of cans he had yet to put
out.



“Thank you.” said Griselda zapping the contents of the shelves,
en-masse, into her trolley. It was full and the metal legs were
beginning to bend so she muttered a strengthening spell for the
trolley and a holding spell for the spam before zapping the pallet
on top. Remembering not to drop the spotty youth from too great a
height, she headed for the checkout.



“That’ll be £100 please.” said the assistant when Griselda had
finally found her way to the row of tills. She was stumped for
words. A hundred pounds of what? It would be difficult to think of
goods to swap which the supermarket didn’t have already.



“Would three wishes do?” she asked hopefully. She doubted they’d
fall for that old chestnut but it was worth a try.



The assistant, who had watched three pallet loads of spam skip past
the laser scanner on her till, apparently unaided, nodded and then
with great presence of mind said.



“When we process cheques here we have to have a cheque card, I’m
afraid I’ll have to have a small test wish if that’s
alright?”



“OK.” Griselda agreed, trying to pretend she knew what a cheque
was. There was a slight commotion in the queue behind her. It
appeared the Supervisor had been called. The assistant wished for
another three wishes.



“Wait! You can’t do that! That’s cheating.” said Griselda.



The woman wished for something more obvious and the rapidly
approaching supervisor suddenly turned into a slab of edam cheese.
Griselda nodded approvingly, the assistant must have Noopian blood
despite her diminutive size and strange colour.



“Don’t use all your wishes at once.” Griselda warned her. “Now I
must leave, it has been good doing business with you.”



So saying, she turned the supervisor back into a human being (for
the sake of inter-reality relations) and disappeared, along with
the spam and the trolley, in the usual manner.



Griselda travelled up and down the country purchasing spam in this
way until she had amassed four million cans of it in a less
frequented part of Epping Forest. Having done so she and it
disappeared in a puff of spam-coloured steam and thankfully she
hasn’t been seen in our neck of the inter-real woods since.



****



Griselda never used a broomstick. In her view they were old
fashioned and anyway, the stupid ting was always breaking down. So
that evening she dressed in her grooviest black satin dress, stripy
tights, pointy hat and shoes (with buckles on, of course) and
materialised outside the Halloween Club only to find it squashed
under 4 million tins of spam.



Oops.



Everyone was amazed and the Mayor kept his promise, although not
his composure, as he ate his hat. Griselda opened the nearest tin
of spam and selected the spoon blade of her Noopian Army
penknife.



“Anybody like to try some?” she asked but they shook their heads.
Silence fell as she put the spoon into her mouth and tasted the
spam.



“Yuk!” she said and in a flash of inspiration, invented Deed
Poll.



Now Griselda the Spam Eating (but only sometimes) Wench of Noop ahs
only one small problem. She had three million, nine hundred and
ninety nine cans of spam to dispose of. The Mayor suppressed a burp
(his hat was repeating on him terribly) and suggested that perhaps,
in the light of the Halloween Club’s recent fate, the remaining
cans could be used as bricks to build a replacement night
spot.



So that’s how, in the ruins of the Halloween Club, Spam City was
built and Griselda the Spam Eating (But Only Sometimes) Wench of
Noop became the most successful, rich and trendy night club owner
of the history of the Noopian nation.



Perhaps you are wondering what happened to the wizards who had been
turned into three slabs of edam cheese. Well, unfortunately,
despite Griselda’s good intentions to change them back to their
original shape she discovered, when she came to do so, that the
Mayor had eaten them to take away the taste of his hat. You may
also have noticed a small group of suddenly wealthy ex supermarket
employees in that list of unfeasibly rich people which the Sunday
papers publish. If you have, you know it’s nothing to do with the
National Lottery.



****










Goodbye and thank you


Thank you for reading.



If you like this story, Check my website at http://bit.ly/Noop2Ham
for news of my forthcoming novel Few are Chosen.



You can find three other free short stories to read – Bog Man, They
Came, They Saw, They Took the Tinfoil and Is This Heaven, here;
http://bit.ly/Noop2bog, here http://bit.ly/noop2gerry and here:
http://bit.ly/noop2ith



You can ensure your future halo is shiny (and help a struggling
author) by writing a review or a comment saying how smashing you
think this story is and posting it wherever you downloaded
it.



You can support a struggling author by buying my novel, Few Are
Chosen when it comes out. It will be available here
http://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/MTMcGuire and here
www.hamgee.co.uk.



Regards



M T McGuire









From the same author on
Feedbooks


	Is
this heaven? (2009)
Michaela Stevens has just died but, she wonders, can a gay lady
get to heaven and if so, should it be like this? Short story at
about 4,500 words... no adult content but a little light swearing
so I'd rate it at a PG. Writing style: British humour written in
British English.

I've an e-novel coming out soon, visit www.mtmcguire.co.uk for
updates, details and, if it's your thing, to read updates on my
sporadic blog.



	


Bog
Man (2010)
A perfectly preserved pre-historic cadaver is discovered in the
fens and brought to a Museum. For the new Director it should
present a major opportunity but is it real? And if so, how come the
pre-historic ring it's wearing bears the marks of a local shop. And
where's the Museum's Head Electrician? If the Director doesn't find
answers soon the unthinkable may happen. In front of the entire art
world, he may look an idiot.

Visit my website www.mtmcguire.co.uk for news, updates and my blog.
New novel coming soon, too.



	


They
Came, They Saw, They Took the Tinfoil (2010)
Gerry wakes up in in a bath full of cold water in her interview
suit and best shoes. How did she get there? How did she sleep and
why is there nothing aluminium left in the flat? Her flatmate Jane
wants a shower, her other flatmate, Nina, is looking for her
saucepans but Gerry... she just wants answers.

British English, a bit of light swearing U/PG



	


Unlucky
Dip (2011)
The Pan of Hamgee, a starving outlaw, bumps into Big Merv; the
meanest, scariest gangster in the City and without thinking what he
is doing, steals his wallet. When Big Merv realises what has
happened The Pan's future looks short. Unless he can persuade Big
Merv to let him go he will be going for a short swim in concrete
boots or recycled into one of the bridges of the Outer Ring Road,
currently being constructed round the City.

U certificate. 4,000 words.
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