
THE KEEPER’S COTTAGE 
 

 

hen the final blow hits the back of the neck like this one did, you know 

you’re finished. I have done all I can, and now it just remains for me to get 

these words out, and to do what I need to do before the end. I cannot bear 

even to look at the hand I have just put to the base of my skull, where a gloopy mess is 

already beginning to clot my hair. I have washed it off without glancing down. Like the 

bunker itself, and God knows how the intruder managed to get as far inside as he did, my 

own systems are starting to close down now. 

 I have activated the shutters, I have watched the blinds lowering over the last 

daylight I shall see, I have seen the bloodied corpse of my attacker disappear behind the 

steel doors bolting themselves into place. And now I have staggered over to my desk, to 

get this last, or first, page sent out to whosoever will listen. Then the fresh concrete will 

set. Then I will have done my task. 

 I couldn’t believe he’d got in. There he stood, as shocked as I was, face to face with 

his quarry. And when that split second of shock was over, when he realised that all the 

battering at the outside doors, the fires set up against the walls of the cottage above had 

suddenly paid off, he raised the crowbar, visibly gripped it more tightly, and lunged at 

me.  

 In his eyes shone the virtue of knowing he was doing the right thing. I am the 

devil for him and his comrades. I am all he hates, I am the earthquake shaking his world. 

I am trying to undermine everything that has gone before.  

 And this righteous, glorious resolve brought his body springing into action against 

my transfixed presence, smashing his Neanderthal club into my ribs, over my shoulders, 

then, as I twisted away again, into the back of my neck, under the skull, once, twice, then 

no more, as it was dropped to the concrete floor. But none of its clanging resounded 

around the corridor; it fell as if silent against the immense crash of the gunshot, deafening 

my ears and sending the torso of my assailant crumpling over to the far wall.  

I have picked myself up and put the pistol down on the table. I have shoved his body 

with my aching foot over the doorway where he came in. I have opened a large, metal 

box attached to the wall beside my unmade bed and have typed in a code and flicked a 

switch. And I have started crying, uncontrollably, shaking with hot tears streaming down 

my cheeks. Now I have staggered over to my desk, and I have switched on my computer.  

As it boots up, I walk around this tomb. Strangely, I make my bed and clear the table of 

half-eaten food. Then I go over to the door on the far side of the room, open it and look 

into the small space beyond. Here in the half-light sits the pale, grey body of a woman 

slumped on her chair, wrapped up tenderly in a thick, coarse blanket. Her head hangs 

lower than the last time I looked, the skin around her eyes is more drawn, the wrinkles 

deeper. Even in death she has aged. These last days and weeks have taken a toll. 

 I keep her door open, as I type. She doesn’t know, but it comforts me. It is as if she 

watches my last actions now; she wishes me well. 
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 I do not fear the dead. Why should I? Why should you? If you get this, whoever 

you are, please just get it out to as many people as you can. Please get the word out. It is 

good news, after all. My job here is finished, I cannot do any more than I have already 

done. 

 I have now brought a small, but heavy wooden box out of another cupboard and 

placed it here beside me on the desk. It will be discovered again. That is its fate. I should 

know. 

 In this half-light, I know that it is this object here beside me that motivates my 

actions. I know that I am not about to die for nothing, and I have to be sure that she did 

not, either. I have to face my death knowing that she and I are not forgotten, not buried 

under innumerable curses and lies. 

 What the world does not understand it does not want to hear. How true of all of 

us, is it not? You do not read the stuff in the news which opposes what you think you 

believe? Nobody likes the party to be spoiled. Nobody wants the good times to end.  

Only what were the good times? Habit and froth! Nonsense built on a lie. A saturation of 

pomp and storytelling. How can you move forward on that? We can’t, that is the answer, 

surely. We can’t as individuals, and we can’t as a species. This is the Twenty-first 

Century, after all, for Christ’s sake! 

 Outside the room, there are mechanisms I had never wanted to hear now 

beginning to grind. There is a remorseless logic to what I am doing, there is Reason, God 

damn it. 

 I am shivering, and I don’t know why. Is it the fear, or the wound? There is blood 

snaking all down my back now, and over the floor. And I can hear the sound of cement 

pouring in over the chamber, filling the niches around the doors, settling into its new 

mould, wrapping itself around the body of my assailant, perhaps not to be disturbed for 

years, for decades maybe. 

  I hope the world will be a better place by then. I hope people will listen. There is a 

future for the human race, and it starts here, under this double pile of concrete, this 

second death. 

 Forgive me, please understand me. Do not judge me and for God’s sake don’t pray 

for me. 

 Definitely do not pray for me! 


