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magazines for busy times and the black book.
He sat down and beckoned me to do the same.
I said I was sorry for not wanting to look him
in the eyes. I explained how I’d always
struggled with eye contact but he waved away
my apologies, said it didn’t matter and that he
wasn’t much into eye contact either. I went
through the motions of asking him if he was
sure I was the right man and he said that I was
and that we should be getting along and so the
formalities were performed. Every now and
then he drummed his long fingers on the table,
like he was eager to be somewhere else.

I suppose the rest would have been routine
if I hadn’t noticed how tired he was looking. I
asked him about it and his whole demeanour
changed. He told me he was struggling to
cope and that in a time when it should have
been easy to take a few souls he was having
trouble keeping up. Apparently there was too
much competition. Too many people were
choosing their own paths through eternity. He
sat up in his chair and this time I couldn’t
have looked away from him even if I’d
wanted to, but I didn’t want to, not anymore.
Those two dark pools took my breath away. A
person could fall into them and lose all sense
of what they were. But what I saw was an
opportunity. I twirled the ink pen in my
fingers.

“Did you know I’m a writer?” I asked.
†††

Take a look in a newspaper. If you’ve got one
handy take a look in it now. Flick through the
pages. Take a look at what’s going on in the
world then ask yourself how a young guy like
me might write about it, what messages I
might want to send out at the behest of my
boss. Think about how a guy like me might
need to write to keep himself in a job like this.

Now that the post exists there’s no shortage of
people interested. They come through the
little door at the bottom of the spiral staircase
each and every day, they see me at my desk
and their brains click into gear. Especially the
journalists. The journalists are the worst. Old
habits die hard I guess. I keep them at bay by
setting the second door slightly ajar. They just
have to go take a peek, it’s in their blood, and
when they do I slam it behind them.

I guess I’m lucky my boss has a strong
sense of loyalty. After all, some of his
employees have been with him forever. But
it’s more than that. He has a weakness when it
comes to pride. He likes to make out the
whole thing was his idea, but he’s wrong. I’ve
a knack for meeting my deadlines see, always
have had. Editors read my copy and they
know, they just know they’ve hit on a guy at
the top of his profession. They run my stories
on a hunch or with an unsettling sense of
anxiety rippling through their nervous system,
fearing someone else might get to print first.
And my editors are plentiful. They’re spread
across the globe. I write for the tabloids and
the broadsheets, the financials and the
topicals. I write for music magazines and
celebrity gossips, for country living
quarterlies and urban weeklies. You’ll find
my copy on the TV and the radio and lately
I’ve been branching out on the internet. I
recently got myself a mega publishing deal.
Pretty soon I’ll be on the best-seller list, for
both adults and children! There’s even talk of
a movie, a toy and game franchise to follow.
You’ll see it for sure and when you do you’ll
know it’s mine and you’ll be impressed with
it and it’ll get you thinking about things in a
whole new light. In fact, it’ll get into your
head. In such ways I’ll continue to influence
the world, satiate my boss and keep the devils
from my door. And one day…one day there’ll
be an ending. I’ve actually got an idea for one.
It’s highly original. In fact, it’s going to be
like nothing you’ve seen.
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We were in the interview room. There was
a second door that led to ‘you know where’,
two chairs facing each other and a lounge
table in between. On the table was a finely
crafted ink pen, a number of crisp forms, each
one numbered and dated, some hospitality

round and round until we reached a tiny door
at the bottom that was almost too small.

“To stop them getting out,” he laughed.
“Do they?” I asked.
“Sometimes,” he said. He pushed the door

open and leant inside.
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I was at the age where I was beginning to
accept that everything living must one day
expire, hanging out in drink-sodden places
where journalists gathered like hogs at
sundown, hoping to break into their world, not
knowing the truth of it.

I was in a bar somewhere in Soho talking
to a guy who said he was seeing a girl who
worked as a waitress there. She knew
somebody who knew somebody else or
something like that. I was feeling a little
heavy headed and when I left him to make a
foggy search for the toilets I met the devil in
the corridor. He was just exiting as I arrived
and when he saw me he gave me an ageless
grin. His eyes were two dark pools and he
stank of whisky. After he’d gone and long
after I’d pissed and washed my hands, the
smell of him still lingered around the urinals. I
smelt it each time I went to pay a visit. After
the third visit I followed the stink out into the
corridor and around to a bar at the back where
an oiled-up girl was gyrating against a pole
and men were sat in shady corners, slunked
over whisky and gin glasses. I looked for him
in their faces but couldn’t locate him
anywhere. Heady bass music rebounded off
the walls and a strobe light flickered angrily. I
went back to locate my drinking buddy but
he’d disappeared too so I found myself a seat
in an alcove and ordered another Jack
Daniels. It was 1:30 am on a Tuesday
morning. I was twenty-seven years old. It was
a good age to start thinking seriously about a
career and a good age to start thinking about
death but I had no idea that the next hour of
my life would almost be my last. That’s the
thing about death. It can announce its
intentions long in advance or it can sneak up
in a second. Either way the end result is the
same. You wind up here, writing down your
thoughts on the subject in a big black book
and then they send you on your way through
the little door behind me. At least that’s the
way it is for most. There’s always an
exception though, if you really look for it.
There are always niches if you’re creative
enough and if you have the guts to force a gap
when you find an opening. The old hacks call

it ‘going out and finding the story’. I found
my niche and I’ve been here ever since.

†††
“Okay then,” he said. “Say what it is you have
in mind.”

“Thanks,” I said “You won’t regret it.”
“I already am,” he said. “You won’t be the

last today who wants to tell me their life
story.”

†††
I’d downed at least two more Jack Daniels
when the devil came and sat next to me. The
girl at the pole had turned into two girls in red
rubber and a guy in a leather thong. He had
the sort of backside I like to see on a woman,
smooth and toned. It worried me how much I
found myself looking at it. I wasn’t much in to
what they were doing though so I was
welcoming of the company. There was just
the stench to deal with and those terrible dark
eyes. I chose not to look into them and to keep
my Jack Daniels up to my mouth. He knew
what I was doing but he didn’t seem to care.
Every now and then, when the two girls and
the guy changed position he’d laugh out loud
and clap his hands together. The rest of the
time he sat there watching as if he hadn’t
come for me at all and I was just a stranger
who happened to be sitting next to the devil in
a dingy Soho bar, but I knew he wasn’t going
to just let me get up and leave him and I knew
I wasn’t going to see another sunrise.

I can’t say I was that bothered. There was a
little tinge of regret I suppose, that I hadn’t
done this and that, but there was something
else more powerful, an overriding sense of
destiny rolling in my stomach, so we watched
the girls and ordered Jack Daniels until he
reached out and took my hand in his clammy
grip and whispered, “Okay, enough.”

He got up and headed for the gents and I
followed, making eyes at the other men in the
place to show them it wasn’t what they
imagined. When we entered the toilets there
weren’t any urinals anymore, just a spiral
metal staircase leading down and down and
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