
                                                                    

University of Dundee

Trump

Murray, Chris

DOI:
10.20933/100001211

Publication date:
2019

Licence:
CC BY-NC-ND

Link to publication in Discovery Research Portal

Citation for published version (APA):
Murray, C. (2019). Trump: Now Incorporating - Chump. UniVerse. https://doi.org/10.20933/100001211

General rights
Copyright and moral rights for the publications made accessible in Discovery Research Portal are retained by the authors and/or other
copyright owners and it is a condition of accessing publications that users recognise and abide by the legal requirements associated with
these rights.

 • Users may download and print one copy of any publication from Discovery Research Portal for the purpose of private study or research.
 • You may not further distribute the material or use it for any profit-making activity or commercial gain.
 • You may freely distribute the URL identifying the publication in the public portal.
Take down policy
If you believe that this document breaches copyright please contact us providing details, and we will remove access to the work immediately
and investigate your claim.

Download date: 22. May. 2023

https://doi.org/10.20933/100001211
https://discovery.dundee.ac.uk/en/publications/a6e88a98-31ee-4c46-b7df-21a268dcdcff
https://doi.org/10.20933/100001211




Dickson heads north to face the evil Lord Cawley

As the train crept over the bridge Detective Dick Dickson, on loan 
to Scotland Yard from New York, gazed into the deep waters of the 

river below. He’d read about the rail bridge disaster that had happened 
years before in the late 1870s and imagined the plunge to icy death. A 
shiver went down his spine. He lifted his gaze and turned, watching the 
sunset off to the west. The sky was ablaze with pink, orange and a hint 
of red. As the sun slipped behind the hills night took hold and the train 
rattled into the station. Stepping onto the platform Dickson immediately 
spotted the man he’d been instructed to meet. You didn’t have to be a 
detective to see that the bulk that had been squeezed into a new suit 
and a long, too-tight raincoat, was a policeman.  Dickson stuck out his 
hand and threw his name and rank after it. Judging from the pained 
silence and the crush of a handshake he received in return this was a 
man who would be more comfortable beating a confession out of a 
suspect than wearing that suit. The man’s thumb and little finger darted 
quickly across Dickson’s hand. ‘Mason’, he thought, registering the brief 
look of disappointment that shot across the policeman’s face upon not 
receiving the expected response. He released his grip on Dickson’s paw 
and gestured towards the stairs.
‘Car waiting’ he grumbled. 
Dickson picked up his small suitcase and followed. By the time they 
made it outside it was raining.  Dickson threw this case onto the back 
seat and climbed into the passenger’s side. This was obviously not a 
police car. Perhaps the cop’s own car. If so, he was doing well for himself. 
A bit better than he should be. The man mumbled something about the 
hotel being near. 
Dickson glanced at him. ‘So, we aren’t going to the police station to meet 
Inspector John Ferguson? I was told…’
‘We don’t need Yank help. And if we do, it can wait to the morning’, the 
cop interrupted.
Dickson looked out of the window. Unexpectedly, the big man 
continued.
‘You’re here because of what they say you did in New York’. 
Dickson had heard it all before. The doubt, the ridicule. He cut to the 
point.
‘Do you want to hear me say it?’
The cop glanced sideways at him, but kept his main attention on the 
road. Dickson told the short version.  
‘Yes, I saw the devil in a basement in Westchester. It looked like an 
octopus crossed with a man, and it was as big as hell. I shot it, it 

screamed, and I woke up in hospital six weeks later with a weird tattoo 
and no memory of what happened in that basement’.
The big cop made a noise somewhere between a grunt and a laugh.
‘And yes’ Dickson continued, ‘Most of the cops in New York think I lost 
my memory in a bottle, but if your superiors didn’t believe me then I 
wouldn’t be here’.
The car pulled up at the hotel and the policeman waved a hand that 
seemed to indicate that the conversation was over and that Dickson 
should get out. He did. As he started to walk away the cop shouted after 
him and pushing a file towards him. Dickson took it and headed into the 
hotel, gravitating towards the bar. He sipped whisky as he read the file. 
So this was why he’d been dragged all the way up from London. The files 
recorded the mysterious deaths of several witnesses over the last year, 
most of them connected somehow to talk of cults and devil worship. 
One claimed to have seen a dragon in the forest north of the city. There 
was even a blurry photograph of… something. He closed the file. 

In the morning a mist was rising off the river. The cop was waiting 
outside in the car and it looked like he had been there for a while. 

Dickson noticed that he wore the same clothes and hadn’t shaved. 
Someone hadn’t been home last night. 
‘Interesting reading’ Dickson offered, tapping the file as the car crept 
through the quiet streets. The cop ignored him for a few minutes, then 
muttered.
‘Boss says we head straight out to Hospitalfields. That’s the country 
house in Arbroath where Lord Cawley lives’.
Dickson frowned. ‘I’m starting to get the impression that no-one in your 
department wants to meet the Yank crackpot’. 
The cop smiled faintly. ‘You should have been a detective’. 
Dickson tipped back his hat and stared out the window, taking in the 
view as they left the city behind and sped through the countryside. The 
mist had lifted and it was turning into a pleasant morning. Nothing else 
for it but to enjoy the ride, he decided. When they pulled into the long 
driveway Dickson recognised the house but couldn’t quite place the 
memory. Perhaps it had been in the file? No, it felt like a memory from 
a dream. He shifted in his seat. The butler met them at the door and the 
cop pushed past him. Not his first time here. As Dickson followed he 
barely registered that the butler was holding something. He was quick. 
The blow floored Dickson immediately. The world swam around him as 
he slipped into unconsciousness. 

Detective Dick Dickson, 

in ‘The Arbroath Devil’



When Dickson awoke he was lying on a different floor, on a thick 
rug of Eastern design. He winced as he felt the bump on the 

back of his head. Sitting up he saw that he was in a library, and that he 
wasn’t alone. The big cop was there. He was dead. An ornate knife had 
been plunged into his chest. Oddly, he had a smile on his face.  Judging 
from the shadows, and the glimpse of the outside world that he could 
see through the window, hours had passed. It was early evening. Then 
Dickson realised that there was someone else in the room. A woman 
stepped from the shadows. She was short and flame-haired, and her eyes 
darted around nervously.
‘Your friend was sacrificed. And now you will be too’. She glanced to the 
window. There were sounds of something being erected outside. Some 
structure. The sound of a hammer on wood. The crackle of a fire being 
started. 
The woman continued, ‘He’s impressed that you’ve met one of the Old 
Ones’. Dickson started to realise how terrified the woman was, and that 
she might be an ally. ‘My husband thinks that if you burn the thing you 
met in New York might take notice and come through for him’. 
‘Cawley is… your husband?’ Dickson managed. The woman frowned, 
disappointed. Dickson felt a flush of embarrassment. Beautiful women 
were a particular weakness of his.
‘Yes, I am Lady Laura Findlay-Cawley… but if you want out of this you’ll 
need to…’
A man walked into the room. She trembled and fell silent. 
‘Detective Dickson, a pleasure’, Cawley smiled. He was dressed in 
colourful silk robes. They looked Chinese and there was a dragon 
emblazoned on them. He wore a heavy amulet with a strange symbol. 
‘I am sure my wife has explained that I need you to tell me everything 
about your encounter in New York’. Dickson’s eyes were fixed on the 
amulet. Without being able to stop himself, the story poured out of him. 
The long version.

It was hours later when Dickson stopped talking. Cawley had listened 
to every detail with rapt attention. He smiled as he rose, leading 

his wife out of the library. It took Dickson a while to gather himself. 
Looking at his dead companion he tried to figure out how long it would 
be till Inspector Ferguson realised they were missing. Then the penny 
dropped. No one knew he was here. Two burley men entered. Dickson 
started to put up a fight but it was useless. He was dragged down a 
corridor and into another room. There were tapestries on the wall. More 
dragons, and a knight being devoured. There was an old table in the 
centre of the room with various arcane artefacts and an old book. 

The men forced Dickson onto the table and held him down. Cawley 
entered with a huge grin, wielding the same ornate knife that had 

until recently been lodged in the big cop’s chest. 
‘So, let’s get down to it Detective’. He stood over Dickson and raised the 
knife. ‘I take your life here, and then we’ll go outside and burn the soul 
out of you, and we’ll see what happens then…’
Dickson felt the scream catch in his throat. He tried to wriggle away but 
the two men held him fast. Cawley pulled up Dickson’s sleeve and found 
the tattoo. He touched the point of the blade to the strange design, 
and  all hell broke loose. The men holding Dickson were thrown away. 
Dickon heard their bones break as they hit the walls. Cawley seemed to 
be in the grip of some terrible force. The hand which held the blade was 
crushed, then the arm. Dickson could see ribs snapping and the terror 
on the old man’s face. Cawley’s wife ran into the room and screamed. 
The invisible force slammed her to the wall and she fell, dead. Whatever 
was in the room wasn’t quite in the shape of a man. It tore around like 
the wind, then seemed to slip inside an ancient suit of armour, which 
shuddered to life as if propelled by a tornado rattling around inside it. 
The thing clanked over to Cawley’s broken body. The dark magician 
was writhing in agony but still seemed to regard the creature with 
admiration and awe. The possessed suit of armour pulled a sword off the 
wall and in an instant Cawley’s head was struck from his shoulders. An 
apparition appeared, hovering above the suit of armour. It was a huge 
eyeball, and its gaze darted around the room. An armoured hand picked 
up Cawley’s head. A voice that was not a voice said ‘You are mine now’. 

Dickson awoke on a beach. It was morning, and very cold. He looked 
around and could just make out the roof of Cawley’s house about a 

mile away. Dickson stumbled down to the icy water and splashed some 
on his face. There were large pieces of wood floating in the water. Some 
had been pushed up onto the beach. Wreckage. Dickson thought he 
glimpsed a body floating. Then he saw another further down the shore. 
A wallet lay at his feet, soaked through. He picked it up and found a 
train ticket there, along with a photograph of a young man, a sailor. 
On the back of the photograph a date had been scrawled. It said 
‘December 1879’.

NEXT WEEK: DETECTIVE DICKSON RETURNS IN

“THE CASSANDRA COMPLEX!”
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