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Greg and Sarah Johnson are in their md thirties. They are in
a warm coloured living room relaxing on a sofa in peace and
qui et. M. Johnson’s body | anguage |s by far the nore dom nant
of the two. It's as if he's saying ‘everything | do is right’
Maki ng t hat |nterpretat|0n even stronger is his shirt with an
angry face and ‘conply’ witten on it. He stretches out a
little further, as what he is about to say is particularly
important to him *‘Enough about taking time off work to raise
our baby, what are we going to call hinf’ Sarah responds ‘I
like Jane...” Geg quickly interrupts: ‘No! Geg, we'll cal

it Geg. M/ nane’s Greg, ny father’s nanme was Greg, his
father’s name was Greg, so our baby will also be called Geg'.
Sarah agrees: ‘Sure. Ck. Well call himGeg the Eighth.” Geg
is nore than pl eased: 'Perfect. That was quick’.

It’s twenty years later and a punky, colourful and rebellious
| ooking Geg VIIl (rmaybe deep down he is rebelling against his
crappy name) is strolling through a shopping conplex, with

| ots of escalators, high quality bins and such. This nay be
surprising to you later on in the tale, but he is actually
browsi ng establishnents that are conpletely normal : Ganes
shops, nusic shops, etc. In the latter, he takes a peak at
artists such as Bjork. Gk, THAT was weird. Not crazy, though.
He buys the girly pop star’s work so he can bop to classic 90s
di sco stuff, later on.

Greg leaves with a spring in his step. He then notices a
chatting group of typical teenagers have since gathered
outside the shop. In their reassuring yellow cl othes and ot her
friendly colours, they are admring the numerous CCTV caneras,
and feel so safe because of them O course, all a killer has
to do is hide his weapon, but that doesn’'t nmatter. Despite

t heir am abl e appearance, the effem nate nusic shopper

i mredi ately picks out a rather sinister phrase in their
conversation. It was sonething Iike ‘where are we going to con
Geg VIII'. Geg feels a wave of terror going through his
body. He freezes like a stone. They are going to rip himoff?
But why? The poor young nman didn’'t even recogni se them How
could they treat himso badly if he didn't do a thing to thenf

After a few peaceful, if not blissful nonments of thinking
‘this can’t be real’, Geg panics inside for a second tine.
Now the gravity of the situation has been fully processed, he
shakes like a |leaf. He |inps away, then builds to a fast,
wonky stroll. He has to get out of the centre, ASAP. Finally
he is in the unappreci ated open, parkland air and his thoughts
are still racing. He says to hinmself ‘Bjork will nake ne al
better’, and that is understandable. She’s very cal m ng. Wissy
as as hell, but that’s not inportant at this point. In a cruel
tw st of fate, he overhears a group of OAPs al so nmenti oning

t he apparent phrase ‘con Geg VIII', so he has to sprint and
get the hell away fromthem Even sweet old | adies are agai nst
hi n?? Dear God.



In the (relative) confort of his angry red and bl ack painted
bedroom (deliberately designed to deter thieves), Geg is
laying on his bed with skulls on it. He puts, or rather jabs
the newly bought Icelandic artist’s work into his CD pl ayer,
but he unsurprisingly isn't in the nood for bopping to her.
More |i ke escaping to her. He thinks to hinself for the

t housandth tinme now ‘ has the world gone nuts?? Wiy does
everyone want to con ne? Everyone is insane! Conpletely | oopy!
It’s not exactly like I'’mrich. Wiat are they expecting to get
fromme?? He turns off the nusic and switches on the TV,

per haps subconsciously to relax. (Apparently the frame rate of
such devices cal ns people down, or sonething. | wasn't really
listening to the explanation when | got one).

Shock horror! In a mllion to one chance, here’'s what the
programis saying: ‘we will all be con Geg VIII-ing down to
the pub to celebrate th...” Atraumati sed G eg switches the
tel ebox off in dread. Desperate to distract hinmself in a way
that will hopefully actually work this tine, he pulls his
nobi | e phone from his pocket and checks his emails. One of
themreads ‘Geg... Wiy the hell did you run out of the
shoppi ng centre, scream ng ‘noooooo’’, and nore alarm ngly,
one of the messages is very suspicious spam It reads ‘give ne
your bank account details, we need it. This is NOT a con!
Greg is not a conplete idiot, he has no intention of replying
to the message what soever. However, it has justified his
concerns about getting well and truly screwed over.

Wth a surprising anmount of courage, the 20 year old pulls

hi msel f together, smashes the TV with his phone, puts his
phone in his pocket again, and | eaves the house. He ranbles

t hrough the commercial streets, trying to clear his m nd and
it works to an extent - now that he has practiced doing so.
That is until he spots his friends in the distance, |eaning
agai nst a shop and checking out the bins. Interestingly, they
have a different shape than usual. He would usually say
‘“hello” to them but his paranoia is getting the best of him
He hides behind a parked car and |istens, hard... Here' s what
they say: ‘I'mreally worried about Greg, | heard he called an
QAP a crimnal’. "That’s just classic Geg being whacky' . 'O
course. Anyway, it’s such a nice day, today. W should go
somewhere really nice. Maybe we could con Geg VIIl at the
local ice rink...” Even his friends are trying to get close to
himto exploit hinf!?!?

| f he wasn’t scared before, he certainly is now He has to get
out of town, but not before running passed his chunms and

shouting ‘leave ne credit card details alone!!!”. As he |egs
it anay fromthem he faintly hears ‘ok... NOWI'mworried
about him..’ He runs through parklands and past ponds whil st

accusi ng the ducks of being ‘traitors’ before finally making
it to the local train station. He bursts through the waiting
area doors, where he sees the ticket seller behind a very
reassuring (for hinm thick |ayer of toughened gl ass.



Through its gaps, the enpl oyee asks the clearly distressed
Geg if he is ok, before asking him*‘where are you planning to
congregate, today.’ ‘Wiich Geg are you tal king about’, Geg
asks, nervously. ‘Wat do you nean? asks the worker. ‘Wich
Greg are you tal king about, | don't know another Geg VIII.
Wiy do you want nme to con hinf?’ ‘You what?' ‘Wiy do you want
me to con Geg? It’s a perfectly sinple question to
understand. Way are you nmessing with me like this? ‘You do
know what congregate neans, don’t you?’ ‘Yes. Con Geg VIII'.

The ticket guy gives a nervous smle: ‘I don't nean to
enbarrass you, but congregate neans ‘to nmeet up’. Geg is
stunned, to put it mldly. He's gobsnmacked. Confuddled: *...
What?...’ ‘Can | ask what your nane is please? Do you have a
carer? ‘My nane is Geg VIII.” “To be clear, when | asked
where you wanted to congregate, you believed I was asking you
where you were going to con another person called Geg VIIIN?
‘Yip. ‘“Wll, the good news is you don’t have to worry,
anynore. However, you seemto have had a nervous breakdown.’
‘“Ww. .. Just Wow. All this tine | was inmagining people were
after me. That has really... that has really... Ww | have
sonme serious explaining to do. Bye!” ‘Errrrrr... Bye...

Before setting off, Geg picks his nobile fromhis pocket,
dials a nunber and waits. He then says ‘sorry for accusing you
of wanting nmy credit card details, you' re not going to BELI EVE
the reason | said that to you... You know ny nanme is Geg
VII1? Well, when | heard you tal king about CONGREGATI NG |
assuned that nmeant you wanted to con ne! L.O L.! Anyway, want
to go for a burger later?... No?... Well, laterz...” Geg
opens up to the ticket guy and says ‘I think it’s best to give
this sort of thing tine, don’t you? ‘Yes, | do think that.

Of you go... Please...” Geg anbles away with a new
appreciation for life. As he wal ks, he phones a different
friend. ‘Hey, man, |’ve had the nost crazy day. Can you pl ease
explain to everyone that |I’mnot nental anynore, please?..

Ri ght! Everyone DCES meke mi stakes! Thank you!... No |’ m not
hearing voices... No | don't think I"'mtruly crazy, either..
Whacky is a great word to describe ne... Yes, we totally
shoul d congregate some tine! Bye!l’ Geg strolls back to his
house. It's tinme to celebrate with sonme nell ow Bjork
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