Scabb Island: The Novel.
Meng’s Bizarre Adventure

‘Hey what the fuck are ya doing?’ 

‘That’s my fucking soup’

‘G BALL SOUPZ’

I’m Steven Meng. I live in London, England, fuck, and I’m Asian. Right now I’m at my favorite restaurant working and serving random shit to other people. I guess I should’ve wrote down that white guy’s order of soup or else they wouldn’t be fighting.  ‘Ok guise, who ordered the chicken noodle soup’ I say, ‘What? Dis ain’t fucking G ball soup? Who the fuck are yah you fucking small dick chink’ Oh yeah I forgot to mention. I fucking hate work.  


You know what I enjoy the most? Meeting up with my crew. It’s funny how we all met. We all were all watching an internet show called Pure Pwnage, and joined the forums and found out apparently we don’t live too far away from each others. My friends all cheer me up( and piss me off), we all play the same games together, except for this blasian guy named Andrew ‘Nguman’ Nguyen all he does is play fighting games. Anyway, we all meet at the Internet Café in which Andrew works at and well, we play games. But today, was a different day. 


‘Hey Nguman, let’s play some T-F twaab.’ Boyce said. Boyce is a Scottish teenager, he makes music in his spare time and innovates obviously. Its pretty cool until you listen to his music. 


‘Hey guys, I thought you were one of them.. GET IT?’ Cross said, you know Cross is probably the best Guitar Hero player in England right now, he loves making fun of Nguman. Nguman gets pissed obviously but hey we didn’t even know his real name was Tom Burke. But he doesn’t piss me off  so its pretty cool I guess. ‘Meng get yo ass in here you too Nguman you fucking nigga’ 


‘Ay Hold on gotta fucking do something’ 


‘Stfu nguman’ 


‘You Shut the fuck up man ’

‘You fucking Krisp’

‘You didn’t fucking go there’

Oh here it goes. 

‘Get the fuck out of my café’ 

‘I’m only just kidding’

‘That’s what I thought fucking nigga.’

‘I still love you’

‘Nah you fucking fake.’ That’s how they always end their conversations. In this case Nguman said that last line but usually Cross would say it
‘Hey guys, let’s just all play, and nguman you’re a fucking krisp.’ I say, it’s always fun to poke nguman. Hes not really black either hes asian like me, just not proud of it. Nguman then turns on the PC for everyone and tells all the other fucking idiots to shut up. WE all then question.. ‘Where the fuck is Anony’ Anony with his perfect timing comes in yelling whilst clutching his surfboard in his left hand. He then gracefully yells ‘JESUS CHRIST WHAT THE FUCK’ I then laugh because well its Anony. He’s funny. His real name is Sean ‘Anonymous1c4’ that’s right his last name is his nickname just like mine. Proceeding to plan, a young boy exits the washroom, he has long hair and has a falsetto tone voiced. I know who he is. ‘Leet-fellah get yo ass in dis game muthafucka’ nguman blurts out ‘Hold on guys I gotta set up my mouse’ 

You know Henrik ‘Leet-fellah’ Macstevic came from Estonia before staying in England we all thought he was a farmer. I guess stereotypes are true. 

‘Hey guys, I found a good server it says XLr8t.com get in!’ Boyce says 

‘Holy crap you sure there’s slots for us’ I say 

‘Just fucking do it niggas’ Nguman says. I can imagine Nguman going back to North America and getting his ass whopped by black people, but Nguman’s a G he probably has kung-fu skills like me but he’s not showing it. 
As soon as I get in, I hear a chime. That chime reminds everyone that someone has entered the café but as soon as that person stepped in the room was radiating. It was so bright it seemed that an angel has came down and destroyed the whole room with its essence. 

‘Hey, can I play that game too?’ The Angel says to me but I am too shunned by her beauty to speak

‘hahwbkgkasgkshfhasg’ FUCK I FUCKED UP

‘Hehe’ she giggled at least I made her laugh. 

‘Uhh pull up a seat and the game we playing is dat Team Fortress 2 shit’ Nguman says

I can’t stop staring she was so beautiful. I guess I’m pretty shallow. But that’s pretty cool I guess. 
‘Meng, Meng, MENG’ Boyce yells ‘Your Sentry is down Meng. Meng, they’re taking the Intel, Meng. Meng. Meng? MENG!’

‘Meng You suck’ Cross says. ‘Get the fuck out of my face’ 

I don’t respond I’m staring at the angel sitting in the seat behind me, playing TF2

‘Aw I died’ she says

I knew today was going to different. Just not quite this beautiful. 

I go up to her, trying to introduce myself. I see my crew of Anony, Nguman, Cross, Boyce and Leetfellah losing and getting frustrated and disappointed. But no, I must not look; this may be the only chance to be the Mengzor. 

As soon as I get off my chair, everything seemed so far so vast like a desert. I start sweating like I were in one I, then walk slowly towards her all my friends are yelling ‘MENG WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING’ but their voices fade as I walk closer to her. Nearer and Nearer her scent gets stronger it smells like vanilla cookies my mother used to make. Yum. I mean beautiful. ‘Hey’ ‘Hi can you help me? I can’t seem to kill this blue guy’ I think to myself I didn’t even need to introduce myself. ‘Uhh sure’ I respond. I sit down beside her. Her ebony skin radiates even though she is black.. I guess my mom wouldn’t like that. At all. 
‘Hey what’s your name’ 

I didn’t even know she said that but by natural reaction I say.

‘DA MENGZOR’ At this point I feel like killing myself. 

‘MENGGGGGGGGGGGGG GET YO ASS IN’ Boyce yells but I don’t care.

I instantly say ‘Bye’ because I’m Meng, and start heading towards the bloody door… 
I saw a hot chick today that IS pretty cool...

 I guess…

Meng lays in bed going into a heavy sleep snoring as loud as a motorcycle revving up for an intense race. Here Meng lies, escaping to his brain’s covert imagination, where his fantasies or his nightmares lay dormant until he needs to escape once more.
‘Hey bitch, suck my cock’ says a skinny pimp, dressed in a hot pink  with a feathered fedora, carrying a Siamese encarved cane with a dragon head for a hilt in his right hand
‘Ok, daddy’ 

‘That’s right suck my dick’ says the skinny pimp

‘Ok Mengzor’

‘Bitch what you say?’ says the skinny pimp

‘Oh nothing Meng-daddy’

‘Hmm that has a nice click to it, Meng-daddy’ says the skinny pimp

The skinny pimp then enjoys the fellatio he is receiving from the prostitute and looks down once more onto his oral companion

‘Hey what color is my dick?’ he says

‘Why green like money’ his oral companion whispers

‘Green? I’m fucking Chinese its yellow you blind whore where is my fucking cash’ 

He then reveals his concealed weapon, a dragon hilted rapier in the guise of a typical walking cane and raises his right arm and yells….
‘YAAAAAARGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGHH’
I wake up to my Spartan yawn. It makes me feel like a manbearpig Leonidas is. 

‘Meng get yao dinnah’ 

Oh God my mother’s horrible English.. wait? Dinner? Mom would never be wrong about this.

‘Meng NAO’

HO000o-LY SH-I11111T it is fucking 7:00 pm I missed out on the café and work I guess my supervisor will get pissed at me. Oh well going back to fucking sleep I need it for tomorrow’s battle against the Persians.
‘Steven, you missed work yesterday. Why? Can you give me a reason why?’ a 6ft8 titan of a human looked down on my scrawny body. ‘Well can you explain me why?’ I’m still staring at his gargantuan stature and his ugly beard he looks like Hagrid or some troll or something.
‘Uhh I was at a family funeral’ I shuttered after stating that phrase. 
‘Well call in next time if you want a break, my condolences’
‘Uhh thanks’ Wow I can’t believe I got away with such an excuse. Go Meng Racer go!

‘Now get your ass in there and start serving you fwaacking fwaack head’

Ahh I knew it was too good to be true, my supervisor always has to insult someone so everyone is scared to not work well. Oh well, time to serve hell’s angels. I walk toward the closest table that has a menu on the table 

‘Ay fucking mate I want my spotted dick!’ says the customer

‘Sir, we do not server spotted dick, this is a typical American style chocklit café, you know 1950s’ I say

‘Wat da fuck are ya talking about yar fucking American? Fuck yar shite country you war hungry cunts’

Now that is what I call a poor listener. Typical day

‘Where is da fucking manager ya fucking cunt?!’ 

Typical.

‘ARen’t cha listening ya fucking Americunt?!’

Day.

I think to myself only the mentally disabled would have misheard that phrase, or fuckheads because deaf people would not hear that phrase at all. And if it was someone who was mentally disabled they would not have responded in an angry way, so therefore I assume he’s just another arrogant British patriot. What a dick head. Alright time to go to the next table to serve the next bitch, I mean customer. I walk towards this giant menu with heads perching its form like an eagle. 

‘Excuse me,’ this old eagle eye man surprisingly he has an American accent say, ‘May I have the Chocolate Malt Shake? It’s going to remind me of good times I’ve had’ 

‘Yes sir one Chocolate Malt Shake’ I respond for once there was a decent customer. Not bad I only get those once in a while

I rush myself to the next table and I see a man in a trench coat and a hat hiding his whole face but his eyes. 

‘I VANT DA PUROGEEZ’ he says in a Russian accent. 

‘Sir I think you went to the wrong restaurant, we do not serve perogies.’ I respond, ‘This is an American chocklit shop in Britain’ 

‘UMMAIR-REE-GUNS?’ 

The disguised man unveiled himself to be a fucking rifle wielding maniac as he pulls out his fucking gun in the middle of the fucking store shooting the whole place up! Who the fuck does this dickhead think he is? Niko Bellic? I Fucking dive under the table where was at as he starts shooting the whole fucking place up. Gun shells are fucking dropping like it’s hot. (Yes Snoop Dog is not awesome) Out of nowhere, I guess I did it out of reaction. Or I am just awesome in terms of saving the day. I pick up the table I am under and he shoots through the table but like Neo, it does not touch me, I am impervious to such things and scared as fuck! I lay the table on top of him he grunts
‘FAAAACK YOU!’ 

Another triumph for the Mengzor: First meeting a beautiful girl, now stopping a Communist. Or at least I think he’s a communist. He sure does sound like Niko. The shooter lays trapped below me with a table in between preventing him from picking up his rifle and provides me safety unless a fucking cunt doesn’t call the police. 
‘HOLY FWAACK MY CHOCKLIT SHOP’ yells the Bearded Titan of a Supervisor, ‘HOLY FWAACK’

He scurries to the telephone and actually uses his kool-aid filled skull…to call his mum what a fucking twat. 
‘Hey MUM my fwaacking restaurant just got blown to bits!’ 

‘Call the FUCKING POLICE YOU FUCKING DICK HEAD’ I howl at the twat he doesn’t even care about my safety. Then slowly my co-workers arise from the kitchen. Niko, the fucking cunt, starts fucking grunting and cursing in a Slavic language
‘Holy fuck Meng keep him down’ says a female co-worker
‘Nice job Meng,’ says another co-worker I think it was Hawk, the girly man.

But these twats are just plain st00pid; they are looking around like they are in awe of what just happened, I wouldn’t blame them but comon I can’t hold this guy down for all eternity. 

‘HEY HOW IS EVERYONE?’ I yell, one of my co-workers yell back ‘No one is hurt in fact he missed and only shot the jukebox near the bar. OI! The police have arrived!’

A hulking black man dressed in a black police uniform comes up towards me and shocks the shooter with a taser. I have get one of those things they are so cool 

‘Hey little man’ I’m not that fucking little you Black bastard, 
‘We confiscated his weapon, it looks like no one got hurt, you can get off the table we’ll cuff the bastard’

Phew finally what an odd day. No one got hurt; I save the fucking day nice work Meng! I exit the chocklit shop 

I would love some chicken wings right now, I’m pretty hungry. I’ll start heading to the closest chicken wing store, aka Nguman’s house. As I walk down Terrance Avenue (Don’t even ask why I’m mentioning it but its fucking significant) I get a hunch to look to my right, and there she is again. The girl from the café, I must not look, she might notice me.
‘Hey Mengzor’ 

Oh god she called me Mengzor 

‘What are you doing at Terrance Avenue?’ 

‘Uhh nothing much’

‘Are you hiding from me? Am I ugly’ No I think you’re beautiful but I won’t say that to your face

‘You’re beautiful, I mean no I’m not hiding from you’ Holy shit I’m an idiot, I told her she was pretty, but that not a bad thing actually

‘Aww thanks Mengzor’ She still thinks my name is the Mengzor, I feel like the biggest loser right now

‘Well Mengzor, I have to go to my grandma’s house byeeee’ 

‘Bye’ I hope I see your pretty face, no Meng you are a man, you are not a pussy. I must continue to get my chicken wings from the blackest guy I know.  I walk until I reach this semi-detached house with the number 14 on the doorstep 

‘Ok Nguman I hope you have chicken wings’ I said as I knock on his door. As soon as I did that, the door opens, a short figure wearing a wife beater and a COOGI jean shorts looks at me
‘Yo wassup my nigguh, mayne, oh fuck y’all its Meng what you want man?’ It is Nguman being black as always

‘Hey, nguman what are you having for dinner’ I hope its chicken wings, wait I don’t hope I know its going to be fucking chicken wings

‘Ay mayne fucking peezah yo,’ Oh no its not chicken wings ‘And Chicken wings mayne get yo ass in I know yousa nigga deep down dat yellow shell mayne call everywun too y’all we gonna fucking party’

‘Alright nguman just don’t hurt yourself there man.’ I say because I want my chicken wings.  
I pick up his phone and call the whole crew over, they live not too far but not  too close it’s going to take them a while to get here but hey that means more chicken wings to myself and.. peeezah. 
‘Ay mayne deze chicken wingz fucking look gud nigguh.’ Nguman yells across his house. I sit on a couch  in the living room and turn on the tele. 
And Today Arsenal beats Chelsea to win the Barclay’s Premier League with a 5 point lead over Manchester United who failed to win by tying against Wigan Athletic
‘Oh FUCKING BOLLOCKS THE FUCKING GOONERS WIN.’ I yell in anger

‘FUCK YEAH MAN ARSENAL FO LYFE NIGGUH’ Nguman yells back 

‘IN YO FACE’ 

‘Oh shutup nguman’ I say as I chuckle

‘Yo Meng the Chicken wings are almost done’ Nguman yells at me 
KNOCK KNACK!

Hold on since when did knocking on the door make a knack sound?

Suddenly the door fucking collapses on the floor making a thundering fall into the floors

‘Who the fuck is that nigga’ nguman yells

‘THIS IS THE MUTHAFUCKING POLICE PUT YOUR HANDS UP’ 6 SWAT-like officers in black rush in as if Nguman was Osama Bin Laden
‘Oh my god’ I say, this is a fucking raid at a black guy’s house. 
The police smash me with their baton or nguman would call it ‘the nigga beater’ and cuff me. They start searching me to see if I have drugs. Nguman starts yelling on the top of his breath as he is being pulled into the living room ‘YO FUCK DA POLICE MUTHAFUCKA I Y’ALL BRITISH CRACKAS DON’T GOT SHIT ON ME’  they reach down in Nguman’s pockets and pull out a bag of weed. 
‘I see you do the chronic, Dr. Dre.’ The tall, black police officer says
‘THAT AIN’T FUCKING WEED MUTHAFUCKA IS FUCKING GRASS I FEED MY FUCKIN HAMSTAH WITH THAT SHIT YAH STUPID FAGGOT’ nguman yells, they then take the bag of ‘grass’ I know its weed nguman give it up, the 5-0 got you lock down. One police officer sniffs the bag, ‘It’s grass he wasn’t lying’ Then out of the 6 officers, one small midget steps out and says in a falsetto voice says ‘Ok, deport them, I don’t like any of their kinds, and in the newspaper say they got deported because they were growing Marijuana in the basement.’ I’m guessing the midget is the leader, I guess. 
‘But sir how can we produce so much green stuff to show the Newspaper presses?’ 

‘Get garbage bags, you can’t see through that shit’ The commander says. 
The commander then walks towards me and says ‘Hmm, send this fucking chink back to China’ and he slaps my face. He then walks towards Nguman and says ‘Hes too dark to be asian, hes a little light to be African. Send him to Jamaica’ he slaps Nguman across the face. 

Nguman spits into his face

‘FUCK DA POLICE’ Nguman says.

The commander pulls out a nigga beater and beats the living shit out of Nguman. 
‘You fucking nigger.’ 

As the police take Nguman and Meng away to England’s Immigration services, Meng’s other friends walk up to the house and see 3 police cruisers drive down Terrance Avenue. Leetfellah says ‘Hey I wonder what happened here?’ ‘Ahh you know Nguman he always leaves his keys under the mat, what a stupid nigga’ Cross says. They enter the house, and realize it is empty ‘Hmm it smells like chicken wings, he must’ve left after eating some.’ Boyce says. ‘YAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH’ Anony yells, as they all feast on the chicken wings Nguman made, unbeknownst to them that their friends are at the immigration service being deported to China and Jamaica. 

‘Hmm good chicken wings’ Cross says.
