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‘A passionate, scintillating, brilliant song of a book’ Independent
Sammy’s had a bad week – his wallet’s gone, along with his new shoes, he’s been arrested then beaten up by the police and thrown out on the street – and he’s just gone blind. He remembers a row with his girlfriend, but she seems to have disappeared. Things aren’t looking too good for Sammy, and his problems have hardly begun.
‘As uplifting a novel as one could ever hope to read’ Sunday Telegraph
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YE WAKE IN a corner and stay there hoping yer body will disappear, the thoughts smothering ye; these thoughts; but ye want to remember and face up to things, just something keeps ye from doing it, why can ye no do it; the words filling yer head: then the other words; there’s something wrong; there’s something far far wrong; ye’re no a good man, ye’re just no a good man. Edging back into awareness, of where ye are: here, slumped in this corner, with these thoughts filling ye. And oh christ his back was sore; stiff, and the head pounding. He shivered and hunched up his shoulders, shut his eyes, rubbed into the corners with his fingertips; seeing all kinds of spots and lights. Where in the name of fuck…
He was here, he was leaning against auld rusty palings, with pointed spikes, some missing or broke off. And he looked again and saw it was a wee bed of grassy weeds, that was what he was sitting on. His feet were back in view. He studied them; he was wearing an auld pair of trainer shoes for fuck sake where had they come from he had never seen them afore man auld fucking trainer shoes. The laces werenay even tied! Where was his leathers? A new pair of leathers man he got them a fortnight ago and now here they were fucking missing man know what I’m saying, somebody must have blagged them, miserable bastards, what chance ye got. And then left him with these. Some fucking deal. Unless they thought he was dead; fair enough, ye could see that, some poor cunt scratching himself and thinking, Naybody’s there, naybody’s there; so why no just take them, the guy’s dead, take them, better that than them just sitting there going to waste, disintegrating christ sake why no just take them. Fucking bastard he should have checked properly. Maybe he did; and saw he wasnay dead after all so he just exchanged them, stuck on the trainer shoes.
Fuck it. He shook his head and glanced up the way: people – there was people there; eyes looking. These eyes looking. Terrible brightness and he had to shield his own cause of it, like they were godly figures and the light coming from them was godly or something but it must just have been the sun high behind them shining down ower their shoulders. Maybe they were tourists, they might have been tourists; strangers to the city for some big fucking business event. And here they were courtesy of the town council promotions office, being guided round by some beautiful female publicity officer with the smart tailored suit and scarlet lips with this wee quiet smile, seeing him here, but obliged no to hide things; to take them everywhere in the line of duty, these gentlemen foreigners, so they could see it all, the lot, it was probably part of the deal otherwise they werenay gony invest their hardwon fortunes, that bottom line man sometimes it’s necessary, if ye’re a businessman, know what I’m talking about. So fair enough, ye play yer part and give them a smile, so they can tell ye know a life different to this yin where what ye are is all
where what ye are, that it’s part of another type of whole, that they know well cause they’ve been telt about it by the promotional events’ organisers. So municipal solidarity man know what I’m saying, the bold Sammy gets to his feet. Then he knelt to knot the laces on the trainers, kidding on he wasnay shaking for fuck sake he was wearing his good trousers! There was stains down them. How come he was wearing the good trousers man fucking bastard where the hell was his jeans! Ah fuck come on, get a grip. Up and walking, up and walking; showing here he wouldnay be stumbling, he wouldnay be toppling, he was fine, he was okay, he was doing it, the bold Sammy, he was doing it, he was on his way, he was fucking going places; and he moved on and around down the lane; and a guy here looking at him too! How come they were all fucking looking at him? This yin with his big beery face and these cunning wee eyes, then his auld belted raincoat, shabby as fuck; he was watching; no watching but fucking staring, staring right into Sammy christ maybe it was him stole the leathers. Fuck ye! Sammy gave him a look back then checked his pockets; he needed dough, a smoke, anything, anything at all man he needed some fucking thing instead of this, this staggering about, like some fucking down-and-out winey bastard. He caught sight of the tourists again. Only they werenay tourists, no this time anyway they were sodjers, fucking bastards, ye could smell it; even without the uniforms. A mile away. Sammy knew them, ye can aye tell, their eyes; if ye know these eyes then ye aye see them, these kind of eyes, they stay with ye. And he even fuck he thought he knew them personally from somewhere, who knows.
But he had decided. Right there and then. It was here he made the decision.
And he was smiling; the first time in days. Know what I’m saying, the first time in days, he was able to smile. Fuck them. Fuck them all. He settled the jacket back on his shoulders, tugging it down at the front, checked to see if he was wearing a tie – course he wasnay wearing a tie. He gave his elbows and the arse of his trousers a smack to get rid of any dirt, and felt a big damp patch where he had been sitting. Who cares. He was smiling again, then he wiped it off, and he followed behind them, hands in his trouser pockets, until they stopped for a wee reccy; and he got into them immediately; and ye could see they didnay like it; them in their civvy clobber man they didnay like it:
Heh mate I need a pound. I dont like asking. Sammy shrugged. Being honest, it’s cause I was on the bevy last night; fuck knows what happened except I’ve done the dough. I had my wages too and they’re gone, some bastard’s fucking robbed me I think. Ye dont know who’s walking the streets these days. Know what I’m talking about, nowadays, ye’re no safe walking the streets.
But these sodjers man if ye’re no a fucking millionaire or else talk with the right voice, they dont give a fuck.
The guy nearest Sammy looked a bit puzzled by this irritating behaviour; he squinted at his mate for a second opinion. So Sammy got in fast and controlled: Naw, he said, being honest, I had the wages and went straight into the boozer with a couple of mates; and one thing led to another; I woke up in the outer limits somewhere – ye need twenty-two buses to get back home, know what I mean, wild! That was the early hours this morning; all I had was the fare back into the city. And I need to get home, the wife, she’ll be going fucking mental, she’ll be cracking up. What day is it by the way?
They were playing for time, kidding on they werenay interested. But Sammy knew better and kept his eyes on them; he shifted his stance, relaxing his knees, getting himself ready. Naw, he said, I managed to tap half a quid already but I need another nicker, so that’s how I’m asking for that, a pound, to get a train home, I mean fifty pee’s nay good to nay cunt, know what I’m talking about, it’s thirty bob or nothing.
Fuck off.
Naw but I’m telling ye
Ya fucking idiot… The one that spoke had his hand up covering his mouth like he was hiding the fact he was talking.
Ye alright mate? Ye got a sore tooth?
Move it.
Sammy just sniffed and stood there looking at him like he was totally fucking perplexed by this unexpected knockback. But he was ready, and he was letting them know he was ready and it was all he could do no to laugh I mean really it would get out of control in a minute he was gony get fucking hysterical or something. But there it was again: he felt good; he felt really fucking good. Comfortable. Tense as fuck, but comfortable at the same time. He smiled. Then sodjer number 1 gave a quick jerk of the head and that was that, fuck it man I’m gony hit you ya bastard if ye so much as
Move it ya fucking pest. This was sodjer number 2 talking; then his hand was on Sammy’s right shoulder and Sammy let him have it, a beautiful left cross man he fucking onered him one, right on the side of the jaw, and his fucking hand, it felt like he’d broke it. And sodjer number 1 was grabbing at him but Sammy’s foot was back and he let him have it hard on the leg and the guy squealed and dropped and Sammy was off and running cause one minute more and they would be back at him for christ sake these stupit fucking trainers man his poor auld toe it felt like it was fucking broke it was pinging yin yin poioioioiong
and he’s running up the road and right across the main drag without looking at all man no bothering about traffic or fuck all just straight on eyes down for a full house on ye go man get to fuck get to fuck; and now he heard the chasing parties charging behind and shouting like they were right at his back, but Sammy was going like the auld clappers
till then he skidded on the pavement nearly falling and they were screaming Get the bastard! fucking get him! So angry! Fucking hell man! Sammy was laughing, laughing – though it might have sounded like a snivel but he was laughing, definitely laughing – so pleased with himself, so fucking pleased! and then his legs went wobbly like a clown’s or a rag doll like how they went away from him and he could have done the splits, and he skidded, and now a sound like a crack at the base of his spine, and he was on the ground, splayed out on the pavement.
And there were shoppers roundabout; women and weans, a couple of prams with the wee yins all big-eyed staring at him; then a sodjer was here and trying not to but it looked like it was too much of an effort and he couldnay stop himself, he stuck the boot right in, into Sammy’s belly, then another.
Sammy couldnay get away; gulping for a breath, he couldnay get one; he tried to crawl, but he was tottering and he spotted the sodjer stepping back the way and wiping his mouth on his wrist; the other yin was here now as well; and they got him onto his feet, they huckled him into the first available close, an auld building next to a furniture showroom. He could feel them shaking, shaking, so fucking angry man they were just so fucking angry; there was only two of them, that was a thing, fucking hell man, Sammy was thinking, but he was fuckt, fuckt, he couldnay break loose, he fucking couldnay, they had him, they fucking had him man the two of them, one hand gripping the back of his neck and another on his left wrist and another yin twisting his right arm all the way up his fucking back and it was fucking pure agony like it was getting wrenched off man ye could feel it in the fucking socket and the side of the ribs; and then their breathing, big breaths in and out. Then they turned a corner into the back close. But ye’re as well drawing a curtain here, nay point prolonging the agony.
After they straightened him out he was in a patrol car, the cuffs were nipping. It was black, things seemed black. It was usual, it was usual; that was what he was thinking, the words in his head, it was the usual. Then they had him into the poky and it was more of the same.
He was fucking dying when he woke up the first time. He didnay know where the fuck he was. He looked about, he was on a floor and it smelled of pish, it was in his nostrils, and his chin was soaking wet and all round the sides of his mouth and like snotters from his nose, fucking blood maybe, fucking hell man, fucking sore.
There was a screw watching. Ye could tell.
But the fucking ribs man and the back! Jesus christ; each breath was a nightmare.
He was lying on his side on the bunk. How had he got up? He had got himself up man how had he managed it! But he had managed it. There was a blanket, he got his hand on it and pulled, it wouldnay budge, it was tight in, it was under his body, fuck, under his body, he closed his eyes. Next time he woke the breathing was worse but it was the lungs, that was where it was hurting, no so much the ribs. He lay there a while, breathing wee bits at a time, no changing his position till the side of his head got sore and he turned onto his front. The screw again. Sammy thought he could see the eye in the gloom. Then it was daylight. He was staring at the ceiling, seeing pictures in the cracks in the paint. He wasnay feeling so hot. Before he had been good. Now he wasnay. There was things out his control. There was things in his control but there were other things out, they were out his control, he had put them out his control.
The cracks looked like a map. A foreign land. There was rivers and forests. Rivers and forests. What kind of a land could that be? A happy land, there is a happy land, there’s a happy land.
Later he was up and making the steps to the wall, and back again, wondering what the hell day it was cause he was in deep shit with Helen; that would be it man she would pap him out the door for good. His gear would be out in the corridor. Once he got home, he would find it lying there, in a fucking heap. Auld Helen man what can ye do.
Jesus christ the poor auld back, it was killing him, the base of the spine. So were his legs, the tops of his thighs and behind the knees, but it was the ribs the ribs were really fucking
There was the screw again, the same eye; he must have been doing a double-shift. Sammy started fantasising: the guy was feeling sorry for him; it’s me and you brother, we’re comrades, I’m gony bring ye in a couple of pills, painkillers, a mug of tea and a couple of fried eggs on toast, a plate of porridge; maybe a smoke fuck Sammy was gasping for a smoke and he dug into the trouser pockets but they were empty, fuck all, no even a betting slip. And he wore a chain round his neck and that was fucking gone as well and he couldnay mind if he had it when he woke up or did they nab it, or had he fucking pawned it man know what I’m saying he couldnay remember.
His trousers; he hadnay even noticed but they were about falling down every time he moved a leg; his good auld lone-star belt buckle, it was gone too, dirty bastards, how could he go to Texas now, that was the ID fuckt. The trainers were under the bunk; the laces werenay there to make it look official, which is alright, his feet were killing him anyway, who gives a fuck. Sammy dragged the t-shirt out the trousers to examine the body, letting the screw see he knew the score, like he was making notes for future reference, once he stuck in the auld compensation claim I mean ye cannay go about knocking fuck out of cunts and expect them no to submit their claim through the proper channels, no if ye’re an official servant of the state I mean that’s out of order, banging a citizen.
They were bad but, the bruises. He left the t-shirt out the trousers and turned to the door; the screw was still there: Heh can I make a phone call? Eh!
Christ his voice was croaking. Never mind. He sucked saliva from the roof of his mouth and gulped it down, then he shouted: Heh, what about a phone call?
The eye blinked a couple of times.
I need to make a call! I need to let the wife know where I am!
The screw spoke. Did you say something about rules? Eh? Did you say something about rules there?
Me, naw.
Aw fine… See a lot of people dont know about the rules. So they ask me about them. You know them but eh! Fine.
Then the eye vanished. A clever bastard. Sammy sat back down on the bunk. He was bursting for a piss. Dehydrated but bursting for a piss. Fucking life. He got off the bunk and knelt at the pail, opened the trousers; but he was trembling like fuck and the pee missed the pail and hit the floor and he jerked back, just managing to stop his prick getting caught in the fly else he would have pished down the inside leg christ man the shaking he was doing, and the piss streamed out, he imagined the sodjers watching the VTR, notebooks in hand: ‘peed the floor’. He would have wiped it up anyhow I mean if he was gony be here he didnay want to stumble around in stocking soles, no on a puddle of piss for christ sake he hadnay reached that fucking stage. There was a roll of toilet paper. When he finished he grabbed a handful and wiped the floor dry. He crawled onto the bunk, just about conking out before dragging himself up as far as the pillow. Next time he woke it was black night again, and sore christ he was really really sore; aches all ower. The whole of the body. And then his fucking eyes as well, there was something wrong with them, like if it had still been daylight and he was reading a book he would have had double-vision or something, his mind going back to a time he was reading all kinds of things, weird things, black magic stuff and crazy religious experiences and the writing started to get thick, each letter just filled out till there was nay space between it and the next yin: no doubt just coincidental but at the time man he was fucking strung out with other sort of stuff so he took it extremely personal, extremely personal man ye know what I’m talking about. Then his head was so itchy. The bed was probably bogging, that auld fucking blanket, what a smell christ, unclean! unclean! If he could have got a hair-wash; that was what he was wanting. But it was his eyes, that was the main fucking problem like he had gone blind but the black had stopped him appreciating the fact. But it felt like morning. He tried some manoeuvres. But naw, he couldnay see a thing. Nothing. Fuck all. He did some more manoeuvres. Still nothing. But at the back of his brain he had this funny sort of recollection, like what was happening was something he had known for a while, he just hadnay registered the fact, as if it was some kind of bad dream running side-by-side with his life. He tried more manoeuvres, his hand up to his face. Both hands. Moving them around. Then he scratched his cheek. Just at the bone beneath where his right eye should have been, then closing the eye and putting his finger on the lid, then opening it and closing it and for fuck sake man nothing, he couldnay see nothing. He studied roundabout, looking for chinks of light, to where the screw would be watching, the flash of the eye maybe; but nothing. He reached his hand ower the bunk and felt about the floor and found something, a shoe; he lifted it to in front of his face. He fucking smelled it man it was fucking ponging, but he couldnay see it; whose fucking shoes were they they werenay fucking his, that was a certainty. He was definitely blind but. Fucking weird. Wild. It didnay feel like a nightmare either, that’s the funny thing. Even psychologically. In fact it felt okay, an initial wee flurry of excitement but no what ye would call panic-stations. Like it was just a new predicament. Christ it was even making him smile, shaking his head at the very idea, imagining himself telling people; making Helen laugh; she would be annoyed as fuck but she would still find it funny, eventually, once they had made it up, the stupit fucking row they had had, total misunderstanding man but it was fine now, it would be fine, once she saw him.
Now he was chuckling away to himself. How the hell was it happening to him! It’s no as if he was earmarked for glory!
Even in practical terms, once the nonsense passed, he started thinking about it; this was a new stage in life, a development. A new epoch! He needed to see Helen. He really needed to see her man if he could just see her, talk to her; just tell her the score. A fucking new beginning, that was what it was! He got out of bed and onto his feet and there was hardly a stumble. The auld life was definitely ower now man it was finished, fucking finished. He groped his way around, kicking forward with his feet, and he reached the wall. He got down on his knees to feel the floor, cold but firm, cold but firm. The palms of his hands flat on it; he had this sensation of being somewhere else in the world and a music started in his head, a real real music, it was hypnotic, these instruments beating out the tumatumatumti tumatumatumti tum, tum; tum, ti tum; tum, tum; tum, ti tum, tumatumatumti tumatumatumti byong; byong byong byong byong byong; byong, byong byong, byong, byong byong. He was down now and rolled onto his back, lying there smiling, then with his face screwed up; shooting pains. He turned slow; getting onto his front, trying to ease it; the small of his back; shifting his hips a wee bit: then the pain was easing out, down into the right buttock, travelling down a bit more till it stopped, trapped: he moved his hips another couple of inches, and the pain travelled on, right the way down into his ankles and out through his toes, the space between the nails and the flesh; out, the pain travelling right the way out, and he felt good, really, it was fucking good, this kind of control over yer body when it was sore, how ye survive, how ye survive. And a whole crash of thoughts. With one weird wee image to finish it all off: if this was permanent he wouldnay be able to see himself ever again. Christ that was wild. And he wouldnay see cunts looking at him. Wild right enough. What did it matter but what did it matter; cunts looking at ye. Who gives a fuck. Just sometimes they bore their way in, some of them do anyway; they seem able to give ye a look that’s more than a look: it’s like when ye’re a wean at school and there’s this auld woman teacher who takes it serious even when you and the wee muckers are having a laugh and cracking jokes behind her back and suddenly she looks straight at ye and ye can tell she knows the score, she knows it’s happening. Exactly. And it’s only you. The rest dont notice. You see her and she sees you. Naybody else. Probably it’s their turn next week. The now it’s you she’s copped. You. The jokes dont sound funny any longer. The auld bastard, she’s fucked ye man. With one look. That’s how easy you are. And ye see the truth then about yerself. Ye see how ye’re fixed forever. Stupid wee fucking arsehole. Laughing with the rest because ye’re feart no to, feart to stand out from the crowd; ye’re just a wee fucking coward, trying to take the piss out an auld woman man pathetic, fucking pathetic.
Ah!
Fuck it but we’re all weans at some time or another. What’s the point in blaming yerself for other people’s problems. Ye’ve got to get by; and ye’ll no get by if ye carry on like a halfwit.
It was just Sammy feeling sorry for himself, plus being fucking physically fucking battered for christ sake it’s straightforward.
Sometimes ye wonder, ye wonder.
Then this ringing in his ear. Two sounds, both in the left; the ordinary blood sound high up but this other one lower down, a fucking siren, wailing. Then it stopped and he was left with the blood. Then that was getting more high pitched. It was like a fucking scream christ
The hand propelled him forwards. He went with it. And this voice saying, Dont worry yerself. Whoever it was he was a sarcastic bastard. Who gives a fuck. Sammy couldnay care less. Then he heard them laughing. Still he didnay care. Why the fuck should he. He wanted to tell them straight: Fuck you bastards I dont actually give a fuck, yez can laugh from here to fucking Mayday.
The hand shoved him this time, it gripped his shoulder and sent him flying and he banged into a chair and went sideiways trying to avoid it in some stupit way considering he had already hit the fucking thing and he landed on some cunt’s feet and whoever it was let out a yelp; then a laugh.
He’s assaulting us again! Fucking nerve of this guy!
Drunk and incapable, said another yin, he cannay admit it like a man but, says he’s lost his fucking eyesight somewhere!
Anybody find an eyesight! There’s a guy here looking for an eyesight!
This was followed by ha haz all round. Everything’s tactics and these were auld yins. So so what. Sammy was in a warm place and he knew there was a change for the better. How did he know there was a change for the better? Ye can aye tell, that’s how. Ye develop a second sight with these bastards. They maybe thought they had went too far with him.
Sit down.
Sammy stood where he was.
Ye’re alright, sit down.
Fuck it, Sammy moved his hand about and touched a chair, he felt round it and sat down, gripping the sides in case some funny cunt felt like giving it a kick. Something was pressed into his hand. It was a chain. His chain; gold, Helen had gave him it as a birthday present last October. There was some kind of symbolic thing about it, he couldnay mind but, what it was, what it meant. He fingered for the catch and opened it, put it round his neck and heard more laughter like they had conned him or something so he took it back and fingered it again to make sure it was his. But how could ye tell, ye couldnay. More laughter. Fuck it man he stuck it in his pocket, then felt for the fly on his trousers to make sure he wasnay hanging out.
Things landed on his lap. The lone-star belt and shoelaces.
Nothing else happened. It was like they had lost interest. A while went by. There was a lot of toing and froing and funny kind of whooshing sounds. Now he heard voices, one was kind of posh, English. Then more whooshing sounds and something came near to his head. And doors opened and closed. It felt like a big office he was in with occasional whirring noises like from some sort of speaking device. And always too there was the sound of a computer keyboard tap tapping away; and muttering, people muttering. He strained to hear what they were saying but his ears were definitely out and he got a sudden feeling he was gony fall off the fucking chair man he seemed about to keel ower and he had to cling on, concentrating hard to stop it happening, he was dizzy, he was gony faint, he was gony fucking jesus christ almighty
a test, he remembered this test, a long time ago, it was in London, it was for a job, he had to sit it; him and another ten thousand and 96 guys, all stuck in a long corridor; people looking at them; stupit fucking questions; general knowledge shite; all bullshit man the whole fucking deal; and this arsehole in a sharp suit walking up and down, the mediator or something, there to see ye didnay cheat, giving ye piercing glances and all that ye felt like setting about the cunt. Fucking bampot he was. And all these stupit questions. But ye felt there was some key they had to crack yer answers, and then the whole of yer life would be there, all laid bare, all yer dirty wee secrets; and them studying them when ye were away home, logging the info into the central bank.
These bastards. Ye want to fucking
what does it matter. Who gives a fuck. Life’s a dawdle if ye give it a chance. Ye do yer crime ye take yer time. Somebody was passing. Sammy turned his head in that direction: Heh ye got a fag mate?
A fag got put into his hand. The auld pyschology. The one place they acted like people was when they were in their own wee office going about their own wee bits of business, wage-earners, time-servers, waiting for the fucking tea-break. A lighter snapped. Sammy had the fag in his mouth; he had to hold it at the end at the same time. The lighter snapped again and he felt the flame suddenly and jerked away from it:
Sorry, he said. The lighter snapped and he moved his fingers till he felt the flame and he kept sucking till eventually he sucked tobacco smoke, and it was in his nostrils and up at his eyes at the same time. Cheers mate, he said but spluttered.
An ashtray at yer feet…
Sammy was still spluttering, and the tobacco went right to his brain. He inhaled again, feeling better. Fuck them all; he settled back.
And time went on. And he was sitting there in this blank sort of void, the mind going in different directions. No all nice either, no by any manner of means, cause he hadnay led the best of lives. No the worst but no the best. He had aye been a bit stupit. And there’s nay cunt to blame for that except yerself. Ye aye come back to that same thing. Nay point blaming the sodjers if you’ve ladled into them in the first place; fuck sake man ye cannay blame them for giving ye a doing. Sammy could throw a punch, he was quite a solid guy, and his knuckles were still sore, so was his right foot, so who are ye gony blame? know what I’m talking about it was him woke up down the lane. It was him fucking landed down the lane in the first place man how the fuck he got there I dont know. But naybody dragged him into the boozer and naybody filled his neck with booze, he did it himself; it was under his own control. He wasnay a fucking eedjit aw the gether; just he acted that way, sometimes, when he felt like it.
Nay stewards’ enquiries but fuck it.
Auld Helen as well.
She would be doubly annoyed. She would really fuck off this time. That would be that. Him back in the poky. That would be him man fuckt, know what I mean, ye want the mentality for how come he ladled into the sodjers then ye’ve got it, it’s all there, fucking Custer’s last stand.
Auld Helen man fuck sake.
Folk take a battering but, they do; they get born and they get brought up and they get fuckt. That’s the story; the cot to the fucking funeral pyre.
Fascinating-facts and Tales-from-the-poky. That one about the Samurai warriors, back in the olden days; their master gets done in by a rival – both of them are aristocrats, Shishkos or Shenkos; whatever ye fucking call them – and the Samurai plot revenge on the baddies. So the leader and his son and the entire squad all split up for a year and go around leading vagabond lives, drinking and screwing and all that till the other guy and his team of baddies all get lulled into a false sense of security, they think the goody Samurai have fell by the wayside and there’s fuck all to worry about. And then, when everything’s fine and the timing’s right, the Samurai warriors regroup. And back they come to wreak revenge, a whole year later. They do the cunts in. Fucking straightforward. But then, after they’ve done them in, they turn round and fucking do themselves in, they commit hara-kiri. Because once their master’s dead, the auld fucking Shishko man, once he’s dead, and the goody Samurai have had the revenge, then that’s them, they’re fuckt, they’ve done their duty and the game’s a bogie, capisto, their life’s finished, end of story, they’ve got to go to the debowelling games, they stick the blade in their guts and start cutting lumps out.
A true story that. According to the guy that telt it to Sammy. Mind you he once telt it to a woman and it annoyed her to fuck, she thought it was a load of bullshit, she thought he was trying to confuse her, some weird way of getting off with her, getting her mixed up between their story and his christ how fucking crazy can ye get; women. It wasnay Helen by the way, the woman, but it might have been, might as well have been know what I’m saying. Funny how ye tell people a story to make a point and ye fail, ye fail, a total disaster. Not only do ye no make yer point it winds up the exact fucking opposite man, the exact fucking opposite. That isnay a misunderstanding it’s a total
whatever. Mind you the woman was maybe right cause Sammy had added in a wee bit of his own when he telt it to her, he knocked it from a book he had read about this army officer and his wife; and they did the same, the debowelling games; duty and love all gets mixed up the gether. So she was probably right, he probably was trying to get off with her. But so what? So fucking what? Males and females. Ye do yer wee dances christ almighty where’s the harm. Plus some folk, they’re never happy unless they’re giving ye a sharp fucking talking to. Especially women, or else upper class bastards. Ye dont mind it so much if ye fucking know them man but no if they’re fucking strangers, ye’re just talking to them in a pub or something, know what I mean, fair enough with the wife or the girlfriend, yer fucking grannie or something, but some of these other cunts man they think they know, they think they know and they fucking dont.
So fuck it.
His back, it was sore. The spine especially; down there at the bottom, roundabout the lower ribs. He had to stand up. He stood up. He stepped half a pace to the left, then worked his hands in where it was hurting, massaging in with the tips of his fingers. His right foot kicked against something metal, solid.
Sit down. Samuels: sit down.
I need to stretch my legs.
Just sit on yer arse.
Can I no even get standing up?
Thirty seconds.
Thanks.
That’s twenty of them.
Twenty’s enough, said Sammy and he reached to feel for the chair and sat down. Fuck them. He rubbed at the base of his spine then sat forwards, hands clasped on his knees. He had a lot to consider. When ye come to think about it. And that’s what he had no been doing: thinking. He had just been
who knows, who knows; his brains were all ower the place.
All the auld ways of living, as if they’ll go on forever. Then ye wake up and find yerself fuckt, all gone man, that’s that. So okay, ye have to accept it; what else can ye do, there’s fuck all, everything’s fixed and settled as far as that’s concerned, it’s happened, past tense. So now it’s down to you.
Sammy felt like another smoke. He should have nipped the one that guy gave him instead of doing it all in. He couldnay even remember finishing it. The ashtray was beside his chair. He reached down to see if there was anything left to smoke, but couldnay find it – the ashtray I’m talking about, some cunt must have swiped it.
A hubbub started somewhere near but it was like there was a partition separating it from him. He wasnay sure if it was cause of the racket going on in his ears. Then too there was this radio playing pop music, droning on and on, oomba oomba oomba, didi oomba oomba oomba, didi oomba oomba oomba, the kind Sammy’s boy would have listened to – perfect for 15-year-auld kids except it was these adult sodjers. He wondered what station he was in. He hadnay been up to taking notes on the drive. But it was probably Hardie Street. Who cares. Naybody would have gave him a sensible answer if he had asked. Ye cannay make contact with them; all ye would have got was sarcasm and wee in-jokes. It wasnay just in the poky that happened I mean Sammy once went to work in a factory for ten minutes, down in England, and that’s the way it was. It would have took a ten stretch to know what they were all giggling about.
Fuck it man these things were ower, long ago. And that was what Helen couldnay grasp.
He was hell of a weary but; drained, ye know. He was due to be mind you; the battering he had took. Plus sometimes ye just feel like drawing the curtains. Getting the blankets ower the head. That was the way Sammy felt. It wasnay the first doing he had had and sure as fuck it wouldnay be the last.
Noise. A chair drawn up next to him. Somebody said: Right Samuels ye’re a lucky man, we’re gony let ye go, and with your record that’s something.
Who am I talking to?
Dont be cheeky else ye’ll end up in real bother. With your form they’ll throw away the key. We hadnay realised we had a personality on the premises.
Och dont give us it, I got liftit and now I’m fucking blind.
A hand gripped his left wrist from nowhere then a whisper: Just listen to the man: ye can go, that’s what he’s telling ye, so just thank yer lucky stars and get to fuck because see if it was up to me…
The pressure increased. Sammy had strong wrists and he flexed the left to take the pressure; his fore and upper arm trembled with the strain. His ribs started hurting. It was a strong cunt he was up against. Eventually the pressure relaxed and the hand vanished. Sammy breathed shallow, controlling it, just controlling it, except the ribs man the ribs, but controlling it, controlling it. Give them nothing man fucking nothing, nothing.
Then the voice whispered: Know what I’m talking about ya fucking bampot? Ye go outside that door nice and easy and ye dont come back, ye just fucking vamoose, ye get to fuck, ye do a fucking disappearing trick, alright?
Ye’re an incorrigible, said the other yin, and this time ye went too far. But still ye landed lucky, so thank yer lucky stars.
You better believe it, muttered the nasty bastard.
I need to speak to a third party. I’m no being cheeky.
…
Somebody chuckled.
Another yin said: Give the guy his due, he knows his rights and regulations.
Eh? Heh doughball, somebody’s talking to you.
A hand clamped Sammy on the shoulder. I want to see a third party, he said, even yer quack, I want to report this dysfunction man I’m suffering a sightloss, and it’s in both eyes, I need to see a quack.
Fucking quack ya cunt, fucking Donald Duck, it’s a hospital you’ll be needing.
Aye, that’s all very well, said Sammy, and I’m no meaning to be cheeky. But I need to speak to somebody I mean ye cannay leave me like this. I’ve no got a fucking coin. Get us a quack so he can see how I am now to how I was afore you and yer fucking plainclothes rottweilers got a fucking grip of me. I’m still in fucking pain man know what I mean I want a fucking X-ray, my ribs are fuckt man come on! Get us an eye-specialist!
A sigh then a shuffling of feet; a door shutting.
…
Heh come on, ye cannay just knock fuck out a guy till he winds up blind, this is a free country. Eh! Hullo? Hullo? Heh what about a smoke? Any of ye got a fag! Eh? Hullo? Ah fuck off.
Somebody sniggering in the background.
Fuck off I says.
They did fuck off. An hour later maybe longer a couple of them came back and stripped off his belt and laces again. They forgot to ask for his gold chain. Here, he said, taking it out his pocket. There was times it was best going by the book. Sammy was wanting to wake up in the morning. He sniffed and kept alert, listening for whatever. Half an hour later they were marching him back to the cell. It was all matter-of-fact. But no sooner inside than he banged his leg on the edge of the bunk frame. He lay down but the mattress was thin as fuck, it was just sagging and useless, even worse than the last yin. Once he was sure they had went he got up, took the pillow and stretched out on the floor. Real relief except for the smell, like a pish-house.
He didnay even know what day it was. Jesus. The big mouth man he always had to blab. If that was him for another night
Jesus christ. She would be really worried now. He aye had to blab. How come he aye had to blab! Just stupit. Stupit. She would be worrying. Doesnay matter the situation, how it was, that was past tense, she would worry. Cause he had nay place to go and she knew it. Ye’re talking from whenever it was the now back to last Friday morning man that’s how long it was; four maybe five days, including the Saturday. Fucking Saturday! Saturday was a blank. A blank. Jesus christ, fucking terrible. So for all she knew something bad might have happened. Aye something bad has happened hen! yer man, yer boyfriend, he’s being held for assault, drunk and disorderly. And at this moment in time he’s lying in the fucking poky, blind as a fucking bat.
If they telt her that she would come immediately. She would take him by the hand
Would she fuck. Helen man, enough said.
Not so very long ago aho
you walked away, from me,
and after all we’ve ever meant,
you decided to be free
Ach she would rant and rave. Or else say nothing. She was good at saying nothing. When she did get angry her voice got high and it annoyed her to fuck. For some reason she didnay like high voices, no even on women. She wasnay that much weer than him but she would have preferred being weer, she aye said she was too big, she had the habit of walking with a stoop. Sammy aye telt her to straighten up. That annoyed her, but sometimes in a lovey-dovey way. If he was skint and he telt her stuff like that she was liable to take him out for a drink. No quite. But sometimes she did. Once or twice. Then she got double-depressed. She would go silent, just sitting there, glowering. He wouldnay even notice she was glowering, no at first. He would be talking to her natural; then it would dawn on him she had took the huff about something. Look dont blame me ye’re a woman, he used to say, it’s no my fucking fault. Sometimes he sang her that Kristofferson number:
She aint afraid to be a woman
nor ashamed to be a friend
That really wound her up! But at least it got her to talk. Better getting a mouthful than nothing at all man silences, know what I’m saying; Sammy couldnay handle silences, no with her. Any other cunt aye but no her. He was too insecure. More than a year since he first started going out with her but he had only lived with her about six or eight months. It had taken her the rest of the time to make up her mind. She wasnay a woman that jumped into things. Too fucking experienced; three weans she had into the bargain. Christ she would crack up! Auld Helen… Nay luck at all neither she had, she aye chose bingers; she said it herself. How do I aye end up with somebody like you? I knew it would happen! That’s what she’d say. I telt ye! As if any cunt could tell ye that, that ye were gony wind up blind. Mind you she had telt him, more or less, she telt him on Friday morning, things would go bad, that was what she telt him. Fuck it man.
Terrible depressions she got too, her downers could last for days. Ye felt ye had to keep an eye on her. Sammy liked lying with the side of his face on her tits, snuggling in, her nipple poking him in the eye, soft, wrist between her legs, his hand cupping her hole, shielding it from danger, especially when she had come, needing to protect her and all that stuff.
Sammy smiled, lying there on the floor. But it wasnay a cheery smile. He didnay feel cheery. He felt fucking grim, that was what he felt. Nay wonder she would crack up. Lifted by the sodjers. On the bevy and lifted by the sodjers. Well it was her own fault. She shouldnay have threatened him. That’s one thing ye shouldnay do, threaten a cunt, no unless ye’re gony back it up. Course maybe she had backed it up. He didnay fucking know. He wouldnay know either, no till he got home. Ah fuck it, if she wanted to call it a day then fair enough man all she had to do was tell him, tell him straight. He wasnay gony stay somewhere he wasnay wanted. Ye kidding! Sammy was well used to packing the bags. Bastards. Now here he was blind, fucking blind. Imagine going blind. Christ. What a turn-up for the books that was.
He shifted his head and felt the pillow damp on his face. He hadnay been greeting, just water must have been running out. Or else pus. Maybe it was fucking pus. Maybe it was fucking yellow fucking mucus pus or something, rancid fucking liquid shit running out his body, out his eyes. Maybe it was the thing that gave ye sight, now he didnay have sight the thing had turned into pus, and here it was getting discharged, excess body baggage. Or else blood. Maybe his nose was bleeding. Or his ears. His fucking ears were roaring, maybe it was melted fucking wax! Jesus christ there was that many things.
He got up and poked about with his feet. Still blind; he had forgot what it meant.
He put his hands out and groped his way to the end wall and leant against it. He needed to think. He had to get clear on what happened. The sodjers hadnay been too interested, no till they read the form-book. Even then; interested but nothing special. They probably took him for a boozebag alky bastard nowadays and that was that, end of story. Fine, it suited him. The longer it went on but the longer it went on
Ye couldnay count on things. That was the problem. Other things aye turned up, they had a habit of doing that, turning round and fucking ye, when ye least expected it.
He had to get clear. Back to front and inside out.
Okay.
So what happened was he was out earning. Right, fine. And the Leg was with him. He didnay need the Leg with him but there he was and that was that; so okay, three leather jackets. They got shot of the stuff within an hour and split the dough. Sammy went home to show the face. She needed to know he was alright. As if he wouldnay have been but there ye are. That was how the fight started in the first place. Well no quite. Ye can be too honest man, know what I’m talking about, it doesnay always pay, no with women. He should have telt her fuck all.
Fair enough but he just wanted her to know he was okay. So he went home to show the face. Except when he got there she was gone. And the kitchen was a fucking pigsty like she had fuckt off as soon as she was up and dressed. Which is fair enough cause she didnay finish work till late and sometimes wasnay home till after two in the morning. So if she just got off her mark then she was fucking entitled. Fuck the housework. With him no working anyway I mean, what does it matter, Sammy was happy doing that sort of stuff. Plus the fact it was her house, it’s no as if he had any claim for being there, except her, so he needed to be pulling his weight and all that. At least that was the way he looked at it. So when he got home on Friday dinnertime he just stuck on the music. Loud, the way he liked it. Then he set about the tidying. But once he had finished the money burnt a hole in his pocket, he couldnay settle; he tried to read a book, he shoved on the telly; he just couldnay concentrate. Plus he was starving. But cause he had done all that tidying he didnay want to fucking mess it back up again so he wasnay gony cook fuck all. So he just went back out, thinking in terms of a pie and a pint. Across the river and along the road, up the main drag and round to the Cross, and along and up by Argyle Street where he found the Leg and they went on a spree,
they taught me to smo-oke and dri-ink whiskee.
So on and so forth.
That was for him but no for the sodjers. It was him needed it, the story. Once it was there and solid in that fucking nut of his then fine, it was alright; a stick of dynamite man that was what they would fucking need. Other stuff he could let slip, it didnay matter. Know what I’m saying, once the solid stuff was in there, he could let slip other stuff.
So okay.
And then he’s woke up down the lane and he’s wearing these stupit trainer shoes. The day afore yesterday. Or the day afore that. Sunday.
How did he know it was Sunday? He just fucking knew man that’s how. Know what a sixth sense is? That’s what I’m talking about.
The difficult thing was the Saturday. The Saturday was blank. It was Friday dinnertime he went for the bevy. And it was Sunday morning he woke up. So that was the problem. There was a missing gap. A whole day. Plus he met Charlie. That was the fucking
Charlie! Where the hell had he met Charlie? Jesus christ man flies in the ointment everywhere! Never mind but it was alright. There was nothing there, nothing he couldnay handle. The story was fucking rock-solid man watertight. They were yapping away about all sorts. In a boozer roundabout the Candleriggs. Somewhere. Doesnay fucking matter. Charlie on the ginger beer and lime cause he had chucked the sauce. True. Auld Charlie, he had chucked the sauce.
So what the fuck were they yapping about? Ach all sorts, all sorts. Charlie was still doing the business. He hadnay changed that much. Just he was keeping the head down. So he said anyway though ye couldnay always tell with the cunt; the kind of guy that sat with ye for an hour and at the wind-up he’s said fuck all.
There was definitely a change in him but. Once upon a time ye were feart to have a drink with him. This habit he had of eariwigging other people’s conversations; strangers! know what I’m talking about; if they were saying something he didnay like he jumped right in and telt them it was a load of shite. It wouldnay matter the strength of the opposition. Ye could be sitting in a pub stuffed full of blue-noses, or else tims, it didnay matter, it just didnay matter, he never saw the danger; whereas you did, that was all ye saw. But there was the bold Charlie, into the needling games, winding them all up. Where’s yer fucking evidence? That was his patter. Ye’ve said something, so where’s yer fucking evidence? Ya fucking bampot if ye want to fucking say something then back it up man know what I mean!
Heh Charlie, you’d be going: Heh Charlie! screw the nut for fuck sake…lighten up man come on…
He wouldnay fucking hear ye. And you’d be watching them all; these faces, their eyes, staring at him, staring at you, dead eyes, no into debate at all, just watching, watching and fucking waiting. And you’d be thinking, Ah well fuck it man here we go, here we go… And Charlie talking loud
cause that was the way he done it: loud! he always fucking done it loud. That was probably his weapon. He done it that way so other cunts would hear, other cunts in the pub, so it would all be isolated, right out there and in the open, so if anybody wanted to move they would have to do it right there, in the full glare:
Ye want to talk politics? Eh? Ye want to talk politics? Then let’s fucking talk politics and nayn of this fucking primary-school crap man fucking bullshit come on, let’s fucking talk politics, real politics I mean ye’re a fucking adult int ye a fucking mature fucking adult human being.
Jesus christ man. Then what happened is things got too much for him. He choked on it; he was so raging angry and fucking upset and fucking frustrated. He would just fucking storm out, right out the door.
And you’d be left there like a fucking dumpling. You’d be standing there. A fucking dumpling man I’m telling ye.
The last thing to do was talk. Ye just had to take it easy. And get to fuck man get to fuck, dont swallow down yer drink, nay time, nay fucking time man where’s that door cause you’re fucking heading man know what I’m talking about you’re heading, or else ye’re no alive. And dont look at nay cunt. Keep yer eyes down. Straight out that fucking door.
Crazy. That was afore he chucked the sauce: I’ve changed Sammy, he says, I’ve quietened down.
What have ye went religious?
Charlie just laughed. The patter was good but. His mother and fayther was still alive and that was great to hear. These things from yer childhood, ye expect them to be gone and lost forever. The last time they had met was the Boxing Day three years ago at the Carnival. Sammy was there with his boy. Charlie had two and one lassie. Sammy had just came back from England and wasnay sure what the plans were, if he was gony stay home or what. They arranged to meet for a pint a couple of days later. But Charlie didnay turn up. So what. What does it fucking matter. He wasnay about to remind the guy. He was aye heavy involved in things. And he hadnay changed. So okay.
Fuck it.
Ye fall by the wayside.
Fuck it. Sammy had nay regrets. Ye try to work things out. When ye go wrong; ye get yourself the gether; ye give it another go; ye hope it works out. But if it doesnay it fucking doesnay. What can ye do. Same auld fucking process. It can be damaging for the nut but that’s the fucking problem. Plus the physical side of things man the disintegrating process, ye have to face up to it, ye dont need the fucking sodjers to give yer body a battering, ye perform the job yerself.
Sammy crawled up onto the bunk, kicked off the shoes, drifted into the usual half world; no quite the self-abasement and all that shite but close. This had to be the worst yet man nay danger; he had never been this bad; surely to fuck.
Bullshit. How many times had he said it, these very words, how many times! Crap. Obvious crap too so shut yer fucking mouth, just shut yer fucking mouth.
He lay on his side staring into fuck knows what, lines or something, bright kind of lines shooting everywhere. They seemed dim but they would have been bright, otherwise he wouldnay have seen them. Fucking bunk man it was fucking hollow, he was lying on the fucking bare spring and it was killing him man his fucking shoulder, jesus christ; he turned onto his front. Dots he was seeing. They were like sparks. That’s cause the so-called pillow was a sheet of fucking tissue paper. So the oxygen wasnay reaching his brain; no properly. He started getting one of these weird feelings like he was gony start levitating, drifting up to the ceiling. Maybe he was already! He gripped the sides of the bunk, seeing himself floating right up and out a window, feet first then his legs, keeping going, body next, trying to cling on at the shoulders, jamming his elbows in at the bars but nay good, getting sucked on and slipping right out, drifting up, passing the telegraph-wires, up past the roofs of the buildings, all the stars glittering, seeing the city below, up past the Red Road flats. That story about the guy doing time and he keeps going on these mind-trips, John Barleycorn or somebody. Who the fuck wrote it? Jack London? Sammy shut his eyelids tight. He felt bad now, so fucking bad, these things filling yer head man fucking filling yer head, terrible, fucking terrible, if Helen chucked him now he really was fuckt, right out the game, he would be as well parking the head in a gas oven. All he could do
all he could do
There wasnay much he could do, there wasnay really much he could do at all. No the now anyway. Nayn of it was down to him. It would be soon enough but no the fucking now. So fuck it, get on with yer life. Sammy had turned back onto his side, he wished he could fall asleep. But the trouble with sleep is ye cannay just fucking
ye cannay command it to happen, it just does. Sleep. Fucking amazing so it is. There ye are all wrapped up in yer own body, snug as fuck. Ye lie there like there’s nothing else exists in the world. Ye dont fucking want anything else to exist. That’s how ye need to get away from it; cause if ye dont get away from it then ye willnay cope; the only fucking way to cope is by disappearing for six or seven hours out every twenty-four. That’s how ye survive, nay other fucking way. This guy he palled about with once, he crawled into a corner so he could die. Sammy met him skippering down Paddington. He hung about near a boozer Sammy used, putting the bite on cunts that walked past. One day Sammy was doing a bit of shifting for a female that lodged in the same house as himself. Struggling along the road with a big fucking bundle of her suitcases and fucking poly bags man a million of the fuckers! So the guy I’m talking about, he came up and gave Sammy a hand. So one thing and another, Sammy wound up taking the guy for a drink – no just once but a few times; now and again, depending how he was fixed. The thing is but the guy didnay like drinking in pubs. He just wasnay a pub drinker. Ye meet guys like that. Even if they’re holding a few quid, they still prefer hitting the off sales. That was this guy, a real outdoor fucking person. Then one night him and Sammy split for a couple of bottles of scud and they went round the corner, just off the Edgeware Road, round to the side of the social works’ office and into the wee park. They found a seat. Then roundabout dusk the guy got up and fuckt off, he went away by himself to find a quiet place, and he must just have stretched out. Sammy thought he had went for a piss. Later on when he was going up the road he decided to take a walk round the square to see if he could see him; he found him lying close in between the bushes and the palings; it was like he had wedged himself there.
And his face was fucking horrible! Christ ye couldnay forget something like that. Mind you Sammy had seen a few guys snuffed it afore the quacks got to them, and their faces were usually like that. Ye’re supposed to be at peace when ye die but are ye fuck man ye’re fucking staring death in the face and it’s fucking horrible man you better believe it, death, know what I’m saying. Fucking con. Same with the maw, when she snuffed it: Sammy was inside at the time and they didnay let him out for the funeral. So he missed the peaceful slumber and all that. His sister wrote to him and telt him all about it. What a fucking wind up! But every cunt seems to fall for it, that was what Sammy couldnay understand. His maw! Peaceful slumber! Fuck sake man she would have went kicking and fucking booting and screaming. No way would she have looked like that. Everytime ye saw that peaceful slumber look it just meant they’d been got at by the fucking medical authorities or else the quacks. Then that wee black guy there’s another yin christ the cell two down from Sammy the last time he was in. Supposed to have died with a heart attack; twenty-seven years of age; the cunts suffocated him, they sat on top of him then bounced up and down, big fucking screws, bouncing up and down on him, a heart attack, these bastards man know what I’m saying, him with his wee fucking headset, that’s all he done, listened to his fucking music, ye heard it sometimes, it fucking hypnotised ye, tumatumatumti tumatumatumti. Stretched out with that peaceful smile. Fucking lying bastards. Know what I mean. Fuck sake. It’s all the lies man that’s what gets ye.
They arenay things to think about. Alright when ye’re outside but no when ye’re in. Ye can think of them outside but no inside, no when ye’re actually inside. Cause it drives ye nuts. It drives ye fucking nuts. Ye see them, ye see them walking about. What ye do, ye get on with yer stuff, yer exercises, the survival operations, the auld dynamic tension, ye get stuck into that, ye look after the body, look after the body, build up the fucking body, dont despair but ask for more, dont despair but ask for more, ye batter on, ye push ahead, that’s what ye do; Sammy could have done with a wee headset himself, a bit of music
blowing everytime you shut your mouth,
blowing from the back room heading south
Auld Dylan. Sammy hadnay heard that yin for years. Where do they come from eh! where do they come from. Yer fucking brains man they live a life of their own, ye’ve got nay fucking control, nayn at all. Thank christ for that.
The hand gripping his shoulder. A grunt: Come on you. That way they get ye. They walked him out the cell, and along and back into the office. They chucked him his stuff and went about their business like he wasnay there, a mere formality, a dod of shite. He fumbled the belt round the trousers but then they were back. He had hardly got the thing through the fucking loops. I need a sit down for these shoelaces, he said.
They werenay talking to him so he groped for a chair. Okay, he said, just till I lace them.
He heard them in the background; it was Wednesday afternoon. Quite good news. Except was it this week or next week, the way Sammy’s head was it might have been anything. Fucking tired as well man he had this urgent need to lie down and rest, that was all he wanted. Even just finding a floor. If he could just fucking lie down. There was a ringing in his ears and the body was still aching and fucking sore. They were gony let him go the now and he wasnay ready. A wee bit more time man that was what he needed, just to adjust. The fucking toes as well, they were nipping; these shoes, bloody terrible, the wee pinky toes felt like they had lumps on them, like snailbacks or something. He flexed his feet; so cramped, fucking hell it was like they were about three sizes too wee for him.
And it was always them, these bastards, always at their convenience, every single last bit of time, it was always them that chose it; ye never had any fucking choices. Everything ye fucking did in life it was always them, fucking them, them them them, like greedy weans thrashing about looking for the tit. Right now, said one of them, come on.
The hand on his shoulder my fuck it would have been nice, it would have been nice, know what I’m saying, dirty bastards, Sammy would have fucking loved it; get yer fucking hand off my fucking shoulder ya bastard ye just dont fucking touch me
Come on you
Coming…
Somebody had him by the elbow and there was more of them roundabout. Okay, he said. They led him to the door. All the clacking and muttering. He closed his eyes. It was alright. Everything was alright. They were walking him into space and his legs were keeping up, his feet, it was all fine it was just like clomp clomp clomp went his feet that was fine, into space, clomp clomp for fuck sake. Dont fucking drag me, he said, ye’re dragging me dont fucking drag me ye’re fucking dragging me, I cannay see for christ sake know what I’m talking about.
Give us peace, muttered one of them.
Ye’re forcing me forward but what’re ye forcing me forward for!
This guy doesnay want to leave!
Here!
Sammy felt the draught from the door; it was opened for him and he moved forwards alone. The door shut behind him. There was the steps. He poked his foot forwards to the right and to the left jesus christ man that’s fine, to the right and to the left, okay, fucking doing it ye’re doing it; okay; down the steps sideways and turning right, his hands along the wall, step by step, reminding ye of that patacake game ye play when ye’re a wean, slapping yer hands on top of each other then speeding it up. Sammy wasnay going very fast at all, he was going quite slow really, being honest, it was slow, slow work; slap, slap, slap, slap, slap; okay but cause he was moving, he wasnay standing still and that was fine cause that was all ye needed, even the auld toad or whatever it is, that slow thing, it gets there man it gets there and beats the thingwy, the fast yin, the hare, it was okay, ye just took it easy and contented yerself
along to the corner and then the sudden blast of wind for christ sake like he had got jailed in the spring and let out in the middle of winter. It was warm when they took him in! That was what he remembered anyway, warm, the warm. Maybe it wasnay him they lifted! Maybe it was some other cunt! Maybe it wasnay him, him here
Jesus christ that was a mental thing to think, he had to watch it, really, he had to watch it, the auld bloody thingwy, the brainbox, okay, ye just move
Okay.
Jesus christ.
Patacake patacake; patacake patacake. My fucking christ. That was what ye did but patacake patacake, ye kept going, ye kept going. It was gony turn fine in a minute. It was all gony disappear. In a puff of smoke. Ye want a happy ending. I’ll give ye one. So okay, ye’ve had this bad time. Ye’ve been blind. Ye’ve lost yer sight for a few days and it’s been bad. Ye’ve coped but ye’ve fucking coped
I mean that was something about Sammy, yer man, know what I’m saying, a lot of cunts would have done their box. But he hadnay. He had survived it. He was sane. It had been bad. But now it was over. And here he was and he was out and away and he was free. The nightmare was over. So how come he still couldnay see fuck all?
I mean
Jesus christ.
Okay. Okay. For fuck sake.
Take it easy. It’s okay man ye take it easy. Big breaths. Take it easy. Ye get on top of the problem, know what I’m talking about, that’s what ye do, that is it, that’s the whack. Ye look around and ye see if it’s this way or that way or what the fuck, so it gets worked out.
Sammy had stopped walking. In fact he seemed no to have been walking for a long time. He was leaning against a wall. He was. The wall was round the corner from the polis station. It might even have been the polis station, the other side of the fucking building.
It was fine but, it was alright, ye just took it easy. So ye take it easy. Fuck sake man come on. The present situation, the one he was in right now, that was what he was to examine; nay mind wanderings, this isnay the poky this is yer fucking napper man this is yer head that’s where the nothing is, so okay, ye just examine it.
And ye dont get into other stuff. It’s right now it’s happening, no last week and no next week.
Fair enough, he knew this street well.
A fag would be good man he was gasping for a smoke; these bastards
So: he was round the corner from the polis station. They were probably hanging out a window watching him at this very minute. That was all he needed, they’d spit big gobs at him. But alright, nay bother. The bold Sammy. Nay bother.
So, if this is where he was standing
Jesus christ. Come on to fuck. Okay, he pushed away from the wall but no too far no too far. The patacake games. But just with the right hand; he forced his left into his trouser pocket, then took it out again cause he needed it, he needed it for balance, he wasnay feeling that hot and just in the off chance he got dizzy; he needed it, free, so… At least he couldnay see cunts looking at him. Cause they would be. They would think he was pissed. They would. That was what they would think. People were like that, that was what they thought, the worst, the world’s worst – about ye, if they wanted to think something about ye well that was what they thought man the worst. Okay, so that was alright. He stopped. He sighed. He folded his arms. Cause his shoulders were aching and he needed a wee rest. Just a wee yin. Jesus christ a fag, he was gasping. Inside he hadn’t been gasping but now he was. He was.
But how many crossings to the main road? How many wee streets before the big one! It was laughable, no knowing. There were all these things ye think ye’ve committed to memory but have ye! have ye fuck. He needed to ask somebody but how the hell do ye know somebody’s coming when ye cannay see them and there’s a lot of noise about, traffic and fucking the wind man, fuck sake that fucking wind, hell of a breezy.
A big loud noise like a lorry passing. A few came this way, heading up to the motorway for the long haul south or across the east coast. One time he got a lift straight to Dundee. Some fucking luck. Till he got there right enough, then he found out there was fuck all jobs man, the cunt that telt him had been spinning a fanny, the usual shit. Christ sake but a smoke would be good. If he had had enough for ten fags he could have went into a shop and bought them, then explained the situation, and miracles do happen, the shop assistant might have lent him the taxi-fare home out the till. Or if there was a phone and he could get in touch with Helen. But she didnay have a fucking phone so that was that even if he had had a ten-pence coin man he would still have been fuckt. Unless she was at the pub working. He could phone her there.
Fuck sake man. He shivered. He was still here, where he had been standing since he had stopped. He couldnay even mind stopping but he had. Cause here he was, he was against the wall, the shoulder against it, just standing there at a standstill, he had come to a standstill. Well nay fucking wonder man nay fucking wonder.
Ach it was hopeless. That was what ye felt. These bastards. What can ye do but. Except start again so he started again. That was what he did he started again. It’s a game but so it is man life, fucking life I’m talking about, that’s all ye can do man start again, turn ower a new leaf, a fresh start, another yin, ye just plough on, ye plough on, ye just fucking plough on, that’s what ye do, that was what Sammy did, what else was there I mean fuck all, know what I’m saying, fuck all. Mind you it was a bit of a disaster, ye had to own up. A stick would have been useful. A stick would have been ideal, fucking ideal.
Sammy had stopped, he turned to the tenement wall and leaned his forehead against it feeling the grit, the brick, he scraped his head along it an inch or two then back till he got that sore feeling. The thing is he was going naywhere, naywhere. So he needed to clear the brains, to think; think, he needed to fucking think. It was just a new problem. He had to cope with it, that’s all, that was all it was. Every day was a fucking problem. And this was a new yin. So ye thought it out and then ye coped. That was what a problem was, a thing ye thought out and then coped with, and ye pushed ahead; green fields round every corner, sunshine and blue skies, streets lined with apple trees and kids playing in the grass, the good auld authorities and the headman up there in his wee central office, good auld god with the white beard and the white robe, sitting there watching ye from above, the gentle wee smile, leading the children on. That was fair enough. It was just the now. It was this minute here. That was all; once ye got through it ye were past it. A half hour ago he was in the polis office, an hour from now and he would be in the house, a cup of tea and the toes in front of the fire, maybe a basin of hot water; Helen fussing about worrying – she’s got the day off; she’s just glad to see ye cause here ye are
His chin too he had a hell of a stubble, he hadnay shaved since Friday morning.
Deep breaths. A car going by, it sounded like a taxi.
Wild. Fucking wild.
He brought his shoulder away from the wall but then he banged against it, lurched right into it and stumbled for christ sake, he righted himself and got his hands flat against it. This was really weird. Like sometimes how ye’re smoking a bit of dope and ye keep coming in and out of thoughts, or else the same thought with fractured spaces and before ye get to a space there’s a big noisy build-up like yer head’s gony explode and ye hold yer eyes shut, tight shut, the face all tensed up, teeth clenched, cause ye know these bastards too they’re fucking there man these bastards they fucking hate ye telling ye they fucking hate ye man they want to see ye done in, that’s what they’re looking for
So okay, what ye’re doing ye’re moving off, the same direction ye’re facing. Ye stumbled that way and ye’re still facing the same way, there’s no bones about it that’s just how it is man ye arenay going back the way so dont even think it it’s just a nonsense
How do ye walk. Well ye put one foot in front of the other and fall very slowly, very slowly, just that one foot and then the next yin, just very slowly, ye catch up with yerself, that’s the boy. Ye get going. Dry, a dry wall, that was good it could have been lashing down man that rain cause that was usually what it did it lashed, it lashed down on ye.
Patacakes.
Any songs? He could have done with a song. Sammy was the kind of guy, usually his head was full of them, songs
just fucking ill man and needing help, what kind of help; the fare for a taxi, a bus. A couple of fags. A stick. A stick would show people the situation. A white stick wasnay necessary. Just any stick. He could feel his way with it, hit in front of where he was walking. See a stick! a fucking bastarn stick, that would make all the difference.
Funny how the sodjers released him, when ye think about it. Nay point in thinking about it. Except see when ye did, know what I’m saying, it was funny.
A car whooshed by. Maybe if he found the subway station. There was one roundabout. He could tell the folk on the desk he had a blind pass and he had got rolled; some bastard had rolled him man the fucking lot. And maybe they’d escort him down and shove him on the train. Even then but the subway was nay fucking good, it didnay go near where he stayed.
Ah fuck it.
But how did he look did he look like a drunk? He hadnay shaved for days man ye kidding, he had nay fucking chance.
So it was awkward. Okay, but no a nightmare. It wasnay. It was just a thing happening to him. He would get by on it. He knew his strengths. One thing about Sammy he knew his strengths. That was cause he knew his weaknesses. Fucking bullshit. Naw but he felt he could get by on it. Like it was an interesting set of problems he was now having to face at this interesting stage in his life when to be honest sometimes he felt totally fuckt by it all, the fucking thingwy, how it was neverending, neverfuckingending, ye plough on. Sammy had a boy too, imagine that, he would never see him again, unless he got it back again man the auld sight. But maybe he didnay want it back. Once he had time to work it out, the minuses and the pluses, cause there was definitely pluses, there had to be; what sort of pluses; some, there had to be some – at least he wouldnay be doing next week what he was doing last week; at least he wouldnay be doing next week what he was doing last week
Here, where was he? Here. Okay. One little wee tiny toty smoke. That was fucking all man that was the lot, what he wanted, nothing else, just a fucking smoke
Okay.
He grunted aloud for some reason. It was close to a laugh but it wasnay. Fuck it, the best thing was stop some cunt and ask for help. If it was a woman he might even knock it off! she could be into sightless persons! Naw but seriously, it was just how ye looked, if ye looked alright, if ye looked alright ye were fine – if not then ye would frighten them away, if ye didnay look alright man, they would steer clear. They would be steering clear anyway. As soon as they spotted him, yer man, they would keep well out his road. Nay danger. That was a fucking racing certainty. No unless he met some cunt that knew the score. Somebody else that was blind. They would help. He heard a couple of cars passing.
Weird. Fucking weird. Weird wild and wonderful.
But there was something in what was happening. There was. Sammy felt it. It was that way when something isnay right, know what I’m talking about, ye get a hunch; ye know it, ye just know it. That was how Sammy felt. It was a hunch. What was it christ it was something? He once read a story about that, some poor cunt that worked as a minor official for some government department and he beavered away all hours but everybody thought he was a dumpling, everybody he knew, they all thought he was a dumpling, poor bastard, that was what he was, a fucking dumpling.
Hey, excuse me! Excuse me. Look eh sorry to bother ye; I’m blind and I’ve lost my wallet, I was robbed.
…
Sorry to bother ye. It’s just I dont know where I am, I was round the road there and two young guys hit me, at the bank, the hole-in-the-wall machine, I was drawing money
…
Hullo? Hullo? Ye there? Hullo?
My god. There was somebody there. There was definitely somebody there. They were away now but they had been there, definitely, if they werenay now, they had been.
Unless they just werenay talking. Maybe suspicious. He started speaking in a calm voice. If ye’re there, he said, sorry for bumping into ye, it’s just I’m blind. Somebody took my wallet, with all my documents. I’m blind. Sorry. I just… Hullo? Ye there?
…
Hullo?
Fucking hell. There was people passing. He heard them. He was fucking blind man he wasnay deaf. He wanted to grab them and tell them, fucking tell them and he turned about, he had lost the wall, he moved for it with his hands out but he had lost it he had lost the bastard and his foot struck something hard and he went to the left and the same foot skited off something and down he went and all he could do was lie there, just lie, no knowing nothing, what to do, nothing. A motor whooshed past, hell of a loud and near. He moved to the right to touch the kerb but couldnay find it. He reached the other way, the left, his hand out but he couldnay find it, the kerb, he reached further. Then stopped. More traffic. Help, he said. He was on the road. Surely no. Surely he wasnay on the fucking road man he couldnay be; Help, he said. Fuck sake man he couldnay be. Mutter mutter. Voices. He got onto his knees then up, keeping as tight in the movements as possible, so he would be standing where he had been lying, his arms held out, he shouted: Help! Help!
Mutter mutter.
Help! Get me off the road! Help!
…
He kicked about with his right foot to get the kerb. Help! I’m blind I’m bloody blind, I cannay see. Help!
He says he’s blind.
Get us on the pavement help!
Ye’re on the pavement.
This hand from nowhere gripping him by the forearm and another hand up near his shoulder, and a voice: Ye alright?
Aye… Sammy heard his own voice, it was croaking.
Silence for a minute then somebody said, He’s alright. Then more silence.
And Sammy said: Where am I?
…
Whereabouts is this? Anybody there? Eh? Ye there? Hullo! Ye there? Hullo! Hullo! Ye there?
The name of fuck! Then loud muttering. People talking.
Hullo?
He couldnay hear them properly. Where am I? he said. Hullo? I’m blind. Gony help me?
…
Gony help me! Eh? Hullo? Jesus christ. Hullo? I’m blind. Hullo. Where am I? Hullo? I’m bloody blind please help me if ye just bloody tell me where the hell I am for fuck sake hullo? I’m lost.
What’s up? what is it?
What?
Are ye alright?
I dont know where I am. I’m blind, I’ve lost my stick. Where is this?
Davis Street.
Davis Street?
Just at the corner of Napier Street.
Right.
Ye’re outside the post office.
…
What’s wrong?
Sammy couldnay talk. He felt bad – nervous – really nervous – like he was gony have a fit of shaking, something like that.
What’s up?
Naw just I’m blind ye know I’m eh…eh…is there a pub somewhere roundabout?
Well aye, The Blazer, it’s across the road. Ye want across?
Aye.
Give us yer arm then… The guy took it and waited a wee minute then started and he led Sammy right off the pavement and the way he went it didnay seem in a straight line and ye wondered if he was working his way in and out moving vehicles and hadnay even bothered to wait for the lights to change if there were lights there it was fucking murder no knowing where he was taking ye and ye might kick into the guy’s heels and then yez would both take a tumble; just nay control at all really and ye wanted to take wee toty steps but ye couldnay cause ye had to move ye had to keep going, ye had to do it proper, and Sammy was feart to open his mouth in case the guy lost his concentration or else took the needle and just left him there and fuckt off in the huff man it sounded like it was busy, the junction, it was quite busy, the Napier Street traffic, he could hear it
Up ye go now, said the guy, that’s the pavement.
Sammy reached forwards with his foot. Then he was up.
Alright?
Whhw.
Eh?
Aye…I’m going to the wall.
What?
See the wall, could ye take me to the wall?
The wall?
Just to the side of the pub.
The guy got Sammy by the arm and took him there and Sammy leaned against it. His guts were bad and he was shaking, he felt fucking lousy aw the gether. There had to be other ways cause this was nerve-racking. He was gony stay where he was, he was just gony stay there. Till he had recovered. Till he had got his breath back. Fuck the fucking passers-by. His belly was fucking in knots man telling ye. He was aware of his breathing and tried to get it going shallow, there was a kind of flashing going on in his head and that buzzing in his ear man it was loud ye know it was loud. They must have clobbered him there surely, it wasnay just the usual, it was never as loud as this afore. Unless it went with the blindness. Probably it affected the hearing as well as the sight, whatever it was.
This was the world’s worst. There was nay doubt about that, nothing as bad as this. If he had been in any doubt afore then he wasnay now.
Never. Fucking never. Never as bad as this. It was alright saying ye had to relax, ye had to take it easy, it was alright saying that but ye cannay always manage. No if it was the worst ye had, if it was the worst; cause it was fucking happening and it wasnay a nightmare it was right fucking now, right fucking now so okay, okay, ye still had to relax, ye still had to take it easy, okay, ye had to get it under control, it wasnay a time for cracking up, we’ve all cracked up, we know what fucking cracking up means, this wasnay a time for it, know what I’m saying, this wasnay a time for it, so there’s nay fucking problem ye just let it go, let it go. Sammy had folded his arms, he closed his eyes, he felt like sleeping. Propped there against the wall, he was alright, quite fucking safe really; and he felt tired; he felt like dozing off. And if he stayed like this that was what would happen man he would doze off. And then the fucking sodjers would come. Probably they had tailed him from the station anyway. Fucking bastards. He was gony stay there. So what if they tried to fucking lift him I mean what could they fucking charge him with? loitering with intent? A fucking good yin that, loitering with intent – intent to bump into a lamppost; bastards.
In fact he could have stayed there the rest of the day the way he was feeling.
The feet were fucking killing him too, these bastard stupit fucking trainers. Somebody brushed past him, he turned to try and tap him for the bus-fare, whoever it was, but stopped. Stupit. How do ye know who ye’re talking to it might have been somebody worked in the pub, then they’d get him huckled in the name of christ it could even be a sodjer ye were putting the bite on. The way his luck was going he would lose his fucking legs man know what I’m talking about.
So okay. So that was that. Ye just took it from here, ye pushed ahead.
And a bit of practicality for christ sake man sober up, relax, it’s like a mental arithmetic problem; 2 times 2 equals 4.
He felt like sitting down. Sharing a drink with somebody. Just telling them the score. Fucking hell man. No that he had ever liked The Blazer much. Some guys he knew drank there; at least they used to, a couple of the auld squad. But ye didnay really want to see them, no unless ye needed something. Even then ye had to be wary. Ye pay for everything in this life. Once upon a time
but no now. Sammy was past that. That was one thing man, the auld mental days, they were finished. Helen was wrong about that; totally.
Still, ye could imagine it, sitting down with a frothy big pint, a packet of tobacco.
Ah, fucking fairy tales. Mind you but getting blootered, it would be one way of making it home. Weans and drunks man know what I’m saying, the auld god fellow, the central authority, that’s who he looks after. Sometimes that was what the bevy was like but a magic carpet. Othertimes it wasnay.
Okay, take yer time. Ye go left. Ye go left. Jesus christ! Come on. Okay: ye go left, ye just turn left. Sammy took a step forwards, his hand on the building, patting his way along till he reached a point he forgot what he was doing and he was just getting there christ he was used to that I mean he was used to walking long distances, skint and fucking starving, cold and fucking with naywhere to go man all that kind of deprivation shite. Fuck all new in this game.
So think of a song. Nay songs. Nay fucking songs. This was it and that was that.
Past tense.
Ach it was all his own fault anyway.
What was his own fault for christ sake there he went blaming himself for something that had fuck all to do with him it’s fucking typical. It wasnay his fault he was fucking blind! Ye kidding! Fuck sake man. Sammy had stopped walking. So he moved off again. He was being practical, trying no to think about it, 1 plus 1, ye just push ahead, ye move, ye just move; right; okay: okay. A toe in his left foot was nipping but that’s alright, that’s alright; it’s alright; keeping to the inside of the pavement – half a pace at a time, that was plenty; dragging the other foot along to parallel, resting quite a lot, building up the confidence; anybody watching would think he had bad angina maybe, recovering from a heart attack or something; he could mind once he had went walking with the auld grandfayther, many years ago, having to stop every 20 or 30 yards for a rest, so he could catch a breath poor bastard his lungs were dead but wouldnay lie down, these gurgling or fucking crackling noises all the time.
He collided with somebody; it felt like a wee man; like he had gave him a real heavy dunt, but he didnay seem to fall. Sammy said, Sorry, but the guy never spoke. So he started talking about how he had lost his glasses. But silence. The wee guy must have got off his mark.
He put his hand to the building, it was a shop window. Maybe by the time he got home he would be back seeing again. Fucking hell. These things are sent to try ye – life; life is sent to try ye.
Gasping for a fucking smoke man. Maybe he could just head for Glancy’s Bar and tap some cunt for the taxi-fare. Ah fuck it, by the time he got to there he would be home, the time it took, he would be home.
It’s a carry on but eh! ye go for a pint and ye wind up a blind bastard – the story of Sammy’s life, aye lucky as fuck.
Excuse me!
Sorry.
Fucking hell man that felt like a woman’s tit he had put his hand on. The name of christ he would get fucking arrested!
He kept going. A battler man that was what he was. One thing about the Sammy fellow, a fucking battler. If ye had asked him he would have telt ye: nay brains but he would aye battle like fuck.
It’s true though he would have a go.
If he passed a door and it was open he would fucking fall in. Never mind, somebody would catch him.
Even the auld brainbox, it wasnay as empty as all that christ almighty he was actually no too bad at school. Before he got flung out! Ach he had never got flung out, that’s just crap.
Jesus christ jesus christ.
It was football; as a boy he had loved the game, football; he was a fanatic, a fanatic
jesus christ
He was but; hail, rain or snow, he was aye out kicking a ball. There again, there was a wee chance he might have went all the way. If he had landed lucky. The scouts had been up. Just didnay work out man know what I mean, ye try, ye just
Fuck ye. Fuck ye!
Where the hell was he? He had stopped walking. Nay wonder he had stopped walking cause he didnay fucking know where he was! Okay.
But where the hell was he where the hell was he! he was down the road, that was where he was, and he couldnay get lost cause it wasnay possible, okay; it was a corner, the space, he was at a space and it was a corner, it was the next corner, it was the one down from The Blazer, so that was fine, it was okay, it wasnay a real corner – street, it wasnay a real street, a real junction – so that was fine if ye just slowed down, if there was a magic carpet which there wasnay so ye just stood there, okay, Sammy, he just stood there. He got his breath back. It was a straight road. He had come in a straight line and from here on it was that same line, cause that same line, it would take him to the block of flats, to the wee turnoff ower the bridge, eventually, that was where it would lead him. Even if he had the dough for a taxi the driver wouldnay want to take him, it was too close, he would just say, Get to fuck! That was what he would say, cause it was so close. Ye’re too close for a taxi, it’s just a five-minute walk; that was what the guy would say, so it was fine, he just had crossings to go, about three to the main junction, the big five-wayer; once across there it was plain sailing man plain sailing, so okay, batter on, just batter on. He stepped forwards from the corner, his two arms raised and moving from side to side, his right foot doing the feeling, tapping out the way, and he touched a thing, a pole, good, the edge of the pavement. It wasnay a real street this it was more like a lane and hardly any traffic went down it at all. He heard people passing. He could get help if he wanted, but he didnay need it; he would need it later, but no the now, it was best no trying for it the now; because
because what. Because it was best no to, it was just best no to; he moved his right foot off the kerb, his left hand was still on the pole, he settled the heel of his left shoe down off the kerb but nudging against it, fuck sake man launch, launch, yerself forwards, okay, he moved his left foot forwards then his right, his left. There was somebody behind him. I’m just feeling dizzy, he said, I’m feeling dizzy. He had stopped. I’m feeling dizzy, he said.
…
Ye there? He cleared his throat, no, they werenay, whoever it was, they werenay there, unless they were saying fuck all. But in the name of christ man! Jesus. Wwhhh. The right foot, then the left and on again just the same, okay, straight, he was going straight dear god man christ almighty that’s okay that’s okay, it was, cause he was fine, right then left and the same again, dragging it, just dragging it, it was fine, ye saved yer help, ye didnay need it so ye saved it; he would need it later, no the now, just on, on, nudging his way, his foot just nudging it out cause he would have to get there, sooner or later, twenty steps or thirty and he had done about ten, maybe twelve; the traffic was there but it was away on the main drag and it wasnay here cause ye didnay get traffic coming this way it was a dead-end it wasnay a real street, it didnay go naywhere
people again, boys, boys yapping away in loud voices, passing him by and he moved quicker to behind them till they were lost and a big heavy bus passing and their voices were away now and he kept going cause he was getting there man there wasnay long to go now, he was getting there, if only he could see, ye know, that was what he was thinking if he could just see, even just the bits where he was crossing streets and roads
fine, he was onto the other pavement and up, he was up, that was him, easy, straightforward, no a problem, a big deal, it wasnay it was straightforward, okay, and steps to the building, the corner; and the traffic to his right. The traffic was to his right and that was how it should have been cause that was where the traffic was, it was the main drag it was on, the traffic and he was going in the right direction, it was good jesus christ it was good, his hand on the building and there ye go just on, taking it easy and no losing the head cause there was nay reason to lose the head it was just a straightforward patacake game ye go to the patacake games and that was that that was what ye did, ye’re blind, the patacake games it was fair enough man ye’re no gony run down the road, ye just have to take it easy and no fucking, no fucking
okay. A smoke right enough a smoke would be good. Sammy stopped and started again cause it was best to keep going, instead of stopping every few yards, that was silly, just fucking stupit man know what I’m saying ye’re better just keeping going and see what happens cause ye get that wee rhythm going ye’re into yer stride and there’s fuck all gony do ye if ye just keep going, no too big a stride, but enough, just enough, to keep going and ye get yerself into something or other yer head just gets full of it it just gets full of it, full of that and nothing but the truth man that’s how it goes, that is the truth and it is nothing but the truth, nothing but the truth, ye feel a wee space and it’s only a doorway only a doorway and a wee bit in the dark and yer hands feeling fuck all for a couple of wee bits and then there, there it is there, the next wall, just after the doorway and now okay, thank fuck he had had a breakfast, the sodjers giving him a breakfast
right, on ye go, a hearty hi yo silver
Mind you they didnay always give ye a breakfast, just up to them, whether they give ye one or no, sometimes they dont, ye’re just hungry ye go hungry, so okay, that was the crack, ye does yer crime, ye does yer crime
That was like a wee song:
ye does yer crime ye does yer crime
ye does yer crime ye does yer crime
ye does yer crime ye does yer crime
On christmas day in the morning, that was the tune. What was the fucking tune? christmas day in the morning. Sammy couldnay fucking mind man he couldnay mind, christmas day in the fucking morning. It had a tune but, definitely; what was it? Cause there definitely was one, it wasnay just a saying, a fucking poem man it wasnay just a poem, it was a song, ye sang it; so there had to be a tune. Fucking hell,
ye hitch up the trousers
ye puts the best foot forwards, the best foot forwards
Okay, cutting a long story short here cause Sammy’s head was getting into a state and what was coming out wasnay always very good. The guy was fuckt I mean put it that way, he was fuckt, so there’s nay sense prolonging it. If ye’re wanting to play fair: alright? let it go, fucking let it go, just let it go, a wee bit of privacy, know what I’m talking about, ye give a guy a break, fuck sake, sometimes it’s best just accepting that.
Fuck off.
Fucking bastards man know what I’m saying, yer fucking brains, they want the fucking lot, I gave her my heart but she wanted my fucking soul; on ye go, eh, on ye fucking go; fuck you too, we can all do it. Bastards. Nay point getting angry but nay point getting angry. If he had got angry it would have been a total disaster, know what I’m saying, ye see these guys out the game man they’re maybe standing somewhere the public can see them and they’ve lost it, they’re doing the nut, they’re shouting and bawling at cunts. For nay reason. No that naybody can see; they’ve just bottled out man they’re fuckt. The bold Sammy
Ach he was making it, he was doing it his own way. Nay point pulling the plug on him after all. There was a wee bit of hallucinating going on but no that much, no when ye come to consider it. It was like he knew it was happening, so he got on top of it, when it started, he stopped it. A guy he knew once
fuck sake ye kidding? he knew hunners of them, hunners of them: guys that had bottled it man fucking wild, the bammycain’s full of them. But this guy wasnay in the bammycain he was in a hostel, supposed to be
Ah fuck it man stories, stories, life’s full of stories, they’re there to help ye out, when ye’re in trouble, deep shit, they come to the rescue, and one thing ye learn in life is stories, Sammy’s head was fucking full of them, he had met some bastards in his time; it’s no as if he was auld either cause he wasnay he was only thirty-eight, he just seemed aulder, cause of the life he had led; when ye come to think about it, the life he had led
it was nay worse than any other cunt’s. It wasnay. Ye just battered on, that was what ye did man ye battered on, what else can ye do? There’s nothing else. No when ye come to think about it. It’s just these wee things ye can be doing with. A smoke, take a smoke, Sammy was gasping for a smoke. These cunts that thought he was an alky boozebag bastard, they were wrong. They werenay fucking half; the idea of a drink man it never crossed his mind, it was just a smoke he could have done with a smoke; so alright, if he couldnay get one, he just carried on till he did, then it was alright, once he was smoking, he would have forgot all about it, that was what happened, all these total needs ye had, once ye got them ye forgot about them, about how they were bothering ye, ye forgot about it, as soon as ye had it it went out yer mind. Forever. Ye never ever thought about it; no till the next time.
Maybe he should go to Glancy’s. It was an idea. Bound to be some cunt there that would lend him a couple of quid; even auld fucking Morris behind the bar, that crabbit auld bastard, even he would help Sammy out surely to fuck. Nay eyes man know what I’m saying nay fucking eyes! jesus christ almighty! Okay relax. The traffic was fierce but and he had to cross this road and there was nay chance of crossing this road, no on his fucking tod, it wasnay fucking possible; out the question.
Patience was a virtue right enough.
Patience. Come on ya bastards! He started kicking his heel against the kerb, keeping his head down for some reason. I’m blind, he said in the offchance somebody was there. Cause there was bound to be. Nay takers but. Patience, ye had to learn it. How to just bloody stand there. What was that song…? Fucking song man what was it again?
Voices at last. He kicked the kerb again. Could ye give me a hand across the street? he said.
What?
I cannay see.
…
I’m blind.
Ye’re blind?
Aye.
Sammy heard the guy sniffing like he was making up his mind if it was true. I left my stick in the house, said Sammy.
Aye right pal okay, just hang on a minute till the lights change… Then the guy whispered something and somebody whispered something back. And Sammy’s bottle went completely. A sudden dread. There was more whispering. What was it christ it was like he knew the voice, like he knew it; and it wasnay good man it wasnay fucking good: it could be any cunt. Any cunt at all man know what I’m saying!
And then the guy got a grip of Sammy’s left wrist and tugged on it: That’s us pal… And Sammy was getting led down off the pavement and he was trying to find his feet, find his feet, where he was walking but he couldnay do the pace, dictate it, he had to do what the guy done, with him, walk with him. Other people were there, he knew they were there he heard them, he heard them kind of talking or something it was like some weird wind, like a draught or something, loud, it was voices, like these voices being carried on the wind, right next to him man. Christ almighty, christ almighty ye think of all the bastards ye’ve had trouble with ower the years, it could be any one of them, any fucking one of them
Ye alright pal?
Aye.
He had stopped walking and now he was on again. And he banged into the guy.
Fucking hell!
Sorry I wasnay eh… Jesus he felt like greeting he felt like greeting
Take it easy, said the guy.
I’m alright.
Muttering. He heard muttering.
There’s the kerb now.
Right.
Feel it?
Aye. And Sammy was on the pavement and he didnay stop till he made it to the tenement wall; it was a shop window, his hand on the glass; he was breathing fast; fuckt, drained, knackt, totally, felt like he had ran a marathon. Fucking tension, tension. When ye done something. Every fucking time. Strain into the muscles; everything, every time; just so fucking tense, every part of yer fucking body. And he needed across the new street, he knew where he was, he thought he did, and there was another street now round the corner round this corner, where he was standing jesus christ alfuckingmighty. The traffic was roaring. Oh my my my my, fuck sake, my fucking
jesus, alright
Mutter mutter. Somebody next to him. People going by. Fuck the people going by.
Dear o dear he was stranded he was just bloody stranded. Bastards. Fucking bastards. Fucking joke. Fucking bastards. Sodjer fucking bastards. Sammy knew the fucking score. He knew the fucking score. He gulped; his mouth was dry, he coughed; catarrh; he bent his head and let it spill out his mouth to the pavement. He was still leaning against the window, now he pushed himself away. A groaning sound from the glass. He stepped sideways. He needed a fucking smoke, he needed a seat, a rest. This was crazy man it was fucking diabolical.
Was it his fault it was his fault it was his, naybody else, naybody else; him, it was fucking him.
He groped for the shop window; it was warm. He couldnay stay here but people would see him, people from inside the shop, they would come out and get him to fuck man call the heavy squad. He was gony have to walk. Where to! Left. Jesus christ. Okay. Okay, these things. Ye have to watch yerself. Nay point in fucking going helter-skelter. Ye calm down. That’s what ye do. Then ye move, ye move.
He was near the centre of the town; that was where he was. He was alright. Just a couple of more roads. This first yin then the next yin and maybe another yin, afore the big yin, the bridge, and once ower the bridge,
that was him
And when he made it up to Helen’s, christ, he would be fucking knackered, he would sleep for a fucking week. Unless he collapsed on the fucking road man he was fucking exhausted, right fucking now, it was a hands and knees game, that was what he felt like, getting down on the ground and crawling his way up the road. Fuck sake man. Fucking hell! What like was it at all? A fucking nightmare ye kidding! A fucking nightmare was like a fucking Walt Disney cartoon man compared to this jesus christ almighty fucking Bugs Bunny man know what I’m talking about!
Move. Okay.
Sleep! He would sleep right through till the morrow morning. Probably he wouldnay eat he would be so fucking tired. Once he got home. And the giro would be lying there,
would it fuck the morrow was Thursday. Friday it came.
He was walking. Hold yer breath, he had started without thinking about it, patting the window and now a wall, okay, that was good, it was alright, what he needed was a stick. At least the weather was okay. That was fucking one thing. A couple of months back it would have been a bastard. The pavements all frozen up man fucking murder.
One thing about seeing, at least ye can bump into cunts ye know. But the way it was the now ye were just getting from a to b, having to rely on being seen by them. I mean this was the centre of town for fuck sake he would never have went so long without meeting some cunt, no if he could see; even a begging bastard, he would have met somebody, nay danger. Plus yer head was down all the time and ye were having to keep into the side of the building so there was less chance.
He straightened up. Ye had to look the part. Jesus christ who’s kidding who! he had been on the razzle since Friday
fucking razzle man that was a good yin, fucking razzle.
It was his own fault but. That was the thing. Fucking crazy. Wild. Banging the sodjer, fucking bampot, yer man, the bold yin, what the fucking hell
jesus christ
So that was him. Blind. He was blind. Okay. Blind. That was that. Ye know. Okay. There ye are. So be it. So fucking be it. Who did he know that was blind? Bobby Deans, an argumentative bastard; every cunt kept out his way, he was fucking trouble. Sammy hadnay seen him for years right enough. Probably fucking dead. Apart from him? Nay cunt.
Nay wonder ye got angry but ye could understand it; fucking telling ye; mutter mutter mutter, that was all ye got.
Grub! Baking! He could smell it strong. He thought he knew the place; sometimes him and Helen sat in there on Saturday mornings reading the paper. She liked looking at the shops roundabout here. Sometimes she dumped him inside and he just sat for half an hour reading the paper. Maybe nick round the corner for a pint if she wasnay looking. A packet of strong mints. A nose like a fucking dalsetter spaniel so she had – whatever the fuck that was man a dalsetter spaniel.
Aw christ man Helen. Who knows. Who knows.
There was nay point in fucking worrying but, no about things ye cannay handle.
He stopped again; his shoulder against the wall. His eyelids were shut. He didnay feel good. He didnay. His belly was bad. He wanted out. He wanted out. Just fucking away. Terrible terrible feeling. Sick. Right in the fucking gut. A premonition, that was what it was like, a terrible kind of premonition. Cause he was fuckt man he was fuckt he was totally fucking fuckt. There was nothing he could do. Nothing. Except walk. He had to walk. He turned about, naw, he turned back again; it was this way he was to go, he had turned once, so now he had to turn back. It was just to the bridge, when he made it to the bridge
He was gony be fine. Across the big junction and onto the bridge and that was him, so okay, so that’s that, ye just fucking
that’s all ye do, step by step, ye walk
step by step, by step, ye keep going, ye just dont cave in man that feeling, hanging there, but ye dont let it cover ye ye keep going christ the times he had had, the times he had been through man he had been through the fucking worst, this wasnay the fucking worst man he had been through it man and this wasnay it, it fucking wasnay, it wasnay, it just fucking wasnay, he had seen it, the worst man he had fucking seen it, cunts fucking dying, getting fucking kicked to death, the fucking lot man he had seen it. Fucking Charlie! Ye didnay fucking need Charlie to tell ye man ye kidding! Get to fuck. Fucking bastards. Sammy had fucking seen it, he had seen it. All he wanted was his due, that was all man his fucking due. He had copped for it; copped for this and copped for that. Fucking alright, okay, okay; fuck yez!
Even talking about it ye didnay like talking about, that was how Sammy said fuck all. In the boozer, whatever, tell them nothing man say fuck all, say fuck all; his auld granpa telt him that and it was a true bill, ye say nothing, ye say nothing to nay cunt. Fucking sodjers man. Eh! Sammy smiled. Fucking bastards. Ye kidding! Just fucking walk man push ahead, that’s the story; how far, how far.
Ye know the auld saying: life goes on. Sammy made it across the bridge and up to the flats; it wasnay a scoosh case; he battled it out; he went for it and he made it. So there ye go and that’s that. Plus Helen hadnay come back. He knew it as soon as he stepped out the lift. The fucking wind blowing in from the corridor as usual. That was the trouble with this place ye were aye faced by the elements. Sometimes it made ye hear things. It did. If the wind was up then it made things creak and sometimes at night if ye were coming home ye thought ye heard things, it could even get a bit scary, there was a lot of shadows; and even just now, even though ye couldnay see shadows and stuff like that, it was still a bit funny, like there was somebody hanging about watching him, just dodging about out his footsteps, something like that man stupit, ye just ignored it, yer imaginings; that was what it was.
He had the front door open and now closed it behind him. He got into the living-room and collapsed on the settee. He was so tired, so fucking tired. He gulped, he gulped again, and again, a fit of gulping; fuck sake.
Helen wasnay home. She was away to her work. Unless she was in bed. What time was it? Afternoon. She was at her work. Unless it was her day off.
Aw dear, fuck sake.
The breathing was better now. He reached to untie the shoes, got them loosened, lay back down again and tried to kick them off, but couldnay manage it and he had to reach back along with his hands
He conked out. Probably for about an hour and a half. When he woke he got up and took off his jacket, he switched on the fire then went for a wander. Everything seemed tidy in the kitchen. Plus the milk was sour and the bread was hard. He felt about the sink and the draining-board. No even a cup! He checked along the lobby and into the bedroom; he felt the bed and it was made. Now that was unusual in itself. It had been known but usually it was after she came home she done it, if he hadnay got there first. So on the evidence showing yer honour, on the evidence fucking showing
She hadnay come home. There would have been something lying about. Cause there was nothing man fuck all. The thing he wanted to check was her clothes, to find out if she had come back and packed a suitcase. Plus she had a pal worked beside her; maybe she had went to her place, to think things ower.
He laid down on the bed. He didnay want to worry about it the now. He didnay want to even think about it, the situation, cause he couldnay control it, he couldnay do nothing that would help it. All he could do the now was look after himself. He was feeling fuckt. He was entitled to feel fuckt after what he had been through the last couple of days. How do ye cope with everything, ye cannay. He learnt that years ago. A guy like Charlie Barr now he tried to do it, he tried to cope with everything, he was aye fucking
But Sammy wasnay Charlie Barr and he didnay want to be Charlie Barr; he couldnay be fucking Charlie Barr. Nothing against the guy; there wasnay many people Sammy respected as much, but fuck it, we’re all different, we’ve all got different lives, we go our own ways, different influences and different experiences. Ye’re no gony feel a fucking disaster just cause ye’ve went one way instead of another. Charlie had his bad points as well man there’s nay saints in this fucking world. Sammy happened to know that unless things had changed the guy was fucking his wife about so fuck sake I mean
jesus that was bad that was fucking bad man fuck sake, talking about the guy like that. Sammy turned onto his front, smothering his face on the pillow.
Later he was sitting on the settee in the living-room, the cup of coffee and all that, being grateful for small mercies, at least there was sugar.
The radio was on. He was never a great television fan at the best of times so that was something. Sport was alright and some of the documentaries but most stuff he only watched to pass the time, especially if she was in and he was being sociable. He quite liked having a book to read and he quite liked the radio, discussion programmes and things to do with the news. But it was the music he needed, it was music made him jump about, it was music made him excited. She called him a man of moods. That was her words. Fair enough although he didnay think he was. Anybody got moods it was her herself. But if he was a moody bastard then he was entitled to be, the life he had led.
He had always liked the music but. Especially doing time; ye get so ye can listen to anything; without music man ye would wind up in the bammycain. Nowadays his best thing was country but there was other stuff he liked too. Cause ye cannay always choose. Especially inside. Ye have yer favourite DJ’s as well. Sammy could mind one guy on a local station, it was like he tuned into Sammy’s nut to make up his play-list. Many many years ago. But it was fucking eerie man it was eerie, lying there in the middle of the fucking night, the headphones on and out comes something that slices right through ye. One song in particular, a quiet kind of moaning one about splitting from the woman and all that – if you see her say hello/she might be in Tangier – at a time when the marriage had just went bust. He was feeling sorry for himself, plus the idea of wee Peter, the baby, no being able to see him again, so that was two things, the wife and the baby, so nay wonder he was feeling sorry for himself. It was more than that but. Cause he had been fucking angry; really, that was the way he was feeling, the way he had felt. So he wasnay really wanting her back it was just fucking
lonely, just fucking lonely, lonely lonely fucking lonely, lonely; that was his life, lonely. Christ almighty.
No now. Nay emotion left, fucking washed out, washed out, a washed out case. Nay
He was still having difficulty with the lungs, the ribs, if he took a sudden breath, then he felt the pain.
The coffee was cold. Another cup of coffee for the road. He never listened to Dylan at all these days. Maybe he would start again; a guy in the pub had been saying how his new albums were alright. Maybe he could go and capture a couple.
Fuck it man fuck it, what does it matter, what does it fucking matter.
There was a bowl of beans somewhere in the fridge, plus some cheddar cheese which might have been mouldy, he hadnay checked. Also a couple of tins of stuff. But he was gony save them. If this was Wednesday then the morrow was Thursday and the big day was Friday, that was how long he would have to go without dough.
Funny but, the way life turned. For some reason he felt okay. It was like a peace had come ower him. Sounds corny but there ye are. You go your way and I’ll go mine.
Eventually he dozed off and when he woke up he went to bed, stretching out and enjoying it. He was hardly uncomfortable at all, just twinges now and again, depending on which way he was lying – the body was too weary to feel much. His head was full of stuff, a mishmash, all different things, tailing off and going into something else again. Then he woke up. He didnay even know he had been asleep I mean like ye sometimes wake out a five-minute doze when there’s people in the company. It seemed a flash yet he knew it wasnay, it was through the night. And that’s a funny thing. How do ye know it’s through the night? It’s nothing to do with being blind. Just for anybody. In fact it’s easy, cause not only is it as quiet as the grave but ye’ve a sixth sense tells ye. These things get a bit creepy. Ye seem to wake up acclimatised to everything ye’ve done at the most recent point in yer life. As well as that ye’ve usually been wakened by some weird thing jangling the nerve-ends. One of these strange dreams ye get; no quite a nightmare but close. So it takes a sixth sense. And immediately when ye wake ye’re alert as fuck and reaching for the nearest weapon to defend yerself against the bastard. Whoever it is. Fuck them.
Helen wasnay beside him. He moved his legs.
She could come back at any time. She could. It wasnay the first time they had had a blow up. He annoyed in her a lot of ways. That was how it had took her so long to let him kip in with her. I’m talking about bringing in the bags and all that.
In fact she could even come walking in the now, right now, cause sometimes she stayed on after-hours in the pub. Her boss had a habit of letting a few chosen people sit on for an extra couple of drinks. Trouble was he expected Helen to sit on with them; she was the chargehand so she had these wee extra responsibilities.
Fucking good Helen so she was, behind the bar I’m talking about. The guy in charge was a bit of an idiot, aye trying new things to bring in the punters, aye fucking moaning if things were quiet. How the hell she put up with him… Sammy would have bopped the cunt months ago. Helen was a worrier but that was the problem. Sometimes it was like she needed things to worry about. It could get on yer nerves. Nothing worse than cunts worrying about ye all the time. Sammy’s granny was terrible for it – his mother’s mother – every time ye left the house she gave ye a big cuddle and a very hard fucking look like she was trying to get the strongest picture of ye she could get cause this was definitely the very last time she was ever gony see ye in this lifetime man cause as soon as ye stepped out that fucking door ye could say bye bye to whatever it was – life? fuck knows what, all the badness was out there waiting to grab ye by the throat, and she wasnay gony be there to save ye. Course she wasnay an atheist and she knew ye were going home to an atheist house, a godless house, where weans would scream forever in fucking limboland if they werenay blessed by the good lord jasus.
Ye’re a wean, that’s what it is. And it makes ye feel like a wean, all that worrying, like ye cannay handle things man know what I’m talking about like ye cannay fucking handle things, ye’re a dumpling. Plus tempting the fates. That’s what fucking gets ye. That’s what fucking annoys ye. Then too ye’re forced to do whatever it is, whatever it is was worrying her in the first place, ye’re forced into it man know what I’m saying, even if ye might have changed yer mind if she had kept her mouth shut, now ye cannay. So fuck it, ye just get on with it, ye do the business.
Which was the story of last week. Helen found out where he was off to and she done her nut. He had nay dough and he wasnay gony get any for a fucking week. But that didnay make nay difference, no as far as she was concerned; ye had nay dough! so what? what’s yer fucking problem! As far as she was concerned,
fuck it.
His back was hell of a sore. Right round the base of the spine, the kidneys. He turned onto his front. Then his neck was stiff and the weight of his head was on his bad ear. It wasnay a case of blaming the sodjers, that was stupit, nay fucking point; it’s the system; they just take their orders. Mind you there only is the one fucking order: batter fuck out the cunts so they know who’s boss; that’s the fucking order, the first command, I mean imagine no even offering him the bus-fare home for christ sake that was a bad show that, even yer worst enemy, if he goes blind, ye make sure he gets fucking home okay. Or do ye? No if ye’ve got the killer instinct. In which case if they’re crawling down the road man ye whip the hands from under them. That’s what it is man the killer instinct, they’re sodjers, trained to kill; so much so they have to get reined back in – all their fucking manuals and all their guidelines and procedures, page after page of when-no-to’s, all the exceptional circumstances for when ye dont do it, that first command, when ye’ve no to obey it.
This dull sound, it was coming through the ceiling, or else the wall, it was rhythmic, no music but like somebody pacing the floor to a set routine. Male or female? Female. A woman no able to sleep, she had got up to check the wean, maybe make a cup of tea for herself. Then she couldnay get back to sleep. Things on her mind. Maybe she was too randy to sleep! Ah shut up. Naw but who knows, maybe she was wanting a man. Nothing wrong in that, it’s natural. These movies ye see where women walk about in the nude; a housecoat or a dressing-gown and the cover goes back just that wee bit and ye see a nipple poking out. It’s all to get ye going as well. That’s what it’s about. His ex gave him a hard time, nay pun intended, she had these ideas. They get ideas. All people get ideas but women get them in particular. Ye dont know what to make of them, especially when ye’re young. Ye wonder what they see in ye as well I mean being honest; men – christ almighty, a bunch of dirty bastards, literally, know what I’m talking about, sweaty socks and all that, smelly underpants. Course they’ve got nay choice, no unless maybe they’re lesbian, then ye get tits bouncing against each other and it’s all awkward and bumpy; same if it’s guys, cocks and legs banging – that was what happened inside once, this guy that fancied Sammy trying to give him a kind of a cuddle christ it was weird, fucking rough chins and these parts of yer body knocking the gether, yer knees as well man ye were aware of it, how ye didnay seem to merge right, maybe for the other thing but no cuddling, the guy actually said that to him he says, Sammy ye’re holding me like a woman, I’m no a woman. Fine; fair enough, but how were ye supposed to do it, cause he hadnay wanted to hurt the guy, he liked him, know what I’m saying, he was a nice guy and aw that. Fucking hell man, life, difficult. He reached to find the radio, switched it on to catch the time. Then he got up for a pish, shoving a blanket ower his shoulders. He had to sit on the toilet seat in case he misdirected.
Ben the kitchen he found a spoon, ate the beans cold out the fridge. He brought a cup of tea back to bed and sat up to drink it. Gasping for a smoke but so what, ye put it out yer mind. A guy once telt him how important it was to cut out as much as possible, milk and sugar and all that, but especially smokes and dope. If ye could do without the smokes and dope ye had knocked it off; once ye had done yer time ye would be walking out a millionaire. That was what the guy telt him. Fucking bampot. Ye meet a lot of screwalls inside; they’ve all got their own wee survival plans.
Mind you it’s right enough, if ye can do without the auld fags, it’s a definite fucking plus, especially if ye’re skippering, ye see these guys I mean how do they do it, fuck sake, ye never know who flung the thing away, some poxy bastard with scabby lips man it could be anybody, HIV three thousand and thirty fucking six, and there ye are sucking out that last draw for christ sake if ye’ve the habit as bad as that – plus ye’re blind into the bargain – what fucking chance ye got. Maybe he could stop all the gether. He had been threatening for years. That’s what he would do. Chuck the smoking. That would show her; a new man.
The idea made him smile. It was true but: anything’s possible when ye’ve entered a new epoch.
And things aye work out. It’s just whether it’s for the best or the worst. But they do work out, in the long run.
What the fucking hell time was it!
The DJ had one of these deep BBC 2 velvety voices, American-sounding, all his wee anecdotes during the music; this yin about mysterious neighbours down in Kent or someplace and how they had been digging up their garden and how him and his missis wondered what it was for were they burying a dead body or making a swimming pool or what and it turned out to be this court for lawntennis they were building, them having twins, boy and girl, mad keen tennis fans and wanted to turn them out top professionals for the honour of green grassy England it was high time tennis lovers brought some pride back to the auld country and the DJ quite agreed being an amateur player of sorts himself and wished them the best of British and all you latenight revellers could see for yerselves in six or seven years time when these fucking twins were guaranteed to make the big league. Then a song by ‘the late great’ Sammy Davis. Snap snap of the fingers. He used to sing with a fag dangling out his fingers, long fingers, always showing how stylish and cool he was. Once upon a dream. That sort of singing style. People try their best.
When he finished the tea he stuck the cup under the bed and settled back, listening to some bluesy jazz. A pity about the reading. From now on it would have to be these talking books. Or braille. Braille.
Thursday. His first free day as a blind man. A new beginning and all that shite. There were things to do and it was down to him to do them. Naybody else would. No even her if she was to walk in the door this very minute. He was the one. So okay. The DSS and the quack. Nay time like the present. Except he was skint. He was skint and he was shattered, his body felt like – fuck knows – it had taken a major pounding, that was what it felt like. But he had to go otherwise they would put the timebar on him. Then the Blind Asylum, if there was such a place, he would have to go and sign on there, stick the name down for a white stick and guide-dog. Obviously there was gony be a waiting list, ye get fuck all quick in this life. He had never really liked dogs either; never mind.
The Blind Asylum but what a hell-hole that sounded, straight out some victorian fucking nightmare in the name of christ ye could picture them all, the poor bastards, moping and groping their way about these whitewashed stone rooms; men, women and children; all sharing these pits, wearing these long droopy nightshirts summer and winter, feeling their way around, groaning and moaning; the gentry coming in to check out the shareholdings, the black silk top hats and white scarves, the ballgowns, on their way to the fucking ballet or something, a private box at Ibrox Park for champagne and fucking french kippers or whatever the fuck they get to entertain them during the football.
The interesting thing for Sammy, the beneficial thing for Sammy, or it might be, ye hate to fucking tempt the fates, especially where the DSS is concerned; but there was an outside chance, if he was a gambling man which he wasnay, no now, no really, although he used to be, a gambling man, quite heavy, but no now – except about this, yeh, he might have had a wee go, just a wee yin, a couple of quid each way, just about the DSS and the various odds and sods, the Community Work Programmes and aw that, how come his present predicament, that it might actually work in his favour, ye didnay like thinking about it too much in case it didnay come off but when ye did think about it christ almighty he was due a dysfunctional payment, know what I mean, yer man, if he couldnay see through no fault of his own, and it was through no fault of his own cause the fucking sodjers done it man and they were a Government Department. So there ye are. So he was due something; an extra couple of quid. Surely to fuck? Nay sight meant ye had lost yer seeing function, yer seeing faculty. So ye were only gony be fit for special blind jobs. So for one thing he would have to get re-registered cause there was nay way he was fit for climbing scaffolding man know what I’m saying give us a break, the guy cannay see, so how the fuck’s he gony climb a ladder with a bucket of fucking concrete? Ye kidding, a fucking cast-iron stonewall certainty, the auld building game, as far as he was concerned man it was finished, that was him, nay more Community Programmes, fuck ye, the bold Sammy, that was him, fucking finito, they could stick it up their arse, capiste.
Sammy slapped his hands the gether and rubbed them. It had to be! He chuckled. Jesus. The auld eyes man; they were fuckt. Hoh! Jesus christ!
Unless they found him a special job for sightless persons.
Okay.
But that was how he had to move and move quick, cause if he didnay register they would fuck him with that timebar.
The coffee was finished.
First things first he needed a saw. And he was gony get one. Apart from a hammer and a couple of screwdrivers there wasnay a tool in the house. He was aye meaning to pick up a few down the Barras. But okay, right now: right now he had to cut the head off the mop. That was how he needed the saw. He turned the radio up loud then left the house.
It was one of these open corridors with a balcony wall about 4 foot high. There was aye a wind swirling about. In the winter it could be bad. Next door lived an elderly woman but he was going to the next yin along from there where he knew a guy lived. He had seen him once or twice but never spoke to him.
When the door opened he said, Hullo, I live two doors along, I was wondering whether I could get the len of a saw for a minute, if ye’ve got one.
It was a guy answered: A saw?
I lent my own to my brother last week. I only need it for a minute.
Eh aye, okay…
Sammy could hear him rummaging about in the lobby press. Then he was coming back to the door and saying: Ye’ll give us it back the day?
Aw aye. Half an hour at the most.
I’m no being cheeky, just it was my fayther’s, it’s been in the family a good few years. Where is it ye stay again?
Two doors along. McGilvaray.
I dont think I’ve seen ye.
Sammy nodded.
Ye there long?
Aye quite a while, me and the missis… Sammy stuck the last bit in to relax the guy. Alright? he said, putting his hand out.
Aye; aye nay bother son.
Sammy touched the blade and gripped it, put his right hand onto the handle: wood; a nice feel to it.
Back in the house he hung the key-ring on the hook and gave the cutting edge a lick of soap afore starting. He should have tapped the guy for a fag while he was at it. Ye could tell from his voice he was a smoker. Okay; Sammy spat in the palms of his hands and gave them a rub. Fine, right; he prepared a dining chair and laid newspapers underneath it. Then he went eeny meeny miney mo and stuck on a cassette: And then he was off and running:
After three four years of marriage,
it’s the first time you havent made the bed
And the reason we’re not talking
Fucking hell man what a fucking song to pick! Stupit bullshit pish – showing how traumatic a time a guy’s having whose missis has just walked out and left him – obviously the cunt’s never done a hand’s turn in his life but it never dawns on him that might have something to do with it. Mind you it never seems to dawn on the cunt that wrote the song either. It was Helen drew his attention to that, how ye could tell from the way the auld George Jones boy sang the words that he wasnay being funny nor fuck all, nay irony intended.
Sometimes when Sammy was in a singing mood he sang his own words:
After twenty years of marriage,
that’s the first time we’ve had it in the bed
and the reason we’re not talking’s
cause we’re doing something else instead
No especially humorous but the kind of thing him and Helen could sometimes chuckle about. She was a bit of a feminist the same woman.
Mind you it wasnay that bad a song for the job in hand cause he was taking it cautious. Plus he kept getting these clicks from the shoulder bone when he pulled back the sawing arm and it was off-putting. By the time he was finished he was fuckt and gasping for a smoke, a drink and a fucking lie on the fucking bed, plus his hole if she was to walk in right at this very minute.
Who’s kidding who.
At least he hadnay sawed off a finger. He gathered up the newspaper page with the wood shavings and folded it into the rubbish bin. When he returned the tool to the guy he kept his hand out: I’m Sammy, he said.
Boab, pleased to meet ye.
They shook hands.
Didnay take ye long, said Boab.
Naw it was just a wee footery job. Good saw by the way, good feel to it.
Aye like I says it was my fayther’s. It’s been in the family for donkeys’. I think it was my grandfayther’s.
Is that right? Hh! Heh ye wouldnay have a bit of sandpaper?
Naw son sorry, ye’re unlucky; I had some but it’s away.
Just thought I’d ask.
Sorry.
If it was getting to ages he would have put Boab around the fifty/sixty mark but who knows, he might have been aulder; Sammy had thought he could mind his face but he couldnay be sure. He seemed okay. There again but ye meet guys that seem okay and they turn out evil bastards; ye cannay always tell.
It was good to have done the stick. He gave it a test round the house and it worked fine. Yesterday was a nightmare. It was never gony happen again. This stick was the difference between life and death; no quite but nearly.
He made another coffee and sat down for a think. So that was the stick. Good.
The cassette had stopped. He wondered what time it was. No that it mattered. Except he had things to do; things needing to get done, they needed to get done quick. It had to be quick. There was all these ways they had to fuck ye if ye took it slow, so ye had to go for it; as soon as it crossed yer mind that was that man ye moved, ye got off yer mark. But he just couldnay; no the now; he was skint; there was nay money in the house, he had looked a few times. The DSS was miles away, he couldnay walk it; any other time but no the now. This being blind man it meant ye needed dough; ye couldnay just go places, ye couldnay just walk. Sammy had walked all ower the place, one end of Glasgow to the other, one end of London to the other. So what? The stick was good but no that good, it wasnay a fucking witches broom man ye couldnay climb aboard. Plus he wasnay capable physically; the body was still fuckt – it was that knocked him out yesterday. He wouldnay have been as bad as that except cause of the doing he took. Usually he would have been okay. It was the body; it was still mending, still giving him pain. And he was gony have to get right, he was gony have to be prepared. There was things ahead. He needed to get ready. Fucking ready man he had to get fit. The auld exercises. The main problem was the ribs, the breathing, it was still sore. Even that wee bit of sawing had had its effect. So he needed to rest. Except it was so fucking
it was just
he needed to be doing things he really fucking needed to be fucking doing things he couldnay hang about he just couldnay afford to. What the hell time was it man ye couldnay even tell the fucking time! He switched on the radio. Cause things would close in on him that was a certainty a fucking certainty. So he needed
the DSS, the doctor; that kind of stuff. He had to get them attended to. But he couldnay cause he was skint for christ sake how could he if he was fucking skint man okay he could hit the Health and Welfare and get an appointment, he could do that, it was only a twenty-minute walk or something half an hour at the most
aye if he could fucking see! Jesus christ man fucking bampot it would take him a fucking week. No with the stick it wouldnay. No with the stick. That was something, the auld fucking stick. Okay. But the DSS man it came first. The priority. Delay a day and they would fuck ye forever. But he couldnay get there without the bus-fare. So there ye are, nay point worrying. No for one day, they wouldnay fuck him for one day.
But surely to fuck there was money in the house!
He had already looked. Aye well he would just fucking look again man all he needed was sixty pence. Even thirty and he could chance his arm with the driver. There had to be smash lying about somewhere. That was a thing Sammy done; he came home and emptied his pockets onto the mantelpiece – any smash he had. Sometimes he left it a while. It mounted up so it did.
That was funny man, how there was nayn lying about. Know what I mean? Like as if she had lifted it. How come she would have done that? Unless he had done it himself, maybe he had done it; last week man he was fucking scratching himself, that was how he went out on the blag fuck sake come on! He couldnay remember doing it but.
He was up from the settee. The coffee table; he had banged his knee on the bastard last night, ye had to be fucking wary; all these obstacles, hazards: he stepped round it to the mantelpiece and felt about. There was fuck all except a lot of bits of paper and wee things that felt like plastic buttons or something, plus a few loose matches.
Hell with it the giro came the morrow. He was just gony have to be patient, patient patient patient. Nay good rushing into things but; ye think it gets ye ahead but does it does it fuck; it just knocks ye back; one step forward and six back, that was how it went: patience was a virtue man nay question, nay question about that.
Ah fuck the patience he was going to Glancy’s!
He laughed. He was sitting back down on the settee. He shook his head.
Naw but he could. He fucking could. He definitely needed to get out too, this sitting about man it would drive ye crackers. Plus he would be giving the stick a real tryout. It was all very well wandering about the house but the real test lay when he stepped out that lift-door at the bottom of the building and then crossed the floor and went out the fucking exit, that was the real test. Maybe he wouldnay go to Glancy’s. But it was still a good idea to go out. What else was there? He couldnay sit here all day. Fucking radio man, load of shite. Gasping for a smoke too. Plus the belly, he was fucking hungry. He would just wind up going back to bed. Bad habit that, it was about all he had done since yesterday afternoon. Ye’ve got to get up off yer arse. Especially when ye’re skint. Going to bed’s the easy option, trying to sleep away the shit, trying to hit limboland; but it’s no as if ye’ve got the flu; when ye’re skint man dont mix it up with the fucking flu, know what I mean, trying to hit limboland; ye’re no ill ye’re skint. So ye’ve got to get out there. Plus yer head, ye cannay cope with yer head; no Sammy’s head anyway man it would drive ye fucking bananas. Plus there’s different levels. It just depends. The way he was skint the now was easy cause the fortnight was up the morrow morning, Friday.
So okay. So he was going to Glancy’s.
The exercise would do him good, give the muscles a chance. All this sitting about was bad for the body. There were guys in Glancy’s would do him a turn. Maybe the Leg would be in. Or else Tam – he could maybe see Tam; Sammy had some gear in the house, he needed a punter.
But it didnay matter about that, no the now. He just
christ almighty
he just had to be doing something he just had to be doing something it was straightforward, that was all it was, it was fuck all he just had to be actually fucking moving, cause there was things to do, he couldnay sit about, cause things have a habit of closing in on ye, when ye least expect them, they close in on ye, so ye have to be ready, even if ye arenay, if ye’re fuckt, if yer body’s fuckt,
So okay. Okay.
Sammy was up from the settee and he switched off the radio. It didnay help matters, that stupit bastard and his fucking stupit fucking quiz show, all these stupit easy questions that nay cunt seemed to have a clue about.
Oh jesus christ Helen.
Sammy’s hand was on his forehead. He felt bad. He felt fucking awful man. It wasnay things closing in on him, cause it had already happened, it had happened; they had fucking closed in. He was beat. They had beat him. It wasnay his body. His fucking body man it wasnay his fucking body. It wasnay his body.
He gave a kind of shudder, then groped his way to the window and opened it. It wasnay raining; it didnay seem to be. There was a smell; a funny kind of smell. Jesus.
It was him. Probably it was him. He hadnay had a real wash since fuck knows when. He was clatty as fuck, that was what it was. Lying up that lane, then in the poky. His trousers had been soaking when he woke up, on that wet bloody grass. Unless he had pissed himself. Surely fucking naw, naw. Definitely naw cause the sodjers would have said something. They would have loved that. They would have fucking loved that. He needed a bath, but later, no the now, once he came home.
He had shut the window, he turned and made his way round the back of the settee and to the door and then down the lobby to the bedroom. A shirt and a pair of trousers. He felt for the ones with the turnups. His good pair needed a rest; maybe he would get them dry-cleaned. This pair with the turnups, he didnay like them. But better them than the jeans cause he needed to look the part.
He wouldnay bother shaving. Leave that for the night, afore he had the bath. Nearly a week’s growth, it could pass for the beginnings of a beard. As long as he looked passable. That was all. Plus that shaving, that was another worry.
Jesus the shoes! he had forgot the fucking shoes! these bastard trainers!
Dear oh dear. What do ye do? The fucking eedjit that hoisted them off Sammy he probably hadnay even tumbled to how fucking good they were man know what I mean, fucking bampot, probably selt them for the price of a can of superlager. Cause that’s what happens with some of them, their head’s fucking wasted, they dont even know what it is they’ve lifted. Fucking irritating; irritating behaviour.
Sammy sighed. What a state. What a state.
If ye didnay have the appearance: ye needed the appearance. No just for the street. Going to Glancy’s. Ye had to look the part. Naw but ye did. Yer man, he had a reputation; Sammy, he was a style-conscious guy, know what I’m talking about, sweaty auld fucking trainers; ye kidding!
Okay. He patted the hair down his head, then rubbed it back round the sides. If he couldnay cope with the shaving he would have to get a barber into it. Unless Helen had a go, maybe she would have a go.
Okay.
Even if he just walked round the block. The one thing he wasnay gony do was get stuck indoors. He wasnay an invalid. Alright he was blind but he could still walk about. He stepped out into the corridor, locked the door behind him, tapped his way to the lift. The stick was good. The only problem was the wrist and how ye held the thing. When he had done the trial runs about the house he kept having to change his grip, it was hard getting the hang of it; awkward; he tried it with his left hand too but the wrist was still stiff from when he had banged the sodjer cunt, plus cause it was his left hand he couldnay do it proper and wound up kind of jabbing the thing. Course if the stick had a handle, maybe that would make it easier; the way he was doing it the now was like the way they hold a knife in hollywood movies.
The lift came.
When he came out he waited a minute to get his bearings. Outside the exit, once he went outside, if he went right and to the end of the building, then he would just have to cross a space, a space of about
fuck knows
there was a space; after that there was another building. Once he got to the end of that there was a pedestrian walkway. Then on it was plain sailing down to the main drag. That was where he was heading.
Usually he just crossed the square when he came out the exit. A big open square, it lay directly outside the building. But there was no way he was trying that he was just gony keep into the side and go the long way. Fuck knows what he done yesterday it was a total blank. So okay.
Maybe he should turn back. He made a deal with himself, when he got to the pedestrian walkway, if it was windy, then he would retrace the steps, he would chuck it in and go back up the stairs; he wasnay a total masochist.
So okay, he pushed his way out through the exit. The punt of a football. Immediate; first thing he heard, boys playing football; jesus christ. He tapped to the right; there was an edging of grass. Ye couldnay see this square from Helen’s house which was a pity cause he quite liked watching the boys play football. Course this was fuckt as well now, he couldnay watch the football again. Fucking hell. Compensation man ye’re due compensation for that alone. Naw but it’s no funny, it’s no funny.
The stick was great. All he needed now was a pair of sunglasses. The stick tapping, it was quite a nice sound; but it quivered; maybe a real yin was stronger. Plus if it was painted white.
Naw, he was going home.
Between here and the bridge he would probably get lost. Nay point being fucking daft. Foolhardy. That was what it was. He was going home man fuck it. A nice day and all that and the breath of fresh air, that was nice. But he was going home, he had already done his about-turn, keeping the stick in his right hand. Nay point being stupit. Fuck it. No after yesterday. Glancy’s Bar! Who was he kidding, take him a fucking year to get there. And once he did, what was he gony do? It’s alright talking about cunts he knew getting him a drink but ye needed an introduction, that first yin, ye had to get it yerself. There was nay way ye could just walk in and start the begging games.
Patience. The giro came the morrow. When he woke up man it would be waiting, sitting there in the brown envelope. Then he would go out. He would do a bit of shopping. Maybe buy himself a cooked breakfast somewhere; bacon and fucking eggs man the works, the fucking lot, square sausage and black pudding, the fucking lot, toast. And he would sort things out, he would sort things out.
Then too the stick, it worked no bad, he had done alright with the sawing. He just needed to sand it down now, the sawed end, he didnay want it splintering. Then once he gave it a lick of paint folk would know the score.
Okay.
He was feeling along the mantelpiece again, no just for money but in case there was a note from Helen. It had dawned on him she might have went off somewhere for a reason. Maybe to see her weans. Something like that. Plus she did take notions. She had a habit of that – especially after some stupit thing he had done. No turning up when he said he would, or else if he was hitting the bevy too much. That kind of stuff pissed her off. Nay wonder. But still, sometimes she left a note. And she might have this time. That was the fucking point but how would he know if she had! Even if he found it how would he fucking know! Wild! Then he would need some cunt to read it for him. There was a lot of wee bits of paper, ye couldnay tell what was what.
Plus he still hadnay gave up hope of finding a couple of quid. Helen probably kept a plank somewhere; that was the kind of woman she was, experienced.
Ah fuck it.
The ten o’clock news was on the telly. On Thursday nights ye sometimes got a movie on after; he was gony give it a buzz.
Being honest he felt quite good. When ye think about the last few days. He hadnay flung in the towel anyway man that was one thing. These bastards, they think they can just fuck ye; ye’ll go and lie down out the road.
They didnay know yer man, no like they thought they did.
His feet were toasting; he had the socks off. He had went to bed an hour ago but had to get back up again cause he couldnay sleep. A bath: aye, he thought about it, that was as far as it went. The morrow, he would be fit the morrow. He was shattered. He had been gony steep his feet but it was too much of an effort finding the basin and getting the hot water and all that kind of stuff. Even the bollocks; lying in bed, he thought about having a wank; but he couldnay. At one point he clutched them and they slipped out his fucking hand; they felt funny; soft and kind of tender, like they had been sore and were getting better, like he had been sick for a long time, like he was maybe lying in a hospital bed, as if he had been there for a while and was now on the road to recovery. But still no ready to go home yet, he still wasnay ready for that; although he felt good mentally, he wasnay right, his body, it wasnay right. And that was the bollocks telling him, the auld bolloks man that was them telling him; fuck you and yer wanks, that was what they were telling him.
The adverts were on the TV. Maybe he would just go to his fucking kip.



The postman got him up in the morning. Three letters. He knew the giro one. The other two didnay matter, they were Helen’s; he never got mail. One had a window-frame so it was fuck all worth bothering about. But the other yin was a mystery. He could maybe get the auld guy Boab to read it for him. But that was a bad idea. Maybe he could be trusted, but it wasnay him ye were worried about, no necessarily. Word travels. This wasnay the best of places. People’s doors were aye getting tanned. A lot of dope on the go. The cunts came round selling ye stuff and if ye werenay in they done the business. So Helen said anyway; probably it was true. Best saying fuck all, no to nay cunt. If they found out he was blind he wouldnay survive a month. A fucking week man they would clean him out. So he would have to be on his guard.
He was starving, jesus christ. The post office wouldnay open for another half hour at least. Another coffee. Earlier on he considered exercises but it was all in the mind, it wasnay a serious thought, and then he forgot about it. His head wasnay like it used to be; too used to the good life, this last few months, out of condition. Well he would have to get back fucking into condition.
Fuck the coffee. Different if he had a smoke to go with it.
He stuck a cassette in the player. Then got the stick for a trial run. There was half a tin of white gloss somewhere in the lobby press. All he had to do was find it, cause there was at least three other yins stacked the gether.
And map out the journey man map out the journey. So okay, the post office was along the left-hand side of the big square as ye came out the exit, opposite where he had walked yesterday, when he set out for Glancy’s, it was in the middle of a wee row of shops; the minimarket, the betting shop, the chemist. All the necessities. The local boozer stood by itself round the corner from there. Ye had to pass it to get to where the buses went. The road where the buses went was a different road to the one that led to the bridge. Whenever Sammy walked it into town – which was usually always – then he took the road to the bridge, passing along the pedestrian walkway, which was directly opposite where the chemist shop was, away on the other side of the square. Complicated to explain but simple if ye knew the set-up and Sammy knew it quite well. Or thought he did. Probably he knew fuck all. But he wasnay really worried about it, whether one way or the other, as long as he kept the concentration going, that was the fucking main thing, no letting the head wander. Which was a problem, ye kept going off at tangents; yer mind.
If ye planned it out and then stuck by it. That was what ye did. Ye just stuck by it, yer plan, yer map, if ye’ve mapped things out.
He was ready, he set off.
He came out the lift tapping the stick one way then the other, and across and out through the exit, but just taking it slow cause he was in nay rush, nay rush whatsoever. Okay. He carried on round to his left and on to the post office without any problem, joining the queue just inside the door. Course he hadnay expected any problem. It was once he stepped outside the scheme man that was the fucking problem. But he wasnay stepping outside the scheme he was catching a fucking bus. Once he had collected the dough he went into the minimarket and bought an ounce of tobacco, fag papers and a lighter; and a roll and sausage which he gobbled down immediately. Then along to the chemist. It was a bit tricky in here cause they had all these racks standing about the floor. He sometimes went in to buy Helen stuff; tampax and the rest of it, headache pills; so he knew the layout. He didnay know it – just he knew it was a danger-zone, that’s what I’m talking about. When he tapped the stick he hit something metal with the first shot. He stopped and said, I’m looking for a pair of sunglasses.
A woman said, They’re just behind ye.
Eh d’ye think ye could pick me out a pair? Whatever ones ye like I mean I’m no bothered…
As long as they fitted man what did it fucking matter what they looked like. She dug him out a pair and he tried them on. Fine. He kept them on and passed her a note. It was a twenty; when she returned him the change he stashed the notes in his hip pocket. He was gony ask her to walk him round to the bus-stop but fuck it, he would need help later on so he wasnay gony tempt the fates. Outside in the doorway he tore open the cellophane and rolled a smoke. But he couldnay get the fucking thing lighted. Maybe the draught was blowing out the flame. He tried a few times, holding the tip of the fag with his fingers and feeling for the lighter so it couldnay have missed, it couldnay have fucking missed, no if it was working. Maybe they had selt him a dud lighter man the fucking minimarket, who knows, but he gave it up and carried on round the corner, heading for the main drag, again keeping to the left, close in to the grass verge where there was a kerb to keep him on course.
It sounded like a few folk waiting at the stop which was a good sign. But then when the bus came for some reason his belly went, he couldnay seem to move; he heard the doors shoot open and he still stood there. Then he got himself the gether: I’m going to the DSS Central Medical! he shouted: Is this the bus?
Aye!
…
Ye want it?
Aye, said Sammy.
Well this’ll take ye.
Sammy made a step forwards. A woman said: The man’s blind; bring him on with ye!
A hand took his elbow. A guy said: Where ye going?
DSS Central Medical.
Aye this’ll take ye to the gate.
Sammy was guided to the step and up. DSS Central Medical, said the guy.
That’s right…
I’ll give him a shout, said another guy: If he gives me sixty pee!
Sammy turned his head. You the driver?
That’s what they tell me.
Sammy clutched the stick under his elbow and dug out some smash, held it on the palm of his hand; the driver picked out the coins then the ticket was rung up and torn off and put into Sammy’s hand. Ye’ll give us a shout? he said.
Nay bother.
Sammy moved inside gripping the handrail and keeping the stick into his side. The bus sounded hell of a busy. He didnay bump into naybody. Maybe they were staying out his road. His hand touched another pole and then into space; it was the stairs to the top deck. The stairs to the top deck. Fuck it, he went on up.
Naw but he was gasping for a smoke he really was he was fucking gasping: he smiled and tried to stop it but couldnay; stupit: hell with it but he kept going, his feet kicking into the steps; but that was alright man it was okay, just the stick banging away and the jolt when the bus started but he was fine and fucking great man and nay cunt could see him; nay cunt could fucking see him! know what I’m talking about, the glasses and that, the shades, the auld shades, the bold yin, yer man. And then he was up there: there he was – holding on for dear life, the auld pole and that.
Voices. Okay. He tapped the stick.
Ye wanting a seat? said a guy.
Aye.
Right.
He was guided to one and sat down, bumping into somebody who was sitting at the window side. Sorry, he said.
It’s okay.
A woman!
Just feeling like a smoke, he said. He had the fag already out and now into his mouth. He snapped the lighter and felt for the flame, it was working. He held the tip of the fag and he got it lighted. He inhaled.
A wee minute later and he was chuckling away to himself; just a daft thought, how it could be a whole bus empty except for one person and ye wouldnay know it and then the seat ye chose might be the one they were sitting on – a female, and ye sat down on her fucking knee! Sorry and aw that! Ye could imagine it it was so stupit! And he was off again, chuckling, and people could hear him, unless they were fucking deaf! Wild.
Ah jesus christ jesus christ. Never mind never mind. He dragged deep on the fag. How come he was so fucking happy! Christ knows. Probably the fucking nicotine hitting the brainbox. But he wasnay so much happy, it wasnay that he was happy; it was just he was pleased with himself, he was pleased. Here he was on a bus.
Ye kidding?
So okay. He had decisions to make and he had made some already. He was doing fine. The money was in the pocket and here he was. It was no that he was special. He didnay even want to be special. He didnay. All he wanted was to do as good as. As good as.
If jobs needed doing then ye went ahead and done them, blind or no blind. That was one thing Sammy had learned, yer man, the bold yin. Mind you no everything that happened was gony be down to him. Some would, but no it all. Ye’re never responsible for everything; no in this world: this world man know what I’m saying, ye’re never responsible for everything. But ye dont blame nay cunt neither, it’s down to you: so ye just fucking push ahead, ye get fucking on with it.
Sammy was sitting back. Then he rolled another two fags and stuck them in the pouch.
Uch. If Helen could see him. Just a wee thing; just cause he was doing the business.
Yeh, he had been getting soft, nay doubt about it. The auld exercises man, he would have to start them, he would have to fucking start them. Then once he got his money fixed, once he was re-registered. Who knows. Who knows.
Central Medical!
The bus had stopped.
Central Medical!
Already for fuck sake Sammy jumped up fast. He hadnay been expecting it so soon. He tapped his way to the top of the steps but the stick was getting wedged man it kept getting wedged: fucking things. A slight panic situation but he was alright if he just took his time he was rushing man he just had to stop rushing, okay, okay. The driver was giving him every chance too ye couldnay fault him. But Sammy was going down the stairs and it wasnay bloody easy, coming up was fine but this was a bastard, stepping out into mid-air, that’s what ye were doing, and the stick got fucking stuck, it got wedged. His shoulder thumped into the partition and he stopped to catch his breath.
Ye’re alright my man!
Sammy kept going.
Take it easy, ye’re alright.
Sammy reached the bottom and forwards, getting his hand onto the rail and to the pole.
Ye okay now?
Sammy didnay answer, his hand got a hold on the left side door; he stepped down, down onto the road; onto the road, he had to find the kerb fast, fast man come on, come on. One time there was this guy stepped off the pavement, Argyle Street on a Saturday afternoon for christ sake crowds everywhere and there was a bus coming fast on the inside lane and the fucking wing mirror fucking blootered him man right on the fucking skull, blood belching out; what a crack! the driver jumping out the cabin and wanting to help the guy but the poor bastard got off his mark immediately, probably thinking he had done something wrong man damaged company fucking property or something and the driver was trying to get his name, so he got off his mark, staggering into this sprint – Sammy could see him yet, poor bastard, fucking blood everywhere.
Anything’s definitely possible. Ye just dont know. And ye cannay just swing yer stick in case ye clobber cunts. What Sammy needed was a dog. Once he got a dog
There was folk in front of him. They would all be going the same way. If he just kept in touch. The security gate was round the corner. A couple of times in the past he had been here. No for a while. He concentrated on the tapping.
Christ he couldnay hear them now, the folk, they were getting ahead, but so what, it didnay matter.
The empty space at the corner and he tapped his way round and then was walking in the space hitting from left to right; he kept going. Then a loud voice:
Heh!
He kept going.
Heh!
He wasnay gony stop cause how did ye know it was you they were shouting on ye didnay cause ye couldnay tell, ye couldnay fucking tell man so he kept going.
Heh you with the sunglasses!
Fuck ye…
Heh! You!
Sammy stopped. Ye talking to me?
Aye. Ye’re in a bit of a rush eh!
…
Ye’re supposed to come through the gate ye know.
Sammy got the tobacco pouch and took out a fag.
Nay smoking.
I’m no in the building yet.
Aye but ye’re in the ground.
I’m no in the building.
Doesnay matter, put it away.
Sammy put it away.
Ye’re supposed to come in the gate.
…
Ye dont just walk through the road.
Sammy turned his head, wishing he could see the bastard.
Where is it ye’re going?
What are ye security?
Where are ye going?
Dysfunctional.
Aye but what section?
For blindness.
That’s Sightloss, ye got an appointment?
What d’ye say?
Ye got an appointment?
I was telt to come.
I’m asking if ye’ve got an appointment? said the guy, and now he seemed to be standing close up.
I dont know, said Sammy.
Have ye got a card?
A card?
If ye’ve got an appointment ye’ve got a card.
I’ve no got a card.
Aye well ye’ve no got an appointment. That’s Emergencies. What’s yer name?
Samuels.
Initial?
S.
After a moment the card was put into Sammy’s hand and the guy said, Come onto the pavement.
Sammy moved in his direction till the stick knocked the kerb, he stepped up.
Take the card to Emergencies.
Whereabouts?
There: carry on in a straight line; thirty yards; there’s a swing door to yer left. Go through it and the Reception’s on yer right. Give the Reception Officer the card. Try and keep to the inside when ye’re walking. And next time come through the gate.
Sammy sniffed and said, It’s cause I’m blind; I didnay see it.
Aye well next time.
Sorry, it’s just I didnay see it.
Alright, on ye go.
It’s cause I’m blind, know what I mean, I couldnay see it.
…
I didnay know.
Aye on ye go, okay.
Know what I’m saying, I’m blind, I didnay see it, the gate, that’s how I came through the road… Sammy was gripping the stick. He heard a movement, the guy going away maybe or somebody else. I’m very sorry, he said, very very sorry.
Just keep moving.
Sammy smiled. Fucking bastard. Okay. He started walking. The giro was cashed and the dough was in his pocket. Here he was. Fine. He should have been counting the steps but. Never mind, never mind.
A creaking squeaking noise. Watch yerself! called somebody.
He stood still. The noise went by him. He carried on till he reached a wall, he heard a whishhing noise. An automatic door. He walked forwards and felt the change of air and the difference on where he was walking, the floor, he tapped on, hit something hard: Sorry, he said, I’m blind, I’m looking for Emergencies, could ye tell me where I go?
Nay reply; didnay seem to be anybody there. He kept walking. Although muttering, he could fucking hear muttering. He stopped again. Sorry, he said, eh…I’m blind eh I wonder.
The muttering was from behind. He done an about-turn and said: I’m looking for Emergencies.
Ye’re in it, said a woman.
Aw, right.
The queue’s here beside ye.
Is there no a separate reception area for blind people? it’s Sightloss I’m looking for.
I dont know.
She hadnay said it in a friendly way. Sammy shrugged. He tapped along to the left. More muttering. Is this the queue? he said.
…
Heh gony put me to the end of the queue?
Right in front of ye.
He poked the stick and felt for it, the bench; he sat down.
Fucking life man. He sighed. He had noticed the pong; auld sweat; the usual.
Ach well, fuck knows how long it would take. Nay point worrying about it.
What happened was the queue moved space by space when somebody went out to the desk, everybody moving along to fill the gap.
He started singing songs to himself but it didnay last long and he suddenly caught himself thinking of his fayther, just out the blue and for nay reason. Then his maw. The two of them, he saw them the gether; they were just there. It all seemed so long ago. His whole life, the early days; fucking hell man. One of these days he would be dead. Then his boy would be thinking about it, he would be thinking about Sammy. Fuck sake. Weird, fucking weird. He hadnay seen her for years; his ex, the boy’s mother. She still looked the same; in his mind; a 20 year old lassie. She was nearly as auld as him. His fayther never met her, never knew about Peter, the wee boy, he never fucking knew about it, died afore he was born. Fucking shame. It made ye sad thinking about it. Christ almighty and his maw as well, sitting the baby on her knee; Sammy could mind the funny look on her face. Fuck sake, fucking years ago, fucking years
There was a conversation going on nearby. A young guy talking loud, telling somebody about some battle that took place, swearing away in front of everybody – so they all knew how hard he was, how hard his life was, where he came from.
Then ye think of the other folk sitting roundabout, how ye knew fuck all about them, what like their lives were. It made ye laugh; the young guy, if he had the fucking brains to think it, about them – he wouldnay fucking talk so loud. One thing ye learned; there was aye somebody worse than yerself.
The poky was full of guys like that, big loud voices. It was irritating but after a while ye couldnay get angry at it; in fact ye would up feeling sorry for them, it just showed how much they had to learn. And some of them never would, poor bastards.
Eventually it came to his turn and he gave in the card and his address and the rest of the information. The Sightloss Section was on the fourth floor and a lift would take him. He said: Will somebody show me?
There was a movement behind and a hand caught a hold of his wrist: I’ll take ye, said a woman. She led him along. He was aware he might kick her heels and took small steps so he wouldnay. Her grip changed. She was tugging on his sleeve now. He started feeling embarrassed. He wished she would just let him go and he would do it himself. A bit warmer the day, he said.
It is… Then she stopped and let go his sleeve and he heard her press the lift button. It’s coming, she said.
When the doors bounced open she pushed him on the shoulder; he stepped inside and he heard her press the inside button then get back out quick. The doors closed. Up he went. This is fucking lovely! he said. And he made a coughing sound like he was clearing his throat. It was a cover-up for the fact he had spoke out loud. He knew there was naybody in the lift with him but it was probably fucking bugged man know what I’m talking about, or else a VCR, probably there was a VCR. And that security cunt was sitting watching him right at this very minute, having a wee laugh to himself cause Sammy was talking and there was naybody there. Aye fuck you, he said and moved his head around, Fuck you.
The lift stopped and the doors opened and he nipped out smartly. The doors shut. He waited. He heard somebody shuffling about. Hullo, he said.
Hullo, said a guy.
Sightloss?
Aye.
Where do I go?
I dont know.
Is this the fourth floor?
Aye.
It’s supposed to be Sightloss.
It is Sightloss, I’ve just been.
Aw… What are you blind as well?
Aye.
Christ. Pleased to meet ye. Sammy shifted the stick into his left hand, he reached to shake hands with the guy, but didnay find him.
Is that lift away?
Yeh, said Sammy; sorry, I could have caught it.
The guy grumbled something.
I’ll get it for ye. Sammy did an about-turn and groped for the button then pressed it. It’ll no take a minute.
Aw jesus christ… The guy groaned. There’s stairs about somewhere, ye’ve got to be bloody careful.
Aw, right.
Ye’re feart ye take a dive.
Fuck sake, aye – ye no got a stick?
Naw.
Ye want to get one…
The guy sniffed.
Makes a hell of a difference.
My name’s down, he muttered.
What here?
Nah!
A charity like?
Aye.
What one?
…
Eh?
It’s up St Vincent Street. The guy sniffed. He sounded a right grumpy bastard. Other people go out the Gallowgate, he said, nay offence – if ye’re a tim I mean.
I’m no a tim.
Aye well nay offence if ye are. The guy sniffed again. I just mean they’ve got their own ones.
And the sound of the lift doors opening. That’s it now, said Sammy.
Can ye hold it for me!
Aye! Sammy shoved in the stick; the doors shut then bounced back open then shut again but he caught one on the bounce and held it. Tell us when ye’re in, he said.
It’s these bloody stairs… Where are ye?
Here; just come to my voice, it’s no far.
Ye’re feart ye make a wrong move, know what I mean… Then his arm hit Sammy quite hard.
Take it easy mate.
Sorry.
Alright?
Just find this damn bloody button… The doors shut on him. They opened again. Fucking bastard, muttered the guy. The doors shut.
Sammy waited a wee minute then wandered. A door opened. He called: Hullo?
Yes? said a man with a polite voice.
I’m looking for Sightloss.
Is it both eyes?
Yeh.
It’s just along to the end of this corridor and turn to your left; ye cant miss it.
Great, ta… When he got there he found the door handle and went on in.
Sit there please.
Whereabouts?
I’m just about to show ye.
Sorry.
It sounded like a boy about 18 or 19. He took Sammy by the wrist then guided his hand onto the edge of a soft chair and telt him to sit down. Sammy sat down and sank away back and his feet came off the ground, he grabbed for the chair’s arms, dropped the stick and pushed himself forwards, connected his heels to the floor.
Ye got yer appointment card?
Sammy gave him it and heard him keying in on a computer.
So ye’re registering for Dysfunctional Benefit on account of Sightloss: and it’s both eyes?
Yeh.
The boy hit the computer keyboard and went on doing it after every question and answer. Is it congenital? he said.
Naw.
Was it a spontaneous occurrence or did ye get any advance warning?
Naw.
Have ye got a history of eye-trouble?
Naw.
Ye’ve never had trouble with yer eyes?
Nope.
None whatsoever?
No that I can remember. Mind you, I was aye a wee bit skelly – I was never any good at darts – couldnay hit the board never mind a bed! But I mean I never needed glasses, and it didnay affect other things, playing football or whatever.
Aw so ye play a sport…football?
Well, I used to.
But no now?
Sammy smiled: Naw.
Did ye stop because of yer Sightloss?
What? naw – I just stopped.
Who did ye play for last?
…
Who did ye play for last?
A couple of teams?
Who at the end?
Ye wouldnay know them it was a club in England.
An English team?
Aye.
What was their name.
Ye wouldnay know them. I think they’ve disbanded.
Ye’ve still got to tell us, unless if ye dont remember.
…
D’ye no remember?
It was in the Essex Provincial League.
Who?
Northfleet Amateurs.
How long were you with them?
Eh about eh four or five months.
How long ago was that?
Eh, ten years. Eleven in fact.
And did ye ever undergo a full medical with them?
Eh aye, suppose I did.
Were ye unemployed when ye were with them?
…
Were you unemployed when ye were with them?
Sammy sniffed: On and off.
Were ye registering at the Job Centre?
On and off, yeh.
Were ye in receipt of any gratuities or benefits from the football club while ye were registering?
Nope.
None at all?
Naw it was strictly amateur.
And was it full-function employment ye registered for?
Yeh.
Ye’re a construction worker to trade?
Well no to trade, I’m a labourer – semi skilled.
When ye were in prison did ye register for general work?
Yeh.
Ye were never restricted to light duties caused through physical dysfunction or physical disability?
Naw.
Nor any medical incapacity?
Nope.
What was yer last job?
Community Work Provision.
And before that?
Oh christ now ye’re talking… Eh…it was down in London; 11 year ago.
And did ye leave because the job finished?
Well the job finished, I was laid off.
It was not because of physical dysfunctioning or physical disability?
Naw.
When did ye last claim sickness benefit?
No for ages.
When?
Oh christ it must have been eh 11 or 12 years ago.
And ye arent working at present?
Nope.
But ye are registered?
Yeh.
Full function?
Yeh well I mean aye but no now, I’ll be re-registered.
When do ye say ye lost yer sight?
Last week, Monday or Tuesday – Tuesday I think.
Are ye saying something caused the dysfunction. Or else did it just happen?
Well something must have caused it.
What do ye think?
Eh…
Will I put ‘dont know’?
Eh, aye.
Ye were in police custody at the time?
That’s right.
And have ye seen a doctor yet?
Nope.
Has the dysfunction been diagnosed by any medical authority?
No yet.
Have ye raised a civil claim for compensation in respect of the dysfunction?
Naw.
Never at any time?
…
Never at any time?
Naw.
Now the boy battered away on the keyboard without talking; then eventually he said: Heh the Essex Provincial’s quite a good league int it? fair standard?
No bad. It was when I was there anyway, couple of ex-seniors and that. I didnay think ye would have heard of it.
Aye. Ye never play up here?
When I was boy.
Who for?
Och a couple of teams. Sammy sniffed. D’ye play yerself like?
Yeh. The department’s got a side. But I play with another team as well.
Good.
The Churches League.
Aw christ aye, the auld Churches League! It used to be as hard as nails.
Still is!
Sammy chuckled.
Ye know ye’ve been in a game.
Ah well that’s the right way son. As long as ye enjoy it, know what I mean, as long as ye enjoy it. Christ I used to live for the game myself. If I had took my chances… The scouts were up and aw that. I blew it.
What happened?
I just blew it. I was silly. What about yerself?
Well I’ve had a couple of trials.
Have ye?
It’s no came to anything yet. There’s a Junior club after me the now but I think I’m gony hang on a couple of months.
Ah well good, aye, ye must be showing promise. Dont give up whatever ye do.
Aw naw, it’s cool, I’ll go to the end of the season.
Just make sure ye enjoy it, that’s the main thing. I miss playing the game myself.
There’s guys your age still playing.
Aw I know.
Just a pity about yer eyes.
Ach my own stupidity son a wee altercation with the sodjers; they gave me a doing. Sammy shrugged. One of these things; I was silly and so were they.
They gave ye a doing?
Aye.
And ye’re saying ye were silly?
…
The boy had started hitting the keyboard again.
What’re ye writing that down? said Sammy.
Yeh.
Well I’d prefer ye no to.
I’ve got to but Mister Samuels.
How?
Cause it’s material.
…
We’re required to do it.
Sammy sniffed. Ye no got a delete button?
Yeh but no for this operation. If the customer doesnt want something in they’re supposed to not say it. Once it’s in it cannay come out. I dont have the authority; I’m just a Preliminary Officer. I’m no allowed to adjudicate on something where it’s material.
Ye didnay write down the football stuff.
Well that isnay material.
…
Now is there anything else ye want to say?
…
Eh?
Sammy scratched his chin; he found the stick and used it to get himself up off the chair. He heard the boy getting up and coming round towards him:
I’ll guide ye through to the IMO’s office, he said. Want to take my arm?
What?
He lifted Sammy’s hand and placed it on his wrist. Sammy was tense as fuck but managed to stop himself applying pressure. The boy’s wrist was thin; Sammy could have snapped it with one quick chop. Now the boy moved forwards and Sammy went with him. It felt weird. He hadnay walked like this with anybody afore. The funny thing was how he seemed in control of himself but at the same time he wasnay cause he was getting led, and yet it was his own hand that held the grip and no the other way about. It took him a wee minute to remember he was angry. His stick knocked against a door. The boy opened it and guided him through it, and then to a chair. Just sit down here, he said, it’ll no be long.
…
Ye okay now?
Sammy had took away his hand; now he lowered himself onto the chair, preparing for the slope.
Ye okay now Mister Samuels?
Sammy sniffed. There was fuck all to say. He wasnay even angry any longer. It was just best the boy went away now, that he got to fuck out the road.
He laid the stick on the floor then sat back, folding his arms. He heard the boy leave.
It was his own fucking stupit fault anyway man know what I mean ye blab, ye just blab.
Hell with it. He could have done with a smoke mind you. Ye would think they would lay on a smokers’ room. Probably they had one for the staff. Ach well fuck it man ye do without. He started humming a song, then stopped. There was fuck all sounds, nothing. The last room had been quiet but here he couldnay hear a thing. Maybe there was naybody here, maybe he was alone. And there had to be stuff lying about. It was an office, know what I’m saying, there had to be. All kinds of bits and pieces. He felt for his stick then reached with it to check the space round where he was sitting: it knocked against things; furniture.
Stupit even thinking about it. Sure as fuck, as soon as he got up and started groping about the fucking door would bust open. With his luck man know what I’m talking about a fucking certainty. Best relaxing, just let it go. What would there be anyway! pencils and fucking pens or something.
Plus the video would be running fuck sake ye kidding.
Sammy yawned. Aw jees man he was tired; everything was an effort. He yawned again; the trouble was this chair, it was so fucking comy; it started off it wasnay but then ye got used to it; ye began by sitting up but gradually ye were just about flat out and lying cause of the slope. Ye felt like kicking off the shoes. Another yawn. Jesus christ. It was just so warm, it felt like they had the central heating turned up full blast.
He actually had good reason to be tired, so a couple of minutes’ shut-eye, a wee doze, it wouldnay go amiss. There was fuck all could happen to him; it’s no as if he was on the edge of a cliff and might roll ower, it was just an office, it was just people.
Which was the fucking problem so ye had to be alert, alert.
Alert as fuck man ye had to be. He sat up, sat forwards, his elbows on his thighs and he breathed out then in, and again, and again. Fresh fucking oxygen. Cause it was all just to make ye fall asleep. That was what it was about; it was a fucking move man the DSS, all so’s yer fucking brains stopped working, so ye couldnay think, in case ye were sorting out some sort of plan. So ye had to stay alert at all costs. All yer senses ye needed them all; ready for anything man know what I’m saying. Sammy once read this book about bats; they have this incredible sense of hearing, it’s sonic or somefuckingthing like they’ve developed their own radar, compensating the blindness. Then too christ almighty that army programme he saw on the telly about this blind guy could stand on one side of a wall and know what was happening on the other. He could actually pick up what was going on in a different room, whereabouts people were standing and all that – like one of these cunts that can bend forks. Except that was amateur night at the Palladium compared to what this blind guy was doing, it was like he had developed some sort of different sense-organ all the gether. Right enough it was congenital. So it maybe wasnay possible for the likes of Sammy. Probably ye had to be a baby; that first few hours ye were led kicking and screaming yer way into the world. Cause all weans are blind at birth. Sammy could mind seeing wee Peter in the hospital cot and worrying if everything was gony work out okay cause ye wouldnay know till later on. Ye saw their eyes but how did ye know they were gony fucking work I mean ye see a shop full of shoes and nayn of them are fucking walking. These things, all these different things.
Are you Mister Samuels?
Yeh. Sammy jerked his head; he hadnay heard her approach.
Then could ye kindly step forward please.
She must have been close. A whiff of perfume or something, fresh soap maybe; this sensation of total and absolute fucking cleanliness man ye could imagine her, blouse parted at the neck, the top two buttons open, hints of sweet mystery, then the smart skirt and jacket, the jewellery, and then that what’s-the-word fucking eh – class or something who knows, style, he was up from the chair: follow that swish; every whim baby, on ye go. Whereabouts? he said.
Ye’ll find a seat to your left, just in between the desks.
Sammy tapped the stick as he went. He bumped into something. More like a table than a desk, he worked his way roundabout it. Another table, or else a desk. The way his stick tapped ye couldnay tell. He stopped a wee minute.
Just forward now to your left, she said, between the desks.
Christ almighty how far to the left was she talking about? He poked the stick about till he found the space, and moved forwards, it was a tight squeeze and his left knee banged into something.
The chair’s in front of ye now, just sit down.
It was an ordinary chair thank fuck cause he forgot to check it out. He sat up straight to give his spine a rest, kept his hand on the stick.
You’re asserting sightloss in both eyes eh Mister Samuels?
That’s right. Sammy turned his head; her voice seemed to be coming from somewhere along to the side.
What does it comprise?
Eh, just I cannay see. He tried to shift the chair but it was stuck to the floor.
What precisely d’ye mean, everything?
Yeh.
Ye cant see anything at all?
No. Sammy shifted again; her voice was definitely coming from somewhere else now and ye got the feeling she was moving about.
And ye say this happened without prior warning?
Yeh.
No signs of progressive deterioration?
Naw I mean it was just like I says to the boy there, I woke up and that was that.
There was a silence for a wee bit and now when she spoke her voice was coming from nearer the direction he was facing: And this was during a time ye were custody of the police?
That’s right.
You’re asserting ye were subject to a physical beating by members of the police department?
What?
…
What d’ye say?
They gave ye a doing?
They gave me a doing?
That’s what’s entered here.
Well I dont like the way it sounds.
I’m only reading out what ye told the Preliminary Officer; he entered the phrase in quotation marks to indicate these were yer own very words. Was he mistaken in this do you feel?
Look I cannay remember what I said exactly; as far as know I just telt him I lost my sight last Monday or Tuesday, I woke up and it was away.
Are ye denying these were the words used?
I dont know, I cannay remember: I didnay use physical beating but I know that.
Sammy gripped the stick.
She carried on talking: What’s entered here is the phrase ‘they gave me a doing’, and it’s entered expressly as a quotation. But it’s a colloquialism and not everyone who deals with yer claim will understand what it means. I felt that it was fair to use physical beating by way of an exposition but if you would prefer something else…is there anything else ye can think of?
It was a fight.
Pardon?
Look, what does it say?
They gave ye a doing.
Can I change it?
No, I’m sorry, but ye can add to it for purposes of clarification; if ye wish to clarify what you mean then ye can do.
Sammy rubbed at his chin, moving the flesh at the jawbone. He should have shaved, it was a mistake no to. He sniffed then said: They were using physical restraints.
She tapped this into the computer and spoke at the same time:
Yer own words always remain entered anyway Mister Samuels. Do ye wish to add anything further.
Naw just leave it.
Fine. Now there are two bands of dysfunction; those with a cause that is available to verification, and those that remain under the heading pseudo-spontaneous. The former band may entitle the customer to Dysfunctional Benefit but those in the latter may not. But both bands entitle the customer to a reassessment of his or her physical criteria in respect of full-function job registration, given the dysfunction is established.
He reached into his pocket for the tobacco, but stopped.
Now Mister Samuels I see ye are not seeking compensation.
That’s right.
Mmm.
…
When she spoke now she carried on tapping the keyboard: The fact that ye’re not seeking compensation in respect of the alleged physical restraints may be registered by some as an inconsistency, I just wonder if ye’re aware of that.
Look I’m saying I got the dysfunction cause of the physical restraints, it wasnay spontaneous I mean I didnay just lose it cause of nothing, it was something, whatever it was I dont know but it was something. So I’ve got to register that. I mean that’s all I’m doing, registering it here like I’m supposed to; I’m no being cheeky, if I’m entitled to benefit then I’m entitled to benefit. If I’m no I’m no. Know what I mean, that’s all I’m saying.
Yes well the police department is empowered to restrain the customer Mister Samuels and certainly if the customer is then in receipt of a dysfunction, and this dysfunction is shown to be an effect of the restraints applied then the customer is entitled to submit an application to this department in respect of Dysfunctional Benefit and if it is approved then the benefit is awarded.
Aye well that’s all I’m saying miss it was restraints, they were doing restraints and I wound up blind I mean I agree with that. Sammy reached for his tobacco but stopped.
I would point out the inconsistency however Mister Samuels: on the one hand you say that is the case; on the other hand I can imagine some saying, well if it’s true why is he not taking any action?
…
Why is he not taking any action?
Aye but I am taking action, I’m coming here to get a benefit.
They would tend to assume that one who receives a physical dysfunction at the hands of another, on the balance of probability, would take action against this other for due recompence.
Sammy smiled and shook his head. Look miss what I’m saying is the polis didnay intend to make me lose my sight I mean if they went at me with a blade and then dug out my eyes then I’d be straight in for compensation, know what I mean, but they didnay, they gave me physical restraints, and I wound up with a dysfunction. If it was intentional, if they had done it intentional, well fair enough – compensation, I would be in for it immediately; no danger. Okay? I’m no being cheeky, I appreciate what ye’re telling me.
She went at it on the computer for a while.
I just want to leave it the way it is, muttered Sammy and he glanced at his wrist but had fuck all watch on and he couldnay have seen it even if he had. Fucking smoke man they dont even let ye have a fucking smoke.
Ye must understand also Mister Samuels that if as you suggest the alleged dysfunction is an effect of physical restraints and is established as such then the secondary factor arises in respect of those restraints, and this secondary factor may become primary, why were those restraints being exercised…
Ye want to know like?
…
Ye want to know about the restraints?
No I dont want to know Mister Samuels but ye must understand that it would tend to cast doubt on the question of causation; you could find yerself in the invidious situation where it is argued, on the balance of probability, that it was you yerself that caused the alleged dysfunction, that you were the primary cause.
Sammy knew that was coming. He fucking knew it. Obvious as fuck. He bit on the skin at the corner of his left thumb.
Would ye like to add something?
It was aye the same. He folded his arms.
Mister Samuels?
Aye?
Do ye have anything to add?
Sammy sat forwards on the chair and gripped his knees: I’m saying there was physical restraints, right? and the upshot was I went blind, I got sightloss: that’s what I’m saying.
…
What is there something wrong in that?
It’s not a question of wrongness we’re only filling out an application.
You’re saying I should go after compensation?
I beg yer pardon Mister Samuels I’m not saying anything of the sort.
Well what then? I mean the way you’re talking I’d be as well no even bothering. I mean basically that’s what ye’re saying, dont bother, that’s what ye’re telling me christ almighty, I’m no eh I mean – come on; here I am I mean I’m blind, I know it wasnay the polis’s fault they’re only doing their bloody job, how did they know what would happen they didnay, they didnay know, I’m no blaming them, no in that way, it wasnay bloody intentional I mean I admit that christ… Sammy shook his head, then he was aware of the keyboard. Are ye putting that down?
I beg yer pardon?
Christ almighty. Sorry… Look miss I didnay know ye were gony write all that down, I mean…
Is there something you’d like withdrawn? Are you asking that I withdraw something?
I dont even know what I said.
Well if ye wish to add something…
Sammy sniffed. He rubbed his eyes. They were itchy. He wasnay gony lose his temper. He shouldnay lose his temper anyway cause it was his own fault, as per fucking usual. If he was gony get angry then he should kick fuck out himself cause he was the fucking idiot, fucking him, naybody else. He reached into his pocket and brought out the tobacco. He turned the packet over, twiddled it between his fingers. He took a short breath, then a longer yin. It was a case of screwing the nut. It was his belly just, the ribcage. A case of relaxing, relaxing. Ye let it go, ye just let it go. He listened to the keyboard. It was fucking pointless. So ye leave it.
Sammy smiled, he shook his head.
Maybe I didnt love you
just as much as I should have
maybe I didnt see you
just as often as I could have
Fuck them. Fuck them. He sighed and leant back on the chair; he should have fucking went to sleep, he shouldnay have woke up either neither he should. Fuck them.
She was talking, fuck her. Fuck ye hen. Sammy lifted the stick then got himself onto his feet. Bla bla bla.
The Medical Benefits Office of the Police Department has its own procedures Mister Samuels.
Is that a fact?
…
Sammy stood for a moment then he said: Can I take a form away with me and fill it in myself?
Ye can yes; but ye do realise there is a stipulated period of time in claims like these: you assert the dysfunction took place on Tuesday last?
Tuesday aye.
Then ye’ve eight more days excluding Sundays. I must also advise ye that even should you fill in a new form the present one remains on file as part of the scheduled evidence.
Can ye no just scrub it.
No. I can however withdraw yer application.
Well ye might as well I mean I’m as well just bloody chucking it.
…
Eh?
Mister Samuels if ye feel that you have sightloss then it is in yer own interest to register it in respect of the physical criteria required for full-function job registration.
Aye.
What happens if you are sent on Community Work Provision under the current terms of contract? If ye cant see then ye’ll prove incapable of fulfilling these terms. I strongly advise ye to register just now.
Aye but…
It’s only a matter of registering the dysfunction, in your case sightloss; if it is established then the physical criteria in respect of job registration will alter accordingly.
I know what ye’re saying.
This means you become available for certain types of work and only those types of work. Some jobs demand the capacity of sightloss dysfunction; others dont.
Right.
So do ye consider this is a thing ye might want to do?
Yeh.
The argument now becomes purely medical. Their authorities will request reports.
Fine.
You’ll still be asked to attend the PDMBO in person, I should advise ye of that, but it’s a formality in respect of the onset question. The Police department’s medical authorities must determine a date on which ye received yer dysfunction. Obviously if ye assert ye became in receipt of this while in custody of their own officers then they become obliged to seek a fuller clarification. It’s always a formality in claims of this nature.
Aye. Sammy sniffed. Ye see miss I’m no actually sure when I got the sightloss, it might have been earlier, it might have been last Saturday, in fact I think it was last Saturday.
I thought you said it was Tuesday?
Yeh but it might have been Saturday.
Are ye sure?
Well I’m no positive.
But it might have been?
The more I think about it, aye, cause that day’s went totally out my memory I mean it’s a blank, so I think maybe that’ll be it, that’ll be how it happened.
And that was before ye got taken into police custody?
Aye, yeh.
And do ye have a certificate from an authorised medical practitioner? She was tapping into the computer while she spoke.
No yet, I’m making an appointment the morrow morning. I hope to see the doctor on Monday.
Well ye should provide the department with a copy of the medical report as soon as possible.
That’s what I was gony do.
Fine.
Sammy sniffed. So is that my claim for Dysfunctional Benefit scrubbed now?
Well I’m afraid not, it is withdrawn though.
How d’ye mean like it stays on the computer?
Yes, but it’s filed as a withdrawn claim.
See if I change my mind…
What about Mister Samuels?
Well I dont know yet, but if I do I mean if I do change my mind… What happens then?
That depends, on what ye were changing yer mind about. These situations are particular.
Right.
Do ye have anything in mind?
Naw no really.
Again I advise you on the stipulated periods Mister Samuels, if ye assert the dysfunction occurred on the Saturday rather than the Tuesday then yer application period is reduced to five days.
Right, thanks.
Could ye sign here please? She put a pen into his hand and guided it to what felt like a wee machine; she held his index finger to a spot inside it. Just here, she said.
The smell of her perfume. Sammy said: This could be anything I’m signing! And he smiled. I’m just kidding.
No ye’re quite right Mister Samuels, I should have mentioned, this is a statutory disclaimer to state that ye’ve come here and explained the situation to the best of yer ability in the full awareness that any knowingly false statements can result in the withdrawal of any or all allowances from any or all sections of this department of state; and that any action taken by this department of state will neither preclude nor negate a further action that may be contemplated by any other department of state.
Sammy signed; then there was a ripping noise and she put a piece of paper into his hand. Yer receipt, she said, it acknowledges yer claim for re-registration.
He put it in his pocket then got his stick. For some fucking reason he gave her a cheerio before leaving. When he reached the door he thought he heard her heels clipping away. Maybe going for her lunch. He could imagine her walking across the floor. Sammy knew this kind of woman. Totally beautiful in a weird way; didnay matter what like she was, her build, nothing. Dead sexual as well. Sometimes they wear these smart-cut suits, their blouses are low-cut and they’re beautiful and ye’re at a total disadvantage; even her voice caws the feet from under ye. Ye meet them everywhere too in these official capacities, that’s the best of it – worst I should say. Who’s that woman actress with the husky voice? she gives ye a look and ye cannay come back from it; everywhere she goes she reduces men to silence. Sometimes they have her playing the main part in detective movies. Even without the gun but, a square go man, ye’d still be in trouble. Course sometimes it’s a different type of woman all the gether.
Okay; so that was him fuckt.
A guy doing time once when Sammy was there. He had been in the reserves or something, the territorials, wound up he got sent to some middle east place. He kept getting stuck out in the desert and he caught some kind of terrible disease. Sammy says to him once: How the fuck did ye no just shoot the craw? desert man know what I mean?
Where would I have went? he says.
Anywhere. Fucking Australia. China.
Och you’re dreaming, he says, d’ye know where the middle east is?
The middle east? The middle east’s in the fucking middle east. It’s in between the near fucking east and the far east.
Aye but whereabouts I mean that’s a big area Sammy.
Exactly; a big fucking area, all the better to disappear.
Ah naw, he says, I know what you’re meaning but it’s just the opposite. The bigger the space the easier you’re cattled
Love is like a dying ember,
we’ll stroll hand in hand again
In the twilight I’ll remember
The thing is ye see about Sammy’s situation, the way he thought about things, who knows, it wasnay something ye could get yer head round. Hard to explain. Then these things as well that draw ye in then push ye away I mean fuck sake great, alright ye think alright, it’s good man, it’s okay, I mean who’s gony fucking moan about it, there’s nay moan on, it’s just being practical, realistic, ye’ve just to be realistic, ye approach things in a down-to-earth manner. I mean Sammy was never a moaner.
Fucking hell but it was still a surprise, ye’re surprised by stuff; ordinary stuff – this is what gets ye. Plus yer life itself, if ye want to talk about that I mean that’s a fucking mystery as well. Except each time ye hit the bottom bit it takes longer to get round, to pass back out. Sometimes it’s by the skin of the teeth ye’re holding on, yer fucking eyes clenched shut, yer ears
thinking ye’re fuckt but ye’re no. Sex is a help. Cause it means ye’re fucking alive. Know what I’m talking about, like it or no man ye’re alive, ye’re still in there kicking. A fucking hardon man it can get ye out of trouble: ye go, Fuck sake, well well well, here I am. Jesus christ!
Cause without the sex ye wouldnay know it. It’s true but. That was something Sammy noticed a lot. Without the sex ye’re nothing, ye’re just fucking – who knows man just ye’re fuckt, ye hit the bevy; ye do some dope; whatever. Sometimes ye just sit there or ye lie down; ye’re stuck in the depths, ye’re so far gone there’s nothing there at all, just a fucking blank. One long blank. It gets interrupted by wee clear patches. And in these wee clear patches there’s a bit of ye trying to find a way out like ye’re angling for the means to escape, to get yerself on the mend. There’s another way ye know ye’re on the mend, that’s when ye find yerself humming a tune. Sammy had a conversation with somebody once, no a conversation, the other person was talking and Sammy was listening. It was a visitor. A guy; some Prison Education Officer. A nice person but, considering; he was alright. Anyhow, he’s telling Sammy about a mind experience ye undergo. Ye’ve got to undergo it. If ye dont then that’s you knackt. That was what he said anyway. It was to do with religion. It’s like a boom inside yer head, he says.
Boom boom eh. There was this other yin used to give him lectures, a right fucking windbag so he was I mean this cunt
Ach who cares, who gives a fuck, who fucking gives a fuck. Sammy was weary. Come on, ye’re allowed to get weary, lying in fucking blackness with that fucking stupit radio, all these fucking stupit voices that make ye think of double-helpings of fucking raspberry fucking trifle man with lumps of fresh dairy cream, their voices man telling you, that’s what like they sound, fresh fucking dairy cream from the minute they open their eyes to the day they drop down dead, fucking bastards; and ye keep thinking of these guys ye know that arenay around any longer: one that got done in, he was due a parole; he was all set for it, he went about the place with a big smile on his face, when ye caught him unawares, smiling at nothing till he saw ye looking and he would go dead-pan; if ye spoke to him he kept it serious, he had to keep it serious – trying like fuck no to show how optimistic he was feeling cause it might tempt fate man fuck sake that was what it was, poor bastard, that was what he was fucking worried about, fate. But fucking hell, he was so christ ye know it’s hard to say it because how d’ye know if ye’ve never felt it; no like that guy had felt it; he had stuff going for him different from Sammy – Sammy had blew his life early – but this guy hadnay, he had his missis waiting, a young family, babies and all that shit, he was a cockney. Jesus christ. Then the big day comes – well, it was actually a couple of days afore it – and they found him, in round the back of the laundry, where the pipes were, the boiler-room, in there, that was where they found him; the team had let him have it. And that can fuck ye; every way.
Ah rubbish. Ye aye get by. Who cares man, fucking eedjit, it was his own fault anyway, the guy knew the fucking rules and he fucking abused them man so that was that, end of story.
Sammy was sitting there.
The posture: on the couch with the radio on, the hand under the chin and hunched forwards, thinking about fuck all really except all these stupit memories out of nowhere.
we’ll stroll hand in hand again
What was gony happen to him but that was the real question. That was the one he wasnay asking. No seriously. But it was like the basic thing of it was there in his head, it just couldnay materialise; maybe it was him stopping it. His thumb was propping up his chin. His lower jaw dropped and he stuck it back up, his teeth meeting with a clunking noise; the skin under the chin felt loose, fleshy. The heat from the fire on his face. He shifted position. His back was getting sore again; he wondered what like his body looked. One thought edging its way into his brain, whether he liked it or no, it was about Helen, if she didnay come back he was fuckt. That was that. He was fucking finished. He was. It was gone, whatever it was, it was gone. For a kick-off he would have to leave the house. It was in her name. He would have to go skippering for fuck sake unless maybe something to do with the sightloss maybe ye got special homeless points if ye had went blind. They maybe gave ye a room somewhere. In a special building. Maybe the Blind Asylum. If there was a Blind Asylum. Naybody had said there wasnay. It’s no as if he was fucking special but man I mean he wasnay earmarked for nay fucking glory. So there had to be a place, some sort of central agency where all these sightloss fuckers got a piece of fucking sanctuary man know what I’m talking about, ye think of it, all ower the country ye’ve got these cunts tapping their way about. So there had to be a place.
cause as things were
as things were he was fuckt. If it had been a joint occupancy he would have been fine. But it wasnay. It was in her name only. Anything else would have fuckt the giro. Bad enough with all these spook bastards sniffing around trying to suss ye out. Hitting that DSS with a fresh claim man it was risky, it was aye fucking risky; risky business. Ye were better steering clear – if ye could afford it; the trouble is Sammy couldnay; the options werenay there.
Fuck it, he had to get going, he had to get going; he would get going, it just took a while to get started; it’s no he was lazy, he wasnay lazy, he just needed time to sort things out; once he had that right he could move as fast as any cunt; in fact sometimes he moved too fast for his own fucking good; that was how come he was in this situation. Typical, fucking typical. Nay wonder he didnay like moving fast man see when he did, he fucking
he fuckt things man, he just fuckt things, he fuckt things up.
Plus that radio was driving him nuts.
He turned it off. He found a cassette. But he didnay stick it in. He stood up and wiggled his shoulders about. Exercise is what he needed. He opened the the window two notches. Good feeling the wind and the air. Sometimes it was like the smell of the sea was in yer nostrils, probably it wasnay, but ye never know, Glasgow was quite close to the sea.
Unless it was his fucking feet man they must have been pure fucking mawkit. One thing about this being blind; there was that much going on ye didnay have time to think about nothing else. He felt like a pint and he had the money for a taxi to Glancy’s, but he wasnay going. He couldnay face people; no yet. Plus he would have to explain the situation. He couldnay be bothered, he just couldnay be bothered. He had thought he might find out about Saturday but fuck it, what did it matter, it didnay fucking matter, either it was there or it wasnay.
Then knowing all these cunts were staring at ye and shaking their heads. All that fucking bullshit. Fuck it man.
It was Helen.
And there was that terrible sick feeling in the gut again and he clenched the eyelids tight shut man man man oh jesus his hands covering his eyes. There was something wrong man there was something bloody wrong it was all through him, he felt it, he couldnay get rid of it at all it was fucking there, right fucking there like it was smothering him from the inside out the way filling his fucking head. It was worse than he thought, definitely worse than he thought. Things man, they were fucking bad, they were bad
He got his legs and feet onto the settee, lay with his head on the side arm, trying to get comfortable.
It’s like how ye get weary of it all. Everything. When that door fucking slams shut behind ye. I’m talking about when he went inside because when he came out he couldnay have telt ye if it slammed shut at all because he never fucking noticed, all he saw was the way ahead. But that second time he came out he was so fucking weary he didnay even make it to the end of the road. So fucking tired out man drained, he was so drained he just didnay want to know, telling you he was so fucking christ all he did was hit the first pub and fucking stayed there till he must have been well pissed but it was just cause he was knackt, totally knackt, he couldnay have cared less if the screws had come and got a grip of him and telt him there was some mistake, back ye go.
Christ that surprises ye because it doesnay surprise ye. Know what I’m saying? and that makes ye smile.
after twenty years of marriage
It’s the first time you havent made the bed
And the reason we’re not talking
there’s so little to say we havent said
Fuck ye.
The feet needed a soak but. It was these stupit trainers being too wee. The toes were cramped and it felt like there was a jaggy nail digging into the side of one and it was probably bleeding for all he knew. It was these stupit wee things that were gony fuck him, cutting the toe nails and aw that. He was gony have to have a go but. What else?
He did need a fucking wash. A bath, a real yin, a lie down and a steep. Ye couldnay do much damage there; surely to fuck.
Mind you there was nothing wrong with going for a pint for christ sake it was a Friday night man know what I’m saying, he was fucking entitled. That was one thing ye did qualify for, a fucking pint on a Friday night.
Ach it was too late. If he was going he should have went.
He got up and shoved on a tin of soup, stuck two slices of bread under the grill. The music was playing. Okay:
the things ye could do and the things ye couldnay do; that was what he was thinking about. Ye couldnay write things down. Well ye could but ye couldnay fucking read them back again; ye had to commit them to memory.
Some fucking chance of that man he had a memory like a fucking sieve. Well he just had to learn. That was what it was down to, trial and error. There was a lot of bits and pieces, all needing attention. The stick as well, he had to get it painted, that was a fucking prifuckingority. He definitely had an auld 2½ litre tin of white gloss somewhere in the lobby press. But he would need some bastard to come in and fucking look it out for him because it was stuck in with a pile of other fucking tins and ye wouldnay be able to tell the difference.
He shoved another cassette in and waited. Snap. He couldnay listen to this yin either. Helen had a liking for romantic love songs. She denied they were romantic love songs but they were. There again
jesus christ he needed to concentrate to bloody concentrate. He needed to get things right, get them sortit. He lifted the grill pan out and felt the bread, just about ready. Another couple of minutes for the soup. She was probably away seeing her weans. Or else maybe away with that pal of hers from the pub. Sammy had forgot about her, the woman Helen palled about with. Probably she had went to stay with her for a couple of nights, cause she was fucking sick of him man who could fucking blame her, ye couldnay, she was dead right man dead right. People’s lives. What do they know? they know fuck all. They can do even less. Mind you it was funny bumping into Charlie. No that funny, it was in a boozer down near Glasgow Cross and he was just back from a meeting. Good guy Charlie, still throwing bombs. Nice to see he had lightened up a bit. At one time ye couldnay talk to the cunt. A change of tactics but that was all it was. Some folk just keep going man they push ahead. And that’s what the cunts dont like, they want ye to fucking do yerself in. See if ye dont but, see if ye go and fucking attack, then that’s them man they’re fuckt. Ye have to start looking on the bright side. Whatever: ye dont take it lying down – that’s an invitation to stick in the boot man that’s all that is.
Sammy buttered the toast. He was hungry. He was gony have to do a real shop, get in some real grub, a stack of stuff. Afore he went skint.
When Samuels went blind he was thirty-eight
he was thirty eight years of age
and the sun didnt shine
no that old sun it didnt shine
yeh he’s going back down the road one more time
poor boy
going back down that road one more time
He sometimes did that, made up a song; the words came first then the music. Naw, that’s fucking wrong, they came the gether; they came the gether.
The thing about Sammy, it isnay that he didnay like talking politics he just didnay want to feel guilty. Charlie aye made him feel guilty. In fact he didnay make him feel guilty at all, he tried to: he failed. So it was good seeing him more relaxed. Ye could actually fucking talk for a change. And they had some good stuff to talk about.
When Samuels went blind he was thirty-eight
he was thirty eight years of age
and the sun didnt shine
no that sun it didnt shine
Fuck it man he switched on the radio, lifted out the cassette. Sometimes the voices drowned ye out. The incredible lives being led elsewhere in this poxy country, like a fucking fairy story. Ye couldnay believe yer ears at some of the stuff ye heard. Ye go about yer business, eating yer dinner and all that, washing the dishes; and ye listen to these voices. Ye think fucking christ almighty what the fuck’s going on. Sammy couldnay even see. He couldnay even fucking see man know what I’m talking about, and he still had to listen to them, these fucking bampot bastards. And ye get angrier and angrier, angrier and angrier, till ye feel like ramming yer fist through the fucking kitchen window and with a bit a luck ye’ll slice right through the main artery, that big yin man that yin right there in yer fucking wrist, the big yin.
What does it matter. What does it matter.



He woke up, the radio was still going. His hand touched the fireplace; he was lying on the floor between the fire and the settee. His neck was stiff and he was sweaty. His own fault, he had stretched out on the rug. There was a scratching, maybe somebody working in the house through the wall, or else mice fuck sake and he was up onto his elbows, wee bastards, he didnay fancy them running ower the top of his face. Maybe it was rats. The building was fucking riddled with them. One time him and Helen were coming home and they were waiting on the lift, and when the fucking door opened one of them strolled out. How d’ye like it. Telling ye man bold as fuck, if it had been raining the cunt would have carried a brolly.
He got onto the settee and felt around for the tobacco. Some guy was on the radio, a caller answering questions on the phone-in line. What the hell time was it? Mice or rats; come near him and he’d fucking eat them, fur and all, bite their fucking heads off. They wouldnay come near him. Animals arenay daft, they twig it for themselves. Like these angry dogs ye see that try to intimidate ye with a look. Then when they look too long they see ye dont give a fuck, they sense it, so they leave ye alone. Cats as well, but they check the going’s clear and give ye a snarl first. They know ye dont give a fuck. So they leave ye alone. One thing about animals, they always play percentages. Maybe no. Maybe it’s a load of fucking shite. All these different ways ye have of kidding yerself on.
Sammy got up off his arse and went to make a last cup of tea before hitting the sack.
The Health & Welfare opened from 9.30 to 11 o’clock on Saturday mornings and there wasnay any quacks on the premises; receptionists and medics was all ye saw. Sammy went early to give himself a better chance of getting an appointment for Monday. Any bus from the main drag took him. At the corner of the street he tapped his way along. It was the second close. When he got near he kept his hand patacaking the tenement wall till he arrived inside. People queuing outside the door. He had the shades on, tapping forward slowly so if he did hit somebody it wouldnay be hard. His foot kicked an empty can. A woman spoke to him. She sounded auld. Ye blind son? she says.
Aye.
Ye wanting the doctor?
Aye well making an appointment.
Here, she said, taking his arm and positioning him. They’ll be open in a wee minute.
Sammy leaned against the wall, propped the stick, trapping it with his hip; he took the tobacco out and rolled a smoke. Other people came in behind him. A man had started talking. His voice came from the front of the queue but ye knew he was wanting everybody to hear. Some kind of rubbish about fuck knows what it just made ye irritated to listen to the cunt. Then a woman joined in to back him up. Fucking wild. Sammy coughed twice and a lump of catarrh landed between his teeth. He was gony move outside to get rid of it but changed his mind and swallowed it down. He had felt a slight pressure against his right arm, up near the shoulder. It was somebody in the queue leaning into him, from behind; his shoulder was actually pressing against Sammy’s and ye had to wonder if the guy had noticed he was doing it or was it just straight absentminded? it couldnay be a woman, that was fucking obvious.
Then it stopped. Ye got a light mate?
Sammy waited. It sounded like the guy was talking to him but ye couldnay be sure. He heard a low muttering and somebody chuckled. His fag had gone out, he dropped it to the ground and scraped his shoe ower where he thought it had landed, acting like everything was okay. There was more muttering. It would be great if they all introduced themselves instead of this fucking
It was amazing how exposed ye felt: Sammy had flexed his shoulders automatically and he knew he had done it because of the idea he was set for a thump in the back. He tried to relax. It was fucking terrible but; nay wonder ye were tired all the time. I’m no saying it would have been an intentional thump, just that it was there, the idea of it man it was there, it was fucking – it wasnay good, it wasnay good, the feeling.
When the door did open the auld woman took him by the wrist. He was gony ask if he could take her wrist instead but didnay want to create a fuss so he said fuck all except, Thanks missis.
She guided him through two doorways and onto a seat. He took off the glasses, rubbed at his eyes. He touched the back of his ears where they had been hurting. He had bumps here, he had always had them, even as a boy; they were probably natural But the spoke bits of the specs aye seemed to rest on top of them and it got on yer fucking nerves. Unless the woman had selt him a pair that were too wee; her in the chemist shop, if she hadnay got him the right fucking fit. Folk dont always bother. The chair wasnay very comfortable either. A few months since he had been here last and unless things had changed all the chairs in the reception room were different; all shapes and sizes. Sometimes ye landed a good yin but more often than not ye didnay and ye were surprised the bastard didnay collapse under ye. There was even a couple of these crazy big ancient efforts with hand rests; other yins were just kitchen chairs and they were drawn in tight the gether so there was hardly any space between yours and the next yin, and yer knees were aye touching yer neighbour’s; it was like being on the subway when it was chokablok, all the usual formalities were out the window; even nice looking lassies man they had to give up the ghost and let their thighs touch yours.
Ach it was good having a seat but who’s kidding who. All these business type chores, ye just had to knuckle down, they could all be solved if ye were patient. It’s no that Sammy was a patient guy by nature but he could be practical, and he was well used to getting the boring stuff attended to. If no he would be fucking dead. So getting a bus and all that, it was a fucking dawdle. Walking down the road? easy the peasie; on ye go, no fucking danger, the bold Sammy, how far, how fucking far, ye just take it
to the limit
one more tie-yime.
Sammy shook his head slightly, smiling. Later the auld woman touched him on the arm: That’s you now son, she said. She led him to the counter.
Thanks missis.
Yes? It was the receptionist. She had one of these mental ding dong middle-class accents ye get in Glasgow that go up and down all the time and have these big long sounds. Eh just an appointment, said Sammy, for Monday morning.
An appoiointment? For Monday mawwrning!
That was the way she went; fucking wild.
Yeh, said Sammy, I need to see the doctor eh I went blind last week. I’ve to get a form off him for the DSS. They telt me to come this morning to make sure, cause it was important.
Wait a minute now would you, what’s your name?
Eh Samuels.
Initials?
S.
And are you registered here?
Yeh.
For how long have ye been registered?
Eh
More then a year or less then a year?
Less.
Oh. And could a medical officer not give you this form?
No.
You’re very sure.
I’ll need to get examined first.
Examined! by the doctor?
Eh yeh, aye.
Mmmm. And it’s the DSS who told you to come?
Aye.
Well could you tell me what you’re complaining of?
Eh sightloss.
And it’s from last week?
Right, yeh.
You havent been examined by a doctor?
Naw no yet that’s how
And you want to see the doctor on Monday morning?
Yeh.
For an examination?
Yeh.
Do you know it’s very short notice?
Yeh, sorry.
Because you see I’m not sure whether we can fit you in, I’m very sorry, but it’s emergencies only when you’re inside the three-day period.
That’s how I’ve come in in person instead of phoning. I could only get to see the DSS yesterday afternoon, they’ve said it’s crucial I get it right away.
Did they?
They telt me I was to get it without fail.
Without fail? I wonder what they meant by that?
It’s because the police department are involved.
The police department?
It’s a matter between the two of them. If there’s any difficulty ye’ve to phone them.
I’ve to phone them? Phone who?
The police I suppose.
She sighed. I’ll have to look up the book. You’re telling me it’s for a clinical examination?
Aye I mean that’s how it needs an actual doctor… Sammy shrugged.
Mmm.
Aye fuck you too. Sammy heard her flipping over the pages. He hated these people. Naw he didnay, he just found them fucking stupit. He took off the shades and rubbed behind his ears, especially the right one which was sore, although it was the left yin giving him the noise problems; but there ye go.
Ten forty-five, she said.
Monday morning?
Is that not what you asked for?
Yeh, yeh that’s fine, aye. Sammy stood for a minute then turned to leave.
Take your appointment card, she said.
Where is it?
The card was put into his hand.
Out in the close he rolled a smoke. He had decided: he was going for a fucking pint. These wee victories; ye’ve got to celebrate them. Otherwise ye forget ye’ve won them. Saturday dinnertime man come on, ye didnay have to be a fucking alky to fancy a couple of beers. Alright he had been itching. So what? It wasnay a big deal christ if ye couldnay have a pint at Saturday dinnertime ye would be as well throwing in the towel aw the gether. Fucking life I’m talking about.
But he wasnay going to Glancy’s he was going to the fucking local man the bokel, that was where he was going. Wee boys and would-be hardmen. But so what; he wasnay in the mood for a wander.
He did have a hell of a drouth but being honest. Aye the same when ye’ve had official business and ye’ve went ahead and got it ower and done with. Usually ye’re fuckt. Same yesterday when he came out the DSS, he had wanted to hit the first boozer. He didnay. He walked on past, gritting his teeth and breathing in. Mind you it wasnay hard to avoid; the pub was across the road from the entrance to the place and ye were never sure who ye were talking to, all these fucking spooks doing their assimilate-with-the-natives routine. Imagine getting drunk and blabbing in there man ye would wind up sindied, no more giros for you ya cunt.
A week off the bevy but ye couldnay grumble with that. Plus the fact Saturdays were definitely different I mean it was a tradition; even down in England, they done the same down there. Yer couple of pints with the telly sport; the racing, the football previews, the snooker; the crack was aye good.
Then on his way back home he would pick up some messages from the local minimarket.
Okay.
The sun. Sammy could feel it when he walked up the road. Nice time of year this, spring, especially late spring; when it came. The building trade wasnay a bad job then. If cunts left ye alone. But mainly they did. Unless yer ganger was an idiot they let ye get on with it. That was how Sammy quite liked it. The auld building game. He stopped to roll a fag but it was a bad idea with the breeze roundabout here.
This being blind, one thing he was gony miss; how the fuck can ye wander? Cause ye dont go out unless ye’re going someplace, someplace in particular. Plus there’s nay point wandering if ye cannay see fuck all and Sammy liked looking about, watching the office lassies and the shop lassies, these yins that worked in the style-shops; fucking beautiful man no kidding ye christ almighty see once summer starts! every year it’s the same, surrounded by all these bodies; everywhere ye look there’s long legs and tits. What ye call beautiful agony! Beautiful agony. Was there no a movie called that? There fucking should have been if there wasnay.
He had arrived at the top of the walkway and now tapped his way around between the building next to his and the wee line of shops inside the square. He needed a slash. Which was one more reason for hitting the pub. Except the hassle. It was gony be mobbed and as far as he could remember the toilet was down the left hand side. Maybe it wasnay. He would find it but, nay danger. Who was that blind guy in history again? Fuck me man there’s a million blind guys in history. Aye but some special one. Was he no an officer in some army or other? Sammy could mind reading about him once in a novel. A French novel maybe. Or Russian. He sat on this big white horse and led the troops. Well he didnay fucking lead the troops, he just sat there like Chief Crazy Horse sending the team down to capture Colonel Custer – nay wonder they scalped the cunt with all that yellow hair he had
Somebody was talking and then stopped. It sounded like two or three folk, they were coming up behind him. He slowed down till they passed. The talking started again once they were ahead of him, and one of them laughed. Nay wonder ye wound up paranoiac!
Naw but ye hear cunts laughing and ye dont know what the fuck they’re laughing about. All ye know is what ye know; that ye’re wearing a pair of stupit sunglasses and carrying a fucking stupit stick, with these fucking smelly auld fucking stupit fucking trainers on yer feet ten sizes too wee for ye!
He bumped into a wall on his left, tapped on for a wee bit then stopped. What fucking wall was it? Where the hell was he? He had come up the steps from across the square. Five minutes ago for christ sake he didnay seem to be getting anywhere; maybe he was fucking going in circles. Ye cannay even walk for fuck sake know what I’m talking about ye cannay even fucking walk.
Right right right relax, relax. His fucking wrist was sore but. It was cause there was nay handle on the stick. It was awkward.
So. What was he gony do now? Well he was gony walk, that’s what he was gony do. Where to? Jesus christ. Amazing. Life.
Okay. The boozer couldnay have been too far from where he was cause he had come up the steps and hadnay banged into nothing out the ordinary – ye didnay count the wall, there was fuck all unusual about that. So he should have been on tack.
Fuck it man he wasnay gony go to the pub at all, he was just going home. And that was that. Hell with it. The minimarket for some tobacco, plus a loaf and a pint of milk, a couple of tins of stuff. Nothing ambitious. Then the lift and home.
It’s funny the way ye get. Ye’re better no thinking about it. Ye’re better just to fucking
He turned back. It was the best thing. He transferred the stick to his left hand to give his right a rest, but he still wasnay very good with the left and a few steps on he returned it to the right. Plus the fact with his right he could keep in better contact with the wall. A dog barked quite close. Imagine if ye were blind from birth, ye wouldnay know what the fuck a dog was, all ye would hear was this woofing noise man it would be fucking horrendous, ye would probably think it was some crazy cunt instead! At least he knew what things were, what things were. A nightmare! Nah it wasnay a nightmare fuck off.
It wasnay too bad it was just christ almighty
Ye had to be careful; that’s all. More careful than other cunts. Nothing special in that. Anybody with any kind of dysfunction, they would all be the same. Even just if ye had lost yer legs, ye would still have to be extra careful. Nothing wrong with that. Ye just screwed the nut. And ye took it easy, ye didnay panic, it was too easy to panic, ye could feel it come on ye and ye just had to safeguard it, that it didnay happen, ye just watched yerself – ye were careful. He hit a space, tapped into it; he got to the wall and patacaked; it was a corner, he went round it and the wall was still there where it should have been a window, the chemist shop window. Ah well he was expecting something so fair enough I mean he knew he had took a wrong turning so okay man fair enough. It wasnay stone, the wall; it was some kind of metal and there was an empty sound when he slapped it. A car engine was revving. Unless it was the lock-ups. If he had took a wrong direction from the top of the walkway then that’s probably what it was, he had went at an angle and blundered through a gap.
So he was at the back of the building across from his own. Which side but? Christ he wasnay even sure it was that building! Seriously but how ye did know? ye didnay; ye were just guessing. Well it was one or the other, there only were two; there was a third yin but it was a good quarter a mile away man he couldnay have blundered that fucking much. The car engine still revving. He tapped his away along in that direction. When he got close he called: Hullo there! Hullo there!
Whoever it was had a radio blasting; it was a sports’ programme. Sammy shouted: Hullo there!
A guy called: Aye what is it?
The car stopped revving but Sammy still spoke loud: Naw just eh… I cannay see eh…I’m blind; I’ve lost my bearings. I’ve lost my bearings.
…
Any chance of pointing me round to the shops?
Nay bother my man nay bother.
Sammy heard him shifting tools then calling: You stay here… Then he was beside Sammy: Okay? he said.
Aye.
Right… He took Sammy by the wrist and they set off, walking slow. No a bad day eh?
Aye no bad, said Sammy, as long as the rain keeps off. I was heading for a pint but I took a wrong direction.
What ye wanting to go to the pub?
Naw naw, no now, naw, changed my mind: I’ll be fine once I get to the shops.
Cause I’ll take ye there if ye want I mean it’s no a problem,
Naw naw ta, I’m giving it a miss.
Maybe just as well, said the guy, fucking drink eh!
Aye ye’re no kidding. Heh d’ye mind if I take your wrist instead of you taking mine?
Naw not at all, on ye go.
Ta, I’m finding it easier this way.
Nay bother my man nay bother. Aye, he said, I’m trying to get the jalopy on the road.
Aw right, aye.
Heap of fucking scrap, being honest with ye! The lassie’s getting merrit in a fortnight. Liverpool. Me and the missis are heading down for it. Fucking headache but and I’m no kidding ye. Even if ye do get it on the road, know what I mean, taking it all that distance! fucking murder – they motorway garages too it’s a fucking arm and a leg. Be better getting a bus; cheaper in the long run as well. It’s the fucking wedding presents – the house is stowed out with them; all the faimly and the neighbours and that – so I’ve got to stuff them in. Wells Fargo. Ye merrit yerself?
Aye, said Sammy: he couldnay be bothered saying naw.
The guy chatted on, walking him to the minimarket door. If he hadnay opened the door Sammy might just have headed for the building. Instead he got the messages. Ye were supposed to do it self-service but it was the same guy as yesterday and he was good and okay about it and shouted on somebody to get the milk and bread.
So then he was on the last lap and into the building, pushing through the glass door. It swung shut then seemed to check and open again like somebody had caught it and nipped in behind him. He got across to the lift and found the button. He was thinking stupit things. He listened hard and heard nothing and nay wonder he heard nothing cause there was nothing to hear. Getting into the house would be good. He was gony go straight to bed. He would take the radio with him and listen to the football. Just lying down out the road, that was what he felt like. Out of danger. Ye just seemed to get panicky ower the least wee thing like the coordination got affected; cause ye couldnay see ye started hearing things. Then yer fucking imagination got to work.
He was cold too and that was funny; how the fuck was he cold? He needed to get warm, he needed to get fucking christ almighty safe or something, maybe he was coming down with the flu, maybe that was what it was. It would explain how come he was like this cause he wasnay usually like this man nervous as fuck. That lift as well for christ sake where was it! sometimes it took years. Fucking weans playing hide and seek. These bastard junkies man shooting up and keeping the doors jammed. It was coming. He took off the shades and shoved them in his pocket, stepped to the side and hid the stick as best he could. Two people came out. Okay, he found the thing and pressed it. The lift was moving. Great. That was what lifts done, they moved, the fuckers went up. Or down – depending on what button ye pressed, as the bishop said to the actress. The bishop said to the actress man ye wonder if there ever was a fucking bishop!
Christ, that sounded like his fayther, the kind of thing he used to say!
Nervous fucking nervous why was he so fucking nervous! ye wanted to fucking scream it man! ye were nervous, jesus christ. Ye had to cope but ye had to cope, ye just had to fucking cope, cope. The lift was stopping. The doors opened. And along the corridor, felt for the nameplate on the door. Thank fuck, he said when he stuck the chubb in the lock and it fitted. But lo and behold it wasnay needed. Okay. He shoved in the yale immediately, turned it, and the door opened. He pushed it and stepped inside, closed it. He called on Helen: Is that you? Helen!
Nay answer.
Helen…! This time he said it in a loud whisper: Helen! Ye there?
…
Alright man alright; he took off his jacket and hung it on the peg; it was just how folk could be in the house and how would ye know, ye wouldnay, ye would have to wander about listening for sounds; breathing and all that. Never mind. He put the bread and milk on the kitchen counter and went to the toilet. It wasnay the first time he had forgot to double-lock the door with the chubb. It wouldnay be the last. I mean for christ sake one day he had forgot to shut the bloody thing I mean actually shut it! He had left it open all the gether man, the fucking door I’m talking about. Just as well Helen hadnay left for her work. Wild.
Anyway. Every wee detail, ye wind up making a mountain out a molehill. A raving fucking loonie man that’s what ye end up. Ye have to watch yerself. That was a thing inside. So many cunts were paranoid.
Stuff heavy on top of ye. Ye felt like pushing up the way, getting it to fuck off yer shoulders. Like that feeling ye get when ye stand at the edge of a cliff and ye look out to sea and the wind’s blowing and a tanker’s way out on the horizon and ye feel as if ye’re really fucking out in the open and so christ almighty the opposite of hemmed in, the opposite
So what Sammy was feeling was the opposite of the opposite, in other words he fucking was hemmed in man know what I’m saying, hemmed in; and it was gony get worse, afore it got better; that was a certainty, it was gony get worse. He needed to do better, he really needed to do better. His entire approach had to be changed. The whole set-up. Everything. He had to alter everything. There was all these different things needed doing and he was the man. Naybody else. If he didnay do them they wouldnay get done. They wouldnay get done if he didnay do them. Simple as that. His life had changed. Ye had to accept it. It’s like he wasnay accepting it. It’s like he was going about as if he wasnay blind, as if he didnay think of himself as blind but was just meeting up with all these obstacles and fucking things he kept fucking bumping fucking into. His life had changed, it had changed. The sooner he accepted that the better. But he wanted his life to change anyway I mean it was fucking rubbish.
Ach he was going to bed. He was hungry but so what, the grub he didnay eat now was the grub he would eat later. Fuck Helen. Fuck her.
Sammy was in the living-room, about to get the radio and bring it back to the bedroom, but he left it where it was. He switched it on and sat down. Maybe he would paint the fucking stick. A whole week now she had been away. Nay wonder he was upset. Naw he wasnay. She could do what she wanted. It was fucking up to her. Ye’re that long without people what does it fucking matter it doesnay matter, ye do without. He had been gony change his life too; even afore this shit, that was the whole point. He telt her too. Tried to I should say, it hadnay fucking worked. She took the needle about something whatever it was he didnay know cause she wouldnay tell him she just gave him the silent treatment. Sometimes ye wonder about women man I’m telling ye. It was a couple of days afore the row on Friday morning. Cause that was what it was: a row, a fucking row; so okay, the bold Sammy, he made the fatal error, he came clean with her. No totally clean but clean enough to mess things up. He was so used to no talking at all. That was the problem, usually he telt nay cunt fuck all man nothing, fucking nothing. And that was the right way. That was what he was used to. And you get good at it, ye get fucking good at it.
It isnay even as if Helen was nosy. About his past and aw that, she never seemed to bother. She knew he had done time but that was it, past tense. So there was nay need to talk about it. It was just stupidity. He could have telt her nothing for the rest of his life and it would have been fine it would have been took for granted, nay danger, nay problem, on ye go. But he had to go and blab. But he was only doing it to show her it was past tense. Lying there in bed, her head on his inside shoulder, legs spread ower each other and her hand man that way fingering the hairs on yer chest so sometimes ye get the stupit wee fear she’ll make knots or something.
Relax ya bastard.
He was fucking trying to relax. That was how it started.
He had fucking relaxed. A second go was on the cards and he was getting himself the gether. She was sleepy but he felt the need, wanting her to come as well. Okay, inexperience talking. Ye have to mind but a guy of Sammy’s age, eleven years out his life, stunted fucking adolescent.
He felt so good but! so fucking good! Jesus christ.
He did, he felt really fucking
Ach. He was wanting to show her how stupit it was. How stupit he was.
Used to be! Cause it was ower it was ower and it was fucking done with. And lying there man he knew, he really did know. It was finished. All the crap. It was finished. His arm across her shoulder and reaching down, his hand on her side, just stroking her. Fucking peace. A time for the future. That was what it was. That was that fucking moment, the future! No the past: no the past. He brought that up. Well he didnay really; it was just to get to the future, he had to bring a bit of the past in, so he could get there, so it was out there and part of it and then he could really start – the two of them could, the gether. Cause he knew it was possible. But she didnay. She didnay think there was a future. That was her problem man she didnay think there was a future. She was just taking it as it comes, one day at a time. Cause deep down she thought they were doomed. No his fault, hers. She aye made a point of saying that, it wasnay his fault it was hers. There was something wrong with her, that was what she said; it was her kept failing; no him. Cause she had lost her weans. Her weans were taken off her. All that kind of shite. Cause that was what it was, shite. It wouldnay have fucking happened if he had been there man know what I’m saying that bampot bastard she was married to. Ye couldnay convince her but ye couldnay convince her, ye couldnay fucking convince her.
It made ye
yer heart ye know ye just felt fucking – plus yer belly; and if ye didnay watch it
Fuck sake.
Sammy wasnay experienced with women. Being honest. Ye hear these cunts in the poky. The big question never gets answered; it doesnay even get asked: How come ye’re so experienced if ye’ve done all this time ya fucking halfwit!
Ach.
Just with Helen ye know ye were wanting to fucking ye were aye wanting to fucking protect her. Even thinking about it man.
Jesus christ. Where the fucking hell was the tobacco? ye can never find it man no when ye need it. It’s always fucking
He rolled a smoke. A week away but that was a long time. Ye worried. Ye hear these stupit bastards inside. Ye listen to them. It goes in one ear and out the other. Fucking boasts; everything’s fucking boasts. And ye get sick of it. Tales-from-the-poky, Lessons-I-have-learnt. It was stupidity it was all stupidity. Charlie was dead right I mean of course he was fucking right, ye think Sammy didnay know! It was Charlie that didnay, Charlie was the cunt that didnay. He just thought he did
Ye got angry about things and ye shouldnay, it was a major error.
People telling ye stuff. They always want to tell ye stuff. Ye’re a dumpling. Ye’re a fucking dumpling. That’s how they tell ye. Even a guy like Charlie, when he tells ye stuff, his heart’s in the right place but he wouldnay be doing it except cause he thinks ye dont know, ye’re an ignorant bastard, a fucking dumpling; ye spend all these years inside but ye know fuck all about the system, know what I’m talking about, that’s what they think about ye, ye’re just a fucking
Ah fuck it man who gives a fuck.
Fuck the football, he reached for a tape. Some of these voices man they would drive ye nuts; grown men, know what I mean, raving away about football. The tape was in, he found the play-button.
Fucking Willie Nelson man that was the last thing he wanted. The first thing he needed and the last thing he wanted,
Auld fucking Willie.
Okay. Sammy had been gony turn it off but instead he turned the volume down low, almost so he couldnay hear it. But he still could, just.
It’s cause times change. They change, ye know; some people dont believe ye. Well it’s their fucking prerogative.
In Sammy’s case it was the driving. In the case of his fucking stupidity. That’s what these true-life tales of woe are about. The guys that tell ye them kid on it’s all about fate and fucking bad luck but they’re really talking about stupidity; theirs; nothing more and nothing less. Stupidity; that was how they landed inside. Fucking bampots: what they’re boasting about is their own fucking idioticness. The way they tell it they want ye to see how it was all down to bad luck. Sometimes they try for a laugh but when they get a laugh it’s cause the joke’s on them. The number of times Sammy had had to listen to these stories. No just inside outside as well. Everywhere ye go ye hear them, there’s aye cunts wanting to tell ye. They start off like they’re gony come clean and let ye know they brought it on themself. It’s a con but cause it’s gony turn into a boast. They’ve got this need to tell ye how what happened to them was different to every other cunt. Every other cunt’s fucking stupit but no them. So they tell ye how their own wee operation was worked out; they had done the lot boy dont worry about that, everything ye could think about they had thought about, the lot, they had done it, all the major bits: then bang, wallop, fuckt. By something so fucking minor and petty there was nay cunt alive could have thought about it. Nay cunt in the entire world.
So the bampot that’s telling ye the story works out an unlucky genius. That’s what he’s really telling ye man he’s an unlucky genius who keeps getting fuckt by fate. If it wasnay for fate he would be up there in the bright lights wining and dining with Hollywood movie stars. The usual bullshit man the crap, all the crap, all the crap that goes on, ye get fucking sick of it it drives ye fucking nuts, having to listen to it; all the punchlines ye know all the punchlines; it gets ye edgy, ye get edgy, fucking listening to it, ye want to spew, it nauseates ye, yer belly; ye cannay look at them man, the guys that are telling ye, ye cannay look at them, ye dont want to see their fucking eyes.
Sammy was trying to get that across to Helen, the message, what like it was, how it worked, the stupidity. Women have to know; men have to tell them, they’ve got to come clean, about what it is. All the crap. In his case it was the driving, he had never got his licence. Fuck off, he couldnay drive man that was how he didnay have a fucking licence: he couldnay fucking drive. He had never fucking learnt. He telt Helen that. He telt her. So what? It was comical anyway. Ye think about it. If there’s something to laugh about then laugh. It’s no just he didnay have his licence, he couldnay get his fucking licence, cause he couldnay fucking drive. What happened was the bevy
it wasnay the bevy it was him, it was just him. He was ower Seven Sisters’ way seeing an Irish guy he knew about a job. Some big hotel was getting a revamp, gutted out then rebuilt onto the auld outer facing cause of the heritage value subsidies or something. The job was there for the taking; the guy’s word was good and he was talking for Sammy; so it was no sweat. So what happened was he got in the boozer ahead of time and wound up sticking his name down for a game of pool. So he won the first game and hit a lucky streak. It was just one of these fucking nights I mean he was never brilliant at pool. The crack was good as well but and he was enjoying it. When he finally got fuckt a guy called him ower for a quiet word; one thing leading to another, wee bits of the lifestory had crept in.
By the time the Irish guy put in an appearance Sammy didnay need a job, he already had one. Cut a long story short, he was an extra body making up for a guy that was no longer available. It doesnay matter what they were doing except it went well for five goes. Five good goes. They got captured on the sixth. So that was that. It was to do with driving but there’s nay point in talking about it it was to do with the clutch thing and the gears. Okay. It was fucking crazy but cause it didnay have to happen, the sodjers didnay even know Sammy was there; he was out of sight, inside the motor. The rest of the team were already copped and the sodjers were set to call it a day. Then he switched on the ignition. Steve McQueen man it looks easy. He couldnay even get the fucking wheels turning; it fucking jammed or something, whatever it was. Seven years. Fuck sake man. Fucking crazy. He had telt it to a few guys. Sometimes it got a laugh and sometimes it didnay, but cunts knew what ye were talking about. Stupidity man that’s what ye’re talking about.
But telling it to Helen it sounded worse than stupit. As soon as he finished he knew something was wrong. Cause she just lay there, no moving a muscle. He prattled on trying to make it better. Still she never spoke man she never said a word. Fucking hell. I mean the only reason he telt her was cause he wanted to show her how things had changed, how all that kind of crap was in the past. How he had fucking changed. That was the past and this was the future. But going to the future ye needed that as well, the past man know what I’m saying ye had to get it out and let her know I mean just fucking show her, ye had to let her see. How else do ye fucking do it? Then she turned onto her back. Christ almighty. It was as clear as day how he remembered it. Ye wanted to grab her and give her a shake. Like she wasnay fucking listening man she wasnay listening, she had made up her mind; she was away in her own head; what she was thinking had fuck all to do with him, cause she hadnay understood, he hadnay got it across, whatever the fuck, he hadnay said it right.
Then the silence. Helen was good at silence; the silent treatment man she was good at it. He thought she was away to sleep. But he knew she wasnay cause of her breathing. Then too even the way she was breathing. Just the actual way ye heard her breath. Ye wondered if she was letting ye know she was awake, trying to tell ye maybe, like she was giving ye every chance to make amends, there was still time to clear it up, the misunderstanding, if that was what it fucking was, then there was still time, it was now, now was the time; and if he didnay go for it then it was all gony slip away, the fucking lot, it was all going it was disappearing, slipping out his grasp: so fuck it, he launched right in, acting like everything was alright between them, like he was quite happy with the way the last thing had turned out and this one was just
fuck knows man but he telt her the auld yin about him and Jackie Milligan. Thinking about it now, it was daft; ye had to admit it, he shouldnay have telt her at all cause it just wasnay a woman’s story. Whichever way ye looked at it man it wasnay. There again but telling her the tale meant he was telling her about himself as a boy. Surely that was a part of it as well. A big part of it. That hadnay occurred to him at the time but fuck sake I mean either she was interested in him or she wasnay.
Fucking hell. Auld Jackie but, sad as fuck. He was still doing time, unless he was dead, probably he was dead. He was from Liverpool. What happened was he went to the Smoke to do a bit of business for people; then once it was done he had to keep the head down. So as a favour to the ones he done the business for this name-guy in Glasgow gave him a roof. So Jackie got to Glasgow and that was him for a few weeks out of sight out of mind. The trouble was he hadnay the patience, plus he had dough in the pocket. A good guy Jackie but he was a gambler, a bit of a mad gambler, being honest, that was his problem. Plus women, an auld story. So Ayr Races was on, ower the jumps. It was just after the New Year. So okay.
So the guy’s been invisible for at least two months; the only thing he’s allowed to do is put a line on in the betting shop now and again. But even that’s a fucking rigmarole cause ye’ve got to be wary there as well. So anyway, he’s fucking sick of it. What he does he bolts the course for a day at the races; the full wad in the tail; two or three grand he was holding. So he’s only in the gaff ten minutes and he’s latched onto this bird. He was a sharp dresser Jackie; quite a good-looking guy. Probably too the patter, him being a Scouse and all that. But what happens but he backs the first four winners. No kidding ye man in the space of an hour and a half he’s went ten or twelve grand in front. Ye’re talking twenty year ago, know what I mean. So the lassie, she’s totally straight. She’s only at the track on some kind of works’ outing. She’s never met a cunt like him afore, never. What happens then, after the racing, yer man, he’s looking about, itchy fingers and all that. A game of cards man that’s what he’s looking for. So he jumps a taxi and tells the guy to take them to Aberdeen. Now the lassie’s married. She isnay wanting to go to Aberdeen, she cannay; she’s got to get home and all that. But Jackie’s persuaded her, he’s telt her he’s got a message to go but it isnay a problem cause there’s a last plane home and they’ll catch that; nay danger. I mean there’s nay fucking plane, no that he knew about. The way it was, the way Jackie saw it, about Aberdeen and all that it was his only chance. It’s now or never, know what I’m saying; he’s out this once, there’s no gony be a second time. And he doesnay want the bold fellow, the name-guy in Glasgow, he doesnay want him finding out. So he’s got to be back first thing in the morning, the crack of dawn. Ye see Edinburgh was nay good; too close, too risky; and he couldnay hit Newcastle either cause that’s even riskier, the way he saw it anyway man it being England and all that. He telt Sammy he thought about going to Deauville in France but it was too tricky, too many hassles. Whatever, it had to be the now, right fucking now; he’s got the dough and he’s got the bird. So Aberdeen, on the taxi, whatever the fuck that costs. They book into a hotel; five-star room service and all that man the salmon sandwiches and the bottle of champagne; a quick shag and a shower then out. He finds this casino; he’s got to drop the doorman cause of the 48 hour membership thing. But he gets it settled. Then he can relax. Whatever man it’s done, know what I’m saying, that’s that; from here on man fuck sake anything, okay, so he takes the lassie back out to this high-class restaurant, no for nay reason, they’re no really that hungry I dont think it’s just fucking part of it, giving the lassie a bit of a go; so they have a drink and a meal and all that, etcetera. Then the casino. Jackie wasnay interested in roulette nor fuck all, blackjack; nayn of that crap; poker was his game and he’s heard stories about wild money off the rigs. He’s hoping to score an introduction. That’s the main reason how he’s there, at the casino. So he’s sniffing about. Now ye’ve got to mind as well, never mind it’s Aberdeen man he’s got to be wary, there’s some heavy people looking for him, and we’re no talking about the sodjers. Anyway, one thing and another, he scores a contact; some big Canadian cowboy; there is a game but it’s outside the city, up the coast a few miles. Nay bother, the cowboy gives them a lift. Cut a long story short they get to the house and Jackie gets wiped out. The way he telt Sammy he’s unlucky but who knows; they were playing stud and all that and there was the big last hand and he gets fuckt on the last card out the pack. Whatever. It’s all fucking legit but so he’s got nay grumbles. He comes out the house about seven in the morning and starts hoofing it. He’s got about three quid in the tail and he’s keeping it for emergencies. So he’s well down the road and he remembers the bird; she’s back in the house man she’s still waiting, sound asleep on a chair in one of the rooms. But fuck it what can he do he’s skint, he’s fucking stony, right out the game; she’s better off making it herself, the way his luck was running. The worst of it was the couple of grand he started the day with, it wasnay his – well it was, but mostly it was earmarked; one thing and another; going invisible isnay cheap man know what I’m saying. So he’s desperate; half of fucking Britain’s after him, he doesnay need the other half. So at the wind-up he’s made contact with Sammy and ye’ve got to say Sammy’s a wee bit chuffed, him being only 19 at the time, just turned. It so happens him and his mates used to hang about in one of the betting shops Jackie went to. Ach well, fuck it, so a couple of days later they’re captured, the Lake District, roundabout there, nay point prolonging the agony. Sammy got four and done four. Auld Jackie, copped for the lot, the London stuff and the rest.
Fucking hopeless. Nay point talking about it. Ye shouldnay fucking talk about it. Nothing to talk about anyway it’s fucking just
it’s fuck all, it doesnay matter, ye know, doesnay fucking matter, just get it out the fucking road.
Helen; she went right in on Jackie. How the fuck did he get you! How the fuck did he get you. A nineteen-year-auld boy.
So fucking what, the guy was desperate, nay point in fucking going into all that.
But here he telt a lie. He telt Helen that Jackie was originally looking for Sammy’s mate; he was looking for Sammy’s mate cause he knew he was a good punter. Whereas it was Sammy he was looking for cause it was Sammy was the punter. It wasnay major money he betted but it was everything he had in his pocket. And Jackie had sussed that. So there ye go. We’re all fucking desperate man know what I mean.
So that was that. That was fucking Helen man. Ye might have thought she would have got upset about the lassie left with the fucking cowboys but she didnay. She didnay seem to anyway. Fuck it.
The big freeze.
It all happened when he was a kid, that was what she didnay seem to understand. Plus ye’re talking something that happened twenty year ago. And he was only fucking telling her to let her know he had changed! Jesus christ! Cause he was seeing a way ahead. For the two of them. There was things he was gony be doing and it was down to him and nay other cunt, that was what he was telling her. The whole fucking point of the story. He failed with the first yin and now the second yin as well man he had failed with that too; not only failed but he had made matters worse. If he had just fucking let her go to sleep.
It didnay fucking matter about the story. Even if it was all fucking junk. All he was doing was telling her he had changed. That was fucking all.
Okay.
So what ye do is dont blab. He knew that afore he started I mean he fucking knew that jesus christ. Okay, fuck it. Ye just cannay have it all ways. Some people seem to want that. Of course what he should have done man, what he should have done, he should have took her in his arms and gave her a kiss, he should have kissed her, telt her all the shit was finished. Cause it was finished, it fucking was. So he should have telt her. Ye kid yerself on man that’s the problem. Ye get yer chance and ye blow it.
So then ye leave it. Ye have to leave it. I’m talking about once it’s happened, once ye have blown it; then ye leave it. That’s what ye learn. Stay sane at all costs.
So fuck it, the stick needed painting and now was the time. And Sammy was getting up off the settee. Nay bother. Okay.
Cause part of the trouble in getting from a to b was cunts no knowing the score. They didnay realise ye needed a help. The white stick and the shades, they would work like a passport.
He double-locked the door after him. He was taking fuck all chances from now on. From now on man, from now on.
Along the corridor he chapped the door, and when it opened he said, Hullo.
Aye hullo son… It was the same guy that lent him the saw.
Me again. Sammy said, The thing is eh – I’m actually blind. It sounds daft…
…
Naw that was how I borrowed yer saw yesterday, to cut the head off the mop – I’m using it as a walking stick.
Aw…right.
What it is, I’m wanting to paint it now so’s it looks the part. So I was just wondering, see I’ve got some white gloss in the lobby press; trouble is I’ve got a few tins lying and eh I cannay tell which is which, know what I mean, sounds stupit.
…
Think ye could give us a hand digging it out? Once I get the tin it’s nay bother it’s just…it’s making sure it’s the right one.
Aw aye son aye I see what ye’re saying, aye.
Great.
Aye christ…nay bother. Hang on till I get my shoes. Heh what’s yer name by the way?
Sammy.
Sammy, that’s right, aye, ye telt me; I’m Boab. I’ll just get my shoes. Come on in a wee minute.
Eh
Just say hello to the wife and that, she’s sitting watching the telly with the grandweans.
It’s just I’ve left the door open.
Go and shut it.
Sammy hesitated again. See Boab what it is, I’m no wanting to be cheeky it’s just eh I’m gony be going out and that and eh
It’s only to say hello. Go and close ower yer door.
Sammy sighed. I’m wanting to get the stick painted.
I’ll do it for ye son dont worry about it.
Aye but I want to do it myself I mean…
Right, right okay.
See I’m going out later, ye know, it’s eh, being honest Boab it’s the girlfriend, when she comes home. I was just wanting to get it ower and done and that.
Aye nay bother; that’s what I’m saying but I’ll do it for ye. A lick of paint I mean what’s that, it’s nothing; if ye give us a minute.
…
Just hang on and I’ll get my shoes.
The guy went back inside. Sammy closed his eyes. It’s only he didnay want to have to talk. If he went in and met Boab’s wife then it would be that kind of situation where he would be forced to fucking explain the situation. Probably her and Helen already knew each other, probably they had met on the stair or something, in the lift maybe. It was just fucking complicated it was complicated; everything was fucking complicated. His belly as well man even just now, nerves; nerves. Christ almighty. He walked back along to his own door and stood leaning against the parapet. A dampness, it seemed like rain ahead.
Alright Sammy!
He opened the door and led Boab inside. What the fuck did it matter. Life was too short; time was too short. Nayn of it mattered. Boab had started yapping on. It was precise what Sammy had thought, his wife and Helen had already met. Fuck sake. Ye might have known. Sammy opened the cupboard door. It’s in there somewhere, he said.
Pete sake Sammy ye’ve a lot of stuff in here! Boab chuckled. It’s a right glory-hole. I’ll switch the light on eh?
Aw aye on ye go. Sammy stepped back, listening to Boab shifting stuff about. He didnay want him shifting stuff about. It should be on that second shelf up above, he said, hard against the wall, can ye no see them? there should be a few tins.
Right!
Good.
Aye the white…I see it!
Thank fuck, muttered Sammy.
Where’s yer brushes and that?
In the living room.
Boab got the tin down from the shelf, switched off the light and closed the door. Aye, he said, yer girlfriend was in having a wee blether with the wife.
Right.
A couple of weeks ago. She didnay say ye were blind but.
Naw.
Nice lassie…
Aye. Look Boab I dont mind painting it myself I mean christ…
Och away.
Sammy sniffed.
It’ll no take me a minute. I know ye’re wanting to do it yerself and all that but I’m thinking about streaks; ye’re no wanting it all streaks. Plus ye’re bound to miss bits. And maybe what ye’re no thinking about’s the floor, if ye spill a few drops and ye’ve got to give it a clean. Ye’ll no even know ye’ve spilt them. Then yer girlfriend comes home from her work and ye’re in trouble. Dont get me wrong son I’m no talking about henpecking, I just mean the paint’ll go dry and it’ll be a buggar getting it cleaned up; I’m talking about once it hardens.
Sammy held the living-room door open. He was gony let the guy batter on with it; plus what he said made sense – no that it fucking mattered, a few drops here and there, what difference did it make. Okay, he said, thanks Boab.
I’ll just use these auld newspapers eh?
On ye go… Sammy got the tobacco and sat down on the armchair, he rolled a smoke. He had nay control, so he had to get used to the idea; so it was as well relaxing. Boab was a good guy, but that had fuck all to do with it. He just didnay want cunts nosing about the place. The last thing he wanted was the guy’s missis at the door christ almighty he could imagine Boab telling her the state of the place and her wanting to come and tidy it all up. Of course she wouldnay do that. She wouldnay do that; no unless she knew Helen was away. But she wouldnay know Helen was away. Except cause the place was clatty. And Boab would report that back. It was a fucking certainty. Just so stupit man so stupit; the usual, mountains and fucking molehills. Sammy sighed. Aye, he said, I didnay mention it but she’s away a visit the now; the girlfriend, she’s down seeing her weans.
Aw right.
Her first marriage and that, the weans live with her ex.
Ahh.
See they’re at school and that so I mean she didnay want them to interrupt it, their studies, if she had brought them to Glasgow.
Aye I know what ye’re saying.
He’s alright but, her husband, her ex, I’m no saying nothing against the guy.
Fucking bullshit man Helen’s husband was a total bampot of the first order. What was he saying all this crap for there was nay need for it it was just fucking nonsense, he should have stuck on the music. He cleared his throat and did that – the first tape his hand touched; it was Patsy Cline, he turned the volume down.
Where is it they stay? said Boab.
Sammy kidded on he hadnay heard.
Eh Sammy?
What?
Where do they stay? the weans.
Dumfries.
Aw Dumfries…! Aw.
How ye know it like?
Well no really son – ye’re talking years ago, when the kids were wee. See me and Marie, we got the len of a caravan off an auld auntie of hers. A country place down south of Stranraer. Christ my memory’s away, some bloody caravan site, on that wee neck of land. The Irish boat, I mind the Irish boat.
Sammy held the ashtray and nudged ash into it. Boab was a talker thank fuck. Off he went. When he finished the painting he was wanting to clean the fucking brush as well but Sammy said: Naw, honest, I’ll do it myself.
Ye sure?
Aye.
Cause it’s nay bother.
Naw Boab honest, I’ve got to get used to doing things myself.
Right…aye, I know what ye’re saying.
I’m no an invalid aw the gether! Sammy smiled. I appreciate the painting but.
Och christ!
Naw serious, it’s a help.
Ye’d have done the same yerself.
Naw but…
Och!
Sammy went with him to the front door. It wasnay that he didnay trust him, he did trust him. It was just
christ almighty. Fuck it. It doesnay matter, ye just dont take chances, ye dont take chances. That’s all there is to it. Sammy went back into the living room. He switched cassettes then opened the window to let out the paint fumes, and the wind just about lifted the window out his hand, he fought to get the spoke into the hole. Christ. He leaned his elbows on the sill, feeling the draught on his face. Things were a palaver; he was gony have to get used to the idea
leave me if you need to
I will still remember
angel flying too close,
to the ground
Christ he liked that song. It was just fucking sad. Auld fucking Willie
He sat down on the chair and felt for the tobacco. Mind you, he could have done with a pint. That was a week now, a week without. Which wasnay bad considering he had dough in the pocket. He could have done with talking to some cunt too, talking honest; somebody he could trust. Just getting clear about things. The idea of the blanked out Saturday. Ye wondered about that. There was nay point but ye still did. That was how having a wee word with the Leg, just getting things clear. The trouble is if Sammy had blanked it then the Leg would probably have fucking blanked it as well. With a bit of luck. With a bit of luck.
He couldnay be bothered moving. What he should have done was hit the boozer and got himself a wee half bottle and a couple of cans, and he could have sat here, quite happy, just listening to the music – plus working things out, it was an idea to work things out. He just couldnay be bothered. It was an effort. Life. That was how ye had to keep going. What ye could control. If ye could control it, whatever ye could control. If ye couldnay control it then fuck it man what’s the fucking point, there’s nayn, ye’re as well just
ye leave it, ye just leave. Know what I’m talking about, if ye cannay control it then just fucking leave it, forget about it.
I will still remember
angel flying too close
Fucking song man. Some of these songs. Funny how
then yer belly goes. Sammy’s fucking belly man it kept fucking going it kept fucking
it was into knots.
Later on he ran a bath. At last. Cause he must have been pure fucking minging man ye kidding – ten days without a real wash! fuck sake.
Plus the aches and pains. The hot water would do his body good. Then the bruising; probably there was a lot of auld skin to come off. It would be at the yellow purple stage. Nature takes its course, if ye let it.
He was using the radio to time himself. A good programme started from 10 till midnight and he was just gony lie there steeping and enjoy it. Then the auld fucking beard man the stubble, it was gony be at the hairy stage if he didnay watch it, and that would be tricky. He had a bit of a sensitive neck at the best of times. When he was a boy he couldnay shave without leaving scars and rashes all ower the place. Which wasnay helped by the auld man insisting Sammy used these ancient efforts where the blades came separate and sometimes if ye hadnay fastened them down right it was fucking murder polis man telling you blood flying everywhere. Sammy’s brother didnay have to cope with it, cause Sammy had fought the battles and he just took the victories, by the time he started shaving the auld man had gave up the struggle and he was dished up a packet of fucking disposables.
All these fights with the auld man. It’s a shame, when ye come to think about it.
What d’ye do but bringing up a family. Take Sammy’s own boy. Ah fuck it, life, it can be awkward. And time passes. Then it’s too late.
The trouble with Sammy’s first wife was her mammy and daddy. Her mammy says this and her mammy says that and her daddy says this and her daddy says that. A nice looking lassie right enough, if ye didnay see the petted lip. That kind of lower lip on a woman man it’s dead fucking sexy, then ye discover what it means: a petted bastard.
Ach she was just fucking young, ye’re allowed to be young, fuck sake, I was young, we’ve all fucking been young.
He wasnay gony shave at all, he was gony grow a beard. He hadnay had one for years. Plus he didnay want to slice off his nose. While the bath filled he made a cup of coffee and rolled two fags, carried a dining chair into the bathroom and set the fresh clothes and stuff on top of it. The water was too hot. He would just have to wait a bit longer.
Naw he fucking wouldnay man he would just run in some cold! Fucking auld man again for christ sake how come he was thinking about him all of a sudden? these moves to watch the dough, which included no putting cold water into hot because ye had paid for the heat. It used to drive Sammy’s maw crackers. Ye spent half an hour waiting for the fucking water to cool down. It didnay even save money! It was just how the auld man hated giving cunts anything, especially the fucking capitalists. Ye pay for hot water, he said, so ye’ve got hot water, so ye dont fucking turn it into cold. Dont give them the satisfaction, fucking fat bastards.
Well he didnay say that cause he didnay swear. He did swear but no in front of the weans, no unless he lost his temper.
He turned on the cold again then got the clothes off. He climbed in using both hands on the rim of the bath, visions of misjudging it and his foot getting stuck and tripping. The 10 o’clock news roundup was on the radio. The usual shit. Plus the water was still too fucking hot and he had to run in even more cold afore able to kneel down. His bollocks drooped into the water. They aye caught it first. Nay wonder ye wound up with all these burst veins.
He lowered himself down a bit, reaching the point where if the door’s gony go it aye fucking goes. Only he wasnay gony answer. Unless it was Helen. And she had a set of fucking keys anyway. Even her but if she had forgot the keys, she would have to wait as well. No unless she was wanting to undress and splash in beside him. If so he would consider it. On condition she promised to leave his body alone. Stop it Helen now that’s enough, nay fucking tickling baby I’m trying to fucking steep know what I’m talking about cleanliness hen cleanliness! Sammy laughed. Soon he was sinking down under the water, sliding along till his feet hit the end of the tub. Safe at last. He lay there all warm and comfy, the world gone, all the trials and tribulations, out the fucking window, just him existing in the middle of a massive big ocean, a wee toty island, just lying there, a whale drifting by, the mind getting set off by the music, it was some kind of christian thing for christ sake that was the fucking problem with country man it was like the sally army ye had to put up with god for a fucking half hour, ye heard good fiddles and banjos and it turned out to be a jesus-loves-me effort
never mind, never mind; ye let it go and ye stop fucking
ye stop
Aaahhh – the only problem being how ye’re so vulnerable, just so relaxed, the ideal time for some cunt to reach ye – how easy it was, the ideal time, the ideal place, and he didnay have one weapon to hand; not one. He hadnay even shut the bathroom door. He hadnay snibbed the front door either more to the point. Hell with it man it wasnay a worry. But ye made wrong moves in life. It couldnay be denied. It was naybody’s fault either, sometimes ye felt strong and ye battered on and done something. And it turned out wrong. Ye werenay as strong as ye thought. That happened a lot. So ye had to be on yer guard. Cause ye wound up getting soft; lackadaisical, know what I’m saying, ye took things for granted. Fucking stupit. One thing about this no-seeing carry on, it was a lesson, a hard fucking lesson. Once it came back things would change. And it was him gony do it. She had been wrong ower the argument. The one on Friday morning: it wasnay her place to tell him he couldnay go out earning. She had a job so she made a few quid. He didnay. Fucking simple as that man know what I mean, basic economics. She had been out of order. She didnay have an argument. A pittance once a fortnight. How could ye live on it ye couldnay. She said it was alright cause she had her dough coming in but fuck it man ye’re no gony kip up with a bird and then fucking let her pay for everything; he was never a ponce, yer man, that was one thing, he wasnay a poncing bastard.
So England. That was what he was thinking about now. When and if. If and when.
If and when. There was a difference. Nay matter what ye always came back to it, it was you, it was down to you, you yerself. Even this bath, that was good, a step in the right direction. Maybe he would shave. Cut the toenails. Even the fucking eyes man, the more ye thought about it, there was a good chance it was temporary. Probably a nerve in the spine had got tampered with; so all it would need was it to be retampered with. And once it was back. He had spoke about it afore to Helen; England, she wasnay against the idea; it was just the weans, she didnay want to be too far away. No till they were aulder. Imagine losing yer weans but! For a woman I’m talking about. Alright Sammy had lost his but that was different. Plus he saw Peter every now and again. She didnay. Auld Helen man it was a shame. Nay wonder she got depressed. Ye had to be grateful for small mercies. When ye think about it. Then again the boy was getting to that age; a bit of a worry; dope was the main thing; Sammy had seen too many cunts. The boy seemed okay but ye never know. Mind you if he knew Sammy was blind he would come and visit him. Nothing surer. But Sammy didnay want him coming visiting him. He didnay want him even fucking knowing. No the now. No till he had things sorted. Once he had them sorted things would be different.
He let his head sink beneath the water, listening to the loud roaring noises inside his skull. He had started thinking about some things he didnay want to think about. Life was awkward. More than awkward. Ye took these chances. Course he had aye taken chances. That was the way his life had went. Even as a boy, when he was into the gambling; the things he had done. Nay wonder the auld man cracked up. See when ye think about it. If ye had yer time ower again. Sometimes but ye had to smile; ye did. It wasnay something cheery right enough. In fact it was the fucking opposite, the opposite of cheery. Sammy just didnay seem to have the same nerves as other people. Like it was
bullshit man bullshit. He raised his head out the water. There was the music blasting. One of the few country shows ye got on the radio so ye aye looked forward to it, they played a lot of outlaw stuff and he used to tape it if he had a spare fucking tape, then when Helen got home he would replay it. She never went straight to bed when she finished the shift, she was aye a bit high and wanting to relax first, maybe talk about the cheeky bastards that had been in the pub that night, kick off the shoes in front of the fire, Sammy giving her shoulders a rub. Or else he stuck on the scrambled eggs and toast, the music in the background. No that she was particularly into country music, soul was her game. But some country was soul for fuck sake. She was beginning to see it now but it had took a while. Plus if he wasnay there, if he wasnay there she never listened to it. It was all these women soul singers. They all seemed to speak during the songs. That was what Sammy didnay like. Fine if they just fucking sang their song man but they didnay, it was all this: Girls, you know the song I’m gonna sing, if your heart’s been broke in two, here’s what you gotta do,
you gotta do the best you can
with what you got,
dont let your troubles get you down
Fucking shite man propaganda. Whereas country music was for adults. Some of it anyway. That’s how ye hardly got it on the radio, they dont fucking like ye listening to it, the powers-that-be, know what I’m saying, adult music, they dont like ye listening to it. Mind you but this programme Sammy was tuned into, the cunt that did his DJ had a bad habit of talking ower the intros I mean they dont fucking do that for the classical stuff, the cunts wouldnay dream of talking ower the opening bits, the first movement, these fucking MPs man they would ask questions in parliament if they started that kind of carry on, the House of Lords and aw that, there would be a fucking revolution man these MPs and their constituents.
Sammy’s bottle went.
For no reason.
Just that sudden feeling man right in the gut, right in the fucking pit. He raised his head to listen. Then gripped the sides of the bath and pulled himself up out the water. It took a minute for the water noises to die down. Still that buzzing in his ear too it interfered with things, if ye were trying to concentrate; plus the radio was on too loud – he had left the living-room and bathroom doors open so he could hear it uninterrupted and that fucking outside door man he hadnay fucking snibbed it for fuck sake he hadnay even fucking snibbed it! imagine no even snibbing the fucking thing! fucking idiot man, fuck sake, crazy fucking
Okay.
He breathed in through his nose, relaxed the shoulders. He should have snibbed it but that was daft, imagine forgetting to snib it. What would it have done but it wouldnay have done fuck all, if they wanted in man, if they wanted in they would fucking get in. End of story. Sodjers or fucking junky fucking shooting-up bastards, if they wanted in they would get in; simple as that. Hell with it, Sammy was up out the bath, gripping the sides, steadying himself, then ower and out. He dried himself. He got the clothes on, keeping it quiet, he sidled out and into the lobby, and across and into the living-room, straight in and flinging the door back; then he closed it. He stood still. The music blared and he heard nothing. His hand moved to the right, gripped the frame of the dining chair. He wanted to turn down the radio volume but didnay want to cross the floor to get it else he was gony be caught, caught in the middle, away from the door. Okay. He wet his lips to speak out loud but didnay; instead he reached behind, grabbed the handle and twisted it to open the door and was through and out, shutting it firm behind. Two things this done; catching anybody in the lobby by surprise, and any cunt left in the living-room would have to open the door or else abseil six fucking storeys. He closed the kitchen door. But he had nay weapon he needed a weapon. The lobby press. He went there immediately, rummled around for the hammer but couldnay find it, maybe Boab had shifted it, he kept looking a wee bit longer then came a loud chap chap at the front door and he turned too sudden, his forehead cracked against the jamb ya bastard he reeled back but caught himself from falling and went fast to the kitchen for the bread knife, it was in the drawer, he stuck the blade in his right trouser pocket, his hand gripping the handle, covering it. Okay. He was at the front door now. That was a fucking crack he had took man he felt the side of his forehead, half expecting a fucking dent in it; these things, know what I’m talking about
okay. He couldnay hear nothing. Fucking radio man. He listened hard. Nothing. There wasnay a spyhole even if he could have seen through it.
Water rolled down behind his ears. He was aware of his back, the damp; he felt up under his t-shirt, wet, he had forgot to dry it. He hadnay even fucking washed he had just
christ almighty, okay; he sighed, relaxed his right hand, his wrist. Maybe he was hearing things. Anybody there? he said, and said it again louder: Anybody there?
One thing was for fucking certain he wasnay opening nay fucking door man fuck that. Either they were there or they werenay. They would let him know. Okay. He snibbed the door. He got the chubb key from the peg and done the double-lock. He stayed there listening then turned away. Who gives a fuck. He shook his head, he kept his hand on the knife, he went ben the living room, found the radio and turned down the volume: there was a movement, from across the room.
If it sounds country it’s a country song…is that right Sammy?
…
Ye wanting to lay down the knife? Or what? Eh?
I think ye should do like the man says, said somebody else.
Sammy licked his lips then sniffed and shrugged his shoulders, laid the knife on the coffee table. Self defence, he said, it’s nay crime.
They gave him a minute to get ready then fixed the bracelets on him from behind. Another couple were waiting outside on the corridor. When they got him into the van he was squashed between two of them who carried on this stupit conversation across his head. The droning noise in his left ear was terrible and his left eye seemed to be sticking, like the beginnings of a sty. What else, fuck sake, he wanted to scratch himself and couldnay. This is out of order, he said, these fucking bracelets. I’m no gony run away.
Somebody chuckled.
What about a smoke?
Sammy ye’re such a macho bastard, a credit to us all.
I’m only asking for a smoke, yer worst enemy, know what I’m talking about? the blindfolds and aw that.
Shut up.
Sammy shifted his shoulders, easing the strain on his arms and wrists. Nay point bothering with the bastards. Nay point getting angry. Nay point fuck all. He wasnay going naywhere so just relax. He would be sitting here till they decided otherwise, it wasnay down to him. So the pulse-rate. And only this blackness man it gave ye every chance, the auld concentration, nay visual interferences. A guy once showed him the ropes. It was based on breathing exercises. Especially good if ye were a smoker cause it helped clear yer lungs at the same time: what ye did was ye breathed out as far as ye could go then ye held it for a wee while, then blew out again; then ye breathed in slow, through yer nose; ye just took in half of what ye normally took, then ye did the same a couple of breaths later; then a couple of breaths later again: and ye carried on till ye forgot all about it. Good for awkward situations. It wasnay even a guy in the poky telt him it was somebody he laboured with on a building site. Stoor everywhere. Fucking clouds of it; auld asbestos man everything. Up yer nose and down yer throat. When ye spat up first thing in the morning it came out like a lump of fucking dross. But it was to calm ye down, that was the real reason ye done it, so ye didnay lose yer temper. The trouble was ye didnay always mind, so ye were liable to lose it afore ye begun. But the last thing he was gony do was lose the temper, the situation he was in, fucking wild man. Nay specs and nay stick either. Nay fucking tobacco. But at least if he had had the shades he could have shut the eyes and dozed off, naybody would have been any the wiser. As things stood he wouldnay chance it; too fucking exposed. He breathed in through his nose; then out, out as far, as far
The bracelets had been switched to the front when the questioning started. There seemed to be a few of them in the room; they were wanting to know about the Friday, from how it started, the lost weekend. Their voices came from different places and it sounded like they were moving about the room when they were talking. The computer was going overtime. He took it stage by stage to start with. The tiff with Helen and aw that, it began ower something stupit, no worth talking about, in fact he could hardly even remember what it was about it was that fucking petty. He just thought she was away to work early; something like that. He was expecting her home late, the wee small hours. That was a problem for him, her being out working at nights, especially at the weekends, especially if he was holding a bit of dough. It was too tempting for a guy like Sammy. He wasnay a homebird. He wasnay used to it. So he liked going out, he liked the pub, no just for the bevy, he liked the crack as well, hearing the patter. Even considering ye were home three years, ye still enjoyed it.
I’m no kidding ye, he said, even just out walking first thing in the morning, ye forget where ye are, then that first Glasgow voice hits ye; it makes ye smile, know what I’m saying, cause it’s a real surprise.
And ye feel good, ye know, ye feel good, cheery. Then in the pub christ ye dont mean to get drunk. Ye just go for a jar and ye wind up having one too many. An auld story but true. Ye meet guys and ye sit on blethering. That Glasgow scene man cunts buy ye drink and ye have to buy them one back.
Dont use the word ‘cunts’ again, it doesnay fit in the computer.
…
Okay so ye’re telling us yer girlfriend didnay come back. And so ye went back out; ye hit a betting shop and backed a few winners, so then ye hit the boozer, and that’s that, end of story.
Till I woke up Sunday morning, aye.
Ye got pissed.
I was off the bevy a couple of weeks, so maybe it hit me worse than usual.
Or else ye were drinking more than usual?
Aye cause we dont have that many bad rows me and her, that’s what I’m saying.
Plus ye were depressed.
I was depressed, aye, no being able to get a job and aw that, the usual.
What makes ye think it was a bad row? Ye says it was a tiff now ye’re saying it was a bad row. How come?
Cause it doesnay happen often, we get on good the gether, so when it does happen ye call it bad, cause it upsets ye. I was upset, that’s how I hit the bevy.
And from then till the Sunday morning all ye can mind is patches here and there?
That’s right.
What kind of patches?
Eh?
Ye’re saying patches, what d’ye mean exactly?
I mean… Sammy stopped. The guy doing the keyboard had also stopped. They were waiting. A silence went against ye. Sammy shifted about on the chair, easing the bracelets. They’re bloody sore, he muttered.
The patches Sammy what’re ye talking about?
Do ye mean what do I remember?
That’s correct.
I’m no sure, I just eh
…
Last week ye says ye were with a drinking buddy.
Well I was, the Leg, I telt ye.
Okay and ye spent the night with him?
The Saturday as well.
So that was a clear patch was it?
Eh… Sammy had turned his head; usually there were two of them asking the questions but sometimes this other yin butted in, and it was him had spoke last; his accent sounded a bit English.
You mentioned clear patches.
I’m just meaning occasional wee clear bits.
Good, concentrate on them, the wee clear bits.
Somebody chuckled.
Can I smoke?
Ye said yez met a couple of blokes during the course of the day.
Ah well if ye drink in the area, know what I mean, ye’re bound to meet people.
Who?
Who?
Who?
What’re ye wanting the names!
…
Sammy shrugged. Billy somebody.
Billy somebody?
Aye.
Ye met Billy somebody?
I dont mind his second name. Then Roberts – Tam, Tam Roberts, we met him as well.
Yez met Tam Roberts?
He works down the market.
What doing?
He’s a hawker.
What does he hawk?
I dont know. Bits and pieces…
Bits and pieces. And is that how yez met him? bits and pieces?
We were pub-crawling, we met him in the pub.
Was he hawking to you or were you hawking to him?
…
Silence was the answer.
I dont know what ye’re meaning. Sammy sniffed. Nay chance of a fag?
So these two men, the famous Billy somebody and the market salesman: who else?
Being honest mate I couldnay tell ye; like I said I got drunk quite fast.
A seasoned hand like you?
Well ye know how it goes, the more the drinker the easier he gets pissed.
So that’s how it goes.
A wealth of information.
And ye met them today?
What?
Today, ye met these two men today?
What ye talking about?
He’s interested by the question.
I didnay meet anybody the day.
That’s hard to believe. Eh?
Mister Samuels…
What?
Speak when spoken to.
I dont always know when it’s me ye’re talking to, that’s the problem.
That’s what problem?
My problem.
Your problem?
I just hear voices, yez’re coming at me from all directions.
Do ye think we’ve got an unfair advantage?
Sammy smiled.
You’ll notice about Mister Samuels, he’s got his wits about him.
Smart.
A smart chap; so let’s stick to the wee clear bits. About this Billy, the illustrious Billy, what about him?
He wasnay a big guy.
Oh.
He was weer than me I mean. I think he might have had brown hair.
Did he tell ye that?
I remember it.
And blue eyes?
Might’ve been, I didnay notice, but I’m fairly sure he had brown hair. He was definitely weer than me.
He telt ye that like?
I remember it.
I thought ye were suffering sightloss.
Sammy sighed.
I mean that’s what ye’ve been going about telling people. Plus the innuendo, being honest, ye’re a bit of a scandalmonger. We’ve been reading a statement ye prepared with our colleagues and it makes quite a nasty story.
I changed my mind.
Rottweilers, that was what ye called our colleagues.
I was angry at the time, know what I mean, the heat of the moment; I probably exaggerated.
Ye probably exaggerated?
Aye.
Ye more or less says it was our colleagues gave ye the sightloss.
…
Silence was the answer.
It’s no that, said Sammy, it’s just that I cannay remember all the details. You’ve got the statement, I’ve no; even if I did have I couldnay read it.
A guy as clever as you! I dont believe it.
…
Mind you he’s not always very precise. And he retracks statements. Have you noticed that? as easy as he makes them, he retracks them. Dont you Mister Samuels?
What?
What?
…
I’ll tell yez what I’m interested in, and I’m speaking purely as a betting man, it’s what winners the guy backed. Sammy here I mean he says he’s backed all these winners. I’d like to hear what their names were.
Eh…
Eh?
I’m trying to think.
See if I back a winner I remember it, it’s only losers I forget. It’s a bit like meeting a comrade ye havenay seen for a while, ye might forget his name, but the one thing ye dont forget is the fact ye’ve met him. I’m talking about afterwards, in the cold light of morning, give or take a loss of memory here, a loss of memory there. So I mean my question to Sammy, to you Sammy, what winners did ye back?
It was favourites, I didnay name them.
Ah.
I just timed the races and marked them with a cross.
Is that cause ye’re blind?
Naw.
Illiterate?
Naw.
What betting shop were ye in?
Eh I think it was that one in Queen Street.
There’s two in Queen Street?
I think it was the big yin.
Ye think it was the big yin.
Aye.
Ye were in the big betting shop in Queen Street and ye backed a few winners, favourites, and ye dont remember any of their names.
I think one of them was a Prince something or other, Prince Regent; something like that.
Was the Leg with ye?
Naw I met him after, when I came out.
And did ye tell him ye had bet winners?
Probably, cannay remember. Depends.
On what?
Sammy shrugged.
So what about this Billy somebody and Tam somebody, did ye tell them?
Naw, doubt it.
It wasnay important?
No really.
And was this Billy somebody and Tam somebody, were they together or were they separate?
What?
When ye met them, were they together?
No that I remember.
So who did ye meet first?
I think it was the guy Billy but maybe it was Tam.
What pub?
Aw christ now ye’re talking, we were hitting them.
What was the first one ye hit?
I think it was Campbell’s.
Campbell’s! That isnay Queen Street. It’s a long fucking walk from there to Campbell’s I mean if ye’re wanting a pint and ye’re in Queen Street, ye’re no gony walk all that distance. But you did?
I quite like the pub.
How?
I just do.
Aye but I would have thought if ye were a bevy-merchant, I would have thought it’d be a quick swallow, the quicker the better, so the first pub or else the second. Especially with all that poppy in yer pocket.
…
Eh?
Customer declines to answer.
No really.
No really what?
It just depends.
And ye think that was where ye met these two guys?
Probably but I’m no sure.
Ye’re no sure?
No totally.
So how much did ye win?
Enough.
How much?
A hunner and twenty.
A hunner and twenty. For a guy on Community Gratuities that’s a fair wee turn Sammy boy but you dont even seem impressed. Course you’ve been around, I was forgetting.
Yeh he’s done his time this man we shouldnt underestimate him, he’s got a reputation. A mean man in a corner.
Big time, yeh. The interesting thing is – I’m talking about for an ordinary guy like me – it’s how he walks into this betting shop and backs all these winners and then just calls it a day. Now I find that interesting. Cause it means he’s no a mug.
Well I’m not a gambling man serjeant.
Yeh but I am ye see and what it means is he knows when to stop. So just for the record: here ye have a guy with the kind of form he has, and he’s no a mug when it comes to punting; now he walks into a betting shop and wins a few quid on a bunch of horses he says he doesnay know the names of; and then he calls it a day roundabout three o’clock on a Friday afternoon, when there’s still all sorts of racing left. Plus he’s done it in one of two betting shops in Queen Street and they’re gony have a record of the day’s transactions unless they’re working flankers for tax-purposes, and yer man here, well, a bright guy like him, he’s bound to know that, he’s bound to know these betting receipts are gony be lying there if anybody wants to go and check… Then he walked half a mile for a drink when there was pubs on every corner along the route. Eh Sammy? Is that about right? what I’m saying.
Yep.
Yep! What does that mean? Yep!
It means yes.
It means yes, mmhh. Ye’re still sticking to the betting shop story?
I sometimes go into pass the time. Especially if the weather’s bad.
Ah, advancing information; note that. And then, well, and then he meets with Mister Donaghue otherwise known as the Leg, and the strange thing here is how Mister Donaghue doesnt recollect any Billys and he doesnt recollect any hawkers.
…
Did you hear that Mister Samuels?
I didnay know he was talking to me.
Chuckle chuckle.
But what Mister Donaghue does remember is, that ye met a guy ye were previously acquainted with. Is that no funny?
I dont know.
Ye dont know?
I’ve already telt ye what happened, the way I remember it, it’s on yer computer.
Yeh it is on the computer, what you’ve said and what your drinking buddy has said. He’s got no recollection of any Billy somebodys. No Billys at all in fact. That’s what he said to us. In fact it’s what he didnt say to us, he said other things to us but Billy was not one of them. And neither was the hawker – what did you call him?
Tam Roberts.
Tam Roberts, the political, that’s correct.
…
Eh?
It’s you the serjeant’s talking to Mister Samuels.
Sorry.
…
Well?
What?
Tam Roberts, he’s a political?
What d’ye mean?
Ye’re saying he’s a political?
Sammy smiled.
What then?
I didnay say that.
Aw, must’ve been somebody else.
…
So what did ye say?
I didnay say he was a political.
We’re no asking what ye didnay say, it’s what ye did say, that’s what we want to know.
…
Customer declines to comment.
I’m no declining to comment I’m just trying to remember what it was I said, I think I said he was a hawker. I know he works down the market.
What doing?
Sammy shrugged. Buying and selling.
Buying and selling what?
Bits and pieces.
And you just bumped into him with all that money in yer pocket?
That’s right.
Ye’re sure about that?
Aye…well, I mean, apart from what I says, I was bevied, I could be wrong, but I dont think so, no about this.
So the Leg’s wrong?
What about?
Dont be too clever Sammy.
Look I’m no trying to be clever I’m just trying to get it straight, even for my own head I mean christ I dont like having blank-outs. What I’m saying is I was half-cut and my mind wasnay concentrating, cause I was worried, upset, cause I’d had a row with my girlfriend, a tiff, more than a tiff. Probably there was a lot of people I met, I dont know, I cannay mind. I’m no saying the Leg’s wrong. But maybe he is. Or else maybe we’re both right but it was just differences in time or something. We were both steaming, know what I mean, we were hitting it, cause of that extra dough I had christ I was just filling up the glasses man that’s what I was doing, so who knows, who know, being honest, I couldnay tell ye who I saw and who I never saw. That’s what I’m saying, I blanked out. Then I was captured by yous guys.
On Sunday morning.
On Sunday morning, that’s right, it’s all down there. Sammy sighed; he moved his shoulders in a circle to work some of the stiffness out; he wriggled his wrists. He sighed again.
Ye’ve nothing more to add?
No really.
Nothing at all?
Well like eh I mind once banging my head off a lamppost and the Leg went into knots. I think that was the Saturday morning. Ye see cause it was like a joke to him, me banging my head on the lamppost cause I was staggering; cause it’s him with the bad leg but there ye are it was me doing the staggering, so I mean I mind that. Plus this lassie singing a Patsy Cline number, some karaoke or something – maybe it wasnay a karaoke, maybe she was in a band, I cannay mind, except she was bloody good man a rare chanter. I think it was Crazy she sang, but maybe it wasnay. Some of these karaoke turns they’re that good ye dont know if they’re professionals just out for the practice.
Sammy ye’re a cheeky bastard.
I’m no meaning to be, I’m just telling ye the way it comes. Sammy sniffed, raised the bracelets, rubbed at the side of his nose with the knuckle of his left hand.
Anything else?
I think on the Saturday night somewhere there was a guy Stewart, Stewart Mure, he drinks in Glancy’s. I seem to mind seeing him and his wife. He’s a good chanter as well, he does Beatles’ numbers and Otis Redding, that kind of 6o’s stuff. He’s good but.
Anything else?
Eh… Sammy frowned. He shook his head, relaxed his shoulders. It’s just I’m getting stiff mate sorry, sitting too long on the one spot. I’m getting quite a lot of pain the now. It isnay just the eyes; my ears as well, plus the ribs. That’s how I went to the doctor this morning
ya fucking blawhard bastards ye want to see cheeky I’ll fucking show ye cheeky
Sammy sniffed. So he could give me a check-up. I just want to know I’m okay, a medical opinion and all that.
…
I’d love a fag but, that would be good.
Ah ye’re such a hard man Sammy.
I’m no trying to be. It’s just yez didnay give me enough time to lift my tobacco; I was just out the bath.
He was lying awake. Another guy was in the cell with him. He made nay attempt to talk. No that Sammy minded. He wasnay in the mood for wee stories-from-the-police-courts. Fuck me but he felt auld. Too auld for this carry on. The last thing he needed was another stretch. He wouldnay be able to handle it. That was the truth.
Naw it fucking wasnay; ye do yer crime ye take yer time. All in all he had done eleven years. They rolled off the tongue. What does it sound like.
It’s a life. It gets transformed into part of yer own. It can do anyway, like it did with Helen. She was a hell of a woman for taking on yer problems, and then they became hers. Your time was her time. But it wasnay fucking her time at all; she had nay right to do that. She got depressed. Nay wonder she got depressed. But we all get fucking depressed. And he wasnay fucking keeping her man, if she wanted to go, know what I’m talking about, fuck off.
Okay ye get angry at things. And there’s nay need to. Just sometimes ye wished
Ye wished!
Naw but ye think of what ye’re reduced to. It’s like a nightmare. Each time ye wake up it’s at a new stage.
But it couldnay get worse than this. He was really fuckt now. This was the dregs; he was at it. He had fucking reached it now man the fucking dregs man the pits, the fucking black fucking limboland, purgatory; that’s what it was like, purgatory, where all ye can do is think. Think. That’s all ye can do. Ye just fucking think about what ye’ve done and what ye’ve no fucking done; ye cannay look at nothing ye cannay see nothing it’s just a total fucking disaster area, yer mind, yer fucking memories, a disaster area. Ye wonder about these things. How come it happened to you and nay other cunt? He wasnay ordinary, that’s the thing man, Sammy, he wasnay ordinary, cause if he was fucking ordinary it wouldnay be fucking happening. That’s how ye’ve got to look at yer life, what ye did that made ye different. And it’s all fucking bastard fucking flukes man fucking coincidences. Even going blind. Although it didnay just HAPPEN I mean it didnay just HAPPEN; fucking spontaneous, it wasnay spontaneous, it was these bastard sodjers, it was them, stupit fucking fuckpig bastards.
Ye think about it but! Everything had went wrong! His whole fucking life! Right from the kickoff! It all went fucking wrong! Even the most stupitest things: they went wrong too! Ye felt like asking some cunt. How does it all work? How did it happen to me and no to him! him ower there, how come it didnay happen to him; that cunt, him ower there.
Ye just
The one thing he had going for him was her. Her. That was the one thing. She was it man. See when ye come to think about it, she was it, she was fucking it. There was nothing else man. Sammy had fuck all! Jesus christ. That was the fucking strength of that. He was nothing. He was fuck all. He had hung on and hung on. That was it. He had hung on and he had hung on too long. And she had got fucking sick of it. If she hadnay went last week it was next week. And ye couldnay fucking blame her man know what I mean like christ almighty she had probably met some young cunt, somebody that went to the pub, a customer; some smarmy bastard, he had probably got off with her. And they fuckt off the gether. That was the fucking story. Just as well she had went afore this, afore this fucking shit man this fucking blind shit, fucking blind blind blind fucking blind man blind a fucking blind bastard, a walking fucking
a walking fucking
fuck knows what.
The other guy farted again. This is what he was doing. Farting in his sleep.
Sammy was gony have to think, he was gony have to think. What had that cunt Charlie been up to? Fucking hell. Ye wonder about him man at his age still fucking throwing bombs ye have to wonder. Forty years auld for christ sake. It’s no even as if they were asking much, just for him to say he had met him, it wouldnay be much more than that, just saying he had met him. Wanting to confirm some fucking bullshit.
The Leg had been blabbing.
No necessarily. Cause he didnay know fuck all. He was a dumpling as far as that was concerned; politics. He thought he knew but he didnay. Charlie was a stranger to him. A stranger to Sammy as well but that was the problem.
Naw it wasnay. That wasnay the problem. There wasnay a problem. There wasnay a problem at all.
That was what the fucking problem was! Know what I’m talking about! That was what the fucking problem fucking was. Jesus christ.
Sammy smiled.
Fuck it but he was tired, he was just bloody tired; knackered and drained, knackered and drained; nay energy; nay fuck all; he just wanted to sleep, to sleep and then wake up; refreshed and fucking enerfuckinggetic, enerfucking-genetised. Mind you that was something about this being blind; how ye were so knackered all the time, it was cause ye were using so much fucking muscle power in every other direction, the compensation process, all this groping about ye were doing and fucking knocking fuck out yerself off cupboards and doors and fucking lampposts man ye were fuckt, nay wonder ye needed to sleep all the time.
Helen would get him out of trouble. Where the fuck was she but I mean ye had to put these questions, cause that’s what they were gony do, nothing surer, like if something bad had happened man ye had to start asking yerself, ye had to start, make a start at it, ye had to man, these questions, ye had to, ye had to put them, if like she was dead or something if somebody had done her in man ye had to say it. Get it out. Ye had to: if some, if some guy, some guy man if some guy fucking, if some bastard had so much as touched a hair on her head man, one fucking hair on her head man that’s all, that’s all it would fucking take, so much as touched one hair on that lassie’s head man
Ye see it from their point of view but the polis christ almighty ye’ve got to help them out; ye’ve got to, it’s a fucking
when it’s something like that man a disappearance, suspicious circumstances, what do ye do? a fucking
The bastard blankets, itchy as fuck on his neck and chin, stupit whiskers; he was gony shave, fucking beard fucking hippy bastard that was coming right off; first thing; as soon as.
Ye see it from their point of view but. Plus the form he had. Staying with her and all that, the bad row.
These bastards. And they could pick out anything they wanted. See when ye thought about it. Even staying in the house; he had nay right, nay right at all; they could charge him with that man illegal entry, if they wanted. Any fucking thing.
Aw christ he was tired. How the hell could he no just drop off! just fucking drop off. It was his back, it was sore, he couldnay lie on his front cause of the bracelets and he couldnay get comfy he just couldnay get fucking comfy, know what I’m talking about fucking comfy, comfy fucking comfy he was fucking fuckt man he was fuckt, that’s what he was, fuckt, fucking bastarn good night, good fucking night, if he could sleep, if he could just sleep; but how the fuck can ye sleep if ye cannay get comfy? It’s a straight question. Fucking pong as well, the phantom fucking farter man he was at it again.
The guy was pacing. It was irritating behaviour. The feet sounds kept getting nearer then away and then back again and Sammy’s head got filled with it, his brains working in terms of it, so just about every memory he had connected with it, this fucking feetsteps, getting affected, and it done yer head man it done yer fucking head
What was it like at all! Maybe if he had been able to see. But he’s fucking lying there in this fucking blindness, this fucking utter black fucking…fuck knows what, fucking limboland.
Heh gony sit on yer arse…
Eh?
I said gony sit on yer arse, I’m trying to kip.
The guy did what he was told. Probably he was a grass anyway the cunt. Sammy turned onto his side and tugged up the blanket. But what seemed like less than ten minutes later some bastard had him by the shoulder and he was having to drag himself up then getting marched out, trying to hold onto his fucking trousers, the trainers still lying under the stupit fucking bunk.
Ye’ve got a cupboard full of dress-shirts. Still in their cellophane wrappers.
I bought them.
Ye bought them!
They’re all different sizes.
We know they’re all different sizes Sammy.
Somebody else in the room started laughing.
I bought them cheap.
That’s a surprise.
Cause I thought I could punt them.
So where did ye buy them?
A couple of weeks ago.
…
Off a guy in a pub; he got them at a fire-salvage auction; that’s what he telt me anyway.
Did ye believe him?
Well I mean I had nay reason to doubt him.
What were the grounds?
Eh…?
If you had no reason to doubt him Mister Samuels, what were your grounds?
He had an accent.
Oh he had an accent did he?
He sounded like a posh foreign businessman.
Well well.
Naw honest, that’s what stuck in my mind about him; at first I thought he was a kind of high-class English guy but I think he was something else, maybe he came from Europe for some kind of foreign businesses convention.
This is crap.
…
Ye fucking blagged them Sammy.
I didnay.
Fine, ye’re getting done for reset.
Okay I mean ye’ve got to do what ye’ve got to do, but I thought the guy was brand new; he just looked out the game, as if he had taken a beating for a few quid. I was quite happy to take them off his hands. The way I read it he was trying to work up his fare back home, where it was he was going, home I mean, his own country. It was just a deal, two guys in a pub.
You’re a loose end Mister Samuels; and getting looser.
…
Understand me?
What?
There was the sound of somebody blowing his nose and then a door opening and closing, and then a hand clasped him on the shoulder; the guy was so close Sammy smelled his breath and it was drink, like vodka or something.
I want to get serious… It was the English guy again, speaking in this quiet voice. Sammy couldnay quite pick up the accent but it was regional from somewhere… So just listen to my colleague when he’s talking and do your best to get to grips with it; if you have difficulty let us know, we’re here to help.
Yeh Sammy, see we were under the impression ye were a bit higher class than this. Speaking personally, I thought ye were a guy down on his luck, but ye were fighting back; three years on the straight and narrow, trying yer best, sorting yerself out, doing yer Work Provision, getting in tow with a nice woman; I dont know if ye’ve got an alcohol problem, our colleagues say ye have, but I dont see it, speaking personally – but if ye have maybe ye’re beating it, if so hats-off-to-ye. Now we find ye’re dealing in reset – petty stuff by the way, for an ex-hotshot like yerself – but that’s us, we’re in the fact-finding business and if that’s the fact we find then we’ve got to accept it. Even so, a bit of this and a bit of that, ye can understand it; I can understand it, making up the giro and all that I mean who’s gony worry about a few leather jackets. The thing is but, what ye’re involved in the now, it’s serious; and I’ll be honest with ye, I dont know how come ye’re hiding the cunt ye’re hiding. Naybody likes a grass, I appreciate that; but this guy’s something else.
What guy?
Whatever guy ye like – Billy, Tam – it doesnay matter. Just so ye know this is a serious investigation; that’s how me and my colleague are here. But ye knew that anyway didnt ye?
Sammy nodded.
What did he talk about?
Just general stuff.
Aye?
Football, that kind of thing.
Well maybe we arenay talking about the same guy after all ye see because I meet these cunts and they dont talk about football, they dont talk about racing, nothing like that, it’s all politics; then they get angry, they get angry and they get bitter; that’s what ye find Sammy they get angry and they get bitter and what happens they start talking about other things they talk about violence and they talk about acts of terrorism I mean come on now ye must have met guys like that when ye were doing time. Eh?
Aye, once or twice?
Good, fine. Heh by the way there’s something else, maybe ye havenay noticed – have ye noticed?
What?
The clerical officer’s away for his teabreak. Naybody’s working the computer. We’re putting this off the record.
Sammy nodded. I know ye’re wanting me to tell ye something and I wish to christ I could; maybe I was drunker than I thought but honest, I just cannay remember; the guys I’m talking about, all I can mind is them talking about football and that, just I mean the usual.
The thing is Sammy we know that’s no true.
…
See we know that if that’s what ye’re saying then ye’re telling lies.
I’m no.
Well aye, I’m afraid ye are; I’ve got to say it now ye see ye’re a fucking liar, ye know, that’s what ye are Sammy a fucking liar.
Sorry mate but I cannay help who I meet.
What was that?
I’m saying I cannay help who I meet.
Ah well there ye have the problem, because for me and my colleague even that’s beginning to sound doubtful. Ye understand what I’m saying?
…
Now that’s something to think about int it?
Perhaps he hasnt got the gist of what you said.
Aw I think he has: eh Sammy?
…
Silence was the answer. Maybe if he had his socks off that would help. Take off yer socks Sammy.
Sammy waited a moment then did as he was told; he was about to shove them in his pocket but they were taken out his hand.
That’s right son, just you throw them over there out the road.
Sammy heard footsteps then other footsteps and there was some muttering went on. Then somebody approached him, and the serjeant said: Okay son check his feet for evidence, concealed weapons; things like that.
Blisters on his heels, corns or bunions on the big toe and the wee toe, both feet. They’re clean. Wee bits of fluffy wool.
Christ that boy’s gony make a grade one detective. Give us a look… Yeh, just as I thought: add to the form-book that these feet are not just clean they’re unusually clean; and the toes are red. Funny that int it, red toes. Consistent mind you.
They’re what one might call angry-looking.
Angry-looking. Yeh.
On the other hand, what do we mean when we speak about toes as angry-looking?
They’re red and purplish.
That sounds more like a penis.
Sammy stayed still, his wrists resting on his thighs; he listened to them laughing. One of them sounded quite close to the back of his head and he had to stop himself ducking, it would just have intimidated them. They carried on talking nonsense and his attention went from what they were saying to how they fucking said it, cause he was expecting a blow at any time. It was alright. He felt that; it was okay, he wasnay worried; it was just the way when it landed he wouldnay be prepared; but there was nothing ye could do; and if ye cannay do nothing then dont fucking worry about it.
More laughing.
Then the socks landed on his lap.
I hope we checked the customer’s socks for holes gentlemen! I dont want complaints going in against the department in regard to irregular treatment of the customer’s property. This chap has an appointment with a professionally qualified medical person on Monday morning.
…
Somebody’s talking to ye Sammy, ye’re hell of a bad mannered.
Is that a fact.
Ho ho, getting bolder by the minute, given we keep catching him out on lies and petty deceits. He said he saw a doctor yesterday morning but he didnt, he didnt see a doctor at all, he saw a receptionist.
Is that true Sammy?
I made an appointment with the doctor for Monday morning.
Somebody sighed. Now there was movement towards him. A finger touched him on the cheekbone and he jerked his head back.
No ssh. Ssh, relax. Serjeant, see this a minute…
The finger was back on his cheekbone and pressing.
What…?
It’s peculiar you know but I cant see a thing wrong with this chap’s eyes. Can you?
No, I cant.
Of course he keeps closing them and it’s difficult to see. But I wouldnt be at all surprised if his allegation were to prove unfounded. I suspect there’s nothing fucking wrong with them at all, not when you take the time to examine them. Of course we’re only laymen, we’re not professionally qualified medical authorities. Mister Samuels, would you open your eyes a minute?
Sammy blinked.
Are you sure you’re suffering sightloss?
…
Customer declines to answer.
Sammy I agree with my colleague ye know, I think ye’re gony be unlucky, I think that doctor’s gony take one look at you and tell ye to go and fuck yerself. Telling ye, ye’re on a knockback. He’s just gony give ye a bad report, he’s gony raise the whole question about how come ye’re wasting departmental time registering Dysfunctional Capacity, because as far as he’s concerned ye’re as fit as a fiddle, with a pair of eyes like fucking Robin Hood, hit an’ apple at a hundred paces, that’s what he’s gony say. Look at them, brown and sparkling. Ye’re no even a druggie!
And bang go the Community Gratuities Mister Samuels, if that’s you discovered in the act of telling whoppers in respect of functional job capacity. Then of course, our very own colleagues, they have a public duty to fight the battle against larceny when and where they find it. They take a particularly dim view of fraudulent assaults on the tax-payer.
Sammy flexed his shoulders then his wrists.
He’s not sleeping!
The smell of tobacco smoke. Sammy cleared his throat: Any chance of a fag?
There’s nay smoking in this room Sammy I thought ye knew that, an experienced hotshot like yerself, but we have got a treat for ye all the same, so dont say we’re no good to you, it’s a letter. Do ye know who it’s for?
…
Eh?
Naw.
Well I’ll tell ye, it’s for a Mrs McGilvaray. But you’re no Mr McGilvaray you’re Mister Samuels. So there’s a wee contradiction to start with. See if I was counsel for the prosecution by the way I’d fucking run rings round the defendant, no kidding ye, I would. But fair’s fair, we thought ye’d want to see the contents.
It’s no for me.
Aye but ye want to know what’s in it dont ye?
No really, naw.
I’ll read it anyway. Dear Helen, trust you to go AWOL when we’re busy. Is it not time you got a phone installed. We don’t have time to write letters. We’re too busy doing your work. Let us know if you’re coming back, if not we’ll have to start somebody else. We don’t want to but we’ll have to. Kind regards, John G. PS did I say something out of turn!
That’s the manager of Quinn’s Bar Mister Samuels, wondering why the woman hasnt put in an appearance. You may be interested to know that she still hadnt, as of last night. We’re wondering if you have anything to state by way of a response to what you’ve heard.
Eh…
What you’ve heard the serjeant read.
I knew there was a letter and that’s probably it, it came through the letterbox a couple of days ago.
That’s all you have to say?
There was a couple of other yins as well so… He sighed; his mouth had dried up. He leaned forwards, putting his hands on his knees.
Eh?
Sammy sniffed. Naw, he said, I’m worried.
You’re worried?
That’s right.
I believe you’re worried; you’ve got good reason to be worried.
Christ sake man come on!
Come on! What do you mean come on? You’ve held us up for fucking hours, hours, and you’ve got the audacity to shout at me to come on! Who the fucking hell do you think you are you piece of fucking garbage!
And he moved when he said the last bit, fast and unexpected and Sammy ducked.
Then silence.
Eventually the guy said: You met Charles Barr in Campbell’s a week past Friday. True or false?
It might be true it might be false, I dont know, I was drunk.
Sammy ye realise yer girlfriend’s disappeared in highly suspicious circumstances?
Yeh.
Yeh?
Yeh yeh yeh I know, I know, I fucking know! And I’m fucking worried! I’m WORRIED. Sammy said the last bit through his teeth, he half rose from the chair.
Are ye?
Sammy sat back down. Yeh.
Serjeant I think this man is less than bright.
What I’m saying is I’m worried.
…
Now footsteps. It sounded like they were going away. And a door closed.
After a time Sammy said, Her family’s in Dumfries. I dont know whereabouts but somewhere down there.
Nay idea?
It was a different voice; the young yin by the sound of it. Sammy shifted in his chair as if surprised by where the voice was coming from. The address is in the house somewhere, he said, but I cannay look cause I cannay see.
Has she done this before?
…
Eh?
Aye.
Did ye tell them?
Who?
The guys that were asking ye the questions?
I think so.
Where d’ye meet her first?
Eh…Glancy’s eh Glancy’s Bar… Sammy listened for other people. It couldnay just be one of them. And there had to be the computer operator at least. This yin sounded like an apprentice but ye couldnay take chances. Sammy smiled: Is the other two away for their tea-break!
Aye, probably.
Sammy twisted on his chair as if to look round the room.
Are ye really blind?
Aye, cannay see a thing.
Fucking hell.
It’s terrible. Be different if ye were used to it. It just happened with me but, so everything’s kind of – it’s weird, ye know, really weird. If my girlfriend just came back… She’s good ye know, good. Sammy shrugged. Once they find her; if they tell her – she’ll be back right away, as soon as she can. Just if she gets to hear, know what I mean? If somebody tells her. I mean d’ye think they’ll tell her if they find her?
What d’ye say?
Naw I’m just hoping yez find her, and yez let her know the score, me being blind.
…
Are they out looking the now?
Who?
Yous.
Aw I dont know fellow we’re just like eh guards.
Dont get me wrong, I’m no asking for information, I was just saying I hope yez find her… Sammy sniffed then sighed.
Then the polis whispered: Listen, I can tell ye one thing, see these two guys that are asking ye the questions; they’re no from this office.
Is that right….
Aye. Look, dont take this the wrong way but see that guy in the pub that wrote the letter, is he shagging yer girlfriend?
Sammy folded his arms. Then he shrugged: Who knows.
He was wanting to smile but stopped himself. Things were going okay. They were. Ye kept yer nerve, ye just kept yer nerve.
When Samuels
One of these days he was gony write his own song, that would show the bastards.
Somebody was smoking a fag again. Also there was slurps from cunts drinking tea or coffee. They were making a big thing out of it, like they were really enjoying themselves. Maybe it was a real fucking drink they had; couple of cans of superlager, a half bottle. Ye wouldnay put it past the cunts. Mutter mutter – one of them was talking about golf. Some kind of championship was on in America and it was getting shown on the telly. That was a boring game man golf, fucking boring; all these fat bastards walking about the place, some poor cunt having to carry their stuff. Football was different. If things had been right Sammy would have made it. His head was too full of shit, as a boy I mean, otherwise
he still missed it the now; ye could imagine it, running onto the park, somebody passing the ball to ye, trap, on ye go.
Movement. He tensed, then rested his wrists on his thighs and tried to sit in a way that was comfortable, but keeping his feet square on the floor.
The serjeant said, Sammy, ye’re a terrible man, ye really are. Between me, you and the doorpost I dont think you realise the shit ye’re in. I’m serious. This isnay a bit of reset ye know. And no matter what ye might think, we’ve got nay interest in keeping ye here. It’s only we need some clarification. See ye’re a loose end. For some reason known only to yerself ye’re hindering this investigation. Now I dont know why ye’re doing it cause ye’re a knowledgeable guy and ye’re well aware that unsought information that provides us with concrete help or assistance is of great personal benefit to you the customer. The fact is ye havenay offered this information, ye havenay offered any information. So we’ve immediate grounds for believing – firm and solid – that you may be withholding evidence. Now ye understand that that puts ye up shit creek?
Aye if it was true, but I’m no. He sighed.
We find that ye are. And if we can show good cause for that finding then the burden of proof winds up back-to-maverick, I’m talking about yerself.
You see Sammy what we’re saying is we’re not stupid; you know your record and we know your record, and we also know more than your record, we know everything. Eh…give the man a cigarette.
It’s okay, thanks, I dont want one.
You dont want one. Just as well I think really since it would have been an improper action on our part. Now you see we know that you met Mister Barr. We know it for two reasons: one, he was under surveillance by ourselves; two, Mister Donaghue advised us of it, he told us.
I didnay say I didnay meet Charlie Barr I said I didnay meet him as far as I could mind: cause I was drunk. I might’ve met him, I just dont know. Look yez must know as well I’ve got nay involvement with him, so I mean what would I no tell ye for? if there was something I knew, it wouldnay be worth fuck all, so there would be nay point in me no telling ye.
So ye’re saying ye might have met him?
Aye, christ…
He’s an auld mate Sammy ye would’ve remembered.
Sammy shook his head.
Here’s another thing off the record; we’ve got no interest in your girlfriend. We know enough to know that if something violent has happened to her then it wont be through actions of yours. But even if it were… Understand what I’m saying to you now. There are colleagues of ours who dont take the same view, they have what you might call a cut and dried attitude to what they regard as serious crime and to those they regard as serious criminals. The disappearance of Helen McGilvaray is a very very serious matter and you I’m afraid are a man already convicted of very serious crime. But you are here on our say-so and not theirs; let me repeat; we’ve got no interest in you, none whatsoever.
…
Do you wish to say anything?
Eh no.
That’s fair, you’re entitled to give the matter some thought. At the same time I’m afraid we’re obliged to leave you with the cuffs. Dont take it personally.
It’s just the getting comfortable; psychologically it’s alright, ye feel as if ye’re achieving something. When Sammy was a boy.
When Sammy was a boy.
Dreaming my dreams of you.
The music plays. Remember that guy whose heart stopped beating?
Well ye shouldnay.
Aye ye should, these are things to remember. Ye think they’re the opposite but they’re no, they’re guiding lights; Sammy went on a plane once and there was these wee lights down the passage. Dream yer dreams, but remember the other stuff. Plus it keeps ye sane. Cause ye’re no at the fucking dregs. Ye see death in the poky and it’s nothing to write home about. It happens. Surprising people it happens to as well. Other times ye’ve predicted it; even without ever saying it to yerself when ye get telt some cunt’s snuffed it ye go, Aye… cause ye were expecting it, without having thought about it.
some day I’ll get over you
I’ll live to see it through
but I’ll always be
dreaming my dreams of you
That was the way with the guy with the personal stereo; ye knew he was coming a cropper; he had gave up the ghost; sitting there backed into the wall with his eyes shut, his knees up and his chin down, the earplugs, dreaming his fucking dreams. He wanted to be back in his own country but he didnay at the same time even though his wife and weans were there. They were waiting to fucking kill him man the troops. Hard to believe, wee guy like that, but that’s the way it goes man I mean fuck sake what do ye do, there’s fuck all except what Sammy done, lie on the fucking bunk. He listened if the guy spoke, but no always. When he offered him a blast of the waccy stuff he wouldnay take it, he was a Muslim and didnay smoke nor drink, hell mend him. I am a good man. That was what he used to say, I am a good man. I ask for nothing. That was his fucking problem, he asked for nothing, so he got fuck all, whereas Sammy
had always been crazy,
it’s kept him from going insane.
No this time though. If he got put back this time he would go insane. Blind or no fucking blind.
He shifted on the bunk by moving his arse first then shoulders, then feet. The back was sore. He couldnay move onto his front but cause of the bracelets. For a time he could lie on the side of one arm and shoulder. It was this bastard mattress. Fucking terrible.
Moan moan moan eh! That’s it but ye aye concentrate on yer own bloody predicament.
And there was nay point.
Also cause ye knew what it was about. It was an added bonus to them, the blindness, it meant he was more trapped. Funny thing about these bastards, how they think being stuck inside yer head’s a fate worse than death. Too much television with the cunts, they all think they’re walking down the mean streets of New York or some fucking place, Chicago, they’re all fucking Al Pacinos, Humphrey Bogart man ye know what I’m talking about.
Ye go back through yer life but there’s nay point; some things are just obvious. People give each other second chances. That’s the amazing thing. Naybody else does it. Just yous two, the two of yez that’re doing it.
A match! The guy had struck a match! That fucking settled it man he was a grass, they had landed him with a grass. Sammy smiled. He waited a wee minute then said, Any chance of a drag mate?
No answer was the reply. Ah well.
And now the pacing started. It got on yer fucking nerves; ye tried no to let it but it did. A cup of coffee would be nice. Ye could fling it ower the cunt! Sammy chuckled and smothered it; but chuckled again. Fucking wild.
A drink would have been nice but. The mouth was dry as fuck. A glass of water, ice cool water.
and a lip print on a half filled cup of coffee
that you poured and didnt dri-i-ink
Ah fuck.
Ye think of Helen the now man she might have been thinking of this very guy here, yer man, lying cold in his lonely room, a dark cavern of mental solitude. That was definitely the line from a song man no question.
Games-of-football-I-have-played. Mind you but there was one game he played, it was for a trophy
Tobacco smoke wafting, in his nostrils. Okay. Cause Sammy could enjoy it like it was his own, his own fucking fag man know what I mean who gives a fuck, blow it ower, blow it ower
ya fucking bampot fucking fuckpig grassing bastard.
That’s how ye’re better no bothering. Ye arenay. It’s a mistake, a major error. Ye just let them get on with it. Maybe he was deaf. That’s the kind of stunt they would pull. A blindie in with a deafie. Or else a dumbie. Hilarious. Ye could imagine them up watching on the fucking VTR.
Jesus christ almighty man ye just have to.
Heh you ye fucking deaf? I telt ye to stop fucking pacing.
What’s up with you?
Never mind what’s up with me just fucking watch yerself.
How?
Cause ye’re fucking annoying me man that’s how, fucking irritating, know what I’m talking about, give us peace.
The breath choked in his throat and he coughed; a lump of shit came up; he rolled it round the tonsils then swallowed it. Maybe the guy had never been whacked with the bracelets. Maybe he was wanting to test it, the sensation, what like the fucking clunk felt. A mind-blowing experience man better than a fucking
They get to ye. Ye try no to let them. But they do. There’s never any point working it out. It’s a waste of energy. Especially when ye’ve nay control. If ye’ve got some sort of control then alright, it can be worthwhile mulling it ower, looking for ways in, ways out, that kind of stuff. The important thing is
there’s nay fucking important thing.
He was expecting them ages ago. They hadnay came back for him and that was funny. Plus he had managed no a bad doze. Maybe they were away for a nice big Sunday dinner, cause that’s what they get man big Sunday dinners, these fucking sodjer bastards, the best steak and chips, poached eggs, all the fucking trimmings.
He swung his legs ower and got himself up. There was movement from the other bunk. Poor bastard, ye felt sorry for him, whoever he was. That was a thing about Jackie Milligan, if Helen was gony lay blame on the guy, how far do ye fucking go? Things arenay as easy as ye think. She had a different point of view from him, which was fair enough, but that didnay mean it was the right one. Christ his legs were sore. He touched forwards with his right foot, heading for the end wall, holding his fists up the way, touching forwards with his toes.
You blind?
Aye.
I wasnay sure.
Sammy kept going. At the wall he turned his back to lean against it, then went down on his hunkers, then sat on the floor with the legs stretched out. Know what time it is?
Five o’clock.
Five o’clock! How d’ye know?
Just guessing.
Long ye been in?
Yesterday. You?
Same.
They keeping ye?
Dont know.
Naw me too. Fucking clatty int it!
Sammy nodded. Look eh I mean earlier on and that, when ye were walking about, my head was away…
Nay bother. They’ve put ye in cuffs eh?
Aye.
Sore?
Aye. Ye cannay fucking… Sammy moved his wrists about. They’re no too comfy.
What they holding ye for?
Sammy didnay answer him immediately. A misunderstanding, he said, what about yerself?
They’re trying to say I’m dealing.
Are ye?
Naw.
A case of mistaken identity?
More or less, aye. What was yer misunderstanding about?
Ach nothing.
Must’ve been something for the cuffs but surely?
Who knows, it’s up to them.
What’s yer name?
Joe.
I’m Davie. Heh have I no seen ye afore?
I dont know, have ye?
Where d’ye drink?
Och different places; what about yerself?
Ye know Castlemilk?
No really.
Well… When d’ye get fed in here by the way?
Fuck knows, when they feel like it.
Is it no set times?
…
I thought it was set times.
Did ye?
Well I was expecting that.
Right.
Is it no usually?
Ye any smokes left?
Nah.
Then the sound of him shifting his position on the bunk. Sammy drew his knees up and rested his head on them. He needed a piss but he couldnay be bothered. Maybe he would just fucking pee himself. He hoped the guy would shut up now. Ye need silences. Ye can get them inside. Usually it’s noisy as fuck but no always. When ye do get them they can be incredible like there’s no even a breath, all ye hear is yer own body, the blood pumping. And if ye’ve taken a doing ye imagine ye can hear yer muscles and yer bones knitting the gether, yer body getting itself back into working order. Sometimes it’s best to let silence reign; other times it isnay. The guy was still shifting about on the bunk.
You got a problem? said Sammy.

He said it in his ordinary speaking voice but it seemed to boom out and it was like the guy was waiting for the boom to die away before he gave his answer: A problem? he said.
Aye ye got one?
Naw.
That’s good.
A guy once telt Sammy about complications; he had asked him about whether he had a girlfriend or no. Sammy had been married at the time. It was just after he had landed inside that last time. He hadnay wanted to speak to the guy so he telt him it was too complicated, he didnay want to talk about it. And the guy said, Listen pal ye come inside ye’re a complicated person, when ye go out ye’re still a complicated person but the complications are different. All yer other complications go away. People forget about ye; the goodies I’m talking about, the only ones remember ye are the fucking baddies; they still want to fuck ye.
Sammy could mind thinking this is a piece of wisdom that I’m gony treasure. But it was just bullshit.
The springs squeaked, the guy shifting his position again. Sammy had went off thinking about things but it was the same kind of things he usually thought about and he wanted to switch the subject. Games-I-Have-Played. Concerts-I-Have-Attended. Women-I-Have-Screwed. Jobs-I-Have-Fucking-Done. Strokes-I-have-fucking-pulled. Look, he said, ye just get by in here, that’s the important thing, know what I’m saying, ye can go crazy or ye can survive. Sometimes it’s stupit and sometimes it isnay. The bottom line is it’s too easy to get done in. Ye let them man and they’ll fucking do ye. Ye’ve got to get yer head right. And the time to start is now.
After a wee minute the guy said, What ye telling me for?
I feel like it.
I didnay ask ye for any advice.
Naw I’m just telling ye. Ye’ve got to watch yerself. I’m guessing you’re gony have problems.
I dont know what ye’re talking about.
Fair enough.
Look I’m in here for nothing.
Doesnay matter; either way ye’ve got to survive. Cause these cunts’ll fucking do ye. They like fucking doing ye. That’s what they’re here for. Know what I mean? Ye get done right? Well that’s now ye get done, they fucking do ye. And when they’ve fucking done ye they’ve done ye, that’s what I’m talking about. Either ye let them or ye dont. Personally I fucking dont, right, I dont fucking let them. Know how? cause I fucking hate the bastards. I hate them; that’s how I survive. Know what I’m saying?
Aye.
And the way I hate them: total fucking fuck all. Win lose or draw. There’s nay such thing as a good fucking uniform. Same goes for a grass. Ye hear me?
…
Eh?
I hear ye, I dont know what ye’re telling me for but.
I’m telling ye cause I want to.
What for?
Cause I want to.
Fuck sake… The springs squeaked, the guy turning ower.
Sammy dragged himself up and along to the pail, he knelt and had a piss. Then into the bunk and under the blankets onto his side. He wanted to sleep now. He wanted to be unconscious. He was tired. He needed to rest. He had been resting. Till he woke up. Till he woke him up, that cunt, his fucking pacing, his farting man whatever.
He gritted his teeth and shut his eyelids tight. I’m tired, he said, I’m tired and I cannay sleep.
I’m starving.
Fuck you. Sammy moved onto his back, it was still sore at the spine and the fucking buzzing was back in his ear this bloody highpitched noise and the fucking bracelets how could ye do anything with these fucking bracelets, fucking murder.
Jesus christ.
Now I lay me down to sleep
pray the lord my soul to keep.
That was a poem his grannie taught him, a prayer.
That’s what happens in here, he said, ye’re tired and ye cannay fucking sleep. Ye’ve got all the time in the world and ye cannay get a rest, they dont fucking let ye. That’s how they design these places, so ye get nay peace. Nay fuck all. Nay fags. Ye’ve got fucking nothing except yer fucking brains. That’s how I’m telling ye, ye better wise up. If ye dont watch yerself ye go. I’ve seen guys doing themself in, so ye better fucking watch it. Cause that’s what they want. They want ye to do yerself in. Fucking telling ye man it’s good for the facts and figures, the statistics, it shows they’re doing the job. Ye dont believe me, well I’m fucking telling ye. Ye need yer survival plans, and if ye’ve only got yer head then ye use it, ye dont let these bastards fucking screw it man know what I’m talking about – eh? Ye listening?
Aye.
Well I asked ye a question.
I never heard ye.
Never mind.
I didnay know ye were talking to me.
Who the fuck else is there?
Well ye’re saying things and I dont know what ye’re saying them for.
Is that right?
…
It’s these bracelets, the cunts aye close them too tight, they cleave into yer wrists. Are they bleeding? Sammy held his wrists out the blankets.
Naw.
Ye cannay fucking sleep cause ye cannay turn, ye cannay get onto yer back either, so ye’re fuckt.
Dont worry about it.
What, what d’ye say?
There’s nothing ye can do. They’ll take them off.
Hh. Sammy smiled. Then he made to rise but got this sudden feeling he was gony faint so he lay down again, then clawed his way up the bunk to be sitting, crossed his legs and kept his back straight, his neck stiff, upright. Dizzy. He had a dizzy head. He gasped for breath, constricted and tight and fucking choking, he gasped; the fucking ribcage again, his lungs. The guy was talking now but Sammy couldnay listen man he couldnay fucking hear him, what he was saying like a fucking a jumble man a jumble it was a jumble
happening to him it was happening to him, oh christ man it was happening to him and he started breathing deep and his shoulders rocking, he couldnay stop them, now scratching at his chin and neck, clawing, like there was wee creepy-crawlies under the surface, clawing at his face round the cheekbones pulling the flesh down below the eye sockets, okay, okay, the breathing, just the breathing just the breathing, unscrew yer eyes and get rid of it, rid of it
the guy’s voice
Aye I’m alright I’m alright.
I saw a great concert a fortnight ago, through in Edinburgh, me and my girlfriend. Brilliant…
Sammy twisted to pull the pillow out from under him and squeezed it about then stuck it back next to the lower bit of his spine. He folded his arms and sat with his shoulders hunched, stiff; he sat like that for a while. He could have hit him but. The fucking guy on the bunk man that’s who, that’s fucking who. Any cunt that came near him man that’s who. He twisted to wipe his nose with his left wrist, felt the wet down his chin; saliva, he had been drooling, drooling like a wean. Okay.
Well you said it yerself, twisted loyalties, but maybe he’ll loosen up.
A sigh. The sound of a cigarette lighter.
Give him one.
Here… A fag was put into Sammy’s mouth. That was him probably fuckt now but he took the light anyway. What did it matter, it didnay fucking matter. He dragged deep, exhaled slow. His head birled.
The silence went on. They were talking a distance from him but he picked up words here and there. But so what; if they didnay want him to hear he wouldnay have heard. He tapped ash into his left hand, took another drag, a long one, sucking the smoke down deep. A joint would have been nice; heh john ye got a bit of blaw there? I was inside all last night and I’ve got a head like a fucking… Sammy smiled for a wee minute.
There was a clinking sound. Somebody coming to him. Here; cup of tea. It’s just by yer foot.
He reached down. It was awkward. He put the fag in his mouth then tried again, avoiding the smoke going in his eyes. The tea was lukewarm and sweet as fuck. He once read a story about a Jewish guy and a black guy and they met in this New York cafe and drank coffee, they were both skint, and the way they knew one another was skint and used to being skint was because they both took triple helpings of cream and sugar. Fucking bullshit. He swallowed half the tea and returned the cup to the floor, leant back on the chair letting his head loll till near enough it touched the top bit of his spine, his neck totally exposed.
Charlie would take care of himself. He knew Sammy was a useless bastard anyway so there wasnay a problem, it was just a case of
getting it out. How do ye get it out? Sammy had forgot how to get it out. He didnay seem ever to have known how to do it. How the fuck do ye tell the cunts! Maybe if they started in on the torture games, the real stuff, the point where ye wouldnay have any option. Who knows what ye’ll do. The bottom line is if they want it bad enough they’ll get it. Whatever they wanted off him, it just depended, depended how bad they wanted it in the first place – how quick.
I’ve no seen him for years, he muttered.
What was that?
Sammy sat forwards, inhaled and exhaled. If I saw him on Friday, it was the first time for years.
Is that so?
It was the serjeant had said it. Sammy shrugged, he turned his head to where the voice came from then he stuck the fag in his mouth and reached down for the tea. His hands were shaking; so what. He kept his head lowered. Then he frowned: I seem to mind a conversation about jazz orchestras…
Aye okay Sammy so ye’re being an arsehole.
Naw sorry, I just
Aye, aye. One thing but, that time when ye met Charlie, what was it about?
…
Ten years ago, when ye met him? Ye had long hair at the time.
Eh…
Eh…! The guy chuckled. That’s right Sammy, we’re talking ten year ago, when yez met in London. What was it about?
It wasnay about nothing.
Did ye just bump into him on the street? Theobalds Road if I remember right – is that no Holborn?
The English guy said: Holborn yeh. Six-thirty in the morning. You were working down by Clapham Junction? So whereabouts were you living? Eh?
Cannay mind.
North London, south London, west, east – where? whereabouts?
North.
Yeh? That is nice. You’re living in north London and you’re working down by Clapham Junction, and by some chance you meet up with Mister Barr in Theobalds Road! Six-thirty in the morning.
…
Sammy, we’ve just had a photograph turn up, you with Charlie; you’re looking especially well, like I say ye had long hair, pity ye cannay see it. Here it is here, I’ve got it in front of me.
Sammy smiled.
Ye mind the occasion?
It’s a clear patch serjeant I’m sure he will.
I was on my way to work, said Sammy, we met for a breakfast.
A working breakfast, being busy men.
Ah well you know Charlie, aye on the go I mean if ye know about it ye know about it; nothing I can say.
So the two of yez bumped into each other, that’s what ye’re telling us? He was down from Glasgow on a visit and you were living there and then yez just bump into each other? Some coincidence.
Sammy smiled.
Sammy the more we look at you the more there is to see.
Ah well.
Ye’re no so much a loose end as an added complication.
That’s right, I spent seven years… Sammy stopped, he reached down and dropped the rest of the fag into the teacup; it sizzled.
Christ he’s messing up the crockery!
You spent seven years… Yes?
Nothing.
Oh it’s something, seven years out a man’s life, it’s something I would have thought.
Look if yez know yez know, there’s fuck all I can say, there’s nay point.
Dont get upset Sammy.
I’m no getting upset.
You’ve a bit of a chip on your shoulder and that’s understandable; a man like Charlie Barr stays on the outside while there’s you, seven years.
What ye talking about?
A chap like yourself, you end up the fall-guy.
Ye know what I got fucking put inside for. What are ye gony fucking reopen the case!
You’re not listening.
…
Hear what I’m saying, you’re not listening.
Sammy paused, then he said: Charlie was down for a conference. Ye know he was down for a conference. He was a convenor of shop stewards at the time. It was a year afore I got fucking done. It wasnay fucking ten year ago it was eleven. Okay?
Well that helps us out with dates Sammy.
Good.
See we know ye’re no involved it’s just how there’s these coincidences. Here…
Movement closeby and something touched him on the mouth.
It’s a fag Sammy.
They gave him a light for it.
Ye see obviously they’re no coincidences. We’re no saying there’s any conspiracies on the go; but they’re no coincidences Sammy, okay? And what my colleague says holds good; it’s something worth considering. Ye’re in trouble and basically it’s through no fault of yer own, ye’re just in the wrong place at the wrong time. Ye’re unlucky. But that’s no our fault. Time’s important to us; it’s just as important to us as it is to you. I mean we’re no gony end up in the poky – it’s just a job – but you will; that’s where you’re heading. Well ye’re here already int ye!
…
I mean we can hold ye here forever if we want. And if we hold ye here we know nothing’ll happen, whereas if we let ye go…who knows? we dont. I mean basically it’s best we do hold ye.
Sammy took the fag out his mouth.
Ye know what I’m saying. Now see our other colleagues; they want to hold ye anyway; cause of yer girlfriend; they want to keep ye till she turns up! They do. You better believe it. It’s fucking complicated Sammy it’s a complicated business. The same happened when ye were inside, there was that guy died in yer cell, mind?
He didnay die in the cell he was fucking put there.
That’s a serious thing to say.
It’s actually very serious, said the English guy.
Sammy turned his head from them, he took a big drag on the fag, in case it was the last. There was a bit of muttering from behind him. Fucking bampots, they think they’re wide; they think they’re fucking wide. Ye just let them get on with it. That’s all ye do. And ye dont fucking aggravate them man ye dont fucking aggravate them. It was yous fucking killed him, he said.
…
No yous, he said, I’m no saying yous, but them down there. Ye know what I mean.
We dont know what you mean at all.
I’m sorry I said it.
…
It’s just I was upset, I liked the guy, he was harmless.
Naybody’s harmless Sammy.
Some guys are.
Well I never meet them.
Sammy exhaled smoke, scratched at his right ear. People do things, he said, they dont mean to do them but they do them.
That’s manslaughter you’re talking about.
It’s me winding up blind, that’s what I’m bloody talking about.
After a moment the serjeant said, It’s just beginning to dawn on me Sammy… You’re a kind of anxious guy arent ye? Eh? I mean dont take it personally; ye are but int ye? It’s no something to hide by the way; maybe ye can get help.
…
It wouldnay surprise me if ye inclined towards panic-attacks. Do ye? D’ye get them like? panic-attacks. Eh? See I mind a wee pal of mine at school, he had really bad asthma, he couldnay join in at games, ye felt sorry for him. He used to panic. No kidding ye, he panicked all the time. I used to say to him: Heh calm down, calm down.
This is true, said the English guy; you do find that with people suffering sensory dysfunctions. Quite often when they’re examined by the medical authorities they’re found to have a history of anxiety. Sometimes they exhibit other tendencies too. Take for instance, if you dont object to me raising the matter, take last week’s nonsense, the so-called fracas, where it was noted that you sought a beating.
Sammy smiled, he shook his head.
Well you did, you cant deny that surely? Eh? You cant deny it, come on, not on the evidence!
…
You wanted to fight because you knew you would lose and lose severely.
Sammy shifted on the chair and twisted to scratch under his chin. He wished he could see the bastard; the two of them, they had the habit of moving about; ye didnay always know where they were talking from. He would like to have seen them, just fucking seen them. That would have been nice man he would have liked that, know what I’m saying, that would have been good, these fucking scabby bastards, fucking would-be fucking hardmen. He was tense, he needed to get untense; he had the urge to fold his arms. Just how ye cannay fold yer arms, ye know, ye cannay fucking fold them man ye cannay fucking relax; okay, these bastards, know what I’m talking about he would like to have fucking seen them, fucking hardmen, so-called, hunting in packs; ye wanted to laugh, ye needed to stop it. He had the urge to fucking jump out the seat! he needed to stop that as well; relax it, the urge; there was at least three of them, unless the computer cunt was back, so that made four, at least; christ almighty eh! Sammy smiled, he stopped it, he shifted his position on the chair. He was needing a shit, afraid to fart in case it was something else; okay, okay… Just the shoulders man just the shoulders, he closed his eyelids and relaxed them, forcing it. Then a hand grabbed him there and he jerked upright; his left shoulder, the hand gripped it. It was the serjeant. He spoke in a peaceful voice:
I want ye to pass on some information; I want ye to get word to that auld friend of yours. Ye listening Sammy? I want ye to tell him to watch out for the dark. Tell him that.
I dont think he’s listening serjeant.
He is. Arent ye? Eh? Just tell him the dark’s gony be difficult. If he isnay scared of it the now then he’s got good cause to be scared of it in future. That’s what the message is.
…
Will ye tell him that Sammy? Eh? See it’s important. It’s for his own good. People think we’re playing games. It never ceases to amaze me. Tell him it’s getting a bit late for games. And he’s a bit too auld to be playing them anyway. Eh? Will ye tell him that? Just if ye see him.
…
Just if ye see him Sammy.
They went away and left him after that. He sat on the chair for another twenty minutes at least. Then other yins took him back to the cell, they took off the bracelets. Immediately the door was shut the trousers were off and he was on the bowl. Everything came away, guts and fucking
the lot, everything. It drained him, he was done in, he climbed onto the bunk; he was gony sleep, what a relief, he knew it, soon as he closed his eyes, that would be it, christ.
The other bunk had been stripped. Who knows where the guy was but he had to be somewhere, they wouldnay have let him out on a Sunday afternoon.
It would be the morrow morning for Sammy. Maybe. Who knows how they were thinking.
He was fuckt this time. He was. He knew he was. Nay point kidding himself on. There was fuck all he could do. Nothing.
He was just gony have to take it as it comes. There was nothing he could do. He was fuckt this time. Nothing to work out. It was them. They would do what they would do. End of story.
What a way to go. Ye dont
Ye dont know these things. Then they happen. Fuck all ye can do; ye’re better lying down.
Sammy lifted the blankets ower his face, drew his knees up and huddled under. Ye die. They want ye to die so ye die; yer heart stops; what does it matter; these things, they dont matter. Life goes on, these other people, they live on; ye think of them living on, ye watch them, wee ants, beetles, all running about; who gives a fuck, fucking shit; ye dont want fuck all, ye dont want to watch them, ye just
ye want out the road; away, ye want away; who wants to see them; ye think if ye were blind from the start, if it was congenital, ye wouldnay even know what they looked like, ye wouldnay see them, ye wouldnay know, just yer own world; ye just want away, if ye can get away, out the road and away
Sammy was suffocating. He wasnay able to get his head out; the energy. Air wasnay coming in his nose, he couldnay get it in. He forced his head up out the blankets, breathed in deep.
Later on they came with a supper. He must have been dozing. Spam and mashed potatoes, peas, a slice of pan bread, a cup of tea. He wasnay that hungry but he ate it all then lay back down when the tea was finished. He turned onto his front. Maybe he shouldnay have ate it, it felt solid there in his belly. Probably best to get up and walk it off; he couldnay be bothered, he wasnay wanting to move. One problem was the trousers, they were still lying on the floor, it was his good yins. Stupit, sticking them on instead of his jeans. He just hadnay thought. Now they would be crumpled to fuck. He couldnay be bothered getting up to fold them.
At least he could lie on his front. His arms were up and under the pillow, his head to the side; it wasnay bad, quite comfortable the way it eased his back. Okay, he was just gony have to be more careful in future, the foreseeable future; it was a case of watching yerself, doing the best ye could. Maybe later on he would get up and do a couple of exercises. Even just the walk up and down the cell, it was better than fuck all. But the exercises, that was the main thing. Get back into a rhythm then it’s second nature. He could exercise till he was totally knackered, then collapse in and get a sleep. If he couldnay sleep then more exercises; a wank. When he woke up after that it would be cornflakes and cheerio. That was if they were letting him go. But they would let him go; they had more or less telt him. The disaster was how to get home. That was the disaster man how to get home. Cause he had nay stick and he had nay fucking dough man he was skint, fuckt, the usual. He didnay even know where he was. Christ almighty. He was assuming it was Hardie Street but maybe it was someplace else. Fuck sake.
If he did get home the morrow he was gony go out for a few jars the morrow night. Glancy’s. He needed a conversation; some cunt to talk to; somebody he knew. And if he did wind up blootered so what, he would get a taxi home. That was one thing about getting huckled, ye saved yer dough. So okay
A voice in the distance. He listened hard but couldnay make sense of it. It seemed to be going in circles, up the scale and down the scale. It was funny how people had their own voices, everybody in the world, everybody that had ever been. If there was a god he was some man. Unless he was a woman. Sammy laughed for a moment. Ye there? he said, no speaking to god but in the offchance there was a screw heard him laughing and thought he had maybe cracked up or something; these bastards, they make their reports up as they go along. Christ there was this weird feeling he used to get afore he went to sleep like if it was gony be his last night sane, was he gony wake up mad in the morning. It was that first time he was inside. Twenty years of age for christ sake that’s all he was. Ye didnay know what had hit ye. Fucking hell man what a nightmare. Ye dont like thinking about it. Ye’ve got to but. Ye’ve got to tell people. Sammy had decided that a while ago, about his boy, he was gony straighten him out; once he was auld enough; no yet but he was still too young. Nay secrets. He was gony tell him the score. Cause ye saw guys go mad. Ye thought ye were talking to them like everything was normal then ye realised it wasnay. But ye had to find out yerself, nay cunt ever telt ye. Things like their eyes, ye saw their eyes, going this way and that, flickering about; either they didnay look at ye or else they bored right in, they fucking bored right in, know what I’m talking about they didnay hear a word ye said they were fucking staring right into yer brain to see what ye were really saying like what was coming out was a cover up for something else. Like ye were a disguised evil spirit or something like yer body was an outer shell. A fucking bammycain situation but telling ye, every second cunt ye meet’s fucking bit the dust; ye cannay even get talking to them, they start shouting and bawling at ye, they look at ye, they stare at ye, they try to screw ye. It’s worse than a nightmare, cause it’s happening, it’s all round ye and ye cannay see fuck all else. It’s everywhere ye look. Jesus christ, so ye need yer survival plans. Ye’ve got to have them.
Plus ye couldnay quite predict what they were up to, the sodjers. So he was gony have to go careful. So fuck the drink there was nay time, nay time, he had to be compos mentis. Whatever brains he had man he had to use them. Nay fuck-ups. The things in yer control and the things out yer control. Ye watch the detail. Nay bolts-from-the-blue. Nayn of these flukey things ye never think about. Total concentration. And nay point trying to see Charlie. He had thought about it but there was nay point. Charlie couldnay help him: he couldnay help Charlie. It was Sammy the serjeant had gave the message. It was Sammy it was meant for. That was okay. Nice to know where ye stood. If the sodjers are good enough to give ye advice man know what I’m talking about?
Plus he didnay want Charlie knowing. It had nothing to do with him. Nayn of his fucking business. Fuck him. Fuck the lot of them. Fucking Helen too man fuck her, if that was the way she wanted it. The lot of them, fuck them, fuck them all.
Ye just get the head clear. If ye’re allowed to. That stupit voice was still droning away, it was like a race commentary, a distorted one, slowed right down. For some reason it put him in mind of his auld man; he had went a bit funny afore he died. He came home when he should have been somewhere else. He walked in and started talking like he was a young man again, wanting to know where one of his sisters was. She was in the States man that’s where she was, and she had been there for thirty fucking year. Poor auld bastard, ye wished ye had been there to help but at the same time ye were glad ye werenay. The maw hadnay handled it that well and the young brother and sister were left to cope. And when Sammy came home for the funeral it was all under control. Obviously it was all under control. And he had nay reason to feel excluded. Except he did. Charlie’s mother and fayther were there; him and Sammy’s auld men were buddies. It wasnay a religious service but it was good. Good hearing them talk about him, the way he had been when he was outside the house, just when he was with people, ordinary people, his friends and that, comrades. It gave ye a funny feeling as well but knowing there was all these people sitting behind ye listening to this private stuff. Christ almighty it was great to get away. See when that bus pulled out from Buchanan Street station! What a relief. Ye dont like saying it but christ almighty. Plus he had got angry. Back in the house, when the people came back after the service. He started giving somebody a mouthful. Some bampot that thought he knew things he didnay. It goes in one ear out the other. It should do. Sometimes ye’re too wound up, ye’re too fucking…ye just jump in. It was stupit; stupit getting involved. That’s what happens but ye get angry for nay reason; yer heart starts pounding away and ye’re wanting to bang the bastard, fucking idiot man yapping on about fuck knows what, a load of fucking bullshit; politics, so-called. How come it happens? Even in the poky, ye lie there on yer tod; ye dont talk to nay cunt ye dont see nay cunt ye just fucking
and then ye’re raging! Inside yer own fucking head! Ye feel it thumping. So ye need them man all yer wee survival plans ye fucking need them; yer breathing, whatever, so ye calm down. Ye need to be flat, that’s how ye need to be, so it goes in one ear and out the other. Get yer head right, cause if ye dont they’ll fuck ye. Nay danger.
He needed to sleep. He needed it just now. Nay circles. He tried to get it solid in his head; circles; so that when he woke up he would get some idea of how long it had been afore he dropped off, circles. Ye try these tricks, anything, anything at all. They dont work. Ye dont even know if they work cause ye’ve always forgot about them by the time ye wake up in the morning. And off he went again thinking, about all kinds of shit; thoughts of his ex-wife, his brother and sister, jobs he had worked at and guys he knew. When the sodjers came for him he felt like he hadnay closed his eyes but it was all night he had slept, right through. They didnay want to give him time to get ready, they were wanting to pull him out of fucking bed, fucking nude, fucking dress him. It’s alright mate I can do it myself. They were in a hurry: fuck you and yer breakfast, they were doing their chauffeur. Ye’re a hotshot, muttered one of them, so they tell us anyway. Then he says: Here give us yer hands.
Get to fuck, said Sammy it was the bastard bracelets: Ye’re fucking kidding mate.
Shut up.
I thought I was getting out.
Shut up. Ye are getting out but ye’re coming back in again.
Jesus christ.
Aye, ye’ve slept in pal we dont want ye missing yer appointment.
Slept in?
No know what time it is?
By this time he was out the cell and getting walked along the corridor and down wherever it was they were taking him; they had stopped talking now, a sodjer on either side holding him by the upper and forearms; he was still stumbling, trying to slow it down; but on round the corner and out through two doors then the steps up – he knew they were coming somewhere and here they were. One at a time, he said, christ slow it down. Then they reached the top and they were off again. It was fucking ridiculous. Then he was into the van. A sodjer pushed him down onto a seat. As soon as the rest were inside the engine started and the door slammed shut. Naybody spoke. He raised up his arms and his right elbow bumped into one of them but nay comment, the guy didnay crack a light. Sammy had twisted to scratch himself under the neck, he fingered the bristles. He wanted to say something, but he wasnay gony.
When the van stopped the one next to him got the bracelets and unlocked them, took them off. The sodjer on his left side said: Now listen to what I’m saying: ye’re going in there and ye’re going in alone. Alright? Ye hear me?
I hear ye.
Dont try fuck all cause we’ll be waiting, right? Eh?
I hear ye.
Ye hear me. Good. Now beat it.
Sammy sniffed. Where’s the close?
Ower there.
…
Step down, straight forward and to yer left.
Sammy nodded.
Mind what I’m saying.
Sammy was down and walking, his hands outstretched to find the wall; then he turned to his left and along till he found the close. There was footsteps ahead of him and then halfway down the close there was footsteps from behind; these bastards tailing him probably. Dirty fucking bastards. Bampots. Okay. He could have done with a fag. He should have tapped one of them. Naw he shouldnay.
The same woman at the reception desk; Missis La di da; he gave her the information. Just take a seat please, she said.
What time’s it?
It’s quarter past ten.
Jesus christ, he muttered.
He went to find a chair. Let them work it out, it was their fucking problem man bringing him a half hour early. Nay point him worrying about it. Maybe they would get sick of waiting and fuck off. Ye could only hope. He wasnay going naywhere. He folded his arms. Aw dear. He sighed.
Eventually the sound of somebody’s chest from no too far away; some poor bastard trying to breathe: Ahit ahit, ahit; ahit, ahit ahit… Then that clogging noise in his throat, ahit, the big gob down there, all jellified and white-grey.
I got that dust pneumony, pneumony’s in ma lungs
the dust pneumony, pneumony’s in ma lungs
and if it dont get better
I aint got long, got long
Ye felt like giving him a drink of water except ye knew it wouldnay help, but still and all mate get it down ye: Ta pal dont mind if I do.
People are so polite; they get knocked down by a motor car and they get up and fucking apologise; Pardon me; that’s what they say: Pardon me; then they give the bonnet of the motor a pat and a wee dight with their fucking jacket sleeve to take off the blood: Sorry mate I messed up yer paintwork. Ye could understand it but, trying to get by in the world; that was all ye were doing, trying no to upset cunts, no letting them upset you. Fuck the sodjers, nay point worrying about them, they had their own agenda. The one thing that was a stonewall cast-iron certainty was that they knew what they were doing. And Sammy didnay. So okay, it wasnay a problem. When the time comes ye move. Simple as that. Nay point hoping for the best. Ye could spend yer life doing that; hoping. If ye were gony sit about hoping then okay, go ahead, but that’s all ye’ll do, know what I mean, it’s like waiting, ye’re aye waiting. Waiting rooms. Ye go into this room where ye wait. Hoping’s the same. One of these days the cunts’ll build entire fucking buildings just for that. Official hoping rooms, where ye just go in and hope for whatever the fuck ye feel like hoping for. One on every corner. Course they had them already: boozers. Ye go in to hope and they sell ye a drink to help ye pass the time. Ye see these cunts sitting there. What’re they there for? They’re hoping. They’re hoping for something. The telly’s rotten. So they go out hoping for something better. I’m just away out for a pint hen, be back in an hour. Ye hoping the football’ll come on soon? Aye. I hope ye’ll no be too long. I’ll no be; no unless I meet some cunt – I hope I dont!
Sammy chuckled and put his hand to his mouth to hide it. That was what the bokel was like, the local boozer round from where he stayed – the one he failed to arrive at on Saturday afternoon – he called it the bokel because it made ye boke. Some joke that. Naw but no kidding ye man ye could walk in there on a Thursday night and ye’d see one guy playing the puggy machine and maybe half the pub would be spectating man that’s how fucking bad it was for entertainment. Or else it was the exact opposite: battles. Ye’re standing have a quiet pint and some cunt wants to get past ye and he says, Excuse me a minute john, then he takes out the stanley and rips the face of the guy standing next to ye. Bullshit. Naw but what do they think about? Ye see them standing there: no even reading the paper; no watching the telly, no talking to nay cunt, just fucking standing there. Drinking! that’s what they’re fucking doing man drinking. Sammy felt like joining them. Maybe if he asked the sodjers nice they would take him for a pint and a pub lunch; fish and chips or something he was feeling a bit peckish. One thing he was finding, ye dont like tempting the fates, but he was finding he could do without a drink no too bad; it was the tobacco giving him the problems. These days it was usually the other way round. So all in all he had entered a new epoch on life’s weary trail. That must be how his fucking feet were nipping. He reached to loosen the laces on the trainers; he would have taken them off except he would have to put them back on again. A creak on the chair next to him, somebody sitting down. After a wee minute a guy whispered, Is your name Samuels? Eh?
…
I’m Ally, pleased to meet ye. Pleased to meet ye. I take it ye’re looking for a rep?
Sammy listened hard for other sounds, for other voices; there was the ones from the reception area and the ones from the other patients…
Eh? Need a rep?
Naw.
Ye sure? The guy sounded surprised.
I’m sure mate aye.
Naw I thought ye were up the PMBO on Friday. Are ye no?
Sorry.
What doctor ye seeing the now? Is it Logan?
…
I hear he’s awkward.
He’s alright.
No in my experience.
Sammy sniffed.
From what I know he’s an awkward buggar.
I saw him a few months ago.
Did ye? Mm. Naw I thought ye would be needing a rep. Ye’re blind int ye?
Who telt ye that?
A wee bird.
A wee fucking dickie bird?
Naw but it’s no gony be that straightforward, your medical case, from what I know about it.
What do ye know about it?
The guy chuckled.
Naw; I dont need a rep, thanks very much; fuck off.
I understand yer reaction, it’s alright. Look, simple cases or hard cases, it’s all one to me, I’ll rep yours if ye like.
Ye deaf?
Naw I’m no deaf, naw, thanks for asking. Correct me if I’m wrong, ye were gony go for compen against the police department then ye changed yer mind? Eh?
Sammy got to his feet, he turned in the direction of the reception and groped his way to the counter.
The woman said: Yes?
Mister Samuels, I’m waiting for my appointment.
Yes with Doctor Logan, I am aware of that but he has a client in with him at the moment. Your name will be called.
Eh fine, okay, I’ll just stand here and wait.
I’m afraid you cant just stand there and wait, people have to go backward and forward.
Sammy moved a couple of steps away then to his left, and he found the wall. He leaned against it. I’ll stand here, he said, if that’s alright with you.
I beg your pardon?
It’s no that ye see I’ve got the police waiting outside the close.
I’m afraid it wont make the doctor end his consultancy any the quicker. Yes?
…
I’m waiting for Mister Samuels… It was the bampot talking; he had arrived beside Sammy.
Are you a police officer?
No.
You’re blocking the passageway. Could you please stand to the side.
She’s talking to you, whispered the guy.
You’re blocking the passageway Mister Samuels.
Here, said the guy and his hand landed on Sammy’s wrist: Three steps more’ll do it.
Sammy lifted the hand off.
No want me to come into the doctor with ye?
Naw.
It’d be in yer favour.
Ye said ye werenay deaf mate know what I’m talking about?
I take what ye’re saying.
He went on to say something more but Sammy interrupted: Look mate gony stand somewhere else.
If ye insist.
I do insist.
Have ye got another rep like?
I dont need a rep, I telt ye already.
Mm. Well
Look, give us a break eh; cheerio. Sammy shook his head and turned away. He thought he heard the guy walk off but he couldnay be sure; he folded his arms, leaned his shoulder against the wall. Eventually La Di Da called: Doctor Logan is free to see ye now Mister Samuels. Please come this way.
And the guy’s hand was on Sammy’s wrist again and when he shrugged it off the guy muttered: Logan’s a tricky bastard, he’ll try and grind ye down; you’re blind but and dont let him tell ye different; this is an entirely new condition which was caused through no fault of yer own but on a balance of probabilities by a person or persons in the employ of the police department. Stick to yer guns.
Sammy kept walking. Then La Di Da’s hand was on his wrist. Thanks missis, he said but she didnay answer. Some of these middle-class bastards dont. They talk to ye and ye’re allowed to reply but ye cannay speak unless spoken to. He stopped when she did, she chapped a door. He listened to see if the guy was following. The door opened and he was pushed inside. The door shut. He stood where he was.
Just over there…
The voice came from nowhere. A mumble. Now came a rustle of papers. A cough. Just over there eh…
Sammy stayed. The cunt would probably have said it even if he had been wearing the shades and carrying the white stick. More rustling. Ye could picture him studying Sammy ower the top of his reading specs, an irritated frown on his coupon, thinking to himself: Who the fuck’s this evil-looking bastard?
Sammy smiled. But for some reason he felt nervous. It was that bampot outside, the so-called rep. He had met reps afore. He didnay want one. He didnay need one; that was the last thing.
Would you sit down over there please.
Sorry doctor I’m blind, I’m no sure where ye’re talking about.
Two steps forward five to your right. The doctor carried on talking before Sammy had found the seat. You’re Mister Samuels, you were taken onto this register for a probationary period some six months ago; you’re here this morning to complain of sightloss in both eyes: is that correct?
Yeh… Sammy found the seat and he sat down. He kicked his foot forwards and knocked against a desk or table.
And how do you say you chanced to lose your sight was it over a period of time, was it just suddenly gone; what?
Eh…
The doctor sighed. The report I have in front of me is ambiguous.
I woke up and that was that, it was gone. I telt the woman at the Central Medical.
Mmm. And when was this?
I’m no sure.
You’re not sure?
Naw.
According to this the onset date is already determined, the Saturday before last.
Eh
Now you’re saying something else?
I’m no sure.
You’re not sure?
I’m a bit out with my time the now doctor.
…
It’s just getting used to it, I’m no thinking too clear.
I see. Had you experienced deterioration prior to onset?
Naw.
Are you positive about that?
Aye; one minute I could see the next I couldnay.
So you’re saying you’ve never been tested for glasses?
No.
Are you a reader?
Eh aye.
Mmm. And can you make out the fine print to any degree?
Nope.
In regard to television, do you experience difficulty there?
Nope.
Is there any record of blindness in your family? Parents or brothers and sisters. Grandparents.
My mother and father both wore glasses.
Constantly?
Eh…
All the time?
I’m no sure – eh naw I think they did. Aye, they did. My sister wears glasses for reading. I’m no sure about my brother, I’ve no seen him for a while.
Silence for a few minutes. More paper rustling and a drawer getting opened and closed. And Sammy heard movement from the doctor’s direction. Then a sudden whooshing noise and he had to jerk his head. Then another. Again he jerked his head; he clutched onto the sides of the chair. The next whoosh was much closer. Another whoosh now, it was from beside his left ear. Then the cold hand on his forehead.
Sammy listened to the doctor breathing, totally measured, no even a hiccup.
Try to relax Mister eh… No, please keep your eyes open for the time being.
More movement now. Something touched the side of his face, a rough sort of material. Then came a tap on the side of his left temple and he gave a slight yelp. He sniffed. The hand was off his forehead now. The doctor was walking away.
You’re a smoker. Did you advise us of this when you applied to join our register?
Yeh.
How many a day do you smoke? on average.
Eh it depends.
A rough estimate?
Half an ounce. Unless I’m skint I mean, if I’ve got nay money… Sammy shrugged.
You are aware that treatment for certain diseases and illnesses will not be forthcoming if you persist? I strongly advise you to give it up. Tobacco’s a killer; not only of yourself but of other individuals. It can also contribute materially to other ailments and conditions. Have you ever tried to give it up?
Yeh, a few times.
But you didnt succeed?
Naw.
Mmhh. Well Mister eh Samuels…in respect of the visual stimuli presented it would appear you were unable to respond.
…
Do you sleep at nights?
Yeh.
How many pillows?
Eh one.
And do you feel the need to have a window open?
Eh, sometimes.
For the fresh air?
Aye.
Do you experience palpitations?
No.
Pains in the ankle or shoulder?
Nope.
The chest?
Eh…naw, no really.
You seem unsure?
Well eh I mean I sometimes get indigestion.
In your chest?
Aye.
What makes you think it’s indigestion?
Eh…it feels like heartburn.
Mm. Headaches?
Eh naw.
Never?
Naw.
You never experience headaches?
Never, naw.
Remarkable. Other pains?
…
Other pains?
Sammy folded his arms. Aye, he said, my back and my ribs.
But you dont experience chest problems. Mmhh.
Sammy stood. He took off his jacket: I thought you would maybe want a look doctor. He tugged the vest out the trousers, peeled it and his jersey up. He turned roundabout.
The doctor came to him: Just stand still. He touched Sammy on the ribs and lower back. Then he said, Tuck your clothes in.
Sammy did it, he sat down, he heard the doctor writing. Eh I was just wondering…
Yes?
D’ye think this is temporary?
What?
My eyes.
Your eyes?
I’m talking about this being blind, if ye think it’s gony be temporary or what?
I’m afraid I cant answer that. But I would advise you to exercise patience. Are you prone to psychological or nervous disorders?
Naw.
Anxiety?
Naw, not at all
Panic-attacks?
Eh naw.
You do understand what I mean by a panic-attack?
Sammy sniffed. I understand what ye mean but I dont understand how come ye’re asking me about it.
Do you know a Doctor Crozier?
…
In fact he wrote a medical report on you some nine years ago. He describes you as prone to anxiety, that you seem inclined toward attacks of panic.
…
I have a copy of his report in front of me. Are you disagreeing with his clinical assessment?
Yeh.
You are?
Yeh. Well I mean it’s no so much I disagree it was just cause of the circumstances, I telt him that at the time – a guy I knew got found dead.
Are you therefore disputing Doctor Crozier’s assessment?
I’m no disputing it, I’m just saying it was an unusual thing.
Mister Samuels I should advise you that it’s in your own best interest to adjust to the physical reality. You mustnt allow things to prey on your mind. Obsessive behaviour should be guarded against. If it is found that you suffer sensory dysfunction then your body will endeavour to follow its own compensatory process; this should be abetted rather than thwarted. No one is unique. In my experience persons who entertain sightloss come to feel bodily materials with such perfect exactness that one is tempted to suggest they see with their hands, or that their stick is an organ of the sixth sense; they can be observed distinguishing between trees and stones and water. You arent a religious man I see but there are those who are; they adhere to particular forms of belief; they would argue – I think convincingly – that it is to the soul that that very special sense of sight belongs. It is by no means uncommon to find that when the soul is distracted, whether by ecstasy or deep contemplation, the entire body remains devoid of sensation, in spite of being in contact with various objects in the material world. Now the point here is that sensation doesnt occur in view of the soul’s presence in the parts that serve as external sense-organs but in view of its actual presence in the brain, where it employs a governing sensory faculty: a kind of central coordinator would be one way of describing it, except that in doing so we may leave the route clear for a denial of its ineluctable essence. I do recommend you regard your present condition as semi-permanent and move on from there, perhaps exercising more emotional restraint. I assume you’re in receipt of Community Gratuity?
…
And which services do you provide?
Nayn the now.
When did you last provide any?
Eh October.
October?
It was for the City Building Project.
Mmhh. And when will you be starting back do you think?
Eh…
Is there another project in the offing?
Aye but I mean unless things change… Sammy shrugged.
Yes?
Well I’m gony have to re-register. Ye’ve got to be able to see to serve on a building site.
…
A lot of the things ye do are up high doctor eh…there isnay any floors; nay walls, nay ceilings. Ye’re in the middle of building them so…they’re no there yet. Sammy shrugged. If ye cannay see ye’re liable to fall off.
Mmm.
That’s how I’m here.
Yes well until comprehensive reports are carried out Mister Samuels…
Sammy sniffed. The doctor was writing. He cleared his throat and said, Eh I was wondering about things like guide-dogs and white sticks… About getting them I mean?
…
Eh how do ye go about it?
Go about it?
Eh, if ye wanted a guide-dog, or a white stick; how d’ye go about getting them?
I’m afraid I dont follow.
Right eh just if’ve ye no got the money I mean to buy them, I mean, what do ye approach a charity?
Well I dare say that if a claim in respect of a found dysfunction is allowed then an application in respect of a customer’s wants that may be consistent with the found dysfunction becomes open to discharge by the appropriate charitable agency.
So I should approach a charity?
…
Eh?
I beg your pardon?
Have I to approach a charity? I mean…should I approach a charity?
That’s entirely up to yourself.
Yeh but
You may approach a charity at any time Mister Samuels.
Yeh but I’m just saying
The doctor sighed. Sammy clasped and unclasped his hands. There was a rustling of papers. The doctor said, I’ve prescribed a similar course of medication as that recommended by Doctor Crozier; it should help relieve your stress; also an ointment which you may apply to areas of your upper trunk. Here you are.
Sammy held his hand out and was given the prescription.
Good morning.
Sammy got to his feet. Eh doctor, see about the sightloss… what happens now?
In what sense?
Naw just eh, what do I do now?
I would’ve thought that was up to yourself Mister Samuels.
Naw I’m no saying that, I’m just talking about eh…
…
Know what I mean?
I’m not sure that I do. The medical officers at the PMBO will require to examine you. That’s a formality. As far as the DSS Central Medical is concerned I dare say their adjudicating authorities will require to determine a judgment. If the alleged dysfunction is verified then your claim for re-registration in respect of sightloss capacity will be allowed.
So that means my registration claim isnay gony be allowed just now?
Well how can it be?
Naw I was just wondering like what you were gony be saying. The report I mean that’s eh… Sammy sniffed.
The papers getting rustled. The doctor was writing now.
See I was just wondering there eh about eh the future and that, my eyes…
I’ve stated that it would be wise to proceed on the assumption that should the alleged dysfunction be found
Aye sorry for interrupting doctor but see when you say ‘alleged’?
Yes?
Are ye saying that you dont really think I’m blind?
Pardon?
Ye saying ye dont think I’m blind?
Of course not.
Well what are ye saying?
I told you a minute ago.
Could ye repeat it please?
In respect of the visual stimuli presented you appeared unable to respond.
So ye’re no saying I’m blind?
It isnt for me to say.
Aye but you’re a doctor.
Yes.
So ye can give an opinion?
Anyone can give an opinion.
Aye but to do with medical things.
Mister Samuels, I have people waiting to see me.
Christ sake!
I find your language offensive.
Do ye. Ah well fuck ye then. Fuck ye! Sammy crumpled the prescription and flung it at him: Stick that up yer fucking arse!
Yes good morning.
Ya fucking eedjit! Sammy stood there. He started smiling, then stopped it. Fucking bastard!
Yes, thank you.
Fucking thank you ya bastard. Sammy grasped at the desk; there were papers there and he skited them; he turned and headed to where he thought the door was but banged into something that fell and he stumbled, tried to right himself but couldnay fucking manage it and ower he went, clattering into something sharp and solid and he cried out. The door opened and somebody came in and grabbed his arm. Sammy punched at whoever it was and rolled to escape, onto his knees and up. It was the rep saying, Take it easy it’s me. I’m representing this man’s claims Doctor Logan.
Are you…
Sammy was moving away from the voices.
I was supposed to attend with him this morning but I got detained elsewhere; I apologise for the inconvenience.
The doctor started to reply but Sammy had already found the door handle; he got out the room and was walking. There was a wall; he patacaked along to the reception counter then it was a straight route to the exit. By the time he got there and groped for the door the rep had caught up with him: Okay he said, that’s us.
Sammy ignored him and got out into the close. The guy followed: Hang on a minute, he said.
Naw.
Can I have a word?
There’s folk waiting for me.
It’ll no take a minute.
I said there’s folk waiting for me. Sammy kept walking.
Eh if ye’re talking about the polis, if that’s who ye mean; they’re away.
…
Honest. They went ages ago.
Naw they didnay.
Aye they did.
How do you know?
Cause I saw them.
Aye well they’ll be back. What time’s it?
Twenty past eleven. Did they say they were gony wait like?
Sammy carried on to the front close. The rep kept up with him: How did it go anyway? he said.
How did what go?
The quack?
Fuck the quack.
I telt ye he was tricky. That’s how I offered to go in with ye. Ye’re better with a rep for medical interviews.
Sammy stepped out the close to his left.
Ye going for a bus?
Sammy paused and turned. Look mate thanks a lot and all that but I dont need yer advice; I dont need a rep either; ye’ve got the wrong information, I’m no in for compen.
Naw pardon me I’ll just remind ye, with respect, ye’re no in for compen the now but ye’re trying to re-register so ye might change yer mind. Ye might be forced to. Anyway, apart from that, ye’re as well trying to get a few quid when the chance arises. No agree? Eh? I mean ye’ve nothing to lose.
You’re a fucking comic mate that’s what you are.
The guy chuckled.
Look eh
Ally; the name’s Ally.
Aye right, okay; see ye think ye know but ye dont; ye’re talking something else here with me; that’s all I’m saying.
Ye’re letting yerself get intimidated.
Sammy shook his head.
Ye let Logan intimidate ye, that was how ye lost yer temper. He wanted ye to lose it and ye lost it
Cheerio.
I mean did ye get a diagnosis? I bet ye ye didnay even get a diagnosis.
Sammy was walking.
It’s no a disaster anyway I mean ye’d have been a miracle worker if ye did! But how near did ye get? What did he say? his actual words; did ye note them down? Did he give ye an opinion? or was it just a description?
Sammy kept going, touching the wall with his left hand on alternate steps. Surely the polis hadnay fuckt off? Surely they would be somewhere else watching. Maybe across the Street.
How ye gony get home? Eh? If ye cannay see and ye’ve no even got a stick!
Sammy stopped and shouted: Look mate how I get home’s my fucking business. He resumed walking.
What about yer referral did ye get yer referral? Cause if ye didnay ye’re gony have problems. I’m talking about for a charity.
Fuck the charity.
Naw it’s important.
Give us peace.
The guy was walking beside him now. Listen, he said, ye’re no claiming the polis and that’s understandable, ye dont want to seem like ye’re lodging a complaint and that’s fair enough. And ye’re worried about yer Dys Ben claim and that’s understandable as well cause it casts the same aspersions. Well what I’m gony say is, it doesnay matter. They dont care, win lose or draw. They’re no worrying about you. So you shouldnay worry about them. Even if ye do score a few quid it’s nay skin off their nose. Plus the fact if ye dont put in for it then ye’re gony lose dough, cause once ye win the diagnosis question and get yer sightloss registration ye’ll drop a couple of quid on the full-function capacity.
Sammy paused.
Ye knew that already but eh?
Fuck ye!
Naw? I thought ye would have. No knowing that, I’m surprised. Hang on a minute and I’ll explain how it operates. Heh fancy a cup of tea? there’s a cafe round the corner. Eh? It’s in yer favour.
Look eh
Ally.
Ally… Sammy had stopped walking. The polis are gony be back and I want to be here when they do.
They’re coming to collect ye like?
I’m no discussing it with ye, right? I dont have the energy – know what I’m saying? another time, another time; no the now.
Well I’m no pressing ye. Here.
What?
He put two bits of paper into Sammy’s hand. One’s the prescription, he said, the other yin’s the referral, I got him to sign it for ye after ye went.
Sammy held them and said nothing, then he stuffed them into his pocket.
See the way I read the situation
Look eh Ally, I appreciate it all what ye’re saying and that, but no the now, I might have discussed it another time, no the now, that’s all I’m saying, no the now. Thanks for getting us the stuff.
Nay bother. Listen just hear us out a minute
Sammy sighed.
Naw only till they come. See the way I read the situation…okay ye got a doing off the department which is or isnay fair enough; some might argue it was – in fact that’s what the polis’ll argue once we’ve got them to admit it happened. But will they admit it happened? My guess is aye, it might take a wee while but ultimately they will.
Is that a fact?
Ye knew that?
Aye.
Good. Cause a lot of folk get surprised. One question: see when ye got the doing and ye went blind, was it immediate?
Naw.
Do the authorities know that for sure I mean did they note it down? If they didnay then the only thing they do know is ye’re blind. So that’s in yer favour. See if ye didnay go blind till two days later it makes yer proof of causation that bit tougher in respect of onset. But if they dont know then it might no matter. What’s the latency period for blindness by the way? see if we find it usually takes a couple of days then everything’s fine but if we find it usually happens straight off as a direct consequence of the blow or blows then we could be in trouble. Dont worry about that but I’ll check it out. I keep a couple of medical books in the house; plus I’ve got other sources.
Who?
That would be talking.
Sammy shook his head.
Ye dont trust me eh?
I dont trust nay cunt.
Ah well that can be a problem, let me tell ye.
Sammy had raised his hand; he smiled. Alright mate nay hard feelings. He kept his hand out as if to shake. When Ally took it Sammy gripped him and held him. The hand felt nearly as big as his own. He didnay apply too much pressure, he wasnay out to hurt the guy. Okay, he said, now listen to what I’m telling ye: ye dont know. Ye think ye do but ye dont. There’s something else going on here. It’s no your business and I’m no gony tell ye about it. All I’m saying is it’s no what ye think. So just leave it. Okay?
…
Okay?
Naw it’s no okay. No when ye’ve got me like this.
I just want ye to fucking listen to what I’m saying.
Right I’m listening.
Ye’re a rep, okay, I accept that. I didnay earlier on but I do now. I thought ye were a spook. I’m sorry. I dont think that now. Okay. It’s just there’s stuff going on here ye dont know about; and it doesnay concern ye; know what I mean? it doesnay concern ye.
Try me.
Ye’re still no listening. Sammy increased the pressure and Ally now tried to pull away his hand, he got his other hand onto Sammy’s wrist and tugged. Sammy lifted the hand off, he had to strain to do it but he got it, and he held it tight.
I cannay believe this, said Ally, it’s ridiculous.
No to me it isnay.
There’s people watching but it’s ridiculous to them.
What the fuck do I care, fucking people watching man ye kidding! Sammy grinned. Then he released him. He rubbed his hands the gether, stuck them in his trouser pockets and moved away slow, he reached the wall and he leaned against it. He listened. There wasnay much traffic about. After a wee while he said: Ye there?
Aye.
Look eh I’m sorry and all that, I apologise. It’s just things are difficult the now.
Aye well.
Sammy shrugged. See I’m fuckt; being honest.
Ye dont have to explain to me.
I thought I did.
Ah well ye dont.
Sammy smiled. Heh ye’ve no got a smoke?
Naw, sorry.
Look ye come on strong, know what I mean?
…
Ye come on strong.
I like to get the cards on the table. Ye sure the polis are coming back?
Sammy bit at the edge of his right thumb nail.
Eh?
What?
Ye sure the polis are coming back?
Look mate ye couldnay put me on a bus? is that possible? I’ll pay ye back. See I’ve come out without my stick.
Come on we’ll have a cup of tea. Eh?
Nay time.
For a cup of tea? one cup of tea!
Ye couldnay make it a pint? I’m only kidding.
See it’s just I dont drink myself, no as such, but I’ve got nothing against other people doing it; it isnay a moral position, well no really.
Sammy sighed. I was only kidding, I’m no even wanting a pint.
Ye sure?
Aye. If ye could put me on a bus but…
Of course. Sure ye dont want a cup of tea?
Nay time. Look eh…it’s appreciated. I’ll pay ye it back right away ye know I’ve got dough in the house.
Doesnay matter.
I was just in a rush coming out so… Sammy shrugged. Then he said: Just a couple of things, for yer own information; it’s no because of physical repercussions, that isnay how I’m no going after the compen. It’s just personal. See ye obviously know I’m in a bit of bother with the sodjers – the polis – they’re pestering me, fucking pestering me.
They’re gony do that but I mean…
Naw, it’s different to what ye’re thinking… Eh will we go to the bus-stop?
Aye.
The other side of the street. Give us yer arm… Sammy carried on speaking as they walked. See I’m no wanting stuck back in the process, know what I’m saying, ye dont know about my life but I’m just wanting out of it – what the uniforms do or dont do, I just want away, like an ordinary life man that’s what I’m talking about, like there’s this neighbour of mine, this guy next door, he has his grand-weans and that, he does his wee odd jobs about the house. I mean take my auld man
If I can stop ye there.
What?
I’m no meaning to be cheeky. But it’s best if I ask you questions and you give me answers. A lot of what ye’re gony tell me isnay material and with respect it’s best if I dont hear it; no the now anyway. For one thing, I’m like you, I’ve no got much time.
Look
Naw it’s just cause it isnay relevant to the issue, no as such, and that’s what counts when time’s at a premium. The other stuff, okay, maybe it’s of some value but if we’re gony work the gether then it’ll come out with the washing, I’ll get to know it in the long run.
Heh hang on mate I never said nothing about working the gether.
So let’s talk about that then, nay point beating about the bush, I’ll just lay it out. I take thirty-three and a third percent of all lump sums. When I say thirty-three and a third I mean thirty-three and a third – ye’ll no have to sell yer furniture to pay my phone bills and postage stamps – ye might think it’s steep but it’s net of everything. Some guys I know, once they settle the accounts, ye’re lucky if ye wind up with fifteen cause they’ve netted eighty-five. Worse than lawyers so they are. While I’m on the subject, there’ll be nay deals done behind yer back. That’s guaranteed. Plus needless to say if you lose I lose.
Look give us a break, if I fucking win I lose.
I beg to differ. The polis have forgot about ye already, that’s how they didnay wait. One thing I will say, with respect, ye’ve got to get yer act the gether.
Sammy kept walking.
Ye’ve made mistakes this morning, ye’ve got to own up. I’m no saying I would’ve landed ye a diagnosis – Logan’s arrogant but he’s no that arrogant – but at least he would’ve seen ye were in there fighting. At this stage that’s absolutely basic and fundamental. They’ve got to know ye’re no a mug. It makes all the difference. Whereas pardon me but you let him walk ower the top of ye. Ye know he’s got ye high up the panic-attack table?
…
Pardon me, but he saw ye coming. Now take the prescription; ye dont have to buy the stuff.
I cannay afford to.
Naw that’s what I’m saying but ye dont tell them that cause it isnay good cause; we’ll put it down to the dysfunction itself and say ye’re no able to leave the house and there’s nay community minders to go yer messages. Something like that; it doesnay matter; no the now – just as long as it’s consistent. Another thing is ye get to that charity and ye register yer wants. Again consistency. Ye’ll find I use this word a lot. D’ye know what it means? I’m no being cheeky it’s just ye have to be wary how they use it. Somebody that’s got sightloss wants a stick to get about, right? I mean that’s what ye want if ye’re blind. Then a pair of dark glasses; maybe a guide-dog. These are the kind of things ye want if ye cannay see; it’s consistent with being blind. What do ye think of when ye think of a blind man? Eh? I’ll tell ye, ye think of white sticks and guide-dogs.
…
I’m no being cheeky.
Just dont fucking con me.
That’s the last thing. But what I’m saying, sightloss, it isnay like ye’ve lost yer legs, naybody can jump inside yer head and take a look and go: Alright, the guy’s blind, that’s it over and out, beyond dispute, a hundred percent, a certainty – know what I mean, they cannay do that. So the case ye build needs other things, and consistency’s one of them, it’s central.
Fair enough, I know what ye’re saying.
Right then, so if you dont register yer wants then they’ll pounce on ye and they’ll say ye’ve no got any. It gets used in evidence against ye. Telling ye, see if I was you I would hit that charity immediately; first thing this afternoon.
Naw ye wouldnay.
Aye I would.
Would ye fuck.
I would
Ye wouldnay.
…
Ye fucking wouldnay.
Okay we’ll agree to differ. Here…we’re at the stop.
Sammy heard the chinking of coins. It’s seventy pence…
Ally gave him the money, and carried on talking: Now, I’ve got to ask ye a question. Dont take it personal, I’ve got to ask it. Are ye really blind? I’ve got to ask it, dont get upset.
I’m really blind, aye, next question?
I had to ask. It’s one of these things.
Sammy nodded. I’ve done time by the way I better tell ye that too.
Well it figured, with respect, but it’s immaterial. If they pin their hopes on that then they would be as well giving ye the money right now. That’s no to say it willnay arise, course it’ll arise, they’ll stick the boot in where possible. It’s just testing the water but it’s no serious. The one thing I will ask is honesty. You’ll get it in return. Nay point me in batting for ye if ye’re no telling me the right story. I dont care what story we tell them, as long as it’s the same one. That’s how I had to ask ye the personal question there. And I’ll be frank with you since you’re being frank with me, I’m glad ye’ve supped a bit of porridge. I’ve supped a bit myself, just to get that out the road. What I’m saying is we know the ropes, both of us, we know what we’re talking about, we know the way the system works.
Dont con me.
That’s the last thing I’d do.
Just keep it that way.
Dont worry.
Sammy nodded. Okay, there’s a lot of what ye’ve said I agree with
Ye cannay disagree!
Look
Naw pardon me but you look, just to get it right, see ye cannay disagree, it’s pointless even talking that way, it just means ye dont understand the state of play. See what ye’ve got to realise is all I ever do is state facts; if I ever give ye an opinion I’ll tell ye.
How d’ye know I’m getting called up the PMBO on Friday?
Cause I checked.
Checked where?
The City Chambers; it’s nay big deal, that’s where they post the notices. A case like yours, it’s up one day and down the next, so ye’ve got to be fast in. The likes of me now I’m there every night: I’ve got to be, otherwise I’ll no know what’s pending. It isnay just medical stuff I do by the way, no by a long chalk.
What else?
Och all sorts.
What exactly?
Everything; anything; doesnay matter.
Ye’re no answering the question.
Well there isnay really a question to answer, with respect, no if ye think about it.
Heh is that a bus coming!
Aye.
What number?
Eh, private it says private.
Private?
It’s a school special; there’s a lot of weans inside.
Sammy listened to it roar past.
What number is it ye want?
I’ll tell ye when it comes.
Ye still dont trust me!
Ye fucking kidding…
Ah well there ye are eh! okay, we’ll no beat about the bush, ye’ve got to go by yer intuition in this game; my intuition was saying we had arrived at a position of trust. Maybe we havenay. But I thought we had. I dont know about you but that was what I felt.
Did ye?
I did, aye, but if ye dont trust me I’m as well walking away; I’m talking about right now.
Sammy smiled, shaking his head.
Pardon me for saying this but ye’re awful bitter.
Am I?
I would say so aye; awful bitter.
Is that a fact…
Who hit who first?
I hit them.
Were they trying to apprehend ye?
Naw were they fuck.
Ye just hit them?
Christ I didnay even know they were the polis! No at first; I thought they – naw, hang on: the way it happened; I knew it was the polis; but that’s only because I know what like the polis are. Take some naive cunt, they wouldnay have.
Didnay identify theirself?
Naw did they fuck.
Right… Look eh pardon me; just one thing, ye’re gony have to watch yer language; sorry; but every second word’s fuck. If ye listen to me ye’ll see I try to keep an eye on the auld words.
…
I’m no meaning nothing; it’s just it’s a good habit to get into for official purposes. Ye annoyed? Dont be.
I’m no.
Ye are, but ye shouldnay be.
Dont fucking tell us how I shouldnay be, or how I should be, dont fucking tell us that. Sammy turned his head to listen in the direction of where the bus would come.
With respect
With respect man fucking spook language… Sammy spat on the ground. What is it with you are ye a fucking grass or what?
Fair enough.
Fair enough!
Fair enough ye should think that, I’m a spook or I’m a grass, it’s fair enough.
Sammy tapped himself on the chest. I’m just fucking sick of it, right. I get a lot of hassle, off different cunts, I dont need you as well. Another time, maybe, but no the fucking now man I’m no in the mood, my head’s no fucking – I’m no up to it. Sammy spat on the ground again and he stayed facing away from him.
Fair enough…
Another time.
When?
Whenever ye fucking like.
See what ye have to understand about repping; I need to think the way they do. I’ve got to know all the minutae, the wee details, the words naybody else looks for, the fine print as they say. How d’ye think I got ye yer referral! Cause I knew the right words to say, it’s like abracadabra – two seconds’ flat and he was signing his name. It’s how they think and how they act, the authorities I’m talking about, how they breathe; how they hold their knife and fork, the kind of car they drive; where they stay – which is hard by the way cause they hate folk knowing where they stay. And that’s afore ye reach the rules and regulations and all the different procedures; the protocols and the formalities, when ye bow and when ye scrape; when ye talk and when ye hold yer wheesht – ye follow me, when to shut the auld gub: all-important – when to wear a tie and when to loosen the top button. You know the score Sammy, ye go up to court ye dont start acting the clown, ye have to play the game. It’s them that make the rules.
Sammy rubbed his chin.
The one thing they dont know is you and me. That’s the one thing they dont know. They think they do but they dont. That’s how they need their grasses and their spooks. It’s a problem they’ve got I mean it’s very hard for them to find out about us. That’s cause we’re repugnant. They dont even like being in the same room as us!
I dont like being in the same fucking room as them.
Aye but still I mean we have to but they dont, they’re only there for the dough whereas we’re there cause we have to be. We’ve nay choice, they have. So I mean what I’m saying is if I tell ye something ye dont like ye’ve got to look at it from the big picture. Ye’ve got to look at what we’re doing as if we’re standing there in front of the judge and everything we say’s been taken down and used in evidence. I’m no saying anything ye dont know, jeesoh, ye dont enter the court and start shouting and bawling fuck this and fuck that and fuck you too yer honour.
Sammy smiled.
Eh? Naw I mean ye know what I’m talking about! See it’s like I’m aye practising for the days I take the stand; I just cannay break the damn habit. I dont want to but know what I mean, I dont want to. The closer I get to courts and tribunals the more like them I get. Ask the wife and she’ll tell ye. If ye listen to us ye wouldnay know the difference!
I’d fucking know.
Ah well I’m talking about the average person Sammy no the Birdman of Alcatraz, no as such, with respect.
Is that a bus coming!
Aye.
What number?
A hundred and twelve.
It’s no mine.
Naw but that’s what I’m saying, these are the things ye’ve got to attend to, or at least I do, yer rep, that’s the things ye look out for, that’s yer job. On that very point, is Helen yer lady wife? Common-law?
Sammy sniffed.
She is yer girlfriend but?
Far as I know.
It’s just a row yez had?
…
Well it’s your business Sammy; on the other hand I’ll find out anyway; what I mean by that is we’re gony get to know each other, whether ye like it or no.
There was a flurry of traffic going past and Sammy kidded on his attention was taken by it.
Ye follow me?
What?
Naw what I’m saying, with me repping ye, I cannay help getting to know yer business. It doesnay matter about them being kept in the dark but I cannay be, otherwise how can I do the job? it isnay possible.
What isnay possible?
Me repping ye, if I’m doing it properly.
I didnay say ye were repping me.
I thought we had agreed.
No to my knowledge.
I see, it’s like that.
It’s no like fuck all mate ye’re just jumping to conclusions. I’ve got to give it a think.
Well it’s your prerogative. What I will say is: if I’m to prepare yer case it’s got to be thorough; and to be thorough I need time. There’s nay point you telling me to go ahead the day afore yer case is due. Plus there’s another thing: ye have to remember they’ll know everything. What’s the point of me in batting for ye if I know less than they do?
They’ll no know everything. Sammy spat out into the street.
If I was you I’d assume it.
Aye well you’re no me. There’s a difference between repping somebody and fucking being somebody; know what I’m talking about, being somebody?
I know what ye’re saying.
Good.
How long d’ye need to think it ower?
I’ll sleep on it.
See the thing is, with respect, it doesnay matter whether ye sleep on it or no; ye’re still gony have to say aye or naw; when the time comes, ye follow? That’s the bottom line. Whether ye take a week to work it out, at the end of the day ye’re still left with the decision. Either ye go for it or ye dont. I’m no gony put pressure on ye, I mean I dont need to drum up business, let’s be clear about that. But time’s short and there’s work to do; research and other stuff. Then again I’ve got my other cases. And being honest with ye some of them are more complicated than this yin. The woman I’m going to see the now, she’s been fighting for years; in comparison to her case yours is a dawdle.
Is that right?
…
I’m no being sarcastic; I just dont like being cornered; cunts aye seem to be cornering me, know what I mean, it wears ye down.
I’m no cornering ye, I’m doing the opposite.
I need a think.
Suit yerself.
It’s no to do with you, no personally: if I need a rep it’s you I’ll go to.
Aye well there’s the timebar to think about as well, ye wait too long and ye lose yer chance.
It’s alright for you.
I only make a pay if you get the dough, so it’s no alright for me. It’s consistency we’re talking about.
Aye well consistency I get fuckt man that’s consistency, I get fuckt.
But how? all ye can do is fail. There’s no gony be any retribution; they dont care one way or the other. It’s no them pays out the money, it’s us.
Aye but it’s bad reports and statistics; bad for the politics, if they’re seen making a bolls of things, there’s repercussions.
We’re talking vote-catcher, sure, and they’ll fight like hell to beat us. They have to show they can do the work. If they’ve got adequate resources and they accept they’ve got adequate resources then they should use these resources in an adequate way, that’s their job. Our case is gony hinge on incompetence and inefficiency, that the way they’re operating is inadequate for the job in hand. In the short run that boils down to money – it’s what ye might call an unwritten point of law – but it’s different money to the money that goes on compen; this kind of money comes out the department’s own budget. When that happens and gets seen to happen then somebody’s for the chop; that’s what they’re feart of, getting the chop. Ye with me?
Sammy sighed. What do ye think? he said, does it look like rain?
Eh, aye.
Clouds?
Aye.
Thought so. Sammy cleared his throat and spat again. You sure this isnay a fucking lamppost we’re standing at!
Ally chuckled. My car’s in getting its MOT the now, otherwise I would’ve drove ye.
Sammy nodded. Right, he said, it’s a deal.
…
Ye’re repping me; that’s that. Okay? If ye’re still into it.
Aye, right. Good Sammy, okay, the battle’s on – ye’ve got nothing to lose anyway!
Well I wouldnay say that exactly.
Ye sure ye dont want to think it ower?
Nah.
They shook hands to clinch it.
Nay going back now eh? I’m a man of my word Sammy, I hope you are too. I’m only saying that cause of the amount of work ahead. I dont mind doing it; it’s just if ye spend all that time and effort and it gets called off at the last minute. I mean I dont mind getting beat, no as such, but the other way naw; it’s heck of a frustrating. The most frustrating thing of all is that they’ve won, it means they’ve done the business. That’s the worst of it. So what about the charity?
I’ll go immediately?
Immediately?
Well I mean the morrow morning.
Right. Definitely now cause it’s really important.
Nay danger.
What time at?
Eh…
Maybe I could come with ye.
Nay need. Honest; I have to do things myself; I’ve got to learn.
Good, aye, right; well the address is on the referral, it’s up St Vincent Street. I asked him for it. I know ye’ve nay religion so it’ll fit ye for non-denominational, it’s a protestant one. Okay?
Aye, ta, well done; if I get lost I’ll just ask somebody.
Ye’re a fighter.
Dont fucking con me. Sammy smiled.
I wouldnay try to.
Okay. Heh ye dont have to wait with me for the bloody bus ye know I just stick my hand out for everything.
It’s alright.
Ye’re in a hurry but Ally honest, it doesnay matter.
Ye sure…?
Nay bother; ye’ve gave us the dough and that’s great; seventy pence I owe ye; it’ll be there the next time I see ye.
That’ll be Wednesday late morning.
Right, okay.
It’s just that’s the first chance I’ll get. I’ll come up to yer door. Better that than meeting somewhere; it gives us the chance to go through things properly. Plus I’ll have had the chance to do a bit of work. Tell ye something: we’ll be further on than ye think!
Good.
Ah well that’s my job; although I’ve got to say it, dont get too confident. Going up against these people, there’s nay short-cuts. It’s painstaking stuff; heartbreaking sometimes. Never mind, ye can only do yer best. Alright then?
Aye.
So mind that charity the morrow morning, it’s crucial.
Nay bother.
They said cheerio now and shook hands again. When he had gone Sammy took out the prescription and the referral and crumpled them up. But he didnay fling them away; he was about to but he stopped and stuck them back in his pocket. Ally might have been watching from along the street. No that it mattered cause he had nay intention of going anywhere the morrow morning. He had nay intention of using a rep either. He had nay intention of doing fuck all except what he felt like. Ye just had to keep yer nerve. Nay cunt was gony get him out of trouble; nay cunt except himself. A heavy vehicle was coming; a truck, he stood back.
Who was conning who? Sammy smiled. Ye do yer crime ye take yer time. He spat into the street.
Muttering from somewhere. Either it was the sodjers or a fucking bus was due.
So there ye are. That was fucking that. He wasnay racing in blinkers man he knew the scenario. So what’s he gony do? roll ower and fucking die? that will be right.
Okay.
A case of the thinking cap the fucking thinking cap, okay.
Right. So he had to work, he had to plan. He was getting used to the blindness now. The first nightmare was past. He was in the second stage. And to pass through it he needed to go careful. The knives were out man the knives were out. Okay. That was something he knew about. Relax. Relax. Right alright right fucking right right man relax just relax, okay.
He had been dribbling for christ sake! he felt the wetness at the sides of his mouth. As soon as he got in that door out would come the razor.
It was fucking annoying but, irritating behaviour, know what I mean, the way every single last one of them took him for a mug. They did! The stupit bastard sodjers thought Sammy knew something and he knew fuck all cause Charlie didnay trust him enough to fucking tell him fuck all. That was the story there. Fucking bastards. Okay; relax. Naw but it fucking annoyed ye man! The idea of it, ye know? fuck sake.
And if he didnay make it. If he didnay make it it was the bammycain here we come. Cause one thing was for definite; if these bastards wantit to stick him away then they would stick him away, straightforward, no two ways about it. And he wouldnay last the pace. He wouldnay. He fucking couldnay.
It was all down to time. That was how he was getting so fucking jumpy. It was time, time! that was what it was down to. Every last thing. The one thing he didnay have. And see when ye thought about it that was what they were doing, they were robbing him, they were thieving it off him. Telling ye man that was what they were fucking doing. Bastards. The sodjers and the DSS, the Health and Welfare. They were all stringing him along.
A bus was coming; he put out his hand; too late. There ye are; fucking time; fucking late again. If ye didnay know better it was fate, a wee warning. That was it telling him; that was the bus away and if ye didnay watch out it was yer life, what was fucking left of it man that was that; end of story. So move, move. Okay, he listened hard. He got one eventually. A couple of other folk were waiting and he had them keep a look out. He took the first seat on the lower deck, the one for invalids; fair enough.
The rain was drizzling when he got off. He gritted his teeth. There was naybody roundabout. He had to make it to the flats on his own. That was okay. It was best. There was nay way ye could rely on cunts getting ye out of trouble. A guy might do something, he’s no always responsible. Who knows the pressure they put other people under. They aye find ways to fuck ye. It doesnay matter who ye are if they want to do ye they do ye.
The stone wall was wet. Obviously it was wet it was raining. Just it felt funny, damp and gritty. It had a good smell, fresh; and something else; hard to say what it was.
There was a person standing. Sammy’s hand brushed against their clothes. He apologised. Nay answer. He kept going, looking for the other entrance into the pedestrian walkway. His feet were bloody nipping again. Never mind. Wet weather keeps the dogs at bay. Ever see a drookit dog? fucking pathetic, head lowered and shoulders drooping, nose tripping off the ground. Trotting along but trotting along; no chucking the hand in, still looking for that scent. One time Sammy booked into a lodging house and got his cubicle, he took it for two nights. He didnay have much luggage, maybe a couple of bags, and come next morning, to be on the safe side, he took it with him when he set off on the wander. He was looking for work, just chancing his arm at sites here and there, stepping up and asking for a word with the ganger. Anyway he didnay get a job, but when he came back to the cubicle there was a hat and jacket hanging on the peg behind the door. It was a greasy fucking jacket but the hat wasnay greasy, it was quite a nice looking effort, navy blue or something, Frank Sinatra. Fucking wild. Kipping down for the night with these things hanging up behind yer head; creepy – where had they come from? where were they fucking going! it gave ye the willies, especially in the early hours when the lights shifts and ye start to make out the contours and it isnay just total black nothingness.
The point is
to do with the shoes. Nay cunt stole his shoes. Sammy was in some cunt’s house. And he put on the trainers by mistake. Cause he was drunk. Or else some cunt put on his cause they were drunk; and he took theirs cause better that pair than nay pair. And the Leg was long odds-on, fucking eedjit man fucking typical – except it was him walking about in the brand new leathers whereas Mister fucking Smartguy Sammy
The rain was getting heavier.
Ye had to think.
Naw ye didnay. There was nay point. What ye did was things, ye did things, ye didnay fucking think about doing them ye fucking done them man there’s a difference. And Sammy was going to England. So there ye are.
If by any stretch of the fucking imagination he could get his Dysfunctional Benefit then not only would he no have to work at jobs that ye wanted eyes for, ye would also get yer Gratuities money raised to compensate. But he wouldnay get his fucking Dysfuckingfunctional Benefit man he would be lucky to get fucking re-registered christ almighty, and the actual compen was a joke. Nay chance. He was the cause of the sightloss; him himself. That was obvious. If they needed the arguments he would supply them. Hope doesnay spring eternal. Ally tried to give him hope but there was nay hope. So why fucking bother? You wind up the loser; ye get double-fuckt. Ye just play the game for as long and as much as ye need to. It wins ye breathing space. Breathing space is what he was giving to Charlie. Maybe. Who knows. No that it mattered. Mind you even a couple of hours. A fucking couple of minutes man sometimes that was all ye wanted. And ye’re out the window and round the corner and they dont know ye from Adam.
These things were a rigmarole, ye just kept the nerve. Ye got by on the situation; your situation. It took time and effort; concentration, attending to detail. That was one thing he liked about being blind: see at night man he slept like a fucking trooper. All down to the effort that went into the day-to-day stuff, the minute-to-minute points of order. The actual living. That was what fucking knackered ye, the actual living! Sammy chuckled. He felt the water on his ears; maybe it would go inside and wash away the wax.
There were guys he knew would do him favours, if he wanted to use them. It was down to him.
Where the hell was he heading! he didnay fucking know. He stopped. Seriously man where the fuck was he? He chuckled again; what did it fucking matter. The rain. It was nice. The wee pit-a-pats. It made ye think of toddlers. Wee Peter staggering about.
Jesus christ but he needed dough. D.o.g. That’s fucking dog man d.o.g., fucking dog. Sammy laughed – more of a fucking snivel than a laugh. At one point he had been gony let Ally have it. It was good he hadnay. He was a poor cunt. Ye can only feel sorry for guys like that. Never mind.
Unfortunately, right now, right fucking now, Sammy was fuckt. He had forgot which way he was walking. It was the rain putting him off. He kept going for a few more steps but his stride got shorter and shorter. Cause there was nay point, just nay point. He stopped. He felt for the wall, which was there, and shouldnay have been, it should have ended a long way back. Never mind ye dont make a song and dance about things. Nay point in that. He moved along, touching for the wall, till he found a doorway. He stood in.
A bunnet. Was Sammy dreaming or was that a thing about blind men? they wore bunnets? Probably because they couldnay see the sky so they didnay know if it was fucking cloudy or what; so they were aye having to be prepared.
He wasnay a bad shoplifter, being honest about it. He didnay like to boast. It was the psychology. That was what he was good at. In fact that was a wee test he could set himself, he could go out and blag a bunnet.
So:
what was he gony do and how come he wasnay able to plan it out? Cause that stupit fucking quack had annoyed him. But nay point getting excited. Everything’s tactics and these were auld yins, like the man said, he shouldnay have fell for it. Ach well fuck it, sometimes ye just liked going for them. The way Sammy saw it was this: every time ye got to them ye shortened their life, it brought them that bit nearer the heart attack, know what I’m saying, ye were doing them in. So okay. The rain was getting worse; he stepped out from the doorway and it was bouncing off the bridge of his nose.
Mona died last week
she fell on the train line
What was he gony do? Ach he knew what he was gony do.
Mona died last week
she fell on a train line.
Sammy had a bad ear for song lyrics, he never remembered the bastards properly. Being honest he wasnay a great brain, he wasnay what ye would call a thinker. No really. He stopped walking. He should have stayed in the doorway.
Footsteps. Hullo, he said. Nay answer. Probably a ghost and they cannay talk.
Sammy was gony go to Glasgow Airport and stowaway on a flight to Luckenbach Texas to team up with Willie and Waylon and the boys. Aye ye’re no fucking kidding man fuck England he was going to Luckenbach.
Where am I the now by the way?
Where am I the now by the way. Fucking story of Sammy’s life. Ye see a brick fell on his head. That was actually true for fuck sake except it was a boulder. It was intentional as well. Three guys held him down and this other yin stood up above him, just holding it steady, taking aim. Like playing bools. Ye stared up seeing this big fucking jaggy boulder. Then ye didnay see it and wallop. The bridge of the nose. Since that day he’s never been the same. There’s another song. Life’s full of songs. Maybe god’s a singer.
When Samuels went blind
A smell of beer. It was a dream. Even yer nose plays tricks on ye!
Ye couldnay trust nay cunt but.
One guy he could trust
nah he couldnay. Everybody blabbed. The world was made up of blabbers. Blabbers and spooks and fucking grasses. That was it about life man there was nay cunt ye could trust. Not a solitary single bastard that ye could tell yer tale of woe to. So ye just blundered about the place bumping into walls and fucking lampposts and innocent members of the community out for a fucking stroll. Auld Helen man
gone but not forgotten.
gone but not forgotten
Sammy didnay even know if that was a song. One thing he did know
naw he didnay, he didnay even know that.
Mind you it was times like these when a pal made all the difference. He gave up pals years ago but maybe it was time for a rethink. Drinking buddies werenay good enough. Loose tongues, ye just got fuckt. The likes of the Leg, he wasnay what ye’d call a mate; no really, he was alright but basically that was what he was, a drinking buddy. Sammy hadnay wanted him along that Friday morning, he was just doing the guy a favour, weighing him in with a pay. He wasnay a bad cunt. A trier. Plus he had the kind of appearance that attracted attention. One look at him and ye wanted another look. That extra ten seconds; every wee bit helps with these security fuckers. The poor auld Leg but he wouldnay have known what hit him, I’m talking about when the sodjers got a fucking grip of him man it would be the talk of Glancy’s. Never mind. Ye come to think about it and Sammy couldnay mind the last pal he had; maybe Joe Sharkey the last time in London. One thing if he did head back down the road, he was gony screw the nut, go and stay somewhere quiet; he wouldnay go north and he wouldnay go east. And he wouldnay go fucking south either, he would go west. He didnay know nay cunt out there. Fucking wild west. He didnay even know the names of the places – fucking Dagenham or something, Hounslow man Southall; even the names were different, hams and lows and alls. Glasgow was too close, that was the problem, it was too wee. Everybody was in the fucking grubber as well man know what I’m saying, it’s tough at the top.
If he could turn a couple of quid on these dress shirts. Cause there was another wee deal he could maybe push through. He just needed that bit of dough up front. The dress shirts would give him it. Except if the sodjers had blagged them, dirty bastards. There again but Tam would be wary now as well. The sodjers would have been to see him. Probably Tam was a grass anyway. And the Leg. In fact they were all fucking grasses. Even good auld Charlie; he was the fucking obvious one.
Hullo eh can ye tell me if I’m near the flats yet?
…
Nah, Charlie wasnay a grass, that was just being stupit. Maybe he could phone him. They would have him bugged but it didnay matter. He could send the boy up with a note, leave it with Charlie’s missis. It would just mean he would know about Sammy – the boy, it meant he would know he was blind. So what? Fucking tell them, the weans, tell them everything, the truth.
He upturned the jacket collar about his ears. The trouble was
And now a good samaritan appeared. Naw he didnay. It was imagination.
Then of course one of these fine days the heavy squad from the housing depot would appear and turf him off the premises. Well if they did Sammy would set up the barricades.
He pushed ahead. The wind felt familiar. It was a Scottish wind. Scottish winds fuck ye. They do in yer ears. Then there was yer poor auld fucking flappers man yer feet, they were fucking swimming; even his wrists, for some reason they were sore. Fucking bracelets man these dirty bampot bastards, desperate; nay fucking need. He kicked off the pavement; the junction. But dead quiet. Kids went flying past him, their shoes splashing. He waited a minute; still quiet. He walked, his hands at his sides like he was marching. He was marching; just he wasnay doing it fast. The last few steps he went slow, nudging with his foot to find the kerb; then he was up and beautiful smells. Cooking. It smelled like a baker shop. Warm and tasty. A bridie and beans. Bread and butter and a pot of tea for one. So it wasnay the junction afore the walkway cause there was nay bakeries about there.
So he was somewhere else.
His foot went into soft stuff. Dog shit. Human shit. And a hill seemed to have started for christ sake he seemed to be walking up a hill. What the fuck hill was it? A fucking hill man! Now his hand brushed wet stuff, like leaves or something. A hedge.
His head was lowered, the shoulders hunched. The way he was walking wasnay good for the posture. Stooped. He was thirty-eight. By the time he got home he would be forty-one and a half. And what would happen if he reached the top of this fucking hill and had to come down the other side! So there ye are, fucking humpty dumpty.
That was something he would never be able to do again: run. Fucking hell, even with cunts chasing him. He would just have to use the stick. He could whirl it round his head. They wouldnay get near him that way. See that stick! He was never gony leave the house without it. Never. Even if the fucking sodjers grabbed him; he would just tell them man no fucking way, no without the stick, he wasnay going to nay fucking poky unless they let him take the stick. It was an extension of himself. That was what the quack said. So there’s yer evidence, put together by a genuine doctor, a genuine dyed-in-the-wool fucking upper-class bampot bastard.
Assuming he was no gony be dead, what would he be doing a year from now? Maybe it would all be worked out; he would have it under control; the other senses all tuned up to fever pitch; appearing on the telly to give demonstrations of how to hear through walls man think positive, that’s what ye do. Somebody was walking beside him. He stopped suddenly. Nothing. He carried on. The somebody went with him. So he stopped again; again suddenly. The somebody stopped beside him. Sammy sniffed. He was gony say something but at the same time he didnay, cause there would be nay cunt there. Even if there was they wouldnay say fuck all. If he could just stop breathing and listen but he was peching too much from the climb. He had to cut out that smoking. This was two days without man it was a head start. The trouble is he had tobacco lying in the house. If it hadnay been there he would have definitely chucked it. Nay fucking problem. But now what he would do, he would chuck it the day he left Glasgow, at the exact same moment, when the bus pulled out Buchanan Street Station, he would chip the last fag out the window. Fuck ye.
Helen had never been to England. Hard to believe somebody that was an adult had never been to England, no even on a visit. But there ye are man that’s fucking Helen for ye. A fucking individualist all the way. Dumfries was far enough she said.
Nay point panicking.
Seriously but he was all washed up here so he had to leave; a speedy exit. Watch out for the dark. The sodjers gave the warning for Charlie but it wasnay Charlie it was Sammy, that was who they were warning. Well fuck me man it was an offer he couldnay refuse. There was nothing here for him anyway. Even afore last week’s debacle he was all washed up. He just hadnay admitted it. No to himself. Nay wonder she got angry. Jesus christ man nay wonder, nay fucking wonder!
Fine if he could get a taxi, a taxi would have done the business. Get rid of all that can-ye-help-me crap fucking bullshit. Sammy wanted to vanish. Jesus christ he wanted to vanish, he really did. He once read a story about a guy that vanished. But it was unbelievable. So fuck it.
He could vamoose but if he wanted to. Who was gony stop him? He could go back to the flats and pack his stuff and just saddle up and move em out. A blind man hits London. He would get off at Victoria. It was aye a great feeling that when ye left the bus. All the Glasgow accents disappear. As soon as ye step down onto the ground; everybody merges into the scenery, no looking at one another. And then ye’re anonymous. That was the fucking crack man know what I’m talking about getting anonymous, that was what it was all about, getting fucking anonymous; nay cunt giving ye hassle.
Except ye have the next move to make. Where d’ye go from Victoria? Ye start with the walk to the tube station. Ye maybe stop in for a breakfast and a read of the paper. If it was him he would head north. Get to Seven Sisters. He lived there afore and quite liked it. Maybe somebody would remember him. Did he want to be remembered. Naw. Paddington, that’s another place. He could go to Paddington. Except that fucking Edgeware Road and Praed Street man a bad crossing for blind people. Fuck Paddington. Plus all these beggar cunts trying to tap ye. If ye were like Sammy ye wound up taking them for a fucking pint man. Wild. Ah fuck London. Maybe he would go somewhere else all the gether. Luckenbach Texas.
Shut yer fucking mouth.
The seaside! One of these quaint auld sleepy English places with a big long stretch of seashore where collie dogs go in paddling with their owners, auld women with smart brown shoes, the long promenade with benches every few metres. He would be safe there. Even safer on the sand. So safe ye could leave the stick at the side of the promenade steps. Then go for a long walk; down by the tide, the waves rippling in, take off the shoes and relax, stick the socks in the pocket, roll up the trousers and just hit through the surf, splish splash, wee tangles of seaweed round yer toes. He could get a wee room somewhere and it would be okay. Every cunt was rich there so he would be exceptional circumstances. They would give him his own fucking DSS office. What ye wanting the day Mister Samuels? Eh a plate of eggs and bacon would be nice, maybe a wee round of toast, long on the butter and long on the fucking marmalade know what I’m talking about ya fucking halfwit. And while we’re on the subject what about a four-legged friend, a fucking guide-dog.
See when ye come to think about it he didnay really like Scotland. It was his country, okay, but that didnay mean ye had to like it. And when it rained here it fucking pissed on ye man there’s a difference. Sammy had never been lucky here. Never. Whereas, whereas, down at the seaside, down at the seaside
Ye see these men and women with their collie dogs. The one thing ye know is that dog’s a pal; when ye see them the gether, that’s the one thing ye know immediately.
There was that feeling again, some cunt walking beside him. Naybody would walk beside him at the seaside.
Even Margate. That fisherman’s pub just round the corner from the site. All done up in fisherman style. The locals treated ye fine. Plus the guvnor’s wife man christ almighty some bit of stuff she was she used to give ye the come on and ye didnay hardly know if ye could believe yer eyes it was that fucking blatant. Some bit of stuff. Dangerous but. A dangerous woman. It was a great wee pub. Only snag was the wee boy. The woman’s husband, the guvnor, he was fucking crazy about his wee boy. And if ye were in the bar ye had to watch the wee cunt do his shadow-boxing or playing pool and all that, doing his fucking crossword puzzles or space-invaders, whatever he done ye had to watch and nod yer head like he was showing great promise and one of these days he was gony hit the big time it was a racing certainty. Mind you the guvnor gave ye tick. English pubs werenay bad for tick. No like fucking Glasgow man they take the hatchet out from under the counter: What’s that ye said! A tenner till Friday!
That was auld Morris behind the bar in Glancy’s. The crabbitest cunt ye could hope to meet. Imagine hiring him to work in a boozer.
It was raining it was cold
West Bethelem was no place for a twelve-year-old
Naw but it was something to do, go up Buchanan Street and find out the score. Sammy just wantit to get on a bus and then get off it. Get on in Glasgow and get off at the seaside. It would be Saturday morning. Saturday morning at half-past eight. The weather would be mild and summery, even in the middle of winter, it wouldnay rain for a fucking month; if it did it would be through the night and ye would be indoors with the little woman, all snug, like a couple of fucking bunny rabbits. He would get off the bus and go in for a face wash and then he would get some breakfast, a plate of cornflakes and bacon and eggs, coffee. Tea maybe, it didnay matter about that. He would have his suitcase, he could just dump it in the left luggage. Then a face wash, then breakfast, bacon and eggs, a round of toast; and coffee, or else tea, it didnay matter, he wasnay fussy. A new pair of shoes.
Muttering.
Sammy stopped dead and he turned. If he had had the stick he would have swung it round his head. Whoever ye are get to fuck, he said, I’m fucking warning ye.
…
He tried to slow his breathing. Hear what I’m saying, get to fuck. He whispered, Is that you Ally?
Then he walked. He had to screw the nut. He was acting mad; he had to watch it, get to fuck man head for cover, know what I’m saying, life was too claustrophobic, ye couldnay cope with it. He had to get away. He had to leave here he had to get to the flat and pack, pack his stuff and get to fuck and my god he felt he might no even be able to make it to the next giro. A week next Friday for fuck sake. He would but he would have to. Get rid of the shirts. Fucking knock-me-down-price; just to get fucking shot of them.
And whatever, he would be doing his best. If his best wasnay good enough it wasnay his problem.
This bastard hill for fuck sake where was he he was still going fucking up the way. He wantit to scream really he wanted to bawl, to bawl; but he couldnay he couldnay for christ sake he had to watch himself. At least the rain was back to drizzling. He should have conned that bastard rep into taking him home. This was fucking ridiculous man it was just so fucking ridiculous. His own fault for letting the guy off the hook; the killer-instinct, he just didnay have it. Some things were gony stay the same. He was still the same, he would still be the same; that was the problem. Yet he wasnay! He was fucking different! He wasnay the same at all! He had changed! He really had changed. Surely Helen had seen it! Fucking hell man! Well she would fucking see it; all she needed was a wee bit of faith, a bit of fucking trust in him. Cause he was her man; and if she couldnay have trust in her own man then that was fucking that. That was what the auld guy next door called him; Helen McGilvaray’s man. And he was a fucking stranger too know what I’m saying, a fucking stranger jesus christ and he saw it. And she didnay! Some crack that man know what I’m talking about.
Down south they would start from scratch. The two of them, they would get a job. She was a certainty; auld Helen for fuck sake she was brilliant behind the bar. Maybe they could land one of these husband and wife team-jobs. Licensees; get their own wee flat up above the pub. The only problem was the form-sheet; these breweries, they were strong on references and that kind of bullshit. Well references could be fucking got, know what I’m talking about, nay problem. Just Helen. Ye couldnay tell her that. Never mind fucking getting the references ye couldnay even fucking talk about getting them. She had her own wee ways the same woman. She thought she was oh so practical, but was she was she fuck; she wasnay, she just thought she was.
Dreams. When he went south he was going on his tod. These things; ye have to face up to them. She was gone. No even a note. Fucking weird one that, no even a note. Course how would he know if there was a note? Maybe she had left notes all ower the house. She could have painted messages on the fucking wall for all he knew. Ah fuck it man sooner or later, sooner or later. The worst way the sodjers would get a grip of her and let her know the story, and then she would be back, even just to see for herself, how he was doing, if he was coping. Course he was fucking coping. That was what he had been telling her for the past fucking month he had been coping; a changed man; all that past stuff it was finished, ower and done with. And down south he would be treated different too, treated with a bit of thought aforethought thought aforethought thought aforethought he was gonnay keep thinking this thought aforethought thought aforethought the bastard walking beside him man and he wanted to scream but he wasnay gony he just wasnay gony, give them the satisfaction, ye kidding, fucking dirty bastards, I know who ye are.
He had slowed down, now he stopped. It felt different. The rain was just about off. But it wasnay that. He felt his way forward to the kerb. He had reached the top man that was what it was. The top of the hill. Aye fuck you too, he muttered and he went left a few metres. Definitely; he was on the straight.
The road was quiet as well. There was a familiar feel about things. He found the kerb again and listened hard. Nothing. He was gony cross, he stepped off the kerb, he was gony cross ower, he was gony walk across the other side and he was doing that man he was walking to there and here ye are man he was walking nice and slow and calm and his arms were in at his side, no swinging them but just normal, walking normal, and still nay sounds, nay fuck all; the afternoon, the weans were at school; he kept going, and he reached a point where the road went a wee bit downhill and then there was the kerb and it was quite a big kerb, quite a big step up and it was familiar this, and then he was on the pavement; he groped forwards and struck metal, the railings. The bowling green it was the bowling green. He gripped a spike and let the weight of his arm rest. He put his left hand through the railings and touched the leaves of a bush, they were soaking, he skited them up and down, feeling the water on his wrist and up his jacket sleeve. Maybe whoever it was had been his guardian angel; once he reached the bowling green they had got off their mark cause they knew he would recognise it, where he was. Christ a fag would be good! He deserved it, know what I’m saying he fucking deserved it.
Cause he knew where he was; he wasnay lost. A case of getting from a to b. He steadied himself, nay point blundering about; he was dying to move but just hang on a minute, take it easy. Okay. He figured out the directions. He knew where he was going. Concentration. His brains were too active. Ye had to keep them under control. Okay. It was back in the direction he had come, and then left, and then
fine, he knew what he was to do.



He was feeling good and he was feeling strong. He had this idea, getting himself a couple of blank cassettes. He used to write songs in his head. What he could do is speak them into the mike, or maybe even sing them. How no? fuck it, it would pass the time. And who knows. Ye send a couple off to a good singer; they pick them up and give it a whirl. From then on man from then on
A tin of macaroni heated on the oven. He had a tin of creamed rice as well. Ye could live okay.
He walked to the window and opened it and felt the force of the wind trying to fling it out his hand. The rain came in on his face. Sometimes ye were amazed at the force of these things like they were living lives of their own or something. If it didnay slacken off he wasnay gony go out at all he was gony stay home.
He stuck on a cassette. He hoped it was one he liked. Well he liked them all or he wouldnay fucking have them. Just sometimes he put one on and he didnay particularly want to hear it, no at that particular moment, plus there was a couple belonged to Helen. Sometimes ye werenay in the mood. He was gony have to work out a system for playing the fucker; tapes he liked on one side of the mantelpiece, dross on the other.
Well I woke up Sunday morning
Jesus Christ. It was unbelievable. Fucking unbelievable man really, it was unbelievable, ye just
Sammy sat down on the armchair but now he was on his feet. He sat down again. It was serious fucking business; really, it wasnay wild it was serious man serious, serious fucking business. Know what I’m saying? He had to sit. He had to just
fuck it. Nay point
naw but
christ almighty he was up on his feet for the chorus, calling it home, big licks and all that, singing it loud, singing it loud and singing it long, battering it out, giving it the big guitar strokes
On a Sunday morning sidewalk
wishing lord that I was stoned
for there’s something in a Sunday
makes a body feel alone
and there’s nothing short of dying
half as lonesome as the sound
of the sleeping city sidewalks
Sunday morning coming down
There was tears coming out, he fucking felt them, it was fucking written for him man it was written for him. Fucking hell.
He went through to the bedroom. Just too much; too much. He was on the bed now on his front and his face was buried into the pillow. Jesus christ but ye just get so fucking angry, ye just get so fucking angry, fucking hell man fucking hell; he was greeting.
And the grub was burning. Let it. It was burning on top of the fucking cooker. He got up and did a deep breath out, he wiped his face. He went through to get it.
He let it cool then ate it all up. It was alright; it didnay taste burnt.
He carried his tea ben the living-room and sat down on the carpet with his back to the settee, rolled a smoke, feet in front of the fire. Nay music, nay radio. Apart from the sounds in his ears he could hear occasional footsteps from above, then noises from through the wall, the television, the auld deaf woman; when it was quiet ye heard everything in this fucking dump he would be glad to get out of it; he would, he would be fucking glad. The water was still in the bath. So fucking what. It had been lying there since Saturday fucking night man so fucking what, he was gony fling in the auld clothes and let them steep, get them fucking clean; he was gony fling everything in man cause the water was fucking clean, he hadnay even dirtied it, fucking shit, total fucking
fuck it.
He was gony fling himself in. Life, know what I mean.
So what man so what, it didnay fucking matter, it was all fucking crap. Ye meet these bastards, they try to tell ye different. Did ye listen to the news the day? Naw did I fuck listen to the news the day so fucking what man away and fuck yerself. He leaned to switch on the radio. Scottish country dance music, a twiddle di dee and a twiddle di doo.
Okay. He left the fag in the ashtray and shifted to lie flat out on his front. He lay for a while. The sore back wasnay going away and this helped it. Eventually he done a few press-ups, then up and into a few of the dynamic tension moves. Survival-techniques-I-have-known. Who cares. Sammy did them. He had got out the habit these days but he used to do them regular. He was gony get back into it again; be prepared. A guy had taught him the first time he was in. A good guy. Never mind.
It was also to do with routines. The whole session could take just quarter of an hour, that was plenty if ye were doing it right and ye were doing it regular, and ye could do four or five sessions a day; more if ye liked. Once ye had got into the habit ye could find yerself going into the moves even when ye were talking to some cunt, ye did it without thinking; and ye saw other guys doing the same. One thing it did was make ye aware of yer body, the different parts. It was a genuine overall toning-up ye got. After ye done the session – and that includes the different exercises; say one of them was the ankle exercise: well what that meant is just raising yer foot up back the way, gripping yer ankle, then pulling and pushing, down with yer foot and up with yer hand, meeting the point where it doesnay budge, the same force up and down; it gets equal; ye stay in the same position, more or less – but after ye done the session; all these exercises, when ye had finished them, ye got this hell of a fucking great feeling, in every part of yer body like ye were really tuned-up, every part of ye, and when ye strolled about ye felt like a cat, a fucking tiger, yer arms just hanging there, this great buzz, sloping about the place; ye could forget where ye were. Even when ye minded ye still felt good, cause ye were beating the bastards ye were fucking beating them.
Fuck it, he was going to Glancy’s.
Sammy smiled. He was.
He had made up his mind then changed it; now he was changing it back. Ye’re allowed that, changing yer mind. Okay: what he was gony do is get auld Boab to phone him a taxi. Fine. He got the going out clothes. No the good trousers but he would have to wear the jeans. The good trousers were now the fucking nay-good trousers. He was gony file a claim for a new pair man it was fucking ridiculous, they want to give ye a pair of dungarees, these sodjer bastards, if they huckle ye, know what I mean, that should be part of the bargain, alright ye’ve huckled me where’s my fucking dungarees, yer fucking scabby fucking bunks man it’s all fucking fleas and fuck knows what else pish and auld crap, get to fuck; give us a break.
In the bathroom he let out the water and filled the washhand basin for a shave. But fuck it. Nay point going daft. He put on a shirt and tie to make up for it. When he was ready he went along the corridor and chapped Boab’s door.
What happened at the flats was the minicabs came in at the corner of the block of shops and sat outside the chemist. This is where the driveway stopped. Round at the back of the block was where the delivery trucks went to drop off their goods at the individual shops. Across the other side of the driveway was where the lock-ups were, where Sammy had got the guy to guide him out of trouble on Saturday afternoon. Once the car arrived the minicab controller dialled the passenger’s number to signal him.
When that happens I’ll come and and chap yer door, said Boab, and you just get the lift.
Alright, but if I’m no there it means I’m on my way already. Know what I mean Boab, the time it takes me to get there, I’m probably as well setting off the now.
I’ll take ye down.
Naw, it’s alright, it’s no that, it just takes me a wee bit more time, but I make it okay. If ye maybe ask them to tell the driver, if he sees a guy with a white stick and all that, to give him a shout.
Nay bother. Where is it ye’re going by the way?
Quinn’s Bar.
Fine.
Sammy sniffed. I’ll probably hang on there and come back up the road with Helen.
Boab went off to make the phone call and Sammy went back and got his stuff, then double-locked the door. He left immediately.
Outside it was blowy but the rain had stopped. The minicab was already there by the time he tapped his way round and reached the chemist. The driver gave him a shout to let him know. When he got into the car and was sitting down he telt the driver to take him to Glancy’s.
I thought it was Quinn’s we were headed?
Naw, Glancy’s.
Another fuck-up, muttered the driver.
The world was full of grumpy bastards. Sammy sat back and prepared to enjoy the ride. Mind you there had been nay real need to tell Boab he was going to Quinn’s, he could as easy have telt him the truth, it wouldnay have fucking mattered. In fact it might have been better. Then he could have kidded on she was still down in Dumries. Maybe she was still down in Dumfries! Maybe she had went there. That was what he had thought earlier. It’s just when she did go there she never stayed more than a couple of days. He leaned forward on the seat, Eh driver can ye smoke in here?
Sorry.
Sammy sat back again. Fucking eedjit, he would be even more sorry when he didnay get a tip. Sammy leaned forward again: Eh driver could ye just take us to Quinn’s?
Quinn’s? I thought ye changed it to Glancy’s?
Aye I did change it to Glancy’s: now I’m changing it back again.
Mutter mutter mutter.
Grumpy bastard. Sammy felt like laughing but he wasnay gony, he was gony stiffen the cunt, if he said the wrong word, that was all, one fucking word, he would stiffen the cunt. Sammy sniffed. Aye I changed it to Glancy’s at first but now it’s back to Quinn’s, if that’s alright with yourself.
Mutter mutter.
Is that alright with you mate?
Aye.
Good. Sammy sat back in the seat; fucking eedjit. He wished he could look out the window.
Obviously Helen wouldnay be there but he would be able to see for himself. He would go to Glancy’s later on.
So that was that. Yep. That was that. He smiled. That was fucking that man. Bold. But like the man said, ye make yer decision. Doesnay matter how much ye fucking think about it; comes the final point and ye have to go for it. Or no fucking go for it, as the case may be. Sammy had made his decision and that was that. Hell or high fucking water man fuck it. He smiled again and shook his head. Life was better than ye thought. Sometimes. He took the shades out his pocket and shoved them on. He wasnay as bad as cunts thought. He might no be the Brainbox of fucking Britain but so what man, he had other things going for him.
See if she was there but! Hoh!
He got flung into the side of the car, the tyres screeching, going round a corner. The driver was a screwball. Sammy might no have had his fucking driving licence but he knew enough to know about fucking skids on wet roads. The cunt was probably getting his own back. Ye could imagine the conversation when he got back to the office, telling them how he had this cheeky blind fucker as a punter, how he had sorted him out. Fucking bullshit man ye let them get on with it. Sammy started whistling, he stopped quite soon. It was funny being in a motor, trying to work out where ye were by the way the roads went. Apart from armoured cars it was the first time he had been in one for a while. He couldnay mind the last time.
Monday night. The pub would be dead. Christ, what if she was there. What if she had come back and just no telt him! Nah, she wouldnay be. But who knows? Imagine her seeing him walk in the door! Christ almighty. Sammy rubbed his hands the ether. Then he stopped. Who was he fucking kidding. Crazy! If she wanted to see him she would see him; fucking hell man this was the wrong way.
But she wouldnay fucking be there anyway. There was actually nay chance. Nay chance. He was fuckt as far as that went. Sammy turned to the window, wishing he could look out. If he could see it would be fine. If he could just look in the door when he got there, he wouldnay have to go right to the bar. He would just
Auld Helen but eh!
Jesus. Sammy took off the shades and stuck them in his pocket, he covered his face with his hands. There were things ye didnay want to think about cause it was impossible ye just fucking couldnay man ye couldnay think of them. He laid his head against the window, feeling the damp, the vibrations.
The motor had stopped.
Sammy sat a minute wondering if it was just traffic lights. He put on the shades.
Ye’re right outside the door, said the driver, just a wee bit to yer left and that’s you. I’m double-parked by the way ye’re gony have to go between the cars there.
Okay mate thanks. Sammy settled the fare and added a fifty-pence tip. He found the space and went between them, got to the pavement; he heard the minicab leaving, tapped across to reach the wall then tapped left till he found the entrance. He stopped there and rolled a smoke. If he minded right there was a wee lobby just in from the doorway. He wondered whether to take off the sunglasses. But naw, best to keep them on. Fair enough. He took another drag on the fag then pushed his way inside, tapping forward to find the next door. Hullo, said a guy.
Hullo.
Where ye going?
Sammy said, Who me?
Aye.
Into the pub.
Are ye?
…
I dont know if it’s your kind of night.
What?
Naw, just I dont know if it’s your kind of night.
It’s a promotions event, said another guy.
A promotions event… Sammy shrugged. I can still go in.
Better pubs but if ye’re just looking for a pint. Ye’re better heading.
I’m wanting to see somebody.
Who?
What d’ye mean who?
Maybe I know him.
It’s no a him.
Maybe I know her.
I doubt it mate I doubt it.
Look fellow we’re just putting a word in yer ear.
Sammy sniffed. What are yez bouncers like is that what it is?
Wham bam.
What?
You’ve got it.
As a matter of fact I’m wanting a word with Helen.
Helen who?
Helen behind the bar.
Now there was a noise and movement at the outside door and people came through, they didnay wait behind Sammy but sidled by him, and carried on walking, the bouncers letting them past without a word. The music was loud from inside the pub.
There’s nay Helen behind the bar.
Helen McGilvaray.
Nay Helen McGilvaray mate sorry, never heard of her.
What ye fucking talking about!
Heh calm down.
Sammy gripped the stick. Come on, I want a word with Helen.
There’s nay Helen.
The manager then.
The manager?
I want to see the fucking manager.
What for?
Sammy sighed. He took off the shades and stuck them in his pocket.
Look fellow all I’m saying is it’s a young team in there, it’s no your scene at all.
Is this Quinn’s?
Quinn’s, aye.
Sammy relaxed his shoulders. He shifted his stance, keeping his right leg firm and a bit to the rear, his left leg bent at the knee; he changed his grip on the stick.
When did she work behind the bar? Eh?
What?
When did she work behind the bar?
A week ago.
A week ago; okay. The guy sniffed. I’ll check it out, he said.
The inside door swung open and swung shut. Then it was the outside door. Other people came in and waited behind him. He moved closer to the wall then felt them brush past, going straight on through without a word. The music blaring back out after them. Sammy dropped the fag to the floor and left it to smoulder. Maybe the guy hadnay noticed. Is it cause I’m blind ye’re no letting me through?
What?
Cause I’m blind?
Naw. It’s cause there’s a promotion on. It’s for yer own good fellow it’s gony get mobbed. It’s all young people.
Sammy cleared his throat. What’s yer name? Eh? What’s yer name?
Dont fucking act it, right.
I just want to know yer name.
How?
I’m interested.
Are ye.
Ye a hardman?
The bouncer muttered something.
Eh?
Dont push it.
Who’re ye working for?
The outside door opened again. A couple of people. One of them called hullo and continued through. When the door closed off the music Sammy said, Would I have got in if I’d said hullo like is that the way it works?
Dont push it I says.
Fucking push it! Sammy smiled. He shook his head. The inside door again, and the other bouncer said: Sorry mate she doesnay work here.
What is she chucked it?
Dont know.
What did the manager say I mean what was his words?
Ye heard, said the other bouncer. She doesnay work here. Cheerio.
Was it John Graham ye spoke to?
Ye heard the man, she doesnay work here.
I’m no talking to you sonny I’m talking to him.
John Graham’s no on the night.
So cheerio.
Sammy nodded. Aye, I’ll mind your voice.
You do that.
I will. He turned from them and pushed open the door. When it was closing behind him he heard the cheeky bastard muttering, Fucking arsehole. And he was back inside the lobby immediately, the stick in both hands and thrusting the heel of his right shoe back against the swing door, trapping it from pushing in behind him. Ye say something there pal? eh? ye want to discuss it ya fucking eedjit, eh? what ye saying! fucking bampot ya bastard I’ll ram this stick down yer fucking throat.
Just cool it! Cool it! said the other bouncer.
You wanting it as well ya cunt?
Silence. Then the music blared again so the inside door had been opened; maybe there was more of them, more of the bastards; he shook the stick, getting his wrists relaxed. Quiet voices quiet voices, he was gony have to move man he was gony have to fucking move, now, he stepped back, pushing out the door and out onto the pavement he went left, tapping as quick as he could, keeping into the wall. He hit against somebody but battered on, just to keep going, he was fine man he was okay except this feeling like any minute the wallop from behind, the blow in the back, the quick rush of air then thud, he kept going, head down, the shoulders hunched. There was a lane, he turned down it and went a way along then stopped. He was breathing hard. A fucking mug man that was what he was, that was all he was, a mug, a fucking mug. He walked on a few paces then stopped again. A fucking mug. He switched the stick to under his left elbow; obviously there was naybody chasing him. He walked on again. They were fucking laughing. Nay wonder, nay fucking wonder. Fucking crazy. People were coming towards him, from the other direction. A lassie’s voice, excited: But listen, she was saying, but listen…
He waited for them to pass. Ye hear these conversations. He took out the shades and stuck them on. That temper was gony get him into bother. He couldnay mind it being as bad as this. Right enough he should never have went to Quinn’s in the first place, fucking stupit. It was his own fault as well; he produced a bad reaction in cunts. Maybe it was something to do with his face. The beard, plus the auld fucking trainers. Wherever ye go man, fucking trouble, aggravation. He had to head, he couldnay stay here.
Glancy’s.
He tapped his way down to Argyle Street and headed east. What the fuck time was it? Who knows. All that was out the window.
Mutters and shouts. A Monday but it was still busy cause of where he was walking; the centre of the city. One thing in his favour, the wee squeaking noise at the traffic lights; it hadnay really dawned on him till now how it was operating, like they had specially designed it for blind people, it only seemed to come on when it was okay to cross. That was one thing. There was other things; he wasnay in control of them; a lot of things. Okay but what he was in control of he would use, he would have to. Cause he needed to get out. That was it man that was that. Time to move so he had to move; cause if he didnay it was all gony come crashing down, in one way or another, right on top of him. So alright. So he needed to be ready, so when the time came
But even that was wrong cause he couldnay sit about waiting I mean if he was fucking waiting what was he waiting for, it was here right now man know what I’m saying, if ye wait, it’s got to be for something. Naybody waits to get surrounded. He wasnay gony wait for that christ almighty if ye know ye’re gony get captured then ye get to fuck, ye get fucking out man know what I mean ye get to fuck, ye dont fucking wait; that’s the last thing. Ye get to fuck. Cause nothing went back to normal. There was nay fucking normal, whatever the fuck it meant, normal, stupit fucking word. Whatever the past was it was ower and done with. There wasnay gony be nay fucking big cuddles, nay kiss-and-make-up scenes; that was out the window, as far as that went, it was all washed up. So okay. So it was now. So he needed dough. He had to get squared up. And he didnay have the time to wait. That other wee bit of business, he could maybe push it through; he just needed a start, if he could punt the shirts; a knock-down price, it didnay matter, just something, he just needed something. Once he got that. But even without it.
He just had to get what he could and get it quick. Right now. Or else he was gony get surrounded he would get surrounded. There was nothing surer: nothing surer than that man he would be closed in very very quick and when it happened it would be unexpected, ye couldnay predict it, that was the one thing, ye couldnay predict it, cause there was no way, and that was the only certainty, that when they done him they would do it at their convenience, the time and the place, it was theirs and theirs alone. It was aye the same, they aye had that man the time and the fucking place; and he wouldnay know fuck all, no until they hit him, and then it was a hands-up situation. So he had to get to fuck man right now. And for that he needed dough. It wasnay just the shirts either; there was other stuff in the flat, stuff he had got and belonged to him – no to Helen – things like the VCR and the wee hi-fi, the cassettes; they were his. They werenay hers man they were his. Ah but fuck it, going to these games, petty, fucking petty. Except right enough if she wasnay coming back. If she wasnay coming back. If he didnay somebody else would.
But how could he say she wasnay coming back? That was impossible. He couldnay even imagine it, saying it, just actually fucking saying it, it was fucking
he couldnay even imagine it.
He was at Glancy’s. Here he was. He walked on past and went into the first close; he took off the shades then rolled a smoke.
Fine. Then he moved.
It was quiet inside; maybe this is how come he felt a wee bit nervous. No about people looking at him. The word would have been out a while now. And people aye look anyway, it’s no a problem, ye cope with it; or usually ye cope with it. It’s just sometimes man ye see these cunts and the look they give ye can be different. It isnay just a look in passing, ye could be sitting there
ye can imagine it, if okay ye’re blind, ye’re blind and ye’re sitting there, just minding yer own business, relaxed, ye’re enjoying a quiet pint. But cause ye’re blind ye dont know it but every cunt’s staring at ye, staring right into ye, like one of these terrible wee nightmare movies, the Twilight Zone or something. The only good thing is ye cannay see. That’s the only good thing about it. Ye dont know they’re doing it.
It being Glancy’s he didnay have too much bother finding his way to the bar and then to a chair at a table near the back wall. He was halfway through his first pint when a guy came up: How’s it going Sammy? I seen ye come in, the white stick and all that. I heard.
…
It’s me. Herbie.
Aw Herbie, aye, how ye doing?
Okay, alright; I’m saying I heard…
Aye.
Desperate eh!
Aye. Sammy shrugged.
What ye drinking by the way? want a pint? a wee half?
Eh…a pint aye, ta.
Herbie went to the bar. A drinking buddy. When he brought the pint back he chatted on for a couple of minutes then went back to his company. If he had company. He said he had company. Ye couldnay be sure.
Fuck it but ye couldnay blame cunts, if that was the score.
About ten minutes later a whisky arrived, delivered by auld Morris from behind the bar; he muttered the name Alex then disappeared.
Alex Duncan it would be. Another drinking buddy. Interesting but, if it was Alex, no coming ower himself, just sending the half:
So ye see this guy walk in the door and ye’ve heard he’s went blind. That’s the rumour going about. But you know him. You know him as a guy that isnay blind, no usually, no for all the time you’ve known him, usually he’s a guy that can see the same as the next man. Then as well ye’ve heard he’s in a bit of bother with the sodjers. So much so ye’re no especially wanting to be seen in his company, no from what ye hear. At the same time ye’re no wanting to upset the guy, for whatever reason, it doesnay matter. Okay now, you know that he doesnay know that you’re here, that ye’re in the pub; no if he’s really blind – cause he cannay fucking see ye. Still and all but ye cannay be sure, ye cannay take the chance; so ye send him ower a drink. Just to be on the safe side. And then ye rely on the guy thinking: Ah well, Alex’s sent me a drink and no come ower himself so that must mean he’s tied up, otherwise he would have come ower, so everything’s the same as normal. But it isnay the same as normal. Know what I’m talking about? So ye wondered, ye wondered how he hadnay come ower and said hullo. Unless he was in other company or something.
Sammy sipped the whisky. He couldnay hear any dominoes getting played. The likes of a Friday night ye got as many as three games on the go. A couple of the guys were crazy gamblers. Ye’re playing yer end and then ye hear a whisper and ye find out some cunt’s backed ye for fifty quid. Sammy sat in quite a lot, he enjoyed it. Ye get to be no bad at these kind of games. Some guys were great at chess. The first stretch he done he learnt how to play it, but no more than that whereas with some of them! A different game all the gether. One of the things ye heard inside was how the real world champion wasnay one of these cunts ye see on the telly, it was a guy in the fucking poky. Nay danger about that. Which poky? Any fucking poky, take yer fucking pick.
Mind you, the auld doms, it was maybe a game he could still play. The spots made it like braille. He could maybe give it a go. No in here but! Ye would get fucking screwed man cheating bastards, they would be lining up to take potshots! Bullshit; it wasnay that bad.
But ye would be better just playing with other blind guys. Even then, how would ye check what was happening? who had played what? Every cunt’s fingers would be out feeling the spots. Ye would need special rules. Somebody would have to referee, then keep a record of what was played. But how the fuck could they keep a record unless they could see? Fuck sake man it would be a shambles. But maybe chess would be alright. Cause it was only the future moves ye worried about, the past yins were all there and above board and it didnay matter, just what was there and what was to come. So it wasnay just a thing for the memory. Maybe it was but. There was a conversation about boxing going on somewhere; it was irritating, no quite within earshot but near enough to hear snippets now and again. He tried to listen but it was just annoying and he gave it up. Then somebody was beside him. Sammy waited, he took his hand away from the pint and moved it to the edge of the table.
Hullo. Hullo Sammy.
Is that Tam?
Aye.
Right; christ I didnay know who ye were there…
Ye okay?
Aye Tam aye, no bad. Yerself?
Alright.
I was hoping ye’d be in; have a wee word with ye… No sitting down?
After a moment Tam sat down.
What ye drinking?
I’ll get it… Tam was onto his feet again. Sammy heard him walk off. It was a few minutes afore he came back; he kept his voice low when he spoke: What is it gony be permanent? he said; the eyes and that?
Couldnay tell ye Tam.
Can ye no see nothing?
Not a thing.
Fuck sake.
The news is got round eh!
Aye…
Ye wonder how the fuck it happens but know what I mean! Sammy smiled. Fucking carrier pigeons!
Aye I know. What ye been to a doctor?
Saw the cunt this morning… Sammy shrugged, swallowed the last of the first whisky, groped for the new yin and emptied in the drips. Cheers, he said.
Aye.
I’d have been as well staying in the house; fucking bampot man, wound up it was a battle. Just I needed to go, the DSS and all that. Otherwise I wouldnay have fucking bothered; waste of time. It’s all sewed up Tam ye know the way it operates.
Annoying but.
Ah ye’re fucking right it is. Sammy reached for his tobacco.
Here. Tam gave him a tailormade.
Seen the Leg recently?
Naw I have not, no since that time with yerself. How ye looking for him?
Naw, naw no particularly. Christ ye done the right thing getting out the door when ye did, me and him fucking battered it; crazy. I wound up blanking the Saturday. Fuck knows where we were. Wild. You didnay see us did ye?
Naw.
I thought we might have landit up in here.
Maybe yez did. Ask auld Morris.
Aye…mind you, ye’re sometimes better no finding out; know what I’m saying, let sleeping dogs lie.
May be, may be.
Disasters everywhere. Helen’s fuckt off too.
Helen?
Aye, she’s offski. Out the fucking door man I’ve no seen her for a week; fuck knows where she is. See my luck! Sammy shook his head; he drank some of the lager. Fucking wild, he said, the lost weekend right enough.
So ye dont think it’s gony be temporary, the eyes and that?
I dont fucking know.
Aye…
They dont tell ye fuck all.
When did they let ye out?
Wednesday.
Wednesday?
How?
Naw I was just wondering.
They lifted me again right enough; Saturday night. I got out this morning. Sammy sipped at the lager.
They paid me a visit too.
Did they?
Friday.
Right.
Half-five in the morning.
Hh.
Aye it was the wife answered. Nearly shat herself. Totally out the blue know, nay preparation.
Did they lift ye?
Naw.
…
Naw they didnay lift me, naw. Tam sniffed. They were angry but; know what I mean?
Sammy nodded.
The way they were talking, they were angry.
Aye.
…
So was it alright?
Naw, naw it wasnay alright, it wasnay alright.
What happened?
Aw they were just wanting to ask us a few questions Sammy know. I didnay tell them fuck all but; nothing. So that’s fine eh.
Sammy lifted the whisky, he put it down and tugged at the side of his lower lip.
Know what I mean?
…
Forget it. Sorry about yer eyes and all that.
Sammy had stubbed out the cigarette; he started rolling one. He said, What’s up?
Aw nothing.
Ye upset about something?
Doesnay matter.
What is it me? Have I said something?
Look just leave it.
Fuck sake Tam.
Leave it.
If I’ve said something tell us.
It doesnay matter.
It fucking does; ye’re angry about something.
A wee bit, aye.
Tell us then.
Tam sighed: Ye know what I’m talking about.
Naw I dont. I dont. Tell us.
I mean I didnay see yer mate so I couldnay say fuck all, so that’s fine, so just leave it.
Sammy was about to speak; he didnay, he got the roll-up lighted instead, then he lifted the lager and sipped at it.
Know what I mean I couldnay say fuck all, so I didnay.
There was fuck all to say.
Aye; aye that’s right.
What ye upset about?
The busies Sammy they were angry.
Aye ye’ve said that I know: these bastards, they’re aye angry, so what?
Dont say that to me.
Say what?
…
Sammy cleared his throat and whispered: Say what? I’m no saying fuck all!
They’re wanting information Sammy right.
Aye right, so what am I supposed to do, go and fucking give them it! Eh?
Ye could have gave me the fucking wire, that’s what ye could have done.
Gave ye the wire? What about?
Fucking hell. Look I’m sorry about yer eyes, right, let’s just leave it, just fucking leave it.
Leave what?
Uch.
What?
Bad patter Sammy it’s bad patter.
Tam I dont know what ye’re on about.
Aye well that’s the fucking problem.
It’s fucking true but.
Uch give us peace.
Sammy sat back on the chair; he sat forwards again and whispered: You’re no fucking involved man so I dont know what ye’re getting so fucking upset about, it’s fuck all to do with ye.
Sammy dont tell me I’m no involved; the wife getting dragged out her bed at half-five in the morning; ye kidding! give us a break: I’m no involved man that’s crap.
Ye’re no but.
So what’re these bastards at my door for? Eh?
What’re ye saying?
Uch get to fuck Sammy ye know what I’m saying.
Cause I bump into some guy in the boozer after you’ve went away; so it’s down to me – cause I bump into some cunt after ye’ve left; so it’s my fault.
Who else? Ye’re no gony blame the Leg!
Tam
It’s you that knows the guy, you’re his fucking mate.
He’s no my fucking mate.
Ye could have gave me the wire.
What about?
Jesus christ Sammy the uniforms are up at my door at half-five in the morning! the house fucking chokablok man gear everywhere. Know what I mean too they know the score; they fucking know it man they could have turned the place right ower. Lifted me? they could have lifted the fucking wife; know what I’m talking about they could have fucking…jesus christ, she’s fuckt, I’m fuckt, we’re all fuckt – the weans, they’re sleeping ben the room. And these dirty bastards just sitting there, eating chocolate biscuits and drinking cups of tea; laughing like fuck. And you’re telling me no to get upset? Ye’re fucking right I’m upset, I’ve been upset the whole weekend. Ye could have telt me something. Just so I know. Something. Any fucking thing. So I know something’s up. That’s all.
…
I mean just fucking… Ach. Leave it.
Leave fuck all. Sammy leaned closer to Tam and whispered: Heh, ye want to know what I’ve been doing, eh! ye want to know? give ye the fucking wire Tam ye wanting to fucking know what I’ve been doing? see them, them fucking things? them things there, ye fucking see them! take a fucking look! eh! take a fucking look!
Sammy pulled the skin down beneath his eye-sockets. What d’ye think this is? Eh? Fuck sake.
He kept the skin pulled down for about six seconds, then got his right hand onto the whisky tumbler but left it where it was; he dragged on the cigarette. When he did lift it his hand was still shaking. He put it down. The two of them sat without speaking. He heard Tam’s chair getting moved back and he said: Dont go yet, fuck sake. Have a half.
Naw.
Come on.
I’m no wanting one.
Tam this is bullshit. Ye’re letting them do yer head. Take a half, come on, we’ll have another one.
Naw Sammy.
Come on to fuck.
I’m with the brother-in-law; we’re in the lounge.
Two minutes.
Naw.
So what’re ye telling me? I’m bad news?
Tam sighed.
It’s more fucking complicated than ye think.
What is?
…
Aye well it’s your business.
What’s that supposed to mean?
It means it’s your business, that’s what it mean.
Aw.
Dont fucking aw me Sammy dont fucking do that. I thought I knew what you did but now I dont. I dont, I thought I did but I dont. The fucking uniforms know more about ye than I do!
…
Know what I mean Sammy give us a break! Look I better go.
Sammy shrugged.
I’ll see ye.
Aye okay, okay Tam.
Tam stood where he was for a wee minute, then the sound of his footsteps. Sammy waited, then raised the pint glass, testing how much lager was left. The roll-up had stopped burning, he got it relighted; he put his elbow on the side of the table and rested his chin on it. The one thing he wanted to know
Naw he didnay, it didnay fucking matter.
He put his hand on the edge of the table and gripped it. He reached his other hand out for the stick, but left it there a minute, till he finished the lager; one more mouthful.
Fuck them; fuck them all.
A case of take-it-easy. Just homewards, homewards. After he had had a piss. Cause if he didnay have one the now he would be fucking bursting in ten minutes’ time. Nothing surer.
So bang went the shirts. Bang went the other bit of business. So there ye are. So that was that. Never mind. Never mind. He could aye hit the fucking pawn!
Naw he couldnay.
He swallowed the dregs of the lager and got the stick, it felt good in his hand, it felt good; the trusty auld stick man Helen would love that! Where’s my bloody mop! There’s yer bloody mop, the head fell off so I painted it! Sammy couldnay stop himself smiling. He felt like fucking laughing!
Okay. All these cunts watching him; there he goes, yer blind-as-a-bat Sammy, the bold yin, heading for a piss.
Aye nay danger; nay fucking danger; fuck them bastards
The toilet was downstairs and it was awkward but fair enough; halfway down he changed to going backwards, his hand on the wall. Nay cubicle for fuck sake it was aye out of bounds in here, they kept it locked for some fucking reason; so he had to use the urinal, tapping the stick to find it – he would have been better giving it a wash instead of his fucking hands.
Ye just pished and hoped for the best.
Okay.
It was raining when he came out the pub. Obviously. But he was still fucking hoofing it man he could afford a taxi but no way, no fucking way. Every coin. Every fucking coin.
A funny thought came to him out of nothing, it was a guy he knew. But just that and nothing else, the thought of this guy he knew, for nay reason, a kind of memory of him without being anything about him, just him and fuck all else. That was funny. Maybe the cunt had snuffed it and this was his last ta ta.
We’ve all got to fucking go.
So if ye cannay see, what do ye do? Ye do the same as any other cunt, ye go somewhere. That was what Sammy was doing right now he was going somewhere, fucking home man that was where he was fucking going.
It wasnay lashing. It was wet, but it wasnay lashing. A pair of leather gloves would have been good, pigskin, so the rain wouldnay get in.
Cause even if ye’re blind ye’ve got to wander.
Sammy had aye liked wandering. That was one thing. He didnay so much like it, he loved it, the auld wandering; up hill and down dale, ye wander up ye wander down, that was Sammy. Even in the fucking poky, even if he couldnay wander, it didnay mean he didnay love doing it, just they wouldnay fucking let him! Sammy chuckled. Naw but it was quite funny; amusing, that was what it was, amusing. Imagine a life where ye could wander; money no object. Wherever ye fucking want man know what I’m saying ye just go. Imagine it! Ye cannay. One thing but a decent fucking pair of bastard fucking shoes, that was fucking
Unless it was the outback or something. Texas. Always sunny as well too that was for starters, going about with shirts and jeans all the time, the auld pick-up truck and the six-pack, the big brimmed stetson hat and that, all the shit, driving out to a honky tonk, see yer woman and have a dance, hear a bit of music; plus if they’re dancing they go backwards, if they’re doing the waltz or whatever, in Texas, it’s no so much the women leading the men, it’s still the men leading, except they pull instead of push. Ye meet guys and they want to go to Memphis or Nashville, just to hang out where the music is but if it was up to Sammy man fuck that, fuck the Grand Ole Opry, he was bound for Luckenbach, follow the outlaws, follow the fucking outlaws, know what I’m saying, nay danger, nay fucking danger.
He would never be able to see again.
So fucking what; ye still had yer fucking ears, yer nose, yer bastarn fucking stick
Mind you,
He stopped and took off the shades. It was still raining
it was still cold
West Bethelem was no place
for a fucking twelve year old
Fuck Tam too. Fuck the lot of them, he was heading up and moving out.
Christ it was cold. Unless it was just him, maybe it was just him. Maybe it wasnay cold at all, just him feeling it that way. Which didnay sound very good. Fucking depressing in fact. Auld Jackie; probably he was dead. Funny how folk took the wrong idea. Life man, full of misunderstandings; nay cunt knows what ye’re meaning. How do ye tell them? Ye cannay. Fuck it. A shiver for christ sake how come he was shivering; fucking shivering man fucking spring know what I’m saying ye dont fucking shiver.
It was raining it was cold
It was raining it was cold
Ye heard these things roundabout ye but. Ye did. What like was it at all! These wee murmurs and groans and fucking sighing noises; and these drips, like a burst pipe. This story he read once, about a German guy, maybe it was Scandinavia
It was grub as well right enough he was starving, totally starving. Plus there was fuck all in the house bar a box of weetabix. That was the whack man a box of weetabix. Probably there was nay milk; he had forgot to check it out. Never mind. Too late now. Aye the fucking same. Fair enough but ye keep going, ye push ahead, two big long streets and he would be at the junction; two crossings from there and he was up and ower the bridge. He would just swing the stick, get himself across, with a bit of luck he would get fucking knocked down by a fucking truck, the ambulance would take him home.
Heh mister ye want a bit of business?
Sammy kept walking.
Heh mister ye want a bit of business?
He stopped. How much?
It’s fifteen.
Naw hen sorry.
It depends on what ye’re wanting.
Sorry hen. He kept walking; he shouldnay have stopped and he shouldnay have said what he did cause he had had nay intentions. So he shouldnay have done it. Cause it wasnay fair. She would maybe have gave him an all-nighter too. No for that kind of dough, fifteen quid, the night was still young. Mind you but ye can never tell. He wasnay exactly Dracula’s fucking uncle. She maybe fancied him. Who knows. I mean he wasnay a fucking
whatever, a monster; he was just ordinary; sometimes a woman wants that, an ordinary guy, if they have the choice, if they’re on the game, which isnay often – they have the choice I mean cause they have to take what they can get, methuselah man whatever.
How much did he have to drink? Fuck all. Nothing. Two pints and two halfs. Hardly anything. There was a boozer at the second crossing. One for the road; one more pint.
But he changed his mind and carried on past, ower the bridge and onto the last lap, up the walkway and along and into the flats. In the lift he bent down and undid the laces on the trainers. He needed a new pair. So he would have to get them, he would have to buy them. Boots. Along the corridor and into the house; he fucked about for an hour then went to bed. But he couldnay sleep; maybe it was too early; he just couldnay get comfortable, ye hear sounds and then the things crash inside yer skull and ye get jumpy, fucking anxious, that’s what ye get; and ye cannay get out it ye cannay fucking escape, that’s the problem man ye would have to batter yer head against the wall and knock yerself out. Hell with it: he was up and swinging his legs out from the blankets. He shoved on the clothes, made a cup of tea. On his way ben the living-room he remembered to switch on the lobby light. From now on he was leaving it and the living-room one on at all times.
The music. The music! Nay question but it could cheer ye up. He used to sing that one of Willie Nelson just to annoy her: Goodhearted Woman; it was even better than the George Jones fellow for winding her up.
People got wound up awful easy. Ye noticed that a lot. Tam was actually younger than Sammy; no much, but still and all. And there he was. He didnay even realise it was a wind-up. The sodjers; that was all they were doing, winding him up. Tam just hadnay twigged it. He knew better too that was the problem, he was experienced. It was just how they caught ye unawares. So it didnay matter, how long in the tooth ye were man it didnay matter, know what I mean, if ye got caught unawares.
That was how Sammy was getting to fuck, heading up and moving out, he was off, gone, fucking disappearing, vanishing, a speck on the horizon, no even a speck, a fucking
a bubble, a burst bubble.
There was yer threat but the family. That was how they got Tam. Fucking obvious. Same with Helen, how they were using her. Fucking use anything man, nay scruples there. All to make ye quiver; quiver and tremble, quiver and fucking tremble. Ye just had to think, ye had to fucking think, to get yerself out it. The trouble is most cunts arenay able to think. Including Sammy, let’s be honest, a bit of honesty. Okay. He turned the music up loud; loud. The woman next door was deaf and the neighbour through the ceiling
fuck it. Twang twang. The auld bandana wrapped round the forehead. That was what they wore, the auld bandana. But it was a practical bit of clothing. No just for show. Sammy used to wear one at work, it kept the sweat out the eyes and ears; one time he was on this wee job – christ years ago, but he could mind it fine: up Highgate Hill among the money, quite near the big bit of park; doing a private house, a refurbishment; in the middle of summer and it was the fantasy about the rich young wife and the labourer though mind you she wasnay that fucking young, but she had some figure man, some figure. Never mind. It was comical but. The air-hammer had broke and they needed this particular job finished ten minutes ago so the bampot foreman telt Sammy and the other labourer to use a sledge, a sledge and a chisel. He sent round the ganger to show them how. Some big enormous rock in the middle of the garden; it wouldnay budge and they had to break it up. This was just after he had split with the wife so he would have been about twenty-five/twenty-six at the time. So anyway, the ganger had to show them how. Nay wonder the cunt was embarrassed. Sammy says to him, Ye fucking kidding? But naw, he wasnay kidding. What he was was embarrassed; he wasnay fucking kidding. It was down to Sammy and the other guy, one for the hammer and one for the chisel. The ganger was wanting them to choose but fuck that man Sammy and the other guy just stood there and held their ground so then it was up to him, he had to make the choice himself. Who will I choose who will I choose! As far as Sammy was concerned it didnay fucking matter who the cunt chose cause he had already decided he wasnay doing it, fuck all man; he was just biding his time when to tell him. But he waited too long and the ganger pulled a stroke. What he done was he went up to the other guy and felt his wrists, then he done the same to Sammy, his thumb digging into the veins and tendons and the wee bones, pressing and rubbing. Very scientific. Then he stood back with a serious face and telt Sammy it was him to swing the sledge, the other guy was to hold the chisel. Fucking ace in the hole man ye were fuckt. The other guy had to go for it now, he had nay option. Jesus christ. His face went totally red. Poor bastard. But it was up to Sammy; it was him to speak. For some reason he couldnay. He waited and waited. If it had been the chisel job then fuck it he would just have laughed and took a walk. But here he was holding the sledge. The ganger gave him a quick few lessons, then a couple for the other guy, then done a disappearing trick. But ye knew he was watching somewhere. Or else the foreman. Maybe no but, cowardly bastards, they were probably in the site-clerk’s office waiting for the screams.
So, running the hands up and down, having a few practice swings, battering a few stones on the ground. And then they went for it, the guy down and lying full stretch, an auld glove and a couple of rags round his wrist. It wasnay his fucking hand was the worry it was his fucking napper – plus Sammy was a wee bit skelly in one eye – he felt like telling him to put on a hardhat but didnay want to worry him. Reminds ye of that one about the brave Welsh miner, hero of the village, the big pit disaster, that auld fellow with the flattened head and the cauliflower ear. Anyway, the first couple of swings Sammy missed or else skliffed off, the guy letting go the chisel, one thing and another, then it got alright, no too bad, he didnay crash the guy’s head once! he didnay make a dent in the rock either mind you it was like fucking granite.
So that was that.
Ach it wasnay a disaster. Things werenay that good but they werenay a disaster. But ye had to own up, they definitely werenay good. They were fucking rotten in fact. Ye can only go so long, so long.
Ye can fight back but. Ye can. Sometimes ye cannay help it. Especially if ye’ve lost the temper. Better if ye can control it. The thing is ye cannay always control it. Even if ye want to, ye cannay.
and there’s nothing short of dying
half as lonesome as the sound
on the sleeping city sidewalks
Sunday morning coming down
Fucking England man that was where he was going, definitely: down some place like Margate or Southsea, or Scarborough, fucking Bournemouth. Christ almighty.
Fucking tired too, and then ye cannay sleep. He went back to bed.
He woke up. Some cunt was flapping the letterbox. There were times he did wake early but this was fucking ridiculous, like he had only went to sleep ten minutes ago for christ sake what the fuck time was it anyway man these fucking bastards, he groped for the radio and switched it on. Some kind of brass band marching music. It meant it was dead early, that was when they played this music, all ower the country, cunts getting huckled, sodjer music. Okay. The letterbox again man fair enough. Just how ye dont get peace, ye dont get peace, if they gave ye peace, but they fucking dont man they dont, they never fucking give ye any, it’s just trouble trouble trouble, all the fucking time man trouble. They knew he was here they would break the fucking door down. He got the jeans and the socks on, the trainers, and grabbed the tobacco, the papers and the lighter; fuck the money but. Except this was it, the third time ye go under the third time ye go under, too fucking late jesus christ too fucking late man fuck that for a game he was fucking fighting he was gony fucking fight, fight the bastards man fuck them, fucking stick where the fuck was it man the fucking
the lobby, okay. Whatever. The stick was in his hand. Sammy smiled, shaking his head, then when he breathed out he heard the grating cutting noise and he coughed; the lungs, the way they are in the morning, all the shit; he had the phlegm in his mouth, he fucking swallowed it; okay. He was at the front door. He sighed, took a deep breath and called out, Who’s there?
It’s me!
What?
It’s me! Ally.
Jesus christ the fucking rep: he carried on speaking through the letterbox, some kind of rubbish; Sammy couldnay make head or tail of it and he stopped him. What the fuck do you want? he said.
Naw sorry to bother ye but I need to check a couple of points and I’m gony be tied up the rest of the day. I’ll no be long but it’s important, it’ll only take a minute.
I thought ye were the fucking sodjers man jesus christ! fucking time! fuck sake!
Aye sorry, it’s early.
What’s it about?
See I was working till all hours last night. On another case. But yours kept interrupting my train of thought. There’s a few things I need to get ironed out. Can I come in?
Fuck… Sammy waited a wee minute then opened up. How the hell d’ye get my address?
Aw, well, that was easy.
Sammy waited a moment then shut and locked the door after him. The guy launched right into a spiel: The mind’s a funny thing, mine works at tangents, all different directions. Even when I’m in front of the authorities for one case my head’s off working on other yins. That woman I telt ye about, I’m repping her claim this afternoon, but there’s gony be bits of me preoccupied with other people, and that includes you. It’s no as daft as it sounds cause her fight’s more logical than anything else so believe it or not what that means is yer head can escape. Mine does anyway. See there’s nay right of appeal in cases like hers so ye have to root about for faulty reasoning that allows ye in on a point of formal order, what ye might call conceptual abuse; then ye wallop them for an adjournment. Ye have to concentrate hard, but it’s the kind of concentration that takes care of itself. There’s something for ye to sign as well.
What d’ye say?
There’s something for ye to sign, if ye’ve nay objections.
What is it?
Just a formality. I dont suppose ye’ve a cup of tea?
Sammy stood the stick against the wall just in from the door then led him into the kitchen and put on the kettle. There’s nay milk.
Any lemon?
Is that a joke or what?
Naw, lemon tea’s a good thirst quencher.
What time is it?
Twenty past five.
Fucking hell.
I figured ye for an early bird.
Fucking early bird. Sit down on the stool and I’d appreciate it if ye didnay touch nothing.
What like?
Ye know what I’m talking about… Sammy waited a moment, then went to the bathroom.
When he came back Ally said, I happened to mention ye to the missis and a couple of points came out of it
Ye were discussing me with yer missis?
Aye well what I find – I dont know about you – what I find for some things, ye’re better having another person; ye tend to sort out yer ideas in a more methodical way. Plus if it’s to do with say a relationship, then ye’re better having two of ye, it stands to reason.
Ye could hear the water heating. Sammy found the kettle and held the handle.
Ally said, I rinsed a couple of mugs and stuck in the teabags. Was it coffee ye wanted?
I telt ye no to touch nothing.
I didnay think ye would have meant that. Anyway just to continue: what I feel now is it’s important ye tell me about yer lady friend and also the Saturday, the way ye say it’s blanked out. Theoretically it might sound immaterial but it isnay. Remember ye’ve changed yer mind back to the first onset time ye telt the DSS. Again it’s consistency we’re looking for. Now it’s an obvious point that the more I know the better – cause they’re gony know everything and like I say it’s hopeless if they know more than me – but look, I can also work some of it into my presentation, the kind of stuff you probably think is irrelevant. They’ll try to stop me cause it doesnay pertain to medical matters, that’s what they’ll argue; but one way or the other I’ll get it in. It’ll be a help. It’s no quite a character reference I’m talking about, no as such, but it’s a wee bit like it. What time ye going up with yer charity referral by the way?
No till the afternoon.
Ah well Sammy ye know sometimes it’s better hitting them first thing in the morning. I could maybe give ye a walk up if ye like.
Nah thanks anyway Ally; it’s just I’ve things to do – a good offer but, ta… It’s personal stuff… Sammy sniffed then touched the kettle; just about boiling. After a wee minute Ally said, Did I tell ye we were going for an adjournment on Friday?
Eh… Now the water was boiling; he felt for the cups: Want to pour it out?
Aye.
Sammy stepped aside and rolled himself a fag. An adjournment, he said. What is there nay appeal?
An appeal? well aye, but we’re no at that stage yet, that’s later. This isnay the same as that woman’s case, if that’s what ye’re thinking about.
Right, well, whatever; you’re the man.
Naw it’s just the way I see it Sammy, an adjournment’s the best way forward.
Is it a formality?
No quite, ye have to show sufficient grounds. We should swing it but. Ye ever lodged compen or Dys Ben claims like this afore?
Eh no personally but I know a guy that did.
What happened?
I dont know.
Was it a sightloss?
Naw.
See I mean if it was a straightforward loss of what we might call an objective function, like a limb or something, then fair enough but the eyes are something else; so’s the hearing by the way, it’s the same; and the touch. There’s a group of people been fighting to get sensory functions into their own category; they formed their own society – och years ago. But ye could get in touch with them if ye feel like it. They do a lot of lobbying in parliament and stuff like that, they get MPs to talk for them and councillors, that kind of thing. I think I signed one of their petitions once.
Hey what ye doing!
A sudden noise of cups and plates and crockery. Now the tap got turned on. Ally said: I thought I would fill yer basin and do a couple of dishes while we were talking.
Dont.
Just while we’re talking? There’s a lot of stuff here.
Naw.
Ye sure?
I just dont want ye doing my dishes Ally, alright? I can fucking do them myself.
Aye okay. Just ye see I find it helps me think better, if I’m doing something, a physical activity, and we havenay much time left: they’ll only find for the adjournment if I can point them to the very strong liklihood of fresh evidence.
So?
So it’s better if we can get on as quick as we can. And by the way while we’re on the subject, the thing ye’ve got to sign… Like I says, it’s a formality, but it’s important. It’s just to say yer claims go ahead at all costs. Okay? Ally sniffed.
…
Ye with me?
Naw.
Well I’ve seen a lot of folk left high and dry, I’m talking about relations; families, wives and kiddies. You’ve got a wee boy for instance.
He’s fifteen.
Aye well he’s still a boy for all that. I’m being square with ye cause I know that’s the kind of guy ye are.
Dont con me Ally what ye on about?
Ye appreciate straight talking.
What ye fucking saying?
I’m saying it’s a formality; ye should sign the form; just in the event of whatever, the claims going through, if they’re posthumous, it’s straightforward. There again but even although it’s straightforward ye get a lot of folk dont sign and then that’s them beat, not only them but their nearest and dearest. Cause you’ve got to say it yerself, you the customer I’m talking about, ye have to tell them ye want yer claim to proceed at all costs. I mean it’s nay good the nearest and dearest coming up later on and saying they want it on your behalf; it doesnay work that way. It’s all down to you yerself. Ye follow? Plus you’re a fighter if ye dont mind me saying, so ye’re no wanting to let them off the hook, the authorities, no as such, ye’re wanting to take them the full distance. Am I reading ye right?
…
The DSS didnay let it slip?
Let what slip?
Naw. See under the regulations they’re no empowered to use discretion on that yin. It’s cause of the sensibilities, that’s what they say. It’s like doctors, how they dont tell ye things about yerself, they say it’ll hurt the sensibilities. Lawyers are the same. So’s the DSS, they’ve got the power to keep the customer ignorant if they think it’s in the customer’s best interests, we’re talking health-wise; ignorance is bliss, that’s what they say, if they tell the customer the truth it just makes him anxious – or her as the case may be – it leads to panic-attacks and mental instability, and that’s bad for society as a whole. We’re talking vote-catchers here. If they get a bad press. I mean ye take these quality newspapers, if ye read them, that’s what they’re aye saying.
Ally what ye fucking talking about?
I’m talking about yer own best interests in respect of yer wee boy or yer ex-wife or else yer lady-friend; it’s your own decision; whoever ye want to get what’s due ye, in the event of one or both claims receiving posthumous settlement. That’s what they dont tell ye, that’s how ignorance isnay bliss, it just costs ye dough. I dont know about you Sammy but I wouldnay let them off with a penny. A lot of people just say, Get to fuck – pardon the language, it’s a quote – they just want to die and get out the road. But what I say is, Naw! hold that result, dont just die, screw them to the bitter end, hang on in there, empty their pockets. Cause it isnay their pockets either Sammy it’s ours, so we’re only getting what’s due us so’s we can leave it to the nearest and dearest.
Fucking hell.
I’m being straight with ye.
Sammy shook his head. He lifted the cup of tea and sipped at it.
It’s just business that has to be attended to. It’s the same as making a will. Come on, I know it’s hard.
Fuck sake.
Is yer stomach sore?
Aye.
Have ye got hernia trouble?
Naw.
I have – hiatus – I dont eat at regular intervals then there’s all the running about I do; plus the personal stuff, ye’re supposed to distance yerself from it; any rep’ll tell ye. Sometimes ye cannay but that’s the problem. Take that woman’s case I was talking about; I’ve been involved with it now for seven years. It’s posthumous. It wasnay when I started right enough she was alive and kicking. All her family’s dropped off one by one and her last remaining next of kin’s somewhere in Bangladesh, in a wee village, some auld timer or other. So even when I say it doesnay take up all my mind it doesnay mean I’m no involved. Emotionally I am involved. I just try and keep to the business, I root about the logical stuff. When we’re up the PBO on Friday morning ye’ll see me operating. It’s no a boast Sammy, with respect, I’m no a boasting type of guy. Ye’re gony watch me in action and ye’ll think, What kind of unfeeling bastard is this I’ve got repping me! That’s what ye’ll think and ye’ll be entitled. But I cannay be at a disadvantage. Cause if I’m at a disadvantage then so are you. And it’s worse for you cause I’m no you I’m just yer rep. Ye telt me that yesterday and ye were quite right. I also need another signature off ye; it’s to confirm I am yer rep, and that to whom it may concern I’m to receive thirty-three and a third percent of all lump-sum one-off gratuity awards that might be received in respect of one, the compen; and two, the backdated Dysfunctional Benefit. I’ll read it all out if ye like.
Yeh, aye… Sammy nodded, fingering the edge of the stubble at the side of his neck; ten days now, it was beginning to feel hairy instead of bristly.
He had nay gripe at what Ally was telling him. It was fair enough. Nay gripe at all. He couldnay think of one. Ye would like to think there was a way out but there wasnay. Ye put yer affairs in order. It was the right thing to do. Ye could even smile about it. Byoioioiong.
Ye’ve nay objections…?
Eh naw.
Good. See sometimes ye get a guy snuffs it afore settlement and then the nearest and dearest turns round and says, I dont know this guy. And they’re maybe talking about the very guy that’s laboured to win them the claim! It isnay fair, and it isnay justified, with respect, no as such. Like I’m saying ye can fight cases for years and ye have to foot all the bills yerself; it’s nay joke – I’m no saying there’s a lot of bills but there’s a principle involved, and where’s there’s principles there’s money, one way or another, ye with me?
Aye mate it’s okay, I take what ye’re saying.
Aye good Sammy I thought ye would. I’m glad ye’ve supped the porridge, it gives ye a perspective, that’s what I find. I dont regret the time I done; not at all; being honest I’m glad I done it.
Ye do yer crime ye take yer time.
Ally chuckled. Mind you, I was actually there under false pretences. I was innocent.
Ah well, that’s the way it goes. Ye want another cup of tea?
Naw I’ve got to be going soon. See I spent that much time on my own individual case I got to know about cases in general.
It happens.
It does, aye. Naw but what happened, my family support group was campaigning hard on the outside and there was me on the inside, scuppering the good work. Jeesoh ye want to have seen one statement I sent out as a press-release to the letter pages of all the qualities. Dear sir, I says, or madam, I says, to the editor: I says, if you ask me the authorities are making a major error victimising all these innocent people. With respect, I says, it just serves to educate them in the protocols and procedures of the due processes of state and this cannot be good for society as a whole, I says, bla bla bla. I was a sarcastic buggar even then. But I was thinking ‘vote-catcher’ at the same time so I wasnay that naive. Too verbose but too verbose, the usual; trying to be smart – showing off Sammy ye undertand me?
Aye.
It happens when ye’re young. Mind you, I knew enough to know they probably wouldnay publish me. Some of these guys inside, they used to do their nut because their letters wound up in the shredder, they thought because they were innocent that was enough. Here… Ally took Sammy’s hand and gave him a pen, and guided him to where he was to sign. Just sign there and then the other yin. Okay now? Ye know what ye’re signing?
Nay bother Ally nay bother.
Naw, but what they done, just to show me who was boss, one of the qualities DID publish my letter. But see I had made a bloomer, I spelt ‘victimising’ wrong, I spelt it with an ‘o’ for ‘victom’ instead of with an ‘i’ for ‘victim’. So they just left it in. And then they done an insert, the buggars, they stuck a wee SIC beside it. That was all they done. So easy! Hh! Ally chuckled. Ye pay a lot of dough for a lesson like that on the outside. Ye know what that means by the way, a wee SIC? S.I.C., eh?
Aye.
So that was what they bloody done. It’s no as if I didnay know how to spell the damn word either, ‘victomising’, that was the worst of it, it was just a daft mistake; a kind of printing error. But that was enough. Tell ye something but it took me a while to get ower it; saps yer confidence that kind of thing; plus the age I was. Then too it knocked my support group back a fair bit.
Terrible. Sammy said, Does this no have to get witnessed by the way?
Informally it does but it aye stands up in court if ye know the game. They’re no like wills in that respect… Ally took the papers. Speaking personally but I do get them witnessed cause it saves hassle, especially in the event of some new legislation getting brought in. Which is what happens; just when ye think ye’ve got up to date, wallop, they hit ye with a new load of rules and points of order.
Sammy rolled a smoke. Ye sure ye dont want another cup?
Naw, thanks. Just a couple of questions then I’ll be off. See I woke up this morning dead early, never mind it’s spring the birdies werenay even chirping. I was worrying ower what the missis said. As soon as the eyes opened that was what I was thinking about and I thought, aye, she’s right, even if it doesnay matter to the case in substance I’ve still got to know. Even just so’s I can disregard it; it might no be something we’ll use and it might no be something they’ll use but still and all, I cannay take the chance. Now I dont know much about the bevy, no being a drinking man. And the wife’s what ye call a country girl so she isnay too up on it either though where she came from it was a wee settlement – kind of what ye might call peasants – but they made their own homebrew and boy let me tell ye it was potent stuff; so she isnay entirely ignorant.
So?
So naw, I mean, but if me and her fight the whole stair knows. She’s a noisy woman. She screams.
Helen doesnay, my girlfriend, she goes silent.
Ye mean she’s no a talker?
That’s right.
Mm.
Some females arenay.
Well I’m no that experienced with females, I’ve got to admit it.
Sammy dried the corners of his mouth; for some reason the bristles kept getting wet. He puffed to get the roll-up burning.
See I’m just going ower the hurdle of the bad row and what I know from the evidence scheduled which suggests ye’re alleging blank-out the whole of Saturday.
That’s right.
The whole of Saturday?
More or less, aye. There was a couple of clear patches right enough; ye just come to now and again, like ye’ve just woke up. Then ye’re away again. I didnay wake up till the Sunday morning.
Yeh I read that. So ye ever suffered epilepsy, or any related forms?
Naw.
Never?
What d’ye no believe me?
Sammy it’s no a question of belief come on!
Well fair enough but you’re no a drinker.
Did the DSS and the police department accept yer explanation?
I didnay give them one, they were more interested in the Friday.
Are ye an alcoholic?
I take a drink.
Aye but are ye an alcoholic?
Naw; I dont think so.
See obviously they’ll argue that that’s a major contributory factor to the sightloss I mean if it affects yer brain like that then obviously it can affect yer eyes, cause yer brain controls yer eyes. Have ye ever had diabetic problems?
Naw.
See all that kind of medical stuff Sammy, if it occurs to the likes of me then it’ll occur to them to the power a zillion. They’ve got the best legal and medical experts in the country, the most powerful brains in the business, everybody money can buy; whereas the likes of you and me, we’re stuck with each other. You need me to give ye a hand with the procedures and the protocols and I need you to help me out with the personal evidence, medical and otherwise – for what it’s worth, the problem being you can only see it from inside yer own body, and that isnay good enough cause it isnay open to what they call verification. So that’s what we’re up against. Mind you, without knowing nothing about booze I’ve got an impulse makes me believe ye arenay an alcoholic. But that doesnay go in yer favour necessarily; it helps ye with the sightloss causation but goes against ye on other things, including the continued absence of yer good lady-friend. Same with the epilepsy and the diabetes: yer doctor wouldnay mention them, nay medical authority would, it’s the kind of thing they keep up their sleeve. Now yer negative diabetes might be good for yer sightloss but yer negative epilepsy is probably bad for the blanked-out Saturday. It’s no that they’re incompatible, no as such, but with respect to yerself they present a kind of overall pattern that suggests inconsistency and this makes the authorities confident they’ll find a way to beat ye in the long run. And once they’ve got that confidence they’ll beat ye anyway – even if they dont get a proof. Ye’ve got to remember it isnay up to them to find a proof. That’s up to you, cause it’s you that’s pursuing the claims. They only need to say they’ve beat ye and that means they can dismiss the case. They’re what ye call an autonomous body, they dont have to account to authorities higher than themselves – except in the case of the Chairperson who’s always a lay-officer of the cloth. In fact it’s useful for us if ye profess a belief in the good god almighty; it doesnay matter which good god almighty; no even if ye profess a belief in more than one – good gods almighties I’m talking about.
Heh Ally give us a break eh my head’s nipping.
Ah ye’ve got to keep going but. That’s the auldest ruse in the book. What I’m doing is giving ye practice. Ye’ve got to be prepared for mental marathons. They’ll stuff yer nut full of conundrums and panegyrics and obscure bloody logical formulas. So ye’ve got to be up to it. That’s how I was wanting to wash yer dishes, just habit, getting some physical activity to help out the brainbox, it paces ye, keeps the corpuscles circulating Sammy it gets the blood pumping, the auld oxygen; activity activity. Come on I’m being selfish, we’ll have another cup of tea.
Ally got up from the stool: Plus here I am on the only stool and you’re standing so the blood’s actually draining out yer head. Nay wonder ye’re struggling!
Sammy heard the kettle being filled and put to boil. Then the hot water tap started running again.
You sit down for a minute, it’s my fault waking ye up so early. Ye’re still tired eh?
Look mate
We’ll go into the living-room after; a change of scenery’s sometimes good for flagging concentration. There was this auld guy shared a cell with me once, he taught me a lot about the mind, how to improve it.
I thought ye were in a hurry?
I was, it’s just I’ve made myself the time, we’re ahead of schedule; see I wasnay expecting to be as far on as this; it’s cause ye’ve been keeping up so good – that’s the auld porridge experience coming into play. Heh Sammy wait till ye meet up with the big wigs at the PBO! No kidding ye, ye’re in for a bit of fun. It’s no like going to an ordinary court. There’s this rigamrole where they put ye at yer ease and give ye tea and biscuits and usually they call ye by yer first name – which is a move but ye let them get on with it. They smile a lot as well. Especially the medical officers. The legal officers go a bit huffy on ye, ye’ll pick it up in their voice, but dont worry about them. What I’m saying is it isnay totally hostile, the atmosphere, no as such. Ye’ll no find a single uniform in the entire premises and that includes the security staff on the door.
Aye well as long as the uniform doesnay talk it doesnay bother me.
Right, aye… Ally chuckled. Okay so ye were telling me about yer good lady-friend and the lost day so to speak. Eh?
Sammy sighed.
Come on, there’s no long to go now.
Naw just…look, one thing I can tell ye about the booze, to do with the blank-out; if ye have one it usually means ye’ve been battering it heavy, know what I’m saying, ye’ve drank a lot, ye’re total steamboats. So then ye can do anything I mean fuck anything. It’s all out the window. Nay predictions.
Anything’s possible?
Well aye I mean, more or less.
Mm. That’s a bad yin. Forget it.
Aw aye I mean it’s just for yer own information.
Ye know what good cause and manifestly unfounded grounds are Sammy?
It’s only for yer own information, that’s how I’m saying it.
I see now how come they havenay bothered with Saturday, it’s a trump card. With respect, in some ways ye wonder how they’re even bothering with ye. That’s the common sense thing to think; how come they’re bothering with ye I mean they could have kept ye inside and flung away the key: ye follow? I’m no wanting to depress ye.
Ye arenay, it isnay something I dont know.
See it means yer lady-friend becomes doubly important. The missis said that to me. That was her first point. Naw I’m very glad ye’ve telt me about Saturday; thanks; some customers would have kept it back. It is a bad yin. I’ve got to say it and it cannay be denied. It’s a very bloody bad yin. We can maybe get ower it but it needs work, it needs proper setting out. At least ye’ve telt me so they’ll no spring it. So, what have ye found out about yer lady-friend?
What d’ye mean?
Have you found stuff out about her?
Naw fuck how can I, I cannay fucking see, I’m fuckt, I’m actually fuckt; and nay cunt seems to believe me! I feel like a fucking clown!
Here, ye’ve dropped yer fag…
Sammy held his hand out. He got his lighter. His shoulders had went stiff. The fag was wet.
Mind what I was saying about the language Sammy, how ye’re best to watch it…? Okay, now did I hear you right ye were saying it was normal for her to go off like this?
What… naw it isnay fucking normal at all man what ye talking about I mean that’s what I’m saying, it isnay fucking normal at all. She goes away for a couple of days now and again; alright, sees her faimly and that, but that’s that – so ye even I mean ye even like eh I mean, fuck sake…her being a woman and that… Sammy shook his head, he put the fag in his mouth but it was still wet and he took it back out.
Ye mean ye’re worried about her?
Course I’m fucking worried about her.
Right…right…mm.
Sammy sniffed. He was rolling a fresh cigarette. He said, What were you inside for Ally? as a matter of interest.
Red tape.
What does that mean?
Just what I say, red tape.
It’s no an answer.
Well if ye ever want clued into what really happened I’ll give ye a look at my file.
Aye fine, I wouldnay mind.
Now about the missing Saturday…
What about it?
Naw just so we’re clear; I dont care what details the PBO get supplied with so long as the ones coming from us are the same as each other, ye with me?
No really, naw.
Well if the lads from the department purport to check things out about the Saturday then purport to make a finding then we dont want to be left in a position where all I can say is, Sorry yer Honour but the customer cannay remember nothing about the Saturday, no as such, but he does want to submit that everything’s out the window and anything’s possible. Eh? See I’ve got faith in ye and I dont for one minute think anything bad has happened to yer lady-friend, or else if it has you arenay responsible.
…
Honest now Sammy I mean that. I hope ye believe me.
Who telt ye we had a bad row? Who telt ye?
I made my own inquiries.
Who with?
My sources.
Are ye talking about the polis?
Ally chuckled.
Sammy shrugged: Answer the question.
Ye’re being silly.
Am I fuck being silly.
Oh ye of little faith.
I mean if ye are working for them then fine it doesnay worry me, know what I’m talking about it doesnay fucking worry me, I’m used to it – only problem but, if ye are, if ye are working for them, I’ll batter yer fucking head in.
The problem with all this is the time it wastes.
Sammy smiled. Ye’re no feart.
What is there to be feart about?
…
By the way, ye didnay tell me there was politics involved, no as such.
There isnay.
Ally sighed.
No unless ye’re talking about a guy I used to know.
Well that’s what they’re talking about.
Sammy sniffed. I wouldnay have thought it was relevant, no to me doing the claim.
It’s me that’s doing the claim for ye.
Look I met a couple of guys when I was pub-crawling and it turns out the sodjers were tailing one of them. They’re saying it was an auld mate of mine. I cannay mind meeting him; they said I did.
Anything’s possible?
Ally… Take it easy.
Well if ye’re talking about Charlie Barr then that’s who ye’re talking about?
It’s them that are talking about him, no me.
Are yez comrades? close friends? what?
We were threw the gether as boys, cause of our faythers, they palled about.
Politically?
Politically, whatever, I dont know, they were both in the same union, I was a boy.
Were ye surprised to find they were keeping tabs on him?
Were you?
Can ye get in touch with him?
One way or another, aye I suppose so, if I wanted to, but I dont; nay reason.
No even to tell him he’s getting watched?
Sammy smiled.
Would ye mind if I got in touch with him?
As long as it had fuck all to do with me.
Is this place bugged?
Probably.
I’m no being cheeky but are you paranoiac?
Maybe.
So when ye heading across to register at the charity?
That’s my business. Later on.
Ye are going but?
Course.
Because if ye dont it’ll go against ye quite bad. We just cannay afford more inconsistencies. Ye follow?
Yep.
It’s good ye’ve got me acting for ye Sammy cause ye’ve got a very bad temper and people with bad tempers are exactly what the doctor ordered, as far as the authorities are concerned.
Is that a fact?
Aye. It’s them doing the ordering. See I can walk in there and present a case based on general principles of action and behaviour and that sort of stuff, how we expect certain things to operate in what we’re told is an efficient and competent manner. I can do it, it’s no a problem. The trouble is it doesnay get ye very far and even if ye win – which is really unusual – then ye win under false pretences: ye win and ye shouldnay win. Some people take satisfaction in that cause it’s a victory but what it means is the authorities have just been lazy, and that isnay a good sign. It can even cause divisions between them and that means a bad end-product for us. Ye might think it would be better for us but it isnay. It just makes them all the more cautious in future. Ye’re better lulling them into a false sense of security. Another way of doing it is if I base the case on exceptional circumstances but I can only do that if I know what these circumstances are. The stuff you’re holding back from me should be immaterial, but the fact ye’re holding it back makes it impossible to demonstrate. There again but I dont like fighting cases on an exceptional basis anyway; every case is unique in its own wee way so ye’re better off trying to show it’s the general – I’m no talking about principles by the way. What I’m saying is if ye win with the unexceptional ye’ve a chance of establishing the general, that’s yer goal.
Sammy smiled.
Ye’re better being serious the now Sammy, we’re a bit far down the road for childish behaviour, I should say you’re a bit far down the road.
Ye think I give a fuck? Eh?
I’ve got to say about politics, it’s something else, what ye might call a variable, ye cannay predict how the beaks’ll respond. Ye’re aye better with matters of substance. Politics can make them fling away the rule book, especially if they’ve found a way to use the word ‘violence’, and it isnay up to them to prove there’s a difference. Ye have to understand about the law, it isnay there to apply to them it’s there to apply to us, it’s them that makes it.
I’m no interested.
As long as we’re clear on the basics. It’s nay good you kidding on ye know nothing and relying on that to get ye by. Even if ye do know nothing, ye still cannay rely on it. With respect and pardon me but that’s a mistake a lot of folk make. They stay ignorant in the off-chance it’ll get them out of trouble. You’ve supped yer porridge so ye’re supposed to be a man of the world. I’m no being cheeky. Ye see I think if ye do have a problem it might be that ye dont listen. I moved while ye were standing there and ye didnay even notice. I’ll tell ye straight and dont take it personal, if ye werenay blind I’d be expecting more of ye. Ye’re handicapped by yer loss of function but so’s a lot of people. Let’s get the cards on the table: how long now it is ye’ve been blind?
Ally ye dont know what ye’re talking about.
I’m just putting myself in your shoes and trying to imagine how it might be. Okay ye’ve got a problem; but we’ve all got problems; some are worse than others, but it’s where ye go from there.
Time ye left mate ye’re playing games, irritating, know what I mean, irritating, yer behaviour, it’s irritating.
About life Sammy, it’s a sequence of jumps and hurdles and what ye might call deep pits hidden from view. Blindness, once ye’ve got it, it’s a jump. Before ye’ve got it it’s a deep pit. But this isnay before it’s after, so it’s just a jump.
Sammy was about to smile but he didnay. He said, What ye needling me for?
I’m no needling ye it’s just sometimes ye annoy me, ye’ve got a chip on yer shoulder.
Sammy smiled.
See what I mean. Well…I suppose it puts me on my metal, and that cannay be bad because it makes me work. At least ye’re no pathetic. A lot of my customers are: with respect to them, I’m no being cheeky, just stating the case, and that’s the only word to describe it. See I cannay be bothered with suicides and unaccountable early deaths, they just annoy me beyond belief – they cause rifts in the home for one thing, mine as well as yours. Now have ye got a camera? Eh? Naw? Take off yer jersey a minute. Eh? Heh ye ever seen the suicide rates on huffy people? Sammy, it’s no a time for this, I want to see the damage. Ye said ye got a doing so show me what’s left of the evidence.
Sammy nodded and lifted up his jersey.
Ye get too used to the arguments, muttered Ally, ye forget to look at the person, I can be as bad as them. Did he use the phrase ‘moderately severe bruising’? I’m talking about the quack.
Naw.
How’s yer breathing? a bit sticky?
Aye.
Ye got any chest problems? trouble with yer lungs? I’m talking about the past.
Sometimes.
Did the doctor ask ye about that?
Cannay mind.
Did he ask ye about yer work history?
Naw.
What substances ye’ve worked with?
Naw.
Did he check ye for broken ribs?
Dont know.
Ye checked yerself?
A wee bit.
What about round the back?
Naw.
I’m gony poke into yer ribs now so dont jump if my hand’s cauld.
Sammy breathed deep.
Just breathe normally… If any of this is sore just tell us.
It is a bit, a wee bit I mean aye.
Mmhh. Did he use the stethoscope?
Yeh, I think so.
Ever kept budgies?
What?
It’s known as formal reasoning Sammy. Keep breathing normally. How many pillows d’ye sleep with at night?
Depends, if Helen’s there, she likes two, but it’s just one if it’s myself.
D’ye sleep with the window open?
Sometimes.
See Logan’s a tricky blighter, I telt ye that already. He had yer medical reports in front of him remember so he’ll know yer X-ray evidence inside out, plus yer LFT’s. Ever had pneumonia or tuberculosis?
Naw, dont think so.
See there’s gony be a possible risk of scarring here and that could affect a future claim – I’m no talking about yer eyes but yer lungs, if they turn fibrotic. Crafty auld buggar, he was taking nay chances at all. That was how he made ye lose yer temper and get ye extra points for the high anxiety table. People with bad tempers Sammy they’re a hazard to their own breathing: did ye no know that? Mind you – naw…doesnay matter, though of course… mmm, okay, fine. It was the building trade ye worked Sammy eh?
Aye.
Having said that, he’s got his faults – Logan – that’s how he’s still doing Health and Welfare work for the Community Provision, cause these things arenay vocational except maybe if ye’re an earnest young person just out government training school! Ally chuckled, I’m talking about the uni. Naw see a distant relative of my wife’s is a doctor; he’s quite a good yin far as we know; these days we dont speak, he’s a buggar for status and we’ve no got any. At one time he used to lend me books but no now we’re on opposite sides of the fence. What about the auld kidneys? They okay?
Sammy shrugged.
Well ye would know if they werenay. Fine, that’ll do for the time being; tuck yerself in.
Ye know yer stuff mate eh!
Ally sighed. Well, put it this way, if I didnay ye wouldnay want me repping ye; nothing worse than getting some bloke working for ye and they know less than you do. Now a camera is essential here I’m glad to say cause there’s a lot of evidence still available. I meant to bring it this morning but I forgot so it’ll have to be later on the night – so nay sneaking out for a drink!
…
Sammy dont lose yer sense of humour. I cannay make it any earlier. This is a busy night up the City Chambers, nearly as busy as a Thursday; all the new legislation goes up; they spring all sorts; plus the place is hoaching with touts, grasses and spooks – you name it – so ye’ve got to box clever. But one way or another we’ll get the photo took: if I cannay manage it myself I’ll send somebody else.
Eh
Cause that’s the trouble with surface evidence, it does a disappearing trick. How d’ye think the quack prescribed ye the vanishing cream?
Aye eh…
Naw but so that’s how I’ll need to send somebody else, if I cannay make it. But dont worry, ye’ll be able to trust them.
Sammy shrugged.
Grin and bear it. We dont have access to full radiological equipment, sorry.
Sammy nodded.
I was being funny.
Right…
That’s me, I’m off.
Eh
Last question afore I go and dont take it personal: d’ye think she’ll come back? yer lady-friend?
Aye.
How?
Cause.
Cause what?
Cause nothing.
Fair enough Sammy that’s acceptable in relationships, the one thing where anything’s possible. Understand me now I’m no a miracle worker and I’m no a soothsayer; I dont have a magic crystal ball and I dont pull rabbits out of top hats.
…
I’ve got to start doing my job properly. I’m at the door.
Sammy frowned, he clenched his fists, then he relaxed, then got up off the stool.
I’m at the door.
Sammy turned.
I’ll just let myself out.
Sammy was groping forwards, feeling for the door. He heard Ally doing the chubb double-throw then the outside door was open.
See ye later then cheerio!
Hang on a minute…
Nay time.
The outside door closed. Sammy arrived and stood beside it. He started twiddling with the bristles under his chin, then moved back into the kitchen. He lifted the kettle to put more water on but there was still water in it and it was hot. The clean dishes were stacked on the draining board, and the pots, the knives and forks. It was a help.
There were other things right enough needed doing. Just he was a bit tired. Another coffee maybe. Double-lock the door. He did that immediately. Then he stood by the kitchen sink, waited for the water to boil. Ally would be walking out from the building about now, cutting down and across the concrete square, passing the shops, then somewhere, he would go somewhere. Ye wondered where. Where he would go.
The water boiled. He took the cup of coffee ben the living-room and sat on the settee. He sat there for a long while before remembering he could shove on the radio or the cassette recorder but as soon as he had remembered the thought went out his head; later he remembered it again but for some reason he had already turned on the telly. A few minutes later he turned it off, sat with his eyelids closed. He could have hit the sack for a couple of hours, it was gony be a long day and he needed his strength. He could maybe just doze on the settee right enough; it was alright here, comfy; this silence as well, no even a clock ticking; nay point winding the clock, no unless ye could work out some way of counting the ticks, the one ye began with and then ended with, it was useless, they all sounded the same, it just wasnay on, it was stupit, depressing as well cause all it done was remind ye of the state ye were in, the way ye were I mean if it wasnay for the buzzing in yer ears there would have been nay sounds at all, ye would be as well being a torso, an upper trunk just; ye could imagine it, the main worry would be grub, getting it down ye; plus the other body operations, the ablutions, yer toilettes; cause ye would still need a slash so that was a problem; what would ye do in a situation like that, ye would have to use a nappy; then if ye had nay hands, how would ye wrap it round yerself; it would be back to relying on other people again; plus getting ye the grub, it would be down to them, they would maybe set ye up as a beggar, give ye a pitch outside a chip shop; just this body, this torso, on a wee bogey like that auld beggar woman he once saw dragging herself about, pushing herself along, patacaking the ground with her hands to keep the wheels rolling; the only thing ye would worry about was staying alive, except for yer brains, that would be a worry cause they would still be there so ye would be forced to think, about the state ye were in for one thing, so ye would wind up looking for ways to be dead, but that would be a problem as well cause ye couldnay do nothing except maybe roll yerself out onto the main road and get run ower by a bus, or else starve yerself, or stop yerself breathing like that guy in some story Sammy read or was it a guy in the poky maybe it was a guy in the poky, he managed to stop himself breathing and just fucking that was that; so even for an upper trunk, ye could still do yerself in, if ye wanted, ye would find ways, ways only known to folk in that exceptional circumstance. The average person wouldnay know cause they wouldnay know – the circumstance; naybody would know it, except yerself and them other yins that had formed yer self-help society, then the ones ye got yer support off for yer lobbies, the MPs or whatever, the famous names. Naybody would know yer possibilities; except yerself and them like ye, the totally dysfuntional; except ye wouldnay be totally dysfunctional else ye would be dead so it would have to be the almost totally dysfunctional; yez would all meet to discuss it at yer meeting place, getting yer living conditions improved, yer quality of life, start yer petitions to parliament and the town council and sending yer man to Brussels although ye would have to post the cunt if it was a torso, except if ye couldnay talk and ye couldnay see then how could ye set out yer wants to the foreign delegates cause ye would be fuckt, even having yer wee discussion with the members, yez would all be fuckt, yez wouldnay even know yez were there, except listening for sounds; sounds of scuffling and breathing and sniffing and muttering, sneezes and coughs, which ye couldnay hear if ye were deaf, ye would need folk to listen for ye and translate, to represent ye, yer interests, except ye couldnay tell them what yer interests were so they would just have to guess, what it was ye wanted, if ye wanted something, they would have to guess it.
He thought he heard a sound. Maybe it was. He was gony leave now anyway, he had to do it. The dough. It didnay matter, he was just having to get to fuck, otherwise he was beat, cause he was surrounded, surrounded already; he was, he was surrounded already; it had happened; so it was a question of when, when he did it, when he got out, cause he had to get out, so that was how he was getting to fuck, cause he had to. He would just pack what he could. Plus the shirts; some of them. He would fill the suitcase. Then the stick, a hand free for it. It was just he was tired; he was. How come he was so tired man how tired he was, just tired, it filled yer head, yer mind, it took ower. Then cause it was late; that didnay help, christ it didnay, ye thought it would but it didnay, no really, no when it happens, if ye’re no up to it, if ye’re tired out and drained, all yer resources
even then
what’s so funny but never mind anything else, what’s so funny, it’s how ye still fuck things up, ye can aye manage that, that’s the main thing, how ye aye find a way for that; Helen had seen it. She had. She had seen it. Not only how he had fuckt things up in the past but how he was gony fuck them up in the future, that was what she had seen. Fucking plain as the nose on yer face, she had seen right through him. It’s funny how people do that; all kinds of people. Ye wind up with naywhere to go,
backed into the corner, held up there in full view, and ye’re exhausted, ye dont want to be held up there in full view but fuck sake man what chance ye got ye’re in trouble, ye’re bang in trouble man deep shit, know what I’m saying, fuck sake, what do ye do, what do ye fucking do! ye move, ye fucking move, ye get off yer fucking mark, offski, ye just fucking
get to fuck man know what I mean just get to fuck, out, off, gone – cause this time he really was fuckt, Sammy, yer man, finito; comprende? fuckt. Nay going back. Nay hanging about to see what happened was she gony come fucking home for christ sake what was the point of that man there was nayn, nay fucking point, in or out, the money’s down and the last card’s left the deck; go through it stage by stage, pointless, every last detail, pointless, cause this time ye’ve really fuckt it, all on the last fucking card and it’s been turned and it’s fucking lying there so that is fucking that it’s that so fuck off and get to fuck man fold yer hand, everything ye’ve got’s showing, capisto, it’s out there in full view man so fold, ye’re out the game, okay? okay.
Auld Jackie.
This time could be the last time.
The window. Sammy opened it. He breathed deep. Wind and pelting rain. No the best of times to hit the road. Ye blunder on but ye blunder on. That’s what ye do. What else is there man know what I’m talking about what else is there? fuck the suicide rates and statistics, Sammy was never a huffy bastard, that’s one thing. Know what he felt like? A can of fucking superlager. Aye no danger. He had a drouth, a drouth. Know what that means it means he’s fucking thirsty. Fuck yer coffee and fuck yer tea and fuck yer fucking milk if ye’re fucking lucky enough to fucking have fucking any of the fucking stuff man know what I’m saying. Plus nay tobacco.
True. He got the packet and felt about inside; hardly enough for one smoke. So he would have to go out and buy some more, another half ounce. He was definitely gony chuck smoking but the time to do it wasnay now it was when his head was clear, when he was on the fucking bus, he would fling the remainder out the window. Cause when he left the house the next time that was him, he was off and running. So there ye are. So okay, so that was that now out in the open. The bullshit was at an end. Ye make yer decision, whatever it is, whatever ye decide, what ye’re gony do, what ye’ve decided to do
Sammy made this funny groaning noise and stuck his fingers in his ears, swung his legs onto the settee and stretched out.
One thing anyway; they would find her, they would find her now. Now they had got going they would find her. And that had to be good. At least he would know the score. Any mystery, if there was any mystery – I mean that’s their fucking job man solving fucking mysteries.
A chinking noise. Sounded like the letterbox. Somebody keeking through; a fucking sodjer probably, else a deadhead junkie bastard.
Sammy smiled, he raised himself up and called: Hullo ya fucking bampot! How are you this bright and early morning! Is yer wee birdies fucking chirping! He laughed. Then turned onto his side, facing into the back of the settee, his head resting on the arm. More of a snigger than a laugh – in fact it wasnay even close to a laugh; it wasnay even a snigger it was a fucking snivel, it was a snivel; that was what he was reduced to man snivelling. Fuck it. At least he was alive, he was alive. He could do anything he liked. As long as it was quick. But in saying quick ye also had to plan, nay point charging in with the head down.
So okay, things werenay very good of course but I mean all ye do is push ahead, ye push ahead. There was the Community Provision; he was gony get word of a start soon; they would get him out with the hod on some fucking scaffolding, wheeling a barrow, they would have him walking the plank, dirty bastards, all’s fair in love and war. Cause while the case was pending he would have to carry on as if he was fully operational, able-bodied. Until he was re-registered. Cause they wouldnay re-register him dysfunctional, that was as good as an admittance. So that was him man blundering about on a fucking building site ye’re not on, ye kidding! Guys like Ally, they made ye smile, they really did; Sammy had met them for years, inside and outside. Play the game and do them in; that was the motto; get yer whack while the going’s good. Philadelphia lawyers. Fucking eedjits man know what I’m saying, a joke’s a joke. Okay, Sammy wouldnay say he knew better, he just knew from different experiences. These optimistic cunts.
Brick walls, brick walls.
Sammy should have been a brickie. He could have done it nay bother. Ye see some of the cunts he used to labour to!
Maybe if the eyes cleared up. If he got to England out the road. And just relaxed, let the body heal. If he could get some papers the gether. A few quid would do it. There was a wee bit of business; he could pull it through – just that few bob, if he had that upfront, he needed that upfront money, that was how he had to take the shirts; that was how that fucking silly bastard Tam – nay harm to the guy but ye wondered how he could be so fucking stupit. Okay. There were things
They just went out yer head. Where do they go to? A world of lost thoughts and dreams and
fuck knows what.
It’s just how they suffocate ye; all their fucking protocols and procedures, all designed to stop ye breathing, to grind ye to a halt; ye’ve no to wander and ye’ve no to breathe, ye’ve no to open yer mouth; ye’re to keep in line and dont move a muscle: just fucking stand there till ye’re telt different. Heh you I’ll tell ye when to move; okay! and dont let me see ye even breathe ya fucking doughball, thirty seconds and ye’ve had twenty
Helen didnay know. She thought she did but she didnay. She was like Ally. So there ye are: she didnay think the same as her man she thought like the guy that was fucking repping him, know what I’m saying, that was the crack, she thought the same way as Sammy’s rep but no like Sammy, like him himself.
It’s funny, what ye have to own up to, ye’ve got to admit it to yerself, that they all thought he was stupit. They did. It didnay matter it was him had all the experience; in their eyes he was a halfwit. A nice yin that. It cheered ye up. When ye were feeling down, it cheered ye up, they all thought ye were a fucking eedjit. Okay. But if Jackie Milligan was to walk in the door this very minute and go: D’ye want to earn a few quid? then Sammy would go, Yeh mate no problem, too easy, all points south, north, wherever, who gives a fuck, Sammy would be there, nay danger about that: fuck them, the fucking lot of them. Ye want me? Well come and get me!
He flexed his wrists, there was an ache at both joints. He wished he could see them. Maybe he had been lying on them. They would have red marks. Ye couldnay even see yer body. The last time he had seen it
Christ when was that? he couldnay remember. What did it matter. It was now he couldnay see, that was what was important. He got up and stuck on a cassette.
Auld George Jones; so what man go and fuck yerself.
It’s true but the last time he had seen himself was afore Helen took a walk, afore he went out to blag the leather jackets. In fact the last time he saw himself was in one of these full-length mirrors in the fucking clothes shop! There ye are man poetry in motion.
The Leg but, he would still be lying in the poky. They had nay need to let him go so they wouldnay, he would still be in there, wondering what had hit him. Sammy had hit him. Well that was the bullshit they would fill his head with. Okay. Ach it wasnay fair but know what I mean, the auld Leg man he was harmless.
The thing that was missing was trust. That was the bad thing about it. Irritating behaviour. Tam knew Sammy long enough to know better. It should have been took for granted. If he could have gave him the wire he would have gave him the wire; end of story – the Leg wouldnay have to be telt. But there ye are, Tam was a guy that handled goods. Sometimes ye had to wonder about that, the mentality. It was a wee thing but Sammy had thought about it afore; dealers and thieves, ye pays yer money.
Fuck off, that kind of thing’s rubbish; Tam was a good guy.
Divide and conquer right enough. That was like Charlie, the way Sammy’s head had been going, getting angry at him, as if he had something to do with it. And he didnay have. Nayn of it. It was fuck all to with him. It was all down to Sammy; every fucking last fucking thing man know what I mean know what I fucking mean it was down to him, Sammy, Sammy himself man that was who it was down to, him, nay other cunt, all this fucking crap man it was his and nay other cunt’s, fucking his.
Sammy shook his head, he chuckled. Amazing how it got ye, sitting by yerself, how angry ye could get.
It was true enough but, how ye wound up blaming every cunt except the ones ye should blame. And it was a move too; the sodjers knew they were doing it, getting ye into that kind of state, it was all premeditated manoeuvrings, know what I’m saying, these dirty bastards, it had fuck all to do with Charlie. Ye had to get yer head round that. If he had thought there was something to tell Sammy then he would have telt him. Simple as that.
This was Sammy’s business. Ye play yer own hand. The cards fall and ye figure them out. Ye watch, ye take notes. Most of the time ye get fuckt. Most of the time
most of the time
Then the wee times ye dont, and it’s the wee times ye look for. This was one of them. It made ye feel good; ye cannay describe it, having that card in the hole, when ye fucking know it man when ye know it. Never underestimate the opposition. The sodjers thought they had him figured but they didnay.
Alright so it would have been nice to see Helen, just to let her know the score. So he would just send her a letter, once he got settled in. Then it was down to her; either she went with him or she didnay. That was fair enough. He was just gony have to be honest, tell her the whole truth and nothing but. Cause that was the problem, he hadnay got the message across, he telt her a tale and it went wrong. Who knows how women think; he didnay. Same with the ex-wife, a fucking disaster. But it wasnay all his fault. People try to stop ye, stop ye doing things. They dont allow ye to live. But ye’ve got to live. If ye cannay live ye’re as well dead. What else can ye do? It would be good if somebody telt ye. What way ye were supposed to live. They dont fucking tell ye that but they’ve got nay answers there man, no to that yin, that fucking question, know what I’m saying, it’s just big silences, that’s what ye fucking get, big silences. How no to live. That’s all they tell ye. Fuck them all. The bottom line: ye’re on yer tod. Aye well Sammy was used to that, he was fucking used to it. Some things stay the same. They dont change.
It’s you. They dont change but you have to. That’s the fucking crack. It’s back to yerself. So okay. Fair enough.
Loneliness surrounds me
without your arms around me
When everybody’s gone and you’re alone. That was what ye thought about, when they were all away, and you were left, you and naybody else. What happens then is that ye move.
So okay. He was a blind bastard. Right then. That stage ye just go, Fuck it, cause what else is there? nothing, there’s fuck all. Sammy had reached that stage. A while ago. It just hadnay dawned on him. No till now. He smiled. Fucking weird. There ye go but!
He was waiting for the rain to go off. He got up from the settee and went to the window to check. Cats and dogs. He just hadnay been hearing it, cause he hadnay been listening; too busy, too busy with the thoughts. Plus he was gony shave. That was part of the deal. Even if he cut his throat and died in the attempt, he was gony wipe that chin clean, clean. Cause when he walked out of here the head was gony be held high, he was gony be cleanshaven man, fresh and fucking brand new, clean socks and fucking christ almighty he was gony stick on one of these new bastard shirts. He was proud. He was fucking proud. Sammy spoke it: I’m fucking proud, he said, so fuck ye. It was more of a growl than a ‘speak’. But this was part of it, part of the proudness. Fucking hell but it was true. Fuck yous bastards. It was true; he was proud. What was he proud about? Fuck knows man but he was.
So there ye are.
He would have to go out soon. Hail, rain or shine; the option wasnay there. He needed stuff; a loaf, a lump of cheese. He was gony make a pile of sandwiches for the road; he had to watch the dough.
He went to find the trainers.
Yer life moved in funny ways right enough. It did but. Wild. Even yer money, ye didnay even know how much ye had. All the notes were mixed up. So he had to get that attended to. One thing anyway, he wouldnay bump into Charlie again, cause he wouldnay be able to fucking see him! Unless Charlie saw him right enough. Okay.
Cunts like him never asked ye for help. It was aye up to yerself to sort it out. Ye’ve got the cards man fucking turn them. That was the kind of patter Charlie came out with, no in so many words.
Shoes shoes shoes!
How the fucking hell can ye set out on the wander if ye’ve nay fucking shoes man know what I mean jesus christ a fucking bad joke so it is. They’re crucial, crucial, if ye’re gony do a bit of hoofing. A lot of cunts dont believe ye when ye tell them that man they think ye’re at the fanny. But it’s fucking true; know what trueness is, four sides that meet the gether ya fucking bampot.
Nay point getting annoyed at stuff. A quick pint would be good, he did have a drouth. He could maybe hit the bokel for one, make another couple of phone calls at the same time. He hadnay gave up the ghost about punting the shirts. Tam Roberts wasnay the only guy he knew. The trouble is it was bother, ye couldnay predict it; and at this stage in the proceedings yer Honour, know what I’m saying, predictability, it’s good for the fucking skull. So
nothing. Plus the boy, he would phone him. Maybe no but, maybe just send him a letter.
Naw, phone nay cunt and nay quick pints, just get to fuck, he would lift what he could and get to fuck; and the sooner the better. So nay pints and nay phone calls, just pick up the messages then back and pack the bag, make the sandwiches.
He got a pen and a sheet of notepaper from the kitchen drawer. Mind you ye couldnay really tell if the pen worked. So he took a pencil as well. Things were gony get awkward. Awkward – what a fucking wrong word to describe the situation: awkward.
He was leaving everything, everything he couldnay fit into one bag. The cassette recorder and all the rest of the gear; he was leaving it. But no the actual cassette tapes, he was gony stuff them down the sides of the bag. There was more than one bag available but he needed a hand free for the stick. Unless there was one with a shoulder strap. He couldnay mind if there was. He was lifting nothing that belonged to her. Fuck that. He was walking out man and he was doing it under his steam and naybody else’s. He was in control. Nay other cunt; no the fucking sodjers man no fucking naybody, just him, him himself.
Okay. Jacket on and ready. He clutched the stick under his arm, double-locking the door behind him. The fucking wind man it was gale force, the rain driving in. If anybody was crazy enough to be prowling in weather like this they would deserve to capture him. Who gave a fuck anyway, if they wanted to capture him they would capture him. The wind blew him into the place where the lift was. And somebody was there! That was alright. It was probably the goodie ghost that got him out of trouble up by the bowling green. Ye dont mind these goodie ghosts man it’s just these evil bastards dogging yer footsteps all the time, they’re the ones ye have to avoid. So there ye go. Sammy felt like talking to whoever it was but he didnay. When the lift came he tapped his way forward and inside. The other person hit the button. Down they went and out, Sammy tapping to the left; the person walked on by – then the sound of the glass door opening and a blast of air. He waited a moment then on to the door and pushed it open, made his exit immediately, no stopping to think, yer man, Sammy, the bold fellow, headlong into the raging torrential downpour, the auld shoulders hunched, the jacket collar up. Definitely a bunnet but he needed a bunnet, if not immediately. Christ the rain really was lashing down, it was fucking wild, and then he had walked right into a puddle; it felt like a big yin; he carried on a step then stopped; he was still in it. How wide was the fucking thing? Nay way of knowing. And was it gony get fucking deeper! Ye even wondered where the fucking hell ye were!
Seriously but the wind and rain seemed to screw up his senses. Maybe he had blundered yet again and this was him off at some fucking tangent christ almighty he had hardly even left the fucking building. He shifted his feet sideiways; the water washed against them like it was gony come ower his ankles. He lifted his right foot; a plooping noise; he walked a couple of metres; ploop ploop. A voice from somewhere called: Bloody terrible this int it!
Aye, said Sammy in the offchance it was him they were talking to.
Now there were weans somewhere making a lot of noise, they seemed to be fucking running, screaming and shrieking, like they were gony rush right into his fucking legs man the way they were going, ye could imagine it – weans! head down and battering right in like they expected all the barriers to get lifted just cause they were charging about. He kept a tight grip of the stick in case one of the wee cunts tripped and went falling on their face.
Ye were aye fighting something man, then as soon as they gave ye a breather ye were up against the elements. At least he was out the puddle. But for some reason his arms were sore; he could have done with a rest, get the breath back, being honest he was fuckt. No doing his exercises; when had he last done his exercises? Yesterday. Okay. Well maybe it was something else. A hotness on his cheeks. Soaking wet but hot. How d’ye like it man wet and hot at the same time. Naw but even the tops of his shoulders. Christ. He wanted to lay the stick on the ground cause he didnay have the strength to hold the fucker!
He needed to but. He needed to. He had to fucking
The stick knocked against the wall. Good. He wiped the water from above his forehead, took the shades out his pocket and shoved them on. They felt heavy but, they hurted the lumps behind his ears. He folded them away again. There was a bit of cover here at the side of the building. Pins and needles in his ankles for fuck sake what next! He needed a seat. Jesus christ. Now the weans were back. What were they doing out in weather like this? Why did their parents no take them to fuck out the road? They were squealing now. Wee high voices. Laughing at something. The weather probably. Wee weans man and they can laugh at the weather. Sammy shivered. He was in a bad way. He was standing against the wall. He couldnay do this he had to walk. Just nay energy. Where was his energy? Bloody rain. How was he in this state but?
Jesus christ that was all it was, rain, just rain. Now his knuckles! How come his fucking knuckles? Athritis maybe, cause of the dampness. The auld war-wounds. That left cross, he had aye prided himself on that, on ye go ya fucking bampot, get that shoulder behind it, yer elbow fucking walloping out man bang the bastard fucking bang him, right in there man the fucking nose, they fucking hate the auld nose getting hit, crack the fucker.
Auld Sammy! What was he doing now? Shadow boxing. He shoved the stick against the wall and rubbed his hands, blew into them, he was cold, a bit cold.
Okay. Bad spells. Ower and done with. He felt the rain on his face. His belly rumbled. That was it. Grub. Fucking obvious man he hadnay been eating. So he was hallucinating. Straightforward. Well he was gony get some grub now. He groped for the stick and touched it, it fell. Fine. He reached for it. He got it. The weans again. Just as well he had the stick. Some of these wee bastards nowadays, desperadoes man know what I’m talking about, if they found out ye were vulnerable, plus with a few quid in the tail – forty of them pummeling into yer back? Nay chance. Fucking nay chance.
He was at the first shop, the opposite end of the block from the chemist, so the minimarket was next; ye just kept walking, a patacake with the left and a tap with the right. The lassie working at the till got him his stuff. From there he went to the takeaway counter and bought a roll and sausage. He scoffed it outside in the doorway. He took the last bite and set off. The wind was at his back now so it was better. But first thing in the door and he was going to bed. If he didnay his head would explode. He knew the signs. Even getting from here to the house, ye couldnay take it for granted. Ye couldnay. Ye thought ye could then ye found ye couldnay. But he was gony make it, nay danger about that, he was gony have to drag himself but fair enough man that was alright, he could have done with a rest but it didnay matter, even just a wee yin, the auld lungs, the ribcage, he was fuckt, yer man, auld Sammy there; the truth, want the truth? yer man
Shoes, he said.
Naybody answered. Thank fuck. He wasnay cracking up but so it was okay. He nearly was but he was avoiding it; managing to. Just he was soaked to the skin, and he had this walk back through Loch Lomond but apart from that I mean christ nay complaints, who’s gony complain about the weather? no Sammy, fuck sake man, the auld god almighty, the central authority, he gets sick of all that complaining from us cunts, human beings, he’s fucking sick of it and ye cannay blame him, who’s gony blame him, give the guy a break, know what I mean
It was just the body, the aches and pains, like he seemed to have nay energy these days, all the time wanting to sleep or lie down on the bastard settee, it was all ye felt fit for.
The puddle. He would just drag himself through it. Fucking guardian angel, never there when ye needed the cunt. Maybe the quack slipped him a mickey. He felt like a rest. It was a holiday he wanted. He stopped tapping to reach the stick out for the wall. Nay bother. That was what he wanted man a holiday. One time he went to Spain. Some good home-cooking as well, he could have been doing with that, the auld sustenance; bowls of broth, that kind of stuff. He dropped the stick, there was nay sound when it hit the deck; he was down to get it immediately, the poly bag swinging on his wrist; but he got it and he lifted it straight back up; he held it steady and poked with it to see what like it was, but it was fine man it was his, the good auld trusty stick, know what I’m saying it was his, naybody else’s. So he battered on. It was wild; alright but it wasnay that wild it was just the fucking elements and they were always there and nay cunt fucking controls them so it isnay as if they’re out to fuck ye intentional-wise.
Two women were at the lift, talking about a current affairs programme they had seen on the telly. It was interesting listening. Sammy had been gony roll a smoke but everything was damp and it wouldnay have worked. Plus the women might have objected if he smoked in the lift. He couldnay have coped with that. Sometimes ye’re up to it but no the now. He would have been in the wrong anyway; nay point arguing if ye’re in the wrong.
The doors were opening. Sammy tapped in. One of the women did the buttons. Six, said Sammy. He touched his head, the hair plastered. It could have been worse. Life. Life could have been worse. Then he sneezed. Sorry, he said, and then sneezed again. Sorry, he said and he felt it coming again and tried to stop it but it was like it was gony blow the nose off his face so he let it rip. Sorry about this, he said. He wiped his mouth and upper lip with the back of his hand. I meant to buy a packet of tissues and I forgot.
Torture. He was actually sweating, he felt it ower his arms and the hairs of his chest.
A funny thing now happened when the lift stopped. One of the women telt him it was his floor and then one of them got out before him, but she didnay say cheerio to her mate, and from the way they had been chatting ye knew they were friendly the gether. So that was a bit funny. Out on the landing he stopped and started checking his pockets, kidding on he was looking for something. The woman’s footsteps went off round the corner. Sammy propped the stick against the wall, dried his hands and rolled a fag. It’s fair enough, he said.
Once he was puffing he walked, tugged open the door to the corridor, went fast through the wind and got the chubb into the lock. When he was in the lobby he stopped himself from shouting on Helen, switched on the fire in the living room and set the trainers to dry in front of it, towelled the hair, he wondered whether to give the feet a wash. Or else have another bath. One of these things about landing in the poky, ye aye felt clatty, ye needed a good scrub when they let ye out. He hung up the coat and trousers. The best thing when they were wet; they dried into a good crease. He put on the jeans.
Okay, what now?
Well well; it dawned on him what he was doing, he was preparing to vanish.
He gathered up the dirty socks, the pants and tee-shirts, shoved them into the washing machine. It had to be whites and coloureds the gether; Helen wasnay here to worry about it anyway. Soap powder. Soap powder and washing machines. He found the plug, switched it on. Okay. After that
fuck it, nothing after that, no the now; a cup of tea and a piece and cheese. Nay point making them all, he wouldnay be leaving till the clothes were dry. Mind you that could take hours; he was wanting to go the night. So he would just use the clothes-horse, right in front of the fire; and if the clothes were still damp, then fuck it man he would pap them into a poly bag. Okay. He heard the sounds from the washing machine. So good, the thing was in motion. So now, cup of tea. Naw: bed.
So there ye are.
The things go in stages.
Her upstairs, she played this kind of folk-type stuff; sometimes ye thought it was party music, it aye seemed about to launch into a rebel song, or else the sash, but it didnay. Maybe it wasnay a her. It was; ye could tell; even just her footsteps through the ceiling.
The bed was cold. If Helen had been in beside him he would have turned ower and snuggled in, knees up under her bum, arms round her, his face into the back of her head, her hair, smelling her, all warm and skin to skin, getting hard, slow, no even bothering, just lazy, no even noticing but there it is wedged in between the tops of her legs and nudging under, and her shifting a wee bit; that lazy way like it’s Sunday morning and ye’re both hardly awake.
The shivers again. He drew his knees up to his chin, gripped the blankets. Maybe there was a virus on the go cause he was beginning to get that other feeling, that the one place he needed to be was right here in his bed; and that was usually a sign ye were coming down with something.
He stretched out again and turned onto his front; the back was still giving him bother, down at the base of the spine; a couple of hours’ kip would sort him out; the last thing he wanted was his head working overtime.
The auld sleep exercises; okay:
think of yer toes and tense them, now relax them, think of the soles of yer feet and tense them, now relax them, think of yer ankles, tense them, now relax them, think of yer heels and tense them, now relax them; think of yer lower shins and relax them. He moved onto his side; yer lower shins, think of them, the auld lower shins, tensing them too, now letting go, relax them, and the upper shins, tense them, tense them as well – a fucking wank would be better but naw, think of yer knees, yer knees and tense them, he returned onto his front; tense them up, yer knees, relax them; he would have been better off going back to the beginning again. Fuck it, bullshit man bullshit, if it worked for some folk good, it didnay work for him, it just didnay; that’s the way it goes, some ye win some ye lose; nay sweat, nay sweat.
He got to sleep eventually so that was fine, though how long he was out for I dont know, except when he did wake up he was still knacked, the eyelids were stuck the gether; he was really tired, so he needed another hour, maybe two, two at the most. He had nay idea what time it was but it couldnay be that late. A thought in his head: as if he was the same as yesterday, as last October. What did that mean? it had to mean something
There it went again jesus christ it was the door, it was the door woke him, jesus god that was what had woke him man the fucking door, dirty bastards. Sammy was out of bed and pulling on the socks, groping for the jeans.
Naw. No way. He sat back down on the bed. Just no way. I mean they hadnay chose the moment as good as all that; he had had a sleep; he had fucking had one; so they hadnay chose it as good as all that, they werenay fucking god almighty they were just fucking people, that’s all they were, people, ordinary people; bampot bastards, but people. So okay, at least ye can ward off the blows man that’s allowed; ye cannay take the initiative but at least ye can ward off the blows, and sometimes warding off the blows meant ye dished out the first wallop; fair enough, ye were forced to, nay fucking option man ye had to land it. No everybody knew that. He shrugged. Ye might want to smile but it’s fuck all to smile about, it’s just reality, so ye face up to it, know what I mean if ye’ve nay choice man, it’s a head-down situation. Christ he was shaking, shaking. Stop it. He couldnay stop it. Aye he could. He got up off the bed and took four babysteps forwards, four babysteps backwards, just getting the breathing, just getting that, okay, then the jeans, pulling them on, balancing with one hand against the wall; then the tee-shirt. He clicked open the bedroom door and listened hard. He couldnay hear fuck all. Nice of them to chap the door but I must say, instead of tanning it, they could just have fucking tanned it and walked in man know what I’m saying. Four of them at least but that was what that meant, four of them, at least, no including the driver. Ah well. Ah well okay; fair enough. Serious business but serious business! Sammy smiled; only for a second, then he was back listening. Still he couldnay hear nothing. Maybe they had fuckt off. He smiled again. Civilised behaviour as well but, chapping the door, the auld sodjers, showing a bit of respect for a guy’s property, ye’ve got to hand it to them there. He sniffed. Where was the fucking stick? At the front door; the usual place. Okay. Thank fuck he had got it painted; ye had to look the part. He checked the fly; fine; action man here we go. Shoes. Fuck the shoes nay time. He left the bedroom just as the letterbox flapped, he walked along the lobby. He should have shaved. Didnay matter; he collected the stick. He spoke aloud: Everything comes to those that wait ya fucking bampot bastards. And he changed his grip on the stick, raising it up and back the way, resting it across his right shoulder, he unlocked the door and stepped back immediately, taking his weight onto his right foot, swaying a bit, the shoulders fine, no too stiff at the knee. A wee minute later the door creaked open.
Ye alright Sammy?
He knew the voice.
Ye alright? Eh? Alright?
It was Boab from next door; his voice was quiet.
Sammy folded his left arm so that his right elbow rested on the palm of his left hand, the stick still across his shoulder, he scratched at his jawbone with his right thumb. Is that you Boab? he said.
Aye. Ye okay?
Yeh; yeh nay bother. Sammy sniffed. How’s it going?
Fine, aye. Eh yer boy’s sitting ben the house; him and his pal. He’s up to see ye.
…
I’ll send him in will I?
Aye, said Sammy.
I’ll just get him.
Right.
Ye alright?
Aye, aye I was having a kip.
Aw.
It’s nay bother Boab; ta… Sammy waited, then closed ower the door but without shutting it. He propped the stick against the wall. He went into the kitchen. Milk. He poured himself half a cupful and swallowed it, then poured another lot and swallowed it as well.
A time for relaxing. Cold water. He ran the tap and splashed his face, dried himself, then filled the kettle and plugged it in. The cups and plates stacked on the counter; he should have cleared them into the cupboard. It didnay matter thought. It was alright. The tobacco, it was on the coffee table in the living room. He heard the front door and the footsteps, and he turned.
Hullo da!
Sammy chuckled. He shook his head, scratched his cheek.
Ye there?
Aye I’m here! In the kitchen! Shut the door after ye! He was grinning. He raised his left hand in a kind of wave.
Hullo da…
Aye how ye doing son how ye doing! Sammy now moved forwards, laughing, holding his hand out; him and Peter shook; he clapped him on the shoulder, patted his head, gripped both his arms: How ye doing! he said, How ye doing!
Okay da.
Ye alright?
Aye.
Great, it’s great to see ye, great; how ye doing? how’s yer maw?
Fine.
Aw that’s smashing that’s smashing.
Keith’s here as well.
Sammy was still gripping his son’s arms; he released him. Keith…aye; right. We’ve no met Keith eh? me and you?
Naw.
Well that’s us now then int it! I’m Peter’s auld man! Pleased to meet ye. Where are ye? give us yer hand! How’s it going, okay?
Aye…
Da were ye sleeping?
Aye. Aye I was actually, just a wee lie-down.
I chapped the door loud.
Well ye couldnay have chapped it loud enough!
I did.
Ach well aye, fair enough, ye probably did; I was out for the count. So: Sammy rubbed his hands the gether: yez want a cup of coffee? Tea or something – I’ve nay ginger…not a thing; nay coke, nothing.
I’ve brung the camera.
Aw. Aye. Aye; good. So what is it? coffee? Tea?
Naw da it’s alright.
Ye’ve got to have something.
It’s alright.
Nah, ye’ve got to have something son. What about yer pal?
…
Eh?
Well tea, said Peter.
Good; same for you Keith?
Yeh.
Just as well ye didnay ask for a beer cause I’ve nayn of them either!
He heard Peter’s pal chuckling. Probably just being polite, they were too auld for stupit patter. He had the teabags in the cups and he poured in the boiling water. Aw jesus christ. There’s nay bloody sugar, he said, can yez take it without?
…
Aye, said Keith.
Peter?
Aye.
Good – better for ye anyway! Okay now, okay; on we go, on we go. Sammy took them into the living room. He got the tobacco and sat down on the armchair. How long were yez waiting then?
Half an hour.
Och that’s no bad. Heh that was good thinking by the way, going to auld Boab’s house.
He came out.
He came out?
He heard us.
Christ he must have some ears! Sammy had licked the gummed edge of the paper; when he was smoking he said: So how’s yer mother son? she alright?
She’s fine da aye.
Yer grannie and granpa?
Aye they’re fine.
Good; that’s good. Yer maw still working away?
Aye.
Right, good. Sammy sniffed. Good… Well…so, did that guy Ally get in touch with ye then?
Ally?
About the camera I mean.
He didnay say his name. He just says he was yer pal.
Aye well aye, he is, that’s right.
Da are ye blind?
Naw! well aye I mean but it’s temporary, just temporary, it’ll clear up.
Aw…
How what did he say? The guy I mean, what did he say? Did he phone the house?
Aye.
So what did he say?
He didnay say nothing.
…
He said ye had an accident.
He didnay say I was blind?
Naw; it was the auld guy in the house telt us.
Aw right, aye. Well I mean fair enough, it’s what he sees, it’s what he sees. Sammy shrugged. So how’s school? still going? they’ve no threw ye out yet!
Naw.
Great! And when d’ye leave?
No till after my birthday.
So ye got it worked out? what ye’re doing?
Naw no yet.
Nothing ye fancy?
Naw. I might go on a training scheme. I was thinking about the navy.
Fuck the navy.
…
Fuck the navy.
Keith’s joining.
Aw, right; sorry. What I’m saying, it’s just…it’s fine. But ye’ve got to sign on for a long time, that’s what I mean; that’s how I wouldnay advise it Keith, no if ye’re a young boy. It’s up to you but I mean, if ye fancy it – eh Keith, what does yer maw and da say?
Well my da says it’s security.
Aye. Was he a sailor like?
Naw, my uncle.
Is he still in it?
Naw.
Ah well… It’s what ye want to do right enough that’s the thing I mean if ye want to go ahead then that’s it son it’s your decision; all I was saying was if it was me, but it isnay me, it’s you. Sammy shrugged. Then if ye change yer mind but that’s a problem, cause it’s too late; if they’ve got that uniform on ye, know what I’m talking about son? it’s too late; then, if ye’ve done it.
Naw but ye can buy yerself out Mister Samuels. My da says that’s the first thing ye do, know, ye save up yer money and have it ready, then if ye change yer mind…
Aye; aye that’s the way; I didnay know ye could still do that. Fair enough but if ye can.
Ye can.
Fine aye nay bother. So what about you Peter are you actually thinking about it?
Naw da see I went with Keith when they came to the career day.
Right.
They had all the stuff about it, a video and that, they had a stall, they were telling us what happened; then the career master as well.
Ye said ye were gony think about it, said Keith.
Aye; I’m gony.
So what about yer maw? said Sammy. What is she saying?
Aw eh, well…
Ye telt her yet?
Aye.
So what is she saying?
I telt her I would think about it.
Right.
…
Ye might decide later on, said Keith.
I might. I’m just gony think about it.
…
I might and I might no.
Sammy nodded. That’s the right way. Mind you, if ye do screw the nut, ye can save a few quid. Ye can. I know a guy that did; I think he was in for nine year – maybe twelve – then he came out and got married and that and it was fine; in fact I think he bought a wee shop or something, a newsagents. Unfortunately but a lot of guys just blow it; they’re in there to save dough but what happens, they wind up landing at some port and they blow the lot. I had a mate used to do that. Every time I saw him back on shoreleave he was skint. No kidding ye. He used to tap me. I’m working on a building site, working all sorts of hours: and he used to tap me! know what I’m saying? it was me had to take him for a few beers; no the other way about! Sammy chuckled. I didnay mind but cause he was a good guy. That was the days of the auld baggy trousers, if ye were a sailor, ye had to wear them. I dont know if they still do… Heh by the way I should have said, if yez’re hungry, there’s some toast and cheese there.
Naw da.
I could stick it on.
It’s alright.
What about yerself Keith?
Naw I’m no hungry either.
Sure?
Honest.
Well it’s nay bother…
I couldnay come earlier da I couldnay make it.
Doesnay matter. What time did he phone ye?
Half-eight.
Half-eight?
Just afore I went to school.
Did you answer yerself like?
Aye maw was away to work.
Right. She doesnay know?
Naw. Neither does grannie and granpa, I didnay tell them.
Ach well I mean it’s no that important. Sammy shrugged: It’s just eh I’m surprised he phoned ye, I thought he was gony ask somebody else I mean I wasnay sure if ye had a camera so eh – mind you I wish he had telt me first.
He said it was best I came in the morning or else after teatime the night. But I cannay make it the night, so I just came the now.
Aye well good Peter cause I’ll no be here the night, I’m gony go out. So ye’ve chose the right time. Ye’ve brought a camera too eh?
It’s Keith’s maw’s.
Right. Can ye work it okay Keith?
Aye.
Da how did it happen?
What?
Yer eyes?
Och it’s just temporary. Hard to explain… Sammy reached to find the tobacco.
How come?
Well it was a kind of accident, a stupit thing… Heh can ye see that tobacco?
He held his hand out until it was put there; he got a paper out and began rolling another smoke: Heh, he said, I hope yous two arenay smoking!
…
Eh?
I am, said Keith, he’s no.
Honest?
Naw.
I’ve got to say, ye know, if ye do, I’m the wrong guy to give ye a row. Know what I’m saying Peter, I’m the wrong guy.
I dont but.
He doesnay, said Keith.
No even the odd time?
Naw. I’ve tried it but; I cannay be bothered.
Great, that’s great.
Da see the photos?
Aye?
Will we take them?
Sure son fire ahead. What did he say about it?
Just you would tell us.
Right. Well it’s straightforward. What it is ye see it’s insurance. Did he no tell ye that even?
Naw he didnay say nothing except I was to bring it.
Well that’s what it’s for anyway, insurance, I thought he might have telt ye.
Da who is he?
Uch he’s a mate, a buddy, ye know.
He sounded funny.
Did he? In what way?
I thought he was a polis.
A polis! Sammy grinned. How what was he saying?
No much.
What like?
Eh…I dont know. He says did ye come and see me and that.
Did he? What else?
If ye saw my maw.
Right. What else?
Eh…
Try and mind.
…
Naw I mean if ye thought he sounded funny Peter, maybe he might have said something.
He didnay.
Ye sure?
Aye.
Naw I mean if ye thought he sounded like a polis! Sammy smiled.
Keith said, Ye telt me ye thought it was a polis.
Well I wasnay sure, said Peter, it was just his voice, that way they sound. Da what happened?
Och nothing.
He says ye would tell me.
Aye well aye, fair enough, it’s just it isnay that important son I mean being honest with ye; he’s a good guy Ally, it’s just he’s a worrier, he makes a bit of a fuss. See what happened Peter I took a tumble; I tripped and fell down some stairs. It was an accident. It was on that last job thing I done. So I’m gony maybe have a claim – that’s how we need the photos, it’s for the doctors for evidence, then the insurance people. See it was a step missing, well no missing, it was damaged. That’s how I tripped. It was a high building. Then with the scaffolding, when I took the tumble, I went down amongst it and the tubes battered my shoulders and that, my back. My head as well. It was bloody sore! Mind you I was lucky; it could have been worse, if the scaffolding hadnay been there at that exact bit; like a guy I know, an auld mate of mine, he took a tumble and got killed; five storeys up, a hotel it was we were building. Know what I mean, it’s just yer luck. Sammy shrugged.
How high up were ye Mister Samuels?
Uch no high son, no high at all; couple of storeys just. The fag had stopped burning a wee while ago; Sammy placed it on the ashtray: So it’s just my body like round my ribs and my back mainly, where the bruising is, if ye take a photo of that, so it shows up.
It picks things out, said Keith.
Is it got different settings?
Aye.
Can ye work it?
Aye.
Smashing. Sammy got the fag burning again, he sat back on the armchair, reached to swallow the last of the coffee. He heard somebody moving about near the window. Okay? he said.
Aye, said Keith, I’m just checking the light.
Good. Sammy sniffed. Heh Peter so how’s yer maw? is she still seeing that guy?
I’m no sure.
Ah well eh!
Da…
What?
What like was prison?
Prison? Bloody terrible.
I was saying to Keith how ye were in it.
Aye well it’s terrible, bloody terrible. Ye’re locked up in a wee cell twenty-three hours a day, sometimes twenty-four! Then they stick ye in with people ye dont like, crazy people, total bampots, ye cannay talk to them, ye get on each other’s nerves. Telling ye it’s bloody murder. Nay kidding ye, ye’re lucky ye dont die, see if ye want to die, go to prison. A lot of guys I know, they’re dead. Then there’s them that hate ye. They hate ye. Nay reason. So ye’re feart, ye’ve got to watch yer back all the time. It’s bloody murder. A nightmare. A total nightmare.
Is it all darkies?
Darkies?
Keith’s brother said it was.
Right; aye well…the thing is, ye shouldnay call people names; that’s the thing, ye have to watch that… Sammy sniffed. Know what I’m saying son it’s a thing to watch for.
…
It was my brother telt us, said Keith.
Sammy nodded: All I’m saying son if people dont want ye to call them a name, ye shouldnay call them it; just one of these things. Sammy shrugged.
Will we do the photos now?
Aye, fine, aye. Like I was telling yez, the guy that phoned, he’s helping me sort it out, my accident, the claim and that. He’s sharp, he knows the score. That’s how we’re getting the photos. Sammy was on his feet; he carried on talking: Trouble with the building game, ye’re aye bloody falling – me anyway; accident-prone; that’s my trouble, accident-prone! So… He took off the tee-shirt. Can ye take a couple Keith?
He telt me ye would want ten, said Peter.
Ten?
That’s what he says.
Ah well…
All the different angles, said Keith. I was just thinking of using up the spool. There’s about sixteen left.
Okay then just what ye think. Sammy held up his arms. Give us the wire if ye want me to move about.
Naw you just stand still Mister Samuels.
Aye I’m just saying…
It’s cool da Keith knows.
Right. Sammy heard the shutter clicking. Aye it wasnay that bad a tumble, he said, it just maybe looks bad cause of the bruises, but that goes for nothing, bruises always makes it look worse. It’s just important cause of these insurance guys, they get their own doctors to check ye; and their doctors are different from your doctors so that’s how ye’ve got to get stuff like photos; it’s the same thing as evidence know like if ye’re giving evidence? It works the same way. The likes of this, all they can say is it’s somebody else, if ye’ve took a photo of somebody else, they might say that, it’s somebody else’s body! Or else right enough I suppose they can say ye gave yerself a doing, ye fell down yer own stairs or something, that it wasnay them done it, or if they admit it was them done it then they can say it wasnay that that caused it it was something else all the gether, there’s all the different ways they have. So that’s how the likes of that guy Ally, he’s up to their tricks. Ye need as much evidence as ye can get.
He stopped talking. Then he heard whispering. The shutter kept on clicking. What’s up? he said.
Just two to go now Mister Samuels.
Good, I’m getting cold!
That’s us now.
Sammy pulled on the tee-shirt.
Da is it okay if Keith smokes?
Aye nay bother.
Thanks Mister Samuels; ye want a fag?
Nah I’ll stick with the rollies son ta.
Here!
Naw it’s alright.
Are ye sure?
Sure, aye. Sammy sniffed. So what about the photos, do they come out right away?
Naw ye’ve got to get them developed.
There’s a chemist shop down the stair; just leave them and I’ll do it.
Peter said: The guy telt me I was to do it myself.
Aye did he? and did he tell ye how ye were gony pay for it yerself?
I’ve got money da.
Aye well so have I.
He says I was to do it and he would get them off me.
So what is he gony go up to yer grannie’s house? Eh?
He didnay tell us.
Sammy sighed. It’s my business son know what I’m saying, I dont want yer maw and yer grannie and granpa knowing.
They willnay. Honest. The guy says I was to get them and he would get them on Wednesday.
Wednesday?
Aye. But I mean…if you think you should get them.
See it might be better Peter. It’s just how like if – see I dont want them knowing.
They’ll no but da cause I’ll pick up the phone.
…
He’s doing it at half-eight the morrow morning. I put them in the night and they’ll be ready the morrow cause it’s twenty-four hours.
It is Mister Samuels.
I’ll be there to pick it up when he rings.
What happens if he’s late and ye’re away to school?
…
See!
Da I dont care, if you want to get them…
Naw it’s no that Peter it’s just ye know yer mother. She’s a worrier son. Know what I’m talking about? A lot of women are worriers; your mother’s one of them. Yer grannie was the same – christ no your grannie my grannie, what am I saying jesus christ your great grannie, your great grannie! Sammy laughed. I’m cracking up in my auld age. Never mind. Ah ye’d have liked yer. She aye had something to give ye ye know, when ye were a wee boy, an apple or a fucking orange, a couple of bob – I mind one time I went her messages; I shouldnay tell ye this; I was skint; near your age I was; the same as Keith here I was a smoker, so I wanted ten fags, so I knocked the messages out the shop… Sammy chuckled. So I got the fags. Never mind. Ah she was good but you’d have liked her.
…
Sammy swallowed the last of the coffee, then he said: Probably the guy will phone on time. Ye reckon it’ll be okay?
I think so da aye.
Sammy nodded. Hang on a minute… He went through to the bedroom and got some dough. In the kitchen he held out a couple of notes: What’s this?
Twenty quid.
Two tens?
Aye.
Right. He waved one: Here! to get them developed.
Da I’ve got money, I telt ye.
Sammy pulled a face.
It’s too much anyway.
Share the change between ye.
Da…
Share the change. Pays yer bus-fare home.
We’ve got passes.
Well buy a fucking bar of chocolate then Peter christ sake son know what I mean, come on, it’s only a tenner! Sammy grinned.
Peter sighed.
Come on it’s only a bloody tenner, here…! He waved the note till it was taken from his hand. Okay, he said. Now the thing is Ally will phone ye, I know he will. So you just be careful what I’m saying, that ye’ve to arrange it so naybody finds out. Naybody at all. Just yous two. Eh Keith? you and Peter; naybody else. No your maw and da either. Naybody. Okay?
Maybe he’ll want us to post them? said Peter.
Whatever; leave it to him – mind you I dont think he will want ye to post them; very doubtful. In fact there’s nay chance. Naw Peter ye’re gony have to put them into his hand. So do that. Okay?
Aye.
And naybody’s to know; eh Keith?
Naw I’ll no tell naybody Mister Samuels.
Great. One more thing now, just the auld eyes and that, dont tell yer maw about that either son, eh?
I’ll no.
In fact it’s even better if ye dont tell her ye’ve seen me. It’s no important but it’s just it’s better. Is that alright?
Aye.
As I say it’s just I think it’s better.
I wasnay gony tell her.
Aye, good. Okay then… Sammy sat back on the armchair.
Is it alright if I use the bathroom Mister Samuels?
On ye go son.
When Keith had gone Peter said: Da…?
What? What?
Are you on the run?
The run! Naw! Christ sake what made ye think of that? Eh?
…
Did that guy say something?
Naw.
What then! Sammy chuckled.
I dont know.
Naw. I’m no on the run.
Peter sniffed. Cause if ye were I could help ye.
…
Know what I mean da, I could. There’s a place I know. It’s up the back of the scheme. It’s an auld house; well it’s flats; but they’re boarded up; the whole close. There’s people use it; you could as well.
Junkies?
Naw. Well some maybe but a guy I know’s dossing there the now.
A guy you know?
Aye, he’s seventeen, he was in my BB.
He’s no a junkie?
Naw. He smokes pot right enough.
But he’s on the run?
Aye. He’s gony be heading soon; he’s just waiting.
Where’s he heading?
England.
Right… Peter did you tell Keith to go to the bathroom?
Naw.
Mm…just cause he seems to be away a while.
I didnay tell him.
Nah I wasnay meaning nothing just like if ye were wanting to say what ye were saying private.
Keith knows the guy as well.
Right. He’s yer mate Keith eh?
Aye. Da I mean I’ve got a sleeping bag.
Sammy nodded. Aye a sleeping bag’s handy…aye.
I dont need it, you can have it.
Sammy smiled. Ah well, I know where to come if eh… He nodded and smiled again. He heard movement. What’s that? he said.
I was just going to the window.
Aw…right.
Is that woman at her work?
Aye.
Is it a pub she works?
Helen’s her name, aye, she works in a pub. Sammy sniffed. Heh son see what I was saying there about yer maw and that I mean, no to give ye the wrong idea; she’s good. Ye’ll notice but about her, she’s aye wanting to know where ye are, what ye’re up to, that kind of thing. Ye must have noticed that eh? Women do that ye see. Yer grannie was the same, I’m talking about yer other grannie, my mother, like if my auld man was away somewhere, she aye worried until he was back; once he stepped foot inside the door that was her and she was fine; see afore that! she couldnay sit still. No kidding ye!
…
Naw see me and yer mother, we were young, ye know the story, it was a funny situation, it wasnay the usual thing. What I mean cause I was inside. See we used to see each other afore I got put in. Then when I got out I came back to Glasgow again and we just sort of picked up where we left off. But what I think, if I hadnay got stuck in prison, if I had just been here, being honest, I dont think we would have got married, know what I’m saying, I think we would just have drifted, went wur separate ways; the way these things go, that’s all I’m talking about.
The door opened. Keith came in.
I’m just saying to Peter about me and his mother, how me being inside, it gave us a different picture.
…
Peter said: Da I know what ye’re saying.
Sammy nodded. I’m no gony go into it, it’s just so ye know, like in your position, if it was me, ye’re better knowing. Cause it’s no a big deal, no really, me and yer maw splitting up – sorry, ye know, I’m just saying – see prison! Telling ye, does yer head it does yer head. Ruined everything. Except the usual! Know what the usual is! Eh? Know what the usual is? you’re the usual! Sammy grinned: If I hadnay got captured, when I got captured, well you wouldnay be here! Who knows but maybe ye would! Same with yerself Keith, if it was you, yer maw and da, naybody knows these things. No kidding ye; wild, totally wild. See weans change things. Sammy chuckled. Honest! Yez do! Ye think I’m raving but I’m no! Ye could even say it was good I went to prison.
Da.
Ye could but. You could.
Da that’s daft.
Aye I know, but still. Sammy sniffed. He had been rolling a cigarette and now he got it lit. Tell ye one thing, he said, I’ve never been on the run. I got captured twice, but I wasnay on the run. I was in the middle of doing it, the business. Fair enough I mean the sodjers got a grip of me. But I wasnay on the run. They just fucking – know what I mean they nabbed me; that was that. It was in the act, I was doing it. It’s no anything big I’m telling ye it’s just there’s a difference. Sammy shrugged. It was my own fault anyway, I’m no saying it wasnay; I should have kept the head down. Cause if they dont know ye’re there they dont know ye’re there. Once ye move ye’re giving them the wire. Come and get me boys know what I’m saying? so ye’ve got to go very very cautious, very very cautious… Sammy wet his lips then rubbed at his neck, the bristles there.
Da what’s up?
Nothing. How?
…
Sammy inhaled on the fag, blew out smoke. The thing about me the now, he said, I might as well tell ye, I’m thinking of heading.
Aw da.
Back to England.
Da.
Trying to get a job and that ye know? get fixed up, the eyes and that.
Aw da.
Naw it’s nothing it’s just that’s best the now cause the way things are here ye know what I mean there’s fuck all, fuck all, that’s how, know what I mean ye’ve got fucking, ye’ve got to head ye know, that’s all I mean son ye’ve got to head, ye dont always… What can ye do ye know? Ye cannay always do what ye want. So that’s how the now I’ve got to head.
Da it’s no cause of that woman?
What woman?
Her; yer girlfriend.
Not at all what ye talking about?
Well how come ye’re going?
Just what I’ve been saying.
Is she going with ye?
Aye; know what I mean Peter, her and me, we get on fine. Once I get fixed up and that, I’ll be sending for her, and she’ll come down. We do but, we get on fine the gether. Just the same as yer mother and the guy she sees; that’s all it is it’s just relationships, they’re weird; wait till ye get aulder and ye’ll find out – you too Keith, I’m telling ye, they’re weird, ye cannay work them out, they just happen.
My auldest brother’s divorced, said Keith.
What age is he?
Thirty.
Thirty? hh – you the youngest?
Aye.
Many brothers and sisters ye got?
Five.
Five, aye, that’s good. Plenty of company eh! Sammy smiled. Naw, he said, the thing is Peter this time, now ye’re aulder, I’ll keep in touch, I’ll write ye letters.
…
Okay?
Da…?
What? What is it?
Did somebody give ye a doing?
Naw, not at all. That’s bullshit Peter.
I just was wondering.
Sammy smiled.
When is it ye’re going?
Aw soon, soon.
How long ye gony be away?
Depends.
If ye cannay see but how ye gony get a job? they’ll no give ye one.
Once I can see but that’s what I’m talking about. Helen’ll get a job first and I’ll just stay on the sick till it’s all straightened out. Which might be the morrow, it might be next week, the week after; who knows.
Can the doctor no tell ye?
Naw no really; that’s how the likes of my mate that phoned ye about the photos, he makes a point of thinking about all the wee details; that’s how it’s good he’s there.
Keith said: Does he do something?
What like son?
I dont know…
Ah well aye he does actually, what he does is helps me with my claims to get insurance.
Aw aye.
Cause it’s hard to do it yerself Keith, two heads are better than one. Ye’ve got to be up to them, they’re cagey bastards. That’s the main reason I’m gony shoot, cause they’ll no be expecting it. That’s how when Peter says if I was on the run there ye see I’m no, but I have got to get away, if I dont it’s just gony set me back.
…
Alright?
Aye.
Alright Peter?
It’s terrible.
It is terrible; it’s just got to be done but.
…
Sammy heard him sigh and he shrugged: It’s one of these things son, know what I’m saying, there’s nothing ye can do.
Da see that thing in the kitchen ye were wanting to show me? Want to show me?
What?
Ye were wanting to show me that thing in the kitchen?
Aye, just if ye could fix it, come ben and see… Sammy moved to the door; Peter was out already and into the kitchen and he closed the door behind Sammy when he came in. Da, he said, I’d like to go with ye.
Aw christ.
Da I do.
Aye; but ye cannay.
I want to but da.
Ye cannay, honest.
How no?
Just cause it’s no on. It isnay; I wish it was.
How no?
Just cause it isnay. If I’m still down there in two years’ time, less maybe: who knows. I’ll have to see how it works.
Da.
Look I’m gony keep in touch; that’s a promise, I mean that is a promise; okay?
…
It’s different now cause ye’re aulder, ye were only wee the last time.
…
Ye were Peter.
Aye da but just I think I could help, while ye got sorted out; I’m no meaning it’s to stay all the time.
Aye but Peter see the now, it’s best to finish yer school, then do one of them training things, then once ye’ve done that. Cause they’ll no be able to touch ye. Plus see I need to get settled, that’s what I’m thinking about, it’s no just you, I’ve got to get a place and all that, it’s easier with one person. That’s how Helen isnay coming down the now either, cause I’ve got to get settled in first. Then after that I’ll send for her. Maybe she’ll come and maybe she willnay. I think she will but ye dont know everything, no in this world. Know what I’m saying? Once ye’re out school and finished the training scheme: if ye still want to come down then. But I might no even be there cause I might be home. But if I am still there then I mean story ended: ye want to come and that’s that, great, even just for a couple of months or whatever, great, nay danger, it’ll be smashing, know what I mean. Like I say but ye’ve got to give it that year so things get squared up. And then I’ll talk it ower with yer mother; that’s a promise. A promise. I dont go back on my word Peter, especially with you. Here, shake!
While they shook hands Sammy said: For all ye know I’ll be back here in a couple of months. I’m no kidding. It just depends. One thing: that mate of mine’s gony get back onto ye after ye’ve gave him the photos. But dont tell him nothing, about what I’m saying the now, dont tell him nothing. As far as you know I’m still here. Alright? Eh?
Aye.
Plus if anybody else asks ye questions, then it’s the same thing. Nothing to naybody. Naybody at all. Okay? I’m talking about naybody son ye understand?
Aye.
But look christ if ye do let it slip dont worry, it’s no the end of the world; I’m just saying if ye can manage it then it’s better, cause it gives me that wee extra bit of breathing space, and that’s what it’s all about. But it’s no a big deal; it’s no a problem. Okay?
Aye da.
Good.
Da have ye got money?
Money? Of course I’ve got money.
Cause I’ve got some too. It’s in my bedroom, I could get it easy.
Peter son thanks but I’ve got enough, thanks.
Da I dont need it.
Sammy sighed.
Honest. Gony take it?
Naw.
How no?
Cause I dont need it.
Neither do I. I dont da. I mean I dont.
Much ye talking about?
Eighty quid.
Eighty quid? what d’ye win the pools!
Naw.
It’s a lot.
Da it’s no, it’s just money that’s come. I can get it and give ye it. Honest. It’s easy, it’s planked in my bedroom.
…
Okay?
Aye; aye okay Peter, it would be useful. Ye’re sure now?
Honest da. I’ve just got to hand in the photos with Keith then after that I’m going home for my supper.
Ye’re going out later on but int ye?
No till after seven.
Time’s it the now?
It’s just about five o’clock.
Right… Okay. Sammy moved to the door: We’ll go back into the living-room.
Peter followed.
Ye still here Keith! What time d’ye say it was?
Five o’clock da.
It’s after that, said Keith.
Fine, said Sammy, that’s fine. It’ll take me ten minutes to get my stuff the gether. We’ll phone a taxi from auld Boab’s next door. First but afore we do that: see the kitchen counter: there’s a loaf and a packet of cheese lying. Make it into sandwiches; there’s a tub of marge in the fridge. Okay?
…
This is what’s known as action stations so chop chop.
Sammy left them immediately; out and along to the bedroom. The jacket and trousers were still damp but so what, he would fold the trousers neat into the bag; he had decided to wear the jeans anyway. The trouble is he had been collecting stuff and he couldnay take everything. It didnay matter but just what he could. It was just fast, fast and controlled. One thing was a certainty if you were moving so were they. Nay danger. Nay danger. On the road again
Music. He shouted down the lobby: Stick on a cassette somebody!
They wouldnay know who the fuck Willie Nelson was. Christ he was hungry too he could do with a sandwich. Time for one in a minute.
Okay. Socks and stuff. And relax, fast but controlled fast but controlled. Right. Okay. Okay, the socks and stuff, underwear and tee-shirts, underwear and tee-shirts.
He was packing them in when there was a chap at the door. Aye? he said.
Da it’s me. Did ye know there was stuff in the washing machine?
Aye.
Right okay I wasnay sure.
Aye it’s nay bother Peter I’ve got enough here, I’ll get it all another time.
Will I take it out?
Eh if ye want I mean but it’ll all be damp so eh it doesnay matter.
Okay. The door closed.
Sammy had forgotten all about that fucking shit man he thought he had cleared it already christ almighty but it wasnay a problem it wasnay a problem cause he couldnay fucking mind what the fuck it was so what the fucking hell difference did it make it didnay matter, that’s how ye travel light, ye forget yer fucking clothes man yer washing, never mind, never mind; auld stuff anyway most of it; couple of good shirts maybe who knows: okay: he was doing fine. Documentation; all the ID stuff, the business stuff.
He sat down on the bed. The clothes and everything had been in drawers.. He had done it in order; so it was alright. Christ he didnay have enough clothes he just wasnay taking enough. But it couldnay be helped, he had nay choice. He didnay. Plus he needed a hand free for the stick. It wasnay a time for clutter man it wasnay a time for clutter. So okay. So what else. Nothing else. So he got up. He walked down the lobby and called for Peter.
Aye?
You go and make the phone call. Now I want ye to tell auld Boab I’m going to Glancy’s Bar. Glancy’s Bar, ye got that? He’s a good guy by the way I dont like telling him tales; it’s just there’s nay choice; it’s got to be done. So Glancy’s Bar tell him. Now try and give him a twenty pence coin – ye got one?
Aye.
He’ll no take it but try anyway. And we want the taxi right away. Okay?
Aye.
Where are we going again?
Glancy’s Bar.
That’s right. Naw; make it quarter of an hour we want the taxi in quarter of an hour. Now there’s another thing, this is important, it’s just me going on the taxi cause you and yer mate’s getting the bus home cause it’s time for yer supper. I’m going for a pint myself. That’s what ye tell Boab, yer da wants a taxi to take him to Glancy’s Bar right, so it’s a taxi to take me to Glancy’s Bar and yous are going home by bus. Ye got that?
Aye.
It’s so important ye tell him exact now Peter.
Aye da okay.
See ye in a minute.
Sammy stopped the music. Then he ate one cheese sandwich and packed the rest into two poly bags, one into his jacket pocket and the other down the side of the bag. He stuffed in as many cassettes as possible. His trainers were in front of the fire; he put them on. Washing kit. He got it from the bathroom. Two fucking towels as well man he needed them. They were bulky but that was unlucky. He had to take out a dress-shirt. Even then… He had to take out another yin. It was fair enough; what can ye do; he zipped up the bag.
The notepad: it was in the living room; he was gony have to leave Helen a letter. Totally crucial just fucking totally crucial. He made it big writing and wrote it slow to avoid a lot of mistakes. It took him two goes. The first yin he did: Dear Helen, I’m heading out from this place. A few things to get sorted. I’m sorry about that that happened last week. Messed things as usual. I think we were at crossed purposes, it was a misunderstanding. You didnt have to go away. I’ll be in touch.
He crumpled it up and wrote the second yin: Dear Helen, I’m heading to England for a wee while. A few things I need to get sorted. I’ll write to you very soon. I’m really sorry about that that happened last week. You didnt have to go away. It was my fault and I was stupid. I’ll write to you very soon. Love from Sammy.
He stopped himself from crumpling it up. There was nay point in crumpling it up. He couldnay remember what he had put down anyway. The gist of it would be alright, it would be fine; it would have to do.
He felt about the table for the crumpled up first yin and when he found it he stuck it into the back pocket of his jeans. He folded the good yin. Then he scribbled down on the back: (remember that Kris K number, take the ribbon from your hair)
Fuck he was gony scrap that! what the fuck had he done it for. Naw. Leave it. Leave it.
Jesus christ. This wasnay a time, it just wasnay a time. Fuck man fucking
The tobacco, where was it, where the hell was it: Keith! Keith…!
Yeh Mister Samuels?
Ye seen my tobacco lying about?
Eh… Want one of my fags the now?
Aye; aye okay, aye; thanks son.
Want a light?
Aye. The boy handed him a lighter and he got the thing going and said: What ye doing the now anyway son?
Nothing; ye wanting something?
A fucking drink, that’s what I’m wanting. Sammy smiled. I swear too much dont I! Naw see if ye can look but Keith could ye maybe get my tobacco; it’s somewhere; maybe here or else the bedroom; the kitchen, I’m no sure. Eh?
Okay.
It’s a buggar this, the auld eyes.
The boy went off. Sammy sat for a minute then got an envelope and shoved in the letter, sealed it and wrote Helen’s name on the front, he propped it against the wall above the mantelpiece. Keith was back with the tobacco. Sammy said: See that letter on the mantelpiece son what does the name say?
Eh… Helen McGilvaray.
That’s right. Okay what time is it now?
Nearly six.
Jesus christ! where the fucking hell’s Peter?
He’s no back yet.
Auld Boab man he’s probably making him a bowl of fucking soup.
Will I go and get him?
Aye. Naw: bring my bag through from the bedroom, it’s on top of the bed. Put it at the door.
Nay point writing a letter to Ally, he was gony but there was nay point; it wasnay to do with trust, he did trust the guy, as far as it went, as far as that went, he did trust him; it wasnay fucking to do with that.
Just to tell him something. Fuck it man he couldnay think, couldnay get his head round it. Ally would carry on in his absence anyway man that was what it was about, the fucking will-thing, that was what it about: in the event of, in the event of. Fair enough. It was.
He heard the door; Peter coming back. Fuck it man he got up and turned off the electric fire. That was it, it was time. Sammy shrugged.
Da he had to phone a few places cause they were busy.
Nay bother.
That was how it took so long.
Nay bother son. Is that us?
I dont know.
See that guy by the way another thing to tell him, I’m talking about when he gets the photos off ye, I cannay mind if I said, will ye tell him that I’ll be in touch; say that to him, that I said I would definitely be in touch.
Okay. Keith’s got yer bag at the door.
Right, good.
I says the taxi was for you for the pub.
Oh for christ sake Peter well done, aye, good.
It’ll be here in five ten minutes.
Great, smashing… Sammy checked his pockets; all the money. Aye that’s us, he said, let’s fucking move. Check the lights. All the lights in the house. Plus the plugs, take them out the sockets. Except the fridge. I should have said right enough ye stick the photos in to get developed the morrow, okay? It’ll no matter, another day.
Aye.
Brilliant Peter ye’re some kid did I ever tell ye that! Sammy clapped him on the shoulder. Right now action stations chop chop; lights and plugs and go into the bathroom and see the taps are turned off. Plus all the windows, see they’re closed. And draw the curtains. Take a room each. Anything else ye can think of. Whatever. Heh ye didnay see naybody? outside in the corridor?
Who like?
Doesnay matter, it’s no actually important. Okay rooms, rooms.
Sammy stuck on the shades and collected the stick and the bag and waited by the front door. Then they were out and he was double-locking the door behind them. Okay. He posted the keys back through the letterbox. It had to be done. So that was that. He shrugged. Still windy. Bloody bag was heavy as well; no too bad right enough.
The boys walked in front, holding the door open for him at the end of the corridor. Sammy went through. It’s like bloody cops and robbers this int it! he said, stupit carry on. Mind you but if ye do see somebody, somebody ye think’s kind of I dont know, suspicious, anybody, give me a shout.
While they waited for the lift Keith offered him another cigarette.
Naw no thanks son thanks all the same… Sammy was standing to the left side of the lift entrance in near the wall. I meant to say there, see when the doors open
The lift came then and he shut up and stood where he was; the doors opened but naybody came out. Sammy shook his head and tapped his way inside. Naw, he said, I was just gony say there, like I says afore and that I mean if ye see somebody – it doesnay matter but it’s just me, paranoiac and all that.
Nay point saying any more so he just shut up. Plus if they were there man they were fucking there, know what I’m saying, terrible for the boys but so what, couldnay be fucking helped, fuck all ye could do about it.
One thing but if he was going they were coming. Nay danger about that, they were fucking coming, fucking racing certainty. Maybe hit the rear exit. Nay fucking point. We’ll go out the front, he said, we’ll just go out the front door. Know what I mean boys we’ll leave like gentlemen. He chuckled. Alright Peter? Eh? Keith? Alright? Fucking cops and robbers eh, I’m no kidding ye!
The lift stopped and they were walking out. Sammy had the bag gripped ower his shoulder; head down, tapping to the left and tapping to the right, tapping to the left and tapping to the right. Fine. Fine all the gether. The lie-down he had had was working wonders. Fit as a fucking fiddle man it had even cleared his head. Naw but also it was the fact he did do routines regular, different wee exercises, so it kept ye okay, it stood ye in stead. Plus the rain had stopped and there was hardly any wind; that was good as well: it wasnay bad man it wasnay bad. That minicab, he said, it’ll wait round beside the chemist shop. Okay…?
He spoke in a low voice and the boys stopped talking. They had probably been talking since they left the house. Sammy hadnay noticed; he heard them speak, he just hadnay heard what they were speaking about. Heh by the way son, he said, what’s the nearest pub to yer grannie’s house?
The Swan Inn.
Aw aye fuck …the auld Swan…well well.
Did ye ever drink in it Mister Samuels?
I did a few times, aye; me and Peter’s maw, when we were winching; used to be music there at the weekends; some good bands. Aye it was alright. Know what I mean if yer face was known son if yer face was known. Aye, the auld Swan…
It’s a bit rough these days da.
Ah well it was a bit rough then as well Peter, just like I’m saying but if yer face was known. Okay now we’ll stop walking for a wee minute cause I want a word with ye, the two of yez.
Heh da there’s some guys ower there at the building.
Doesnay matter… Okay now just listen to what I’m gony say; nay talking. Sammy had kept his voice low again; he took the shades off and folded them into his pocket.
There’s six or seven, whispered Peter.
Fine, nay talking, doesnay matter, they’re no interested in us. Right Keith, you first, okay, just as I’m telling ye son now listen; where are ye…? Okay, it’s fine, you just hold my stick for a wee minute…cause I’m gony take Peter’s arm the now…nay bother; okay. So right Keith you just carry the thing now, like it’s a pool cue or something, a spear, know what I’m talking about, just natural, and ye just push on ahead, dont wait for me and him; and if ye see the minicab’s there ye just ignore it, ye kid on ye dont see it, ye just walk on by, cause I’m no getting it, so ye just pass it, I dont even want to know if it’s there so dont turn round and tell me, just you keep going, nay turning back, out to the main road; and we’ll see ye at the first bus-stop ye come to cause we’ll be right behind ye and ye just ignore the taxi even if it’s there ye just keep going, right out to the road; okay now, on ye go, that’s it now so on ye go…ye away yet…! Right Peter, okay, so it’s me and you, so what we do we just walk as well, I hold yer elbow and we just walk, no too slow but no too fast either, we just take it easy, we take it easy… Okay, now, that’s right…and just like I’m saying, if the minicab’s there we dont look at it we keep going, we dont even want to know if it’s there so ye dont stop to tell me and ye dont even give me a nudge, cause it doesnay matter if it’s there or no, so we just keep walking till we’re out at the bus-stop. How’s yer maw keeping these days is she keeping alright…
They were round the chemist shop corner by this time and if the minicab had come it would be here. And there was the sound of a couple of motor cars somewhere but nothing ye could identify. And they kept walking, Sammy gripping Peter by the elbow, and when it seemed to be right he whispered: Heh son is that us out now? the main road?
Aye.
Just tell us when us when we get to the bus-stop.
Eventually Peter whispered, That’s us da.
Is there people?
Naw just Keith.
Good, so we dont stop we just keep going.
Sammy was still talking low: Keith… Ye there? we just keep walking son, okay? You just go the side of Peter; and hang onto the stick the now till I tell ye, cause I dont need it, I’ll tell ye when… That was a mop ye know, I cut the head off it; auld Boab painted it for us…good auld guy, ye dont like telling him tales, but there ye go, some ye win some ye lose… Sammy smiled. All this what I’m doing, it’ll seem crazy; it is crazy; it doesnay matter, it doesnay matter at all, it just gets done, it gets done. Okay now we’re no interested in nothing except a taxi, a hackney, if ye see a hackney, cause that’s what we’re looking for, so if one of ye see one then ye give it a shout cause that’s what we’re looking for, nothing else, we’re no interested in nothing else and I dont want to hear about it, man, woman or beast, nothing, bar if it’s a taxi, cause that’s what we’re getting, if it’s for hire; if it’s no for hire then we’re no getting it; that’s obvious now int it – what’s the nearest pub to the Swan Inn by the way?
Eh
Doesnay matter.
Keith whispered, It’s the Lion and Drum Mister Samuels.
Fine; see that stick now son? naw, nothing, forget it, just you keep carrying it the way like I telt ye, okay, smashing… Except maybe when we get into the taxi, when we see it when it comes, when we get into it, that’s the time to hide it Keith know what I’m saying if ye can maybe just… course it’s alright if ye cannay cause it’s big; but just if ye can, so the driver doesnay see it then that’s great I mean coming out as well, once we get out the taxi, just if it’s possible but if it isnay who cares, it’s alright, nothing to worry about. Heh Peter by the way, you take my bag off the taxi, alright?
Aye.
Good… Christ we’re lucky that rain’s off eh! Mind you I got bloody soaked with it this morning.
A taxi came quite soon. Sammy was in first and he telt the driver to take them to the Central Station, to the side entrance at Hope Street if that was okay. Peter was in last. The door slammed shut. Sammy sat back on the seat and sighed. Nice to have a bit of peace and quiet, he said, nay talking at all, it’s good.
When the taxi arrived at the station Sammy nudged the bag to Peter and gave the driver a big note at the same time; once he had the change back he tipped the guy a fifty-pence coin. He groped for the door.
Okay da, whispered Peter and he took Sammy by the hand till he got through and down onto the pavement; then the door slammed shut. A moment later the taxi was screeching off.
Aye ye’re some kid! grinned Sammy; the two of yez! He slapped his hands the gether and chuckled. That’s us. Fine. Now give us the bag son.
I can carry it da.
Ah well alright, alright, it’s good for the muscles; just till we get round the corner. Where’s that trusty auld stick Keith ye got it? ye didnay leave it in the bloody taxi!
Ye kidding?
Naw by the way I’m no kidding so give us it ower and nayn of yer patter! Sammy was smiling. What about yer camera son ye got that?
Yeh it’s in my pocket.
Fair enough, fine. So we’re taking a walk boys we’re taking a walk, we’re going to the taxi rank round Gordon Street. Give us yer elbow Keith, that mate of yours’ll be keeled ower with the bag.
Da it’s no that heavy.
Is it no? that’s good.
They carried on until when they rounded the corner he slowed to a halt and muttered: Cops and robbers again give us the bag… He slung it ower his left shoulder. Okay we’ll just go eh… And he tapped to find the wall of the station building; he kept his voice low: Yous two are getting the first taxi and I’m getting the second. That tenner’ll do ye Peter there’s still gony be enough change for the spool. Is there many taxis waiting?
Aye da there’s a few.
Good; so yez dont take it right to yer houses; know what I mean, ye get it halfway between the two. Okay? Tell ye something for nothing by the way, this is good training for that fucking navy racket: see when yez join, yez’re gony spend most of yer time dodging these bampot officer bastards, know what I’m talking about, they treat ye like servants and it’s gony annoy ye to fuck, so this is good training for doing yer vanishing act. Right…here: Keith – you hang onto the stick again, just take it home with ye. Then bring it back out when ye meet up with Peter. And I’ll get it back off ye at the Swan, cause that’s where I’m headed, I’m gony be swanning it up, so I’ll see yez there as soon as possible. Dont make it too soon cause I want at least two fucking pints boys know what I’m talking about this is thirsty work. I’m only kidding; just whenever. Obviously too I mean on the taxi, this isnay a time for names; dont talk about nothing except football or the telly or maybe lassies, ye know? something, just something; I dont have to tell ye, alright?
He heard Peter chuckling and smiled: What you fucking giggling about!
Naw da sorry.
Cause I’m the world’s worst for giggling; no kidding ye son dont ever get me started – no at the fucking giggling games! Sammy was still smiling; then he frowned: Heh what time’s it?
Twenty to seven Mister Samuels.
Aye, right. So yez’re late for yer suppers. So yez’ll just have to make an excuse. Sorry about that but it cannay be helped. On second thoughts; Keith – give me the stick back son… Ta. See it’s better I have it, just in case; it might be busy in the pub, I dont want to be tripping ower cunts’ feet. Sammy sniffed. So is that us then? We know the score? Eh?
Aye da.
Okay, so away yez go then and I’ll see yez later; mind now I’m gony be swanning it up.
He unslung the bag down between his feet and trapped the stick under his left arm, then he rolled a cigarette. But he didnt smoke it; he waited a moment then got the shades on, he lifted the bag, tapped his way to the taxi rank.
He gave the housing scheme where Peter lived as the destination. The truth is if he didnay need the money he wouldnay have been fucking going here at all. He had nay choice but. He definitely didnay. Plus the fact who likes taking dough off their weans. Nay cunt. If it has to be done but it has to be done; end of story; that’s that; so fair enough; he leaned forward and said to the driver: Heh mate know the Swan Inn? will ye take me there?
He couldnay mind the name of that other boozer. No that it mattered, no at this stage. He leaned forward again: Alright if I smoke?
Eh naw, no really – sorry.
Aw it’s nay sweat, nay sweat, it’s no a problem… Sammy sniffed and sat back, stuck the fag in his pocket. Fucking feet man they were nipping, he felt like taking off the shoes. Clatty efforts as well, ye could smell them. That was one thing he was gony have to do, nay danger, soon as he had a few bob the gether, a pair of decent shoes. There was a lot of things. Nay point thinking about it; no the now; just nay fucking point man know what I’m saying, nay point.
He kept on the shades when he got off the taxi, made it into the pub. It seemed like it was busy and people were stepping out the road to let him through. At the bar he got the fag lighted, then waited. He kept the bag on his shoulder. People were standing next to him. No that that was how he kept it on his shoulder. He wasnay worred about that, just it was less of a problem.
A long time since he had been in this place man a long time. Fuck sake. Even when he dropped Peter off after visits, he just got back to the city as soon as possible.
Bad memories. Good memories but bad memories.
Maybe it was cause he was blind, maybe that was how it was taking so long, cause he couldnay catch nay cunt’s eye so he was having to wait to get spotted christ almighty he had the fucking shades on and the white stick man what more did they need. He sighed and shifted position, took a last drag on the fag then let it fall to the floor. Mind you it was aye a busy pub. It had that reputation. He cleared his throat and said: Pint of lager please!
He sniffed and ran his hand under the strap of the shoulder bag.
Pint of lager? said a young guy.
Aye eh a pint of lager.
…
So that was that and fuck all else so ye didnay even know if he was away to get it or was he just gony give ye a fucking body-swerve in favour of some regular bastard that was in every night of the week, one of his mates or something, irritating behaviour; irritating behaviour; ye just didnay let it worry ye; cause there was nay point; nay point. There was more important things.
Once he had been served it and got his change back he said: Is there a phone?
Aye at the end of the bar.
Do I go right or left?
Left.
Thank you, very very much: Sammy sniffed; he lifted the pint, swigged a good mouthful then went left.
When he got to the wall he felt for the bar and put down the pint, and he stood there.
A minute later a guy said: Ye want a seat?
Aye mate I wouldnay mind… Sammy heard a stool getting shifted and he reached for it and patted it. Ta, he said. Heh could ye do me a favour, could ye get me direct enquiries on the phone?
Aye nay bother what number?
Central Station. Passenger information.
Right mate.
The guy had moved in to dial, then he said: Want me to phone the station for ye?
Aye christ that’d be good.
I’ll hand ye it ower once I get through.
Aye great, ta.
What ye wanting anyway is it a train time?
Aye, aye Birmingham. Just the last yin, whenever.
Right ye are.
Hope to christ I’ve no missed it otherwise it’s the morrow morning!
Ah we’ll see, we’ll see.
Sammy heard him redialling and he went into his jeans’ pocket, took out some smash: Heh mate take a couple of ten pences or a twenty or something.
It’s okay.
Naw, thanks, come on…
Sammy felt him digging out a couple of coins. Then it was the number from direct enquiries and he was dialling it.
Engaged; I’ll try again… The guy tried a couple of times then chucked it: I’ll give it another go in a wee minute, he said: Here… And he gave Sammy back the money.
Ta anyway. Sammy was up on the stool with the bag balanced on his knees. He lifted the pint and drank. Then he rolled a smoke. Good omens everywhere. It didnay matter about the bus station, he would have phoned it if it was him but it didnay matter, better this way; he would just go down and get the first one out; wherever; the more south the better christ he was looking forward to breakfast man he was fucking starving and it was gony be a long day the morrow, that was a certainty. Never mind.
It was a good pint of lager in here too, he had forgot about that. He would have a second but no a third. Which had the bad habit of giving ye the taste. And he wasnay wanting the taste, cause it wasnay a night for nonsense.
Da.
Right…
See ye outside…
Right… Sammy sniffed, he sat where he was and swirled the glass to test how much lager was left; a fair wee bit. He placed it on the counter and stood down from the stool. I’m coming back in a minute, he said to whoever was standing next to him. He slung the bag ower his shoulder and tapped on with the stick. Peter hadnay waited. Probably they wouldnay have let him cause he was under-age, obviously. He was waiting outside in the doorway.
Okay da?
That was quick, said Sammy.
Aye well cause ye’re in a hurry.
Come on we’ll just move on a wee bit… Keith here? Sammy was already walking.
Aye.
Alright Mister Samuels?
Aye son nay bother nay bother. Just tell us when it’s safe Peter, no too far cause I’m gony go back and finish that pint, I’ll phone for a minicab while I’m at it. What about here?
Aye da it’s fine, there’s naybody.
Sammy had stopped. Peter handed him an envelope and he gave him it back immediately. Just open it son.
Peter did it and gave him the wad; Sammy folded it into his jeans’ pocket.
Da, is it Buchanan Street ye’re heading?
Aye.
Where is it ye’re going?
England. In fact I might try for a train instead of a bus, just whatever’s available. Sammy adjusted the shoulder strap. Whatever’s available I’ll be on it: okay? Eh?
Aye.
So it’s no a problem. Eh? it’s no a problem.
Da could I see ye off?
Nah son it’s no on; come here; give us yer hand… Sammy reached for it and shook it. The worst about all this is saying cheerio to the likes of yerself, but what can ye do, ye’ve got to batter on, know what I’m saying, ye’ve got to batter on. Where’s yer mate…?
Here.
Sammy shook hands with him. Okay son, he said, well done; nice meeting ye. All the best.
He turned to Peter again and clapped his shoulder. Alright now? so chop chop, comprende? away ye go. That’s how there’s nay cuddles and all that, cause it’s no gony be long. And I’m gony be writing at the end of the week, just as soon as I get sorted out; and then I’ll give ye an address where you can write back cause I’ll be expecting ye to, ye listening? I’ll be expecting ye to write back. Okay? Ye’re some kid now take it easy. So give us yer hand for another shake.
Okay then that’s us, I’ll see ye soon so away ye go. Sammy grinned.
He waited on the pavement once they had said cheerio. Then he tapped his way back to the pub doorway and stood inside. A hackney cab; unmistakeable. When the sound died away he fixed the shades on his nose and stepped out onto the pavement. It wasnay long till the next yin. He tapped forwards, waving his stick in the air. It was for hire, he heard it pulling in then the squeaky brakes. The driver had opened the door. Sammy slung in the bag and stepped inside, then the door slammed shut and that was him, out of sight.



1994: LITERARY EVENTS

9 March – Charles Bukowski dies (b. 1920)
April – Pulitzer Prize for Fiction announced:
The Shipping News – E. Annie Proulx
September – Booker Prize shortlist announced:
Reef – Romesh Gunesekera
Paradise – Abdulrazak Gurnah
The Folding Star – Alan Hollinghurst
How Late it Was, How Late – James Kelman
Beside the Ocean of Time – George Mackay Brown
Knowledge of Angels – Jill Paton Walsh
October – Booker Prize winner announced:
How Late it Was, How Late by James Kelman
James Kelman is the first Scot to win the prize.
October – Nobel Prize for Literature goes to Kenzaburo Oe
(Japan)
24 December – John Osborne dies (b. 1929)
The biggest selling hardback fiction title in the USA is
The Chamber by John Grisham. The biggest selling hardback non-fiction title of the year is In the Kitchen with Rosie by Rosie Daley
Other bestselling titles:
The Celestine Prophecy by James Redfield
Midnight in the Garden of Good and Evil by John Berendt
Zlata’s Diary by Zlata Filipovic
Debt of Honor by Tom Clancy
Bravo Two Zero by Andy McNab



1994: WORLD EVENTS

12 March – The Church of England ordains its first female vicars
21 March – Schindler’s List wins seven Oscars, including
Best Picture and Best Director (Spielberg)
April – The Rwandan Genocide occurs. The Red Cross estimates that hundreds of thousands of Tutsis were killed
5 April – Kurt Cobain, lead singer and guitarist for Nirvana commits suicide
27 April – South Africa holds its first fully multi-racial elections, marking the end of apartheid
1 May – Three-time Formula One world champion Ayrton Senna is killed in an accident during the San Marino Grand Prix
6 May – The Channel Tunnel opens between England and France
10 May – Nelson Mandela is inaugurated as South African president
17 July – Brazil wins the 1994 FIFA World Cup, defeating
Italy 3–2 in penalties (full time 0-0)
28 September – The car ferry MS Estonia sinks in the Baltic Sea, killing 852
The Lion King is the highest grossing film of the year; the UK’s biggest selling single of the year is Love Is All Around Us by Wet Wet Wet; the biggest selling album of the year is Cross Roads by Bon Jovi
Deaths:
Henry Mancini, composer (b. 1924)
Karl Popper, philosopher (b. 1902)
John Smith, leader of the Labour Party (b. 1938)



Acknowledgements
Permission to quote the following copyright material is gratefully acknowledged:
‘Sunday Mornin’ Comin’ Down’, words and music by Kris Kristofferson, copyright © 1969 Combine Music Corp., USA, reproduced by permission of EMI Songs Ltd, London WC2H 0EA, and EMI Music Publishing New York. ‘Do the Best You Can (With What You’ve Got)’, words and music by Buddy Blackman and Jerry Salley, copyright © 1988 Cholampy Music/EMI Blackwood Music Inc., USA, reproduced by permission of EMI Songs Ltd, London WC2H 0EA, and EMI Music Publishing New York. ‘A Good Year for the Roses’, words and music by Jerry Chestnut, copyright © 1970 Tree Pub Co. Inc., USA, reproduced by permission of EMI Music Publishing Ltd, London WC2H 0EA, and Tree Publishing Co. Inc. ‘Loving Her Was Easier (Than Anything I’ll Ever do Again)’, words and music by Kris Kristofferson, copyright © 1971 Combine Music Corp., USA, reproduced by permission of EMI Songs Ltd, London WC2H 0EA, and EMI Music Publishing New York. ‘Always on my Mind’, words and music by John Christopher, Mark James and Wayne Thompson, copyright © 1971 Rose Bridge Music/Screen Gems-EMI Music Inc., USA, reproduced by permission of Screen Gems-EMI Music Ltd, London WC2H 0EA, and EMI Music Publishing New York. ‘Dust Pneumonia Blues’ by Woody Guthrie, copyright © 1963 Ludlow Music Inc., New York, used by permission of TRO Essex Music Ltd, London SW10 0SZ. ‘Apartment No. 9’ by Johnny Paycheck and Bobby Austin, published by Mayhew Music Co. Ltd, used by permission of Kassner Associated Publishers Ltd, London EC1R 0JH. ‘Stuck Inside of Mobile With the Memphis Blues’ by Bob Dylan, copyright © 1966 Dwarf Music/Sony Music Publishing. ‘Idiot Wind’ by Bob Dylan, copyright © 1974 Ram’s Horn Music/Sony Music Publishing. ‘If You See Her Say Hello’ by Bob Dylan, copyright © 1974 Ram’s Horn Music/Sony Music Publishing. ‘Angels Flying Too Close to the Ground’ by Willie Nelson used by permission of Windswept Pacific Music Ltd. ‘Blue Eyes Cryin’ in the Rain’ by Fred Rose, copyright © 1945, 1973, used by permission of Campbell Connelly & Co. Ltd, London W1V 5TZ and Milene Music Inc, USA.



This ebook is copyright material and must not be copied, reproduced, transferred, distributed, leased, licensed or publicly performed or used in any way except as specifically permitted in writing by the publishers, as allowed under the terms and conditions under which it was purchased or as strictly permitted by applicable copyright law. Any unauthorised distribution or use of this text may be a direct infringement of the author’s and publisher’s rights and those responsible may be liable in law accordingly.
Version 1.0
Epub ISBN 9781448104932
www.randomhouse.co.uk
Published by Vintage 1998
2 4 6 8 10 9 7 5 3 1
Copyright © James Kelman 1994
James Kelman has asserted his right under the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988 to be identified as the author of this work
This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, resold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher’s prior consent in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition, including this condition, being imposed on the subsequent purchaser
First published in Great Britain by Martin Secker & Warburg Ltd in 1994
Vintage
Random House, 20 Vauxhall Bridge Road,
London, SW1V 2SA
www.vintage-books.co.uk
Addresses for companies within The Random House Group Limited can be found at: www.randomhouse.co.uk/offices.htm
The Random House Group Limited Reg. No. 954009
A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library
ISBN 9780749398835


cover.jpeg





images/00001.jpg
JAMES KELMAN

How Late it
Was, How Late





images/00004.jpg
VINTAGE BOOKS
Rees





