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Chapter 1

 


“Giz us a bag then, Stiggy,” he said as I unscrewed the lid and
placed it carefully on the concrete floor next to me. I’d only just
sat down in my regular patch under the railway bridge, so that I
could watch the river float by, when he spoke. I didn’t really
appreciate the intrusion, and I certainly didn’t want some kid
yapping in my ear.

“Fucking hell, Danny, don’t you ever buy your own?” I said,
without looking up. I recognised his whiny voice, you see.

“Yeah but you’ve got a tinfull haven’t you, and you know me mam
doesn’t give me no money. Go on, giz us a bag. You’ve got loads
there, you tight get.”

“Got to last me until giro day though hasn’t it? And I’m going
out tonight so I’ll be needing extra for that.”

“Where you going then?” Danny asked, sitting down next to me and
reaching out towards my can of glue. I slapped the back of his hand
and he pulled it away, rubbing it with his other hand to ease the
pain.

“A few of us are going to see the Cockney Upstarts in
Shefferham. I’ve got a bet on that they throw a pig’s head into the
audience and I want to make sure I get me money when they do.”

“What would they do that for then?”

“I don’t know. It’s like a gimmick I suppose. It were in me
dad’s paper.”

“They didn’t do nothing like that when they was on Top of the
Pops.”

“Well they wouldn’t would they? Fucking telly wouldn’t let them
throw pig’s heads at Legs and fucking Co would they? That’d be
fucking mental.”

Danny stopped rubbing his sore hand and looked at me. “Can I
come?”

“Where?”

“To the Cockney Upstarts gig.”

“Can you fuck. You’re too young, they wouldn’t let you in.
Anyway, you just said you’ve got no money.”

“I’m only a year and a bit younger than you. And you’re not
eighteen anyway so how are you going to get in then?”

“I’ve been in pubs loads of times, it’s a piece of piss for me
to pass for eighteen. You’d have no fucking chance, scrawny cunt
like you.”

“I could stay outside, watch through the window or
something.”

“Yeah and get stamped on by fucking skinheads, then your mam
will be after me again. I’d rather take on the skinheads than that
fat psycho.”

Danny bridled at this reference to his mother, but obviously he
couldn’t deny it. At twenty-eight years of age, she would have only
been thirteen when Danny was born. His father could have been any
one of six lads who all took a go with her while she was smashed
out of her head at a Christmas party. She was already pretty fat
even then, but in the intervening years she had just piled on the
extra weight until she was borderline clinically obese. She wasn’t
so much a fighter, she lacked the speed for that, but she did use
her weight to her advantage. She’d just run at people like Big
Daddy and knock them flying, or flatten them against a wall and
pummel them with her massive fists.

When she caught me and Danny sniffing in his bedroom one day
while we were twagging off from school together, she went fucking
barmy. She slammed the door back on its hinges, leaving a dent in
the plaster of the wall from the door handle, then stamped across
the room with a demonic screech, making the bed shake as the
floorboards bounced up and down with each step. In my glued up
mind, I thought it was some demon from hell thundering towards
me.

“Fucking glue sniffing?” she yelled, as she grabbed the glue bag
out of my hand, throwing it across the room. Then before I could
react, she backhanded me across the face, knocking me flat on my
back on Danny’s bed, dazed and still wondering what was
happening.

 “You want something to sniff, then sniff this,” she
screamed, straddling me on the bed, holding my head tight between
her feet so that I couldn’t get away. Then she let her entire
weight drop down onto my face, suffocating me, while she went to
work on Danny, her massive arse enveloping my entire head, blocking
out all my senses.

I was lucky the bed was soft, if I was lying on the floor she’d
have probably cracked my head open with the weight of her. She sat
there for nearly a minute as I struggled for breath, my body
already starved of oxygen from the solvent fumes I had been
inhaling. My arms flailed at her, and I kicked my legs up to try
and dislodge her, but she wouldn’t budge.

Danny didn’t fare much better either. I could hear her muffled
yells at him and felt her immense weight bounce up and down on me
as her fists made contact with him. When she leaned forward,
probably to pummel Danny a bit more, I saw my chance to escape and
rolled off the bed, gasping for air, feeling light headed as the
room span around me. Danny was laid out unconscious on the bed,
blood pouring from his nose and soaking into the bed covers, his
left eye swollen, the rest of his face a mass of contusions where
she had beat him.

His mother roared at me like a banshee when she realised I was
free, and started to struggle to her feet to reach me, but I was
out of there and downstairs, through the front door long before she
got anywhere near me. I didn’t see Danny again for another three
weeks after that. She kept him off school until the bruises healed,
feeding him up on ice cream and sweets to keep him happy. I haven’t
been back to his house since that day. Never will either if I can
help it.

 “Giz us a bag then, Stiggy,” said Danny again, a pleading
look on his face. Thinking about his mother, and what sort of life
he would have had growing up with her, my mood mellowed and I
started to feel a bit sorry for him. Not that my childhood had been
much better, mind. With me it was my dad who was handy with his
fists, but at least he wasn’t a complete psycho, and I always had
my mam on my side.

“You can have one small blob, but that’s it. And you’ll need to
find your own bag, I haven’t got none.”

Danny mumbled “Tight get” under his breath as he wandered off
towards the rubbish dump by the side of the railway bridge, looking
for a suitable bag. It wasn’t an official rubbish dump, just
somewhere people threw stuff they didn’t want anymore. You’d find
all sorts of stuff there, good stuff too sometimes. I once found a
music centre, speakers and everything. When I took it home and
tried it out there was nothing wrong with it.

I looked over my shoulder at Danny scrabbling around, tearing
open black bin liners, turning boxes over to look underneath,
desperate to find himself a plastic bag.

What sort of idiot goes on the sniff without bringing a
bag? I thought. Oh yeah, the same sort of idiot that goes
on the sniff without any fucking glue of his own.

Danny is actually pretty smart though. He can do that fucking
puzzle cube thing in about two minutes flat. When I had a go on it,
it took me about an hour just to do one side of it, and even then
all the colours around the edges were in the wrong place. When I
threw it on the floor in frustration Danny just laughed at me. He
picked it up, twizzled it round a bit, then handed it back to me
completely solved.

He’s mad on computers as well. When he’s not on the scrounge or
glued off his head he’s always going on about how they are the
future and how they will change the world. I don’t see the point of
them myself. He showed me one in WHSmiths once. I don’t know what
sort it was, they all look the same to me. He got this magazine off
the shelf, then started typing all this bollocks into the computer
– gosub this, poke that, beep the other. I got bored after watching
for a few minutes and wandered off to have a read of Sounds. It had
an interview with Beki Bondage, so that kept me occupied while
Danny did his whizkid shit.

After about half an hour that seemed more like days, he came
running over with a big grin on his face. “It’s working, it’s
working,” he said, pulling my arm towards the counter with the
computer display. I put down the music paper and went over to have
a look at what he had done, his enthusiasm spreading as I imagined
it being something fucking amazing.

When I got there, there was this little white square moving
around a black background on the TV screen, bouncing off the edges
and making a low pitched beep sound every time it changed
direction. Fuck knows how shit like that is supposed to change the
fucking world, but it seems to keep him happy.

I took a Sainsbury carrier bag from the top left pocket of my
red leather jacket and shook it open, rolled down the top a few
times so that it wouldn’t close itself back up. I stood it up on
the ground next to me and poured a generous dollop of glue into the
bag, being careful not to get any around the top. There’s nothing
worse than getting it all over your mouth, it tastes rank and it
takes ages to get the stuff off. Especially if you’re growing a bit
of a beard, like me.

I manipulated the bottom of the bag so that most of the glue
congregated in one of the corners, that way it wouldn’t dry up as
quickly.

As I raised the bag to my mouth, Danny came bounding back, a big
grin on his face. “I found one, I found one,” he said, holding up a
bread bag covered in dirt. It looked like it had been buried for
weeks.

“Is that the best you could find? Bit scabby isn’t it?”

“Yeah well, it’ll do won’t it? It were either this or a crisp
bag, and they make so much fucking noise with their crinkling and
shit they disturb me dreams. Giz us some, then. You said you
would.”

He rolled down the top of the bread bag, and held it out to me
in both hands with a pleading expression on his face, like a puppy
begging for scraps of food. I poured a small blob into the bottom
of his bag and replaced the lid on the can, putting it in my inside
jacket pocket for safe keeping. I knew he’d have it away as soon as
I was glued up otherwise, so I zipped up my jacket just to make
sure it was safe.

“Is that it? You’ve got a tinfull, you tight get.”

“On your bike you scrounging cunt, that were at least half a
tube’s worth. So fuck off and get it in your head before it dries
up.”

He grunted at me and wandered off with a hard-done-by look on
his face and sat at the opposite end of the railway arch, as far
away from me as he could get while still sheltering from the wind.
I shrugged off his ungratefulness and turned my attention back to
my own bag.

Putting it to my mouth with my left hand, I supported the
glue-filled corner in the palm of my right hand, gently massaging
it with my fingers to release more of the vapours and to stop the
surface from crusting over.

I took a deep breath, and moved the bag away from my face as a
coughing fit took hold of me, instinctively closing my hand over
the opening of the bag so that none of the fumes would escape. When
the coughing had subsided, I replaced the bag over my mouth and
took a shorter breath, this one not having such a violent reaction
on me.

By the third breath my lungs, now accustomed to the chemical
taste, no longer felt the need to expel it so violently so I was
able to get some rhythm going. I glanced over at Danny, but he was
already away with the glue fairies, mumbling something to himself
that I couldn’t quite hear.

Keeping the bag over my mouth, I was soon able to breathe
normally, inhaling the solvent until I started to hear a faint
buzzing sound, the sound growing louder and louder with each
breath. Barely audible over this buzzing, I heard the distant hoot
of a train far away, birds tweeting somewhere, the steady rustle of
water flowing along the river, all these ambient sounds mingling
with the incessant droning inside my head, all of them getting
progressively louder as if trying to compete for my attention, a
steady four-beat drum beating rhythmically as a train clatters over
micro-gaps in its rails, da-da-da-da, da-da-da-da, da-da-da-da, all
these sounds mingling together into one cacophonous roar,
shattering into a thousand pieces within my eardrums, then echoing
around madly inside my head, forming words, commanding me.

 “Come-with-us-now, come-with-us-now.”

“No,” I said, shaking my head violently but keeping the glue bag
over my mouth. “I want to stay here.”

“We-know-a-place, we-know-a-place. Fol-low-us-now.”

“No. I’m staying here.”

“Now-now-now-now!” the voice thundered at me.
“Do-as-you’re-told, do-as-you’re-told.”

The voice was changing pitch, getting more frantic, speeding up
slightly. It seemed somehow familiar to me, but I couldn’t quite
place who it belonged to.

“Get-in-there-now, get-in-there-now, do-as-you’re-told,
do-as-you’re-told.”

“No, please. It was an accident.”

“You’ve-done-it-now, you’ve-done-it-now.”

The familiar phrases made me think I had divined the owner of
the voice, but then it changed a second tine, now seeming to be
directly overhead, roaring at me, loud enough to make the ground
beneath me shake. The voice was still commanding, but now there was
a hint of urgency and pleading behind its commands. 

“Cop-pers-are-here, cop-pers-are-here.”

“What?” Something was pulling the bag out of my hand, but I held
onto it tightly. I tried to keep it over my mouth, but there was
some sort of force pulling my hand away from my face, and the more
I struggled to raise it the harder it got until the bag slipped
through my fingers and sailed through the air, landing with a faint
splash in the river.

 “Cop-pers-are-here, cop-pers-are-here,
cop-pers-leg-it.”

I looked down, not understanding where my glue had gone. I was
standing at the edge of the river bank, my canvas trainers soaking
up the water, my green socks doing the same as it reached them, my
feet suddenly very cold. Danny was pulling my arm frantically.

“Coppers are here,” he said. “Leg it.”

I shook my head, not understanding what he was saying, and not
even sure if he was real or not. If he was the source of the voice,
how did he know what to say? I had never told anyone about that
day, not even my mother.

I looked at Danny through blurry eyes, and suddenly realised
that I had been crying. I wiped my eyes and nose on the sleeve of
my free arm. The leather smeared snot across my cheek. “Is that you
Danny? What are you on about?”

He pointed behind me, and I slowly turned to look. Two policemen
were making their way slowly but purposely over the rubbish-strewn
wasteground, heading directly towards us.

“Fucking coppers! Come on, we need to go. Now!”

With a final tug of my arm, Danny let go and ran. I watched him
run alongside the river bank, heading towards the gap in the
fencing that led back onto the main road. He looked quite comical
as he ran, more of a lurching waddle than a proper run. He was
flailing his arms around with each step as if he was having trouble
maintaining his balance. I smiled and shook my head, couldn’t
understand why he had run off like that anyway. I was the one that
had a train to catch, not him.

I turned back towards the policemen, looked at them long enough
to figure out that they were real.

“Fuck,” I said to myself, and started to run after Danny—

—too late. One of the policemen grabbed the collar of my leather
jacket, swung me face first into the wall of the railway arch,
pulled my arm savagely behind my back and held it there, pushing me
against the wall, forcing my cheek against the rough brickwork.

“Get off, you cunt,” I shouted, but the policeman just yanked my
arm up higher, the pain making me cry out. He laughed at this, and
jabbed me in the kidney with his free hand, fingers outstretched to
cause maximum pain.

“Shut it, you fucking scum. You’re not supposed to be here, it’s
private property. What’s your name?”

“Get off me.” I struggled to get free, but he held my arm
tightly.

 “Name!” he repeated, jabbing me again with his fingers for
emphasis.

“Aaah! Tony. Let me go, you cunt. I haven’t done nothing.”

He twisted the arm behind my back a bit further. “Tony
what?”

Another voice behind me, this one softer than the other, said
“You might as well tell us, kid. We’ll find out down the station
anyway.”

I gave up, realising he was right. All I would gain from keeping
quiet would be a trip to the police station and probably a bit of a
kicking in the cells for being awkward. Any other day that wouldn’t
bother me, but I had better things to do tonight than listen to
some drunk singing in the next cell.

“Tony Nixon,” I spat out, defiantly.

The one holding my arm let go, and I turned around looking for
an escape route. But the two policemen must have anticipated this
move, because they stood either side of me, very close, blocking me
against the wall.

“What’s the name of the other one?”

“Other what?”

“Don’t fuck with me, boy. The other scum that was here with
you.”

“Simon Jackson,” I lied. I didn’t owe Danny anything, and I
doubt he would have shown me any loyalty if our positions were
reversed, but at the same time I didn’t want to help this thug find
a new victim and get Danny another beating from his mother.

He wrote the name down in a small black notebook. “Right, well
we’ll be having a word with him later. Empty your pockets.”

“What for?”

He leaned closer towards me, his face just inches away from
mine, scowling. His breath smelt of stale cigarette smoke and
whiskey. He was in his mid-thirties, and was obviously just looking
for an excuse to lay into me. “Just fucking do it. Empty your
pockets and put the contents on the floor in front of you.”

While I did this, the other policeman, who was only a few years
older than me, spoke into his radio.

“469 to Control.” There was a few seconds of silence followed by
a static burst, and the radio replied in a metallic female
voice.

“Go ahead 469.”

“White male, approximately eighteen years of age, five foot six,
slim build, long yellow scraggly hair, red leather jacket, green
combat trousers, gives the name of Tony Nixon. Anyone matching that
name or description of interest to us?”

There was a long pause, then “Negative, 469. Nothing
reported.”

“He got anything interesting then, Tom?” said 469, bending over
to inspect my belongings.

“Not really,” said Tom-pig. “Tin of glue that he’s obviously
been sniffing, going by the smell on his breath and the stains on
his trousers.”

I looked down as he said this, and saw the stains he was
referring to for the first time, and wondered how they had got
there.

“Packet of condoms,” he continued, “a few coins, one wallet, and
a hanky. Check his pockets Steve, see if there’s anything he’s
hiding.”

The one called Steve, aka 469, started putting his hands inside
my empty pockets, rummaging around and turning the lining inside
out as if he was expecting to see hidden messages written in it. I
wished I had sewn some razor blades into one of them. It would have
been funny seeing the look on his face when they sliced through his
fingers. I made a mental note to buy some on the way home.

While I was being searched, Tom-pig picked up my wallet and
opened it.

“I know how much is in that,” I said, a slight quaver in my
voice. It was all I had to last me until my next giro.

“I should hope you do, assuming it is in fact yours.” He pulled
out my library card. “Identity confirmed as one Tony Nixon.”

“Nothing in his pockets, Tom,” said Steve-pig after he had
finished poking around in my clothes. “We doing him for the glue
then?” He was obviously eager to make an arrest, and looked over at
his colleague expectantly.

The older policeman looked at his watch before replying. “Not
really worth the paperwork. There’s a receipt for a can of glue in
here, so he hasn’t nicked it. We could do him for intoxication, but
we wouldn’t be able to stretch the arrest out until shift end so
we’d have to come back out again. Unless you’re ready for a tea
break?”

“You and your tea breaks. It’s only half an hour since we
checked on the Maple Cafe to see if they’d had any bother.”

“Looks like your lucky day then,” Tom-pig said to me as he threw
my wallet on the ground. “Pick up your rubbish and get fucked off.
If I see you around here again I’ll do you.”

As I bent down to pick up my wallet, he kicked the can of glue
away from me and laughed as it rolled towards the river. I
scrambled after it, but he stuck out his foot as I passed and I
toppled over, sprawling to the ground and grazing my palms on the
rough concrete.

“Mind how you go, sir,” he said as he ground my rubber johnnys
beneath his foot. I scrambled to my feet, grabbed the can, and ran
towards the main road, leaving the rest of my belongings
behind.

“Fucking punks,” I heard the older one say. I glanced over my
shoulder to see if they were giving chase, but they had already
lost interest and were stood under the railway arch, lighting up
cigarettes.

When I reached the gap in the fence I turned around and gave
them a couple of V-signs each, then squeezed through and made my
way home.










Chapter 2

 


On the way I stopped off at Patel’s corner shop – I needed some
supplies for tonight. There was a couple of young skinheads hanging
around the steps outside the shop, leaning against the wall and
trying to look hard. They looked about fourteen years old, a
laughable parody of a pair of bootboys in their brand new Ben
Shermans and red braces.

I hate skinheads, me. Bunch of cunts the lot of them. One of
them attacked my mate, Colin, a few days ago for no fucking reason.
It wouldn’t have been one of these, of course. Looking at them
they’d probably have trouble fighting Colin’s granny never mind
anyone else.

“Stay away from skinheads,” my mother used to tell me when I was
little and she was still bothered about my wellbeing. “They’ll take
you into the woods and throw you in a hole.”

I don’t know if that was true, or if it was just to scare me
away from playing in the nearby woods. Either way, it was something
she continuously drummed into me.

The skinheads smirked at each other as they saw me approach.
“Fucking yeti,” I heard one of them say under his breath. I ignored
this, and didn’t acknowledge their existence as I walked past them,
up the steps.

The door pinged as I opened it, and Mr Patel looked up from his
newspaper. I picked up a one litre bottle of Strongbow and took it
to the counter.

“That won’t be for those louts outside will it? They would be
trying to buy some cider and cigarettes earlier but I was telling
them to get out.”

“No, it’s for me. I wouldn’t buy anything for that scum out
there.”

“Okay, see that you don’t. I wouldn’t be surprised if they had
something to do with this. Damn hooligans coming in my shop.”

He pointed at his newspaper and I read the headline upside
down.

‘SAVAGE YOUTH ATTACK CRITICAL!’

“That will be eighty-five pence,” Mr Patel said.

“Do you sell razor blades?” I asked, as an afterthought.

“No, you will be needing a chemist for that.”

“I’ll just take this then. And a roll of them sandwich
bags.”

I paid the man and left him tutting over his newspaper.

“What a world we are living in,” I heard him mumble to himself
as I left the shop.

Outside, the skinheads were still there. I glanced in their
direction as I walked past, the bottle of cider cradled
protectively in my arm.

“Oi yeti, giz a drink,” one of them called out after me. I
ignored the ridiculous demand and continued walking, put the bottle
of cider inside my coat for safekeeping along with my can of glue.
I heard footsteps behind me.

“Oi yeti, got any smokes?”

I stopped and turned around to face him. “No, I don’t smoke.
Smoking is for morons.”

The other skinhead laughed at this. “Oi Dave, the yeti says
you’re a moron.”

“Is that right, yeti? You calling me a fucking moron?”

His face was inches away from mine, and he sprayed me with
saliva as he spoke. I grinned, and nutted him square on the bridge
of his nose, left him howling in pain as I ran.

“We’ll have you for that you fucking yeti,” I heard his mate
shout after me. But he didn’t give chase. He was too busy helping
Dave the Moron back to his feet.

Doris propositioned me as soon as she saw me enter the street
where I live.

“Are you looking for business?”

Doris is the local smackhead, or one of them at least. I don’t
know her story, she’s been in this street a lot longer than me. One
of my neighbours, an old guy who lives at the end of the street, he
said once that she used to be quite a looker but I’m guessing that
was long before the smack took its toll on her. Not that she gives
a fuck what people think of her. If she did she wouldn’t be selling
her cunt on her own doorstep, she’d be selling it somewhere nobody
knew her.

 “Not right now Doris, I’m going out tonight and I need to
get ready for that. Maybe later when I get back.”

Doris pulled a face at this rebuff and turned her back on me.
“That’s if I’m not already with a client by then,” she said
haughtily.

“I’ll take me chances.”

She won’t be, of course. She never is. There’s always a few more
of them at night, and nobody in their right mind would choose her
over any of the others. Not even at the three quid a fuck she
charges.

Well, except for dole-wallahs like me of course. But that
reminded me, I needed to buy some new johnnies because of that
fucking pig at the railway arch. No way was I going to stick my
cock in that skank without wearing a welly on it. There’s no
telling what I might catch.

When I opened the door to my bedsit there was a note on the
floor that someone had pushed under it. I bent down and picked it
up and unfolded it. It was written on Bob Marley notepaper, and
smelled strongly of patchouli oil. I wrinkled my nose at the smell
as I read it.

“Stigs, I brung that record you was wanting to borrow but you
was out. Left it at the Rasta’s for you. See you later tonight.
Col.”

It was written in block capitals, and he had drawn a little
smiley face inside the letter ‘O’ of his name. I folded up the note
and put it in my back pocket, and put the bottle of Strongbow on my
dressing table, next to the record player, before slipping back
into the hallway and knocking on the door next to mine. The note
had got me curious. I couldn’t remember asking Colin to lend me any
records, so I wondered what it might be.

The door opened a small crack, and an African woman peeped out
at me, looking me up and down before speaking.

“Yeah? What you wanting then?” she said in a surly voice.

I’d never seen her before, so I gave her my warmest smile. “Is
Royston in?”

The woman made a sucking sound through her teeth, then slammed
the door in my face. I heard her shout from the other side of the
door.

“Royston, some white guy for you. You better not be dealing
again.”

“Quit your yapping, woman. What’s he look like?”

“Like a drug addict looking to score.”

I heard footsteps approaching the door. “Jeez woman, how many
more times? That’s all behind me now.”

The door opened again, and the dreadlocked head of Royston
grinned out at me.

“Stiggy, my man. I gots something for you, wait there a mo.”

He left the door open as he popped back inside for something,
and the smell of incense sticks and patchouli coming from the
bedsit was overpowering. The woman sat opposite the doorway,
glaring at me beneath a large Bob Marley poster that took up most
of the wall. I smiled at her, but she just sucked through her teeth
again and scowled at me with her arms folded.

Royston appeared in the doorway a few moments later, brandishing
a twelve inch record.

“It’s not bad for whitey music,” he said. “Not like that noise
you usually play. Not as good as the master, though.” He gestured
towards the Bob Marley poster.

I took the record from his hand and glanced at its cover. The
Astronauts. Not a band I was familiar with, so I would need to ask
Colin what it was in aid of later when I met him at the train
station.

I looked up and mumbled, “Cheers, Royston,” but the door was
already closed. The woman had started yelling at him again, so I
left them to it and returned to my own bedsit.

I propped the record up against the cider bottle and shuffled
out of my leather jacket, dropping it onto the floor by the side of
my unmade bed. I headed into the small kitchenette and made myself
a sandwich before returning to the record player and lifting up its
cracked perspex lid. I lifted off the Varukers single that had been
left on the turntable and tossed it to one side. I couldn’t
remember what I had done with the sleeve, so I would need to look
for it later if it didn’t turn up.

I pulled out the Astronauts record and put it on the turntable,
flicking the switch to change the speed. The needle thunked down on
the vinyl, and I picked up the bottle of cider, unscrewed the lid,
and sat down on my bed. I swigged back a mouthful of cider, and
violins started playing through the speakers.

What the fuck? This isn’t punk.

I was about to get up and turn it off in disgust when the song
started going properly. It still wasn’t really what I would call
punk, but the song was about living in a slum so I could certainly
relate to that. I decided to let it play. I could always put my new
Discharge album on instead if it got too annoying.

I put a pillow behind my back and leant against the wall, took
another drink of cider. I looked over at my clock, pondering
whether I would have time for a quick bag of glue before I had to
set off for the train station. I decided it would probably be best
not to risk it. I still had another hour to kill, but there was a
few things I needed to do first and I didn’t want to miss the
train. Besides, I’d always fancied getting glued up on a train, so
that was an experience worth waiting for.

When the record finished playing, ending with a ska song, I got
up and flipped it over. Another slow song started to play, and I
sighed. I took the bottle of cider into the kitchenette and put it
down on the laminated worktop next to a small calor gas stove I
used for cooking.

I pulled out the cutlery drawer and rummaged through my meagre
collection of knives, forks and spoons. I was looking for something
that would be effective, but still easy to hide. I discarded the
large chopping knife I had taken from my parents’ house the day I
left – it was too large. It looked like a small stainless steel axe
with a wooden handle, and it was sharp enough to slice through your
finger if you weren’t careful with it, so it was a shame it was so
bulky.

What I needed was something a bit more compact, so I settled on
a small carving knife with a six inch blade. I ran my finger over
its edge. Not very sharp, but it was pointed at the end. I pushed
the tip of my index finger into the point, testing it, and was
satisfied when I drew a small drop of blood. I flexed the blade in
both hands, it didn’t bend too much. Just right for the job.

“And he felt the ice cool switchblade in his hand,” sang the
record still playing to itself in the bedroom. I smiled and put the
knife down on the worktop and opened up my junk drawer. I took out
a roll of black insulating tape, put it down next to the knife, and
reached for the cider. I had another long swig of it and wiped my
mouth with the back of my hand.

I rolled up the right leg of my combat trousers and poked the
tip of the knife into my sock, pushed it down into my trainer to
hold it in place. I wound some insulating tape around my ankle to
hold the rest of the knife in place, and when I was finished I
rotated my foot a few times to test it for comfort. Perfect. I
returned to the bedroom and glanced at the clock.

Time to go to fucking war.










Also by Marcus Blakeston

 

 

Punk Faction: Retro-style pulp fiction.

 

1982, and Thatcher is busy warmongering in the Falklands.
Meanwhile, in a small Yorkshire town, unemployed punks Colin, Brian
and Stiggy are busy having a good time getting drunk, sniffing
glue, and going to see punk bands play live.

But a simple misunderstanding with one of the local skinheads
soon escalates into an all-out war. And with tensions between the
two factions running high, it’s not the best of times for top Oi
band the Cockney Upstarts to play at nearby Shefferham.

The Cockney Upstarts are much loved by both punks and skinheads
alike, but is that enough to make them forget their differences for
just one night?

Marcus Blakeston pulls no punches in this tale of urban
violence.

Not suitable for yuppies.

 

 

 

The Meat Wagon: biker gang mayhem with
zombies

 

They are a brutal, outlaw motorcycle gang.

She is a single parent working the night shift at a petrol
station.

Together they battle through hordes of flesh eating ghouls to
claim the ultimate prize.



When civilisation comes to an end, the Warhogs motorcycle gang are
too busy partying to notice. But after their weekend of drink and
drugs fuelled debauchery is over they find themselves in a world
gone mad. Never having had anything but contempt for the law in
their previous life, they embrace their new situation and are ready
to take full advantage of it.

 

Holing up in a fenced off industrial estate near Shefferham,
it’s not long before they turn their thoughts to the nearby
Meadowside shopping centre and all the treasure it contains –
enough food and consumer goods for them to live in complete luxury
for the rest of their lives. But with five men and only one woman
between them, there are more pressing needs to sort out
first.




The Meat Wagon is an old-school British
bash-their-heads-in-with-a-baseball-bat zombie story. Definitely
not one to let your granny read. Unless your granny is a biker
bitch from hell.

 

Further details, and samples available from here:

 

https://sites.google.com/site/marcusblakeston/home
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Punk
Faction - It's All Done By Mirrors (2011)
Colin and Brian had it all planned out: A romantic night out
with a couple of punk birds – go and see a band, ply the birds with
drinks all night, then see how it goes. But then glue sniffer and
social misfit Stiggy decides to tag along.



	


A.C.A.B.
(2012)
It’s been several weeks since Vinnie last killed a copper. So
when he spots one on his way back from the Meadowside shopping
centre one day he can’t resist taking him home to play with.



	


Warrior in
Woolworths (2012)
Woolworths security guard John Taylor doesn’t like punks. If he
had his way they would all be shipped off to the Falklands to fight
the Argies. Management might say he has to let scum like that in
the shop, but that doesn’t mean he has to put up with any nonsense
from them.



	


Tales
from the Underclass (2012)
Six short tales from the underclass by shouting poet Marcus
Blakeston:

Sniffing Glue, Love Bytes, The Morning After, Warrior in
Woolworths, A.C.A.B., The Job Snatcher.

Sniffing Glue

There’s only one thing worse than having some kid yapping in your
ear while you’re trying to enjoy a good bag of glue in peace, and
that’s having the coppers turn up while you’re off your head and
unable to defend yourself.

Love Bytes

Sex offender Simon Smith gets more than he bargained for when he
goes to buy a pizza and finds the town full of zombies.

The Morning After

A skinhead romance.

Warrior in Woolworths

Woolworths security guard John Taylor doesn’t like punks. If he had
his way they would all be shipped off to the Falklands to fight the
Argies. Management might say he has to let scum like that in the
shop, but that doesn’t mean he has to put up with any nonsense from
them.

A.C.A.B.

It’s been several weeks since Vinnie last killed a copper. So when
he spots one on his way back from the Meadowside shopping centre
one day he can’t resist taking him home to play with.

The Job Snatcher

A traditional Yorkshire folk story from the year 3000.

Long, long ago, within the walls of a city called That Lunn Don,
lived a wicked witch known as The Snatcher, who liked nothing more
than stealing the milk from new born infants and casting people
from their homes with an evil cackle.
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