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J.J. Connally’s first published work was a short story in the
Brit Pulp! anthology. Hisfirst novel, Layer Cake, hasreceived
universal critical praise. Connolly lives and writesin London.

What the critics said:

‘If the brilliantly written and intriguing Layer Cakeis anything
togo by, hiswill soon beanametowhet the appetites of readers
and critics dike.’

Francis Gilbert, The Times

‘Given the current glut of crime’ n’ caper novels, | approached
J.J. Connolly’s debut with faint enthusiasm. Happily, Layer
Cake is a storming piece of work: funny and serious by turns,
with an abiding sense of conviction ... Set in ateeming north-
east London world of seriously criminal business types, the
novel has a grasp of street argot unparaleled since Kinky
Friedman first sashayed out of his front door and nailed a
checker straight out of the bat.’

D.J. Taylor, Guardian

‘Oncel’d read afew pages| washooked ... Connolly’ sstyleis
fast and funny and just frightening enough to make you sit up
all night finishing the book ... Flashed as The Long Firmmeets
The Sopranos, it knocks the former into a cocked hat, whatever
that is, and could easily emulatethelatter’ s successif madeinto
atelevision series.
Welcometo the layer cake!’
Mark Timlin, Independent on Sunday

‘Funny, hectic, hard-hitting debut novel ... Tart, tough and
riveted at every juncture by unmistakable authenticity ... sheer,
unstoppable joy to read from the first page to the last.’

Philip Oakes, Literary Review

‘The best crime novel I’'ve ever read.’
Bruce Reynolds



‘Animmensely entertaining read.’
Philip MacCann, The Spectator

‘Mission accomplished. One novel in, and Connolly has hit the
jackpot, jump started British crime fiction into the present ...
Like good drug fiction, you're given glamour and squalor, a
voyeurigtic thrill, and the hill.’

Nick Hasted ***** Uncut

‘Thisyear’'s crime read should be J.J. Connolly’s Layer Cake.’
Mike Pattenden, The Times

‘This assured debut is far more sophisticated than such expres-
sions of “gangster chic’ as Lock, Sock, and Two Smoking
Barrels. Connolly displaysthe sameinfectiousrelish for under-
world argot as Elizabethan writers fascinated by rogues’ cant,
and his ostensibly artless plotting isasrich in double and triple
crosses as aspy thriller.’

John Dugdale, The Sunday Times

‘By far and away the best piece of crime pulp fiction either side
of the Atlantic since Seth Morgan’ s Homeboy and a Get Carter
for the chemical generation.’

Paul Ddle, The List

*JJ. Connolly has created the caper of theyesar ... it' sfantastic.’
Bizarre

‘A linguistic fairground, the characters chat with an authentic-
ity that’s intoxicating. Wannabe geezers would look plummy
next to these boys, and yet just a few pages in the language
opens up like some forgotten playground.’

Pil

‘A comical gangster story.’
Tatler, quoting Julie Burchill on the book she' d
like to give and receive this Christmas.
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Hello, Hello, Hello

| parked the motor under a streetlight so there’ s less chance of
anyone breaking into it. | locked it up, got my briefcase outta
the back and was walking towards my gaff. I'm preoccupied
with my work. Suddenly a flashlight’s pointed straight in my
face. I've squinted, I'm alarmed. The light's gone down my
body. It'sthe law, I’ ve thought. The game' sup cosl’vegot in
the casetwo kilosof top quality, very pukka, recently imported,
cocaine. It'sabout forty kay or twelve years' worth, depending
how you look at it, what tariff you wanna use. I’ ve got elec-
tronic jewellery scales and Manatol, Italian baby laxative, on
board aswell. I'm gutted cos | very, very rarely take my work
home with me and to get nicked on this rare occasion would
daughter me. Don’'t do anything stupid, don’'t do anything at
all, take a deep breath and don’'t even think about running.
Relax, work it out, stop holding your breath, cos if they had
come for you, you’ d be on the deck now, cuffed up and getting
the old ‘you do not have to say anything, blah blah blah’
routine.

‘Sorry, Sir, you okay? He's genuinely apologetic. ‘Only
we' ve had reports of aprowler in the area’

‘A prowler, you say, well well. And there' s only the two of
you? Maybe you should call for some assistance.’

‘We're abit stretched already tonight, Sir.’

‘That’ stoo bad. I'll ring the station if | see or hear anything.’

‘Thank you, Sir. Good night. Be careful.’

‘Oh, | will be.’

They carry on looking for the burglar in among the bushes
and | go upstairs to weave that specia kinda magic that turns
two kilosinto three.



April Fool’s Day 1997
Welcome to the Layer Cake

‘Wdll, where the fuck is he?

‘| don't know, Morty. | redly can’t answer that question.
Ask me one on sport.’

‘Fuck off. What time does your watch say?

‘ Probably the same as yours, exactly two minutes past four.’

‘And he said he' d be here at four?

‘Yeah.

‘On the dot?

‘“Yeah.

‘And he' susually on time?

‘Y eah. He' susually very punctual.’

‘So where the fuck is he?

I’m waiting and | fuckin hate waiting. A guy’s meant to be
turning up to buy from myself and Mister Mortimer a half-kilo
of the finest, purest cocaine this side of the River Thames for
twenty thousand pounds cash sterling. If you were an adien
looking down on this little scene, one earthling giving another
earthling the year’ s earnings of most people for abag of white
powder that started life growing on a tree, you could be for-
givenfor thinking it wasall alittle bit strange. | must admit that
some days | ill, after al thistime, find it atad surreal. Thank
fuck it'sillegal, | say.

So now it’s Friday afternoon and me and Mort are waiting
for a party by the name of Jeremy to turn up and collect the
half-kilo that we' ve put aside for him. It’s gonna cost him the
twenty thou and we' re making out we' re gonna be doing him a
big favour coswe' Il haveto find other peopleto take therest of
the key. We usually try to move only whole kilos. Sometimes
it's a problem, but then again, sometimes it’s really handy to
have half akilo knocking around. We always make out it’sbig
probs for us to be chopping kilos about. We aways make a
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bitova fuss but we aways do it. Business is business. This
particular half-key is just pure bunce cos it’'s the result of us
chopping and cutting a little bit more than usual over the last
couple of weeks, so Jeremy’ stwenty can be carved up between
us cos we don’'t owe anything or anybody for it.

I’ve got my Gucci loafers off, my feet up on the desk in the
back office of the letting agency I’ ve got a stake in. The April
sun’s blasting through the window and I’ ve got a slight breeze
blowing through my toes. We've just had anice bit of lunchin
an Italian gaff offaMarylebone High Street where they do some
very sexy thingswith chickens and tomato sauces, the weekend
is upon us, and Terry and Clarkie, the kids, as Morty calls our
junior partners when they’re outta earshot, are out and about
running errands. Things are very sweet and I’m as content as
my nature will allow. | just wish that Jeremy would hurry the
fuck up because I’ m starting to get alittle bit anxious, | always
do when people are running late. | get awee bit twitchy.

The Golden Rule: Stay as far away from the end-user as
humanly possible otherwiseit’ sgimmeafreebie, gimmeaclue,
gimme amove, gimme shelter, gimme abittabail chief, gimme
a drop of unsecured credit and | say gimme a fuckin break,
gimme aday off, gimme fuckin strength. Some daysinthisline
of work you can beleft thinking, Istherecivilised lifeanywhere
in this whole fuckin universe? In this whole fuckin solar sys-
tem? Sometimes | doubt it but al this insanity’s good for
business. We're making so much money playing neat and tidy
that we' rerunning outtaplacesto plug theloot. Lifeissofuckin
good | can taste it in my spit. Demand is high and so is supply
but | just wish to fuck that la-dee-da Jeremy would hurry the
fuck up.

We aways work neat and tidy, we always work as a small
team. | try and turn away people who are messy, who are noisy,
who'll get us nicked big time, who have to be seen as players,
the loud-mouths and braggers. People who are neat and tidy
likeourselveswe can do businesswith. All that being flash with
racy motors, wearing gaudy diamonds and gold trinkets, thebig
fuck-off attitude, is just begging to get yourself nicked. No
point rubbing thelaw’ snosesin your success. What' scalled for
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is some peace and quiet, discretion, a low profile so you can
crack on uninterrupted and let the Other People go after the
noisy, boisterous folk. Some people will say you've got no
business being in the game if you ain’t double flash with your
ill-gotten gains, really upping the old bill with’em. Why have
big dollar if you can't let people know you got big dollar? In
this game it often helpsif you can agree to disagree with some
people, but it ain't always possible.

Don't get me wrong, | ain't saying we live like monks or
anything and we ain’t exactly on our bellies chipping away at
the coaface of life either. On the face of things | run a very
successful lettings agency but my legit partner takescare of that
on aday-to-day basis. It gives me abit of income and the pick
of somevery creamy gaffsto plot up infor six monthsat atime,
but most important it provides a very tidy front to lose myself
behind. I’ ve always said | wannabe outtathis game by thetime
I’'m thirty. I'm twenty-nine now so this year’s gonna be all
about getting al my shit together in the one pile. I’ ve seen guys
hang around too long in the game until they either get them-
selves nicked or they simply lose the plot, start doing far too
much of the product, get weak or paranoid or both and end up
losing everything, become sad cases. Some guys are just too
fuckin greedy.

A lot of operators in this powders game only know this
swindle, it’ stheir whole fuckin life. They don’t know anything
else s0 if they did manage to get out they’d be fucked for
something else to do with their time. Everyone, even dedlers,
needs a sense of purpose. It's not about the money anymore
either cos they got as much as you can spend in a lifetime
anyway so it's become a fuckin powder power trip for them.
Y ear after year they plod on, some of them don’t even get to see
the stuff, just take the prime cut on pay day and how bad’ sthat,
but that was never my plan cos you still gottawatch your back
twenty-four-seven. In and out before I'm thirty but set up for
life, a gentleman of leisure. All my moneys spun and back in
the system clean asawhistle. | wannabenicely set up withlegit
businessinterests spread all around, aportfolio, abit here, abit



over there and that’ Il do nicely thank you very much. | wanna
be un-fuckin-touchable.

Am | getting there? Very much so I'm getting there. We
place a lotta stuff with alotta people. We're very close to the
top of our particular pyramid, to guys who actualy bring the
goods onto British soil, theimporters, therea big-time money-
men, the vicious international players. We get our supply at a
price that’ sright. When these guys start talking they’ re talking
in millions of pounds, hundreds of kilos. Maybe some of the
guys | work with will maketheleap up into the big leagues and
manage to stay there, but | won't be going along with them.
Thirty and I'm out. Have aplan and stick to it.

A kilo of very high-grade snorting cocaine, even with the
very top, the very very best stuff, skimmed offathe top to make
crack, isgonna cost the guy | sdll it to twenty-seven and a half
grand at today’ s market price. We, obviously, getitfor alot less
than that from the guy who dealswith theinternational players,
an old-school Don, name of Jmmy Price, gawd bless him. We
work with hisblessing and protection but at aprice. immy will
allow usbail, or credit, up to half amillion pounds because over
the time we' ve worked through him we' ve built up avery good
credit rating, so now wejust call on what weneed anditain’'t a
problem. Jimmy wouldn’t know whether to snort the coke or
rub it on his genitas, it ain’'t his thing, although some of his
generation have been known to go totally wobbly with it.
Jimmy has no fuckin interest in the effects of the stuff whatso-
ever, don't like seeing people getting outta control. He's
probably very rarely laid eyes on the goods and he certainly
don’t put his hands on the product. Sir James oversees, if you
like, the sometimes messy business of getting it from A to Z.
He gets his handling charge for handling something he doesn’t
even touch. He's a hands-off senior management executive.
Having Mister Price's protection is no guarantee of anything
cos there's too many hounds about, but | can tell you that it
helps being connected. He trusts us to go to work with a high
degree of tact and discretion. He knows we're not doppy
wankers and it’s certainly in his interest for us to go to work
unhindered.



The funny thing is that I’ ve only met Mister Price twice in
my life. Once | shook hishand at some seriously moody boxing
dinner and another time we were introduced at the wedding
reception of Clarki€'s creamy younger sister, very briefly and
with a minimum of fuss. Morty works with Gene McGuire,
who's what the Sunday papers would call an enforcer for
Jmmy Price, but he's more a bodyguard-cum-professional-
best-mate. He does Jimmy’ sbidding and Jimmy trusts him with
his life. The money and goods go backwards and forwards
through Morty and Gene and everyone gets fat together, very
fat, baby-chubby.

Morty looks after getting the supply and | look after the
selling-on of the product. Having a geezer like Mort around
means that nobody who's got any sense is gonna fuck with us
cos he's a fearless and ruthless cunt is Morty and he's got a
squad of other ruthless and fearless cuntsto call on if need be.
There's many myths and legends surrounding him and the gist
of them al is that you' d have to be fuckin mad or suicidal or
both to mess him about. He don’t suffer fools for a minute cos
first they're very irritating and second they can get you very
serioudly nicked in this game. I've never actualy seen him
perform but with guys like Morty you don’'t have to have seen
it to know it can be done. I ve seen him warn some very fuckin
heavy guys away from our drop of work and they’ve stayed
warned for along time after.

Morty lookslike across between Marvellous Marvin Hagler
and Sugar Ray Leonard, taller, but maybe Morty would weigh
in at light-heavy these daysin spite of spending all those hours
inthe gym. He'saclass act. Helikes hisladies, his clothes and
a quarter mill ayear in his kick. Mister Mortimer is a highly
respected geezer and to alot of firms around London it’s the
one thing they have in common is a mutual respect for Morty.
He's even been asked to sort out disputes, but he don't get
involved coshejust don't need the aggravation. He' searned his
respect across the board through a drop of charm and a dose of
violence, but Morty will tell you it is sometimes necessary.
Morty says he will explain but not justify.

About fifteen years ago Morty was running around with a
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team of guys who were serioudy spun out. The loonies’ loon-
ies. Morty had known these guys through borstals and young
prisoners nicks and although he was only a fringe member of
the outfit he was, as ever, extremdy loyal to them in that very
fuckin weird way those guys are to one another, bordering on
theinsane | would say. They're turning over any business that
couldn’t go running back to the Other People, sex shops and
massage parlours, doing blags long after they went outta fash-
ion, doing loads of drugs and not giving afuck about keeping a
low profile. Onenight after aparty with loadsof booze, hookers
and chemicals, one of this team, who was always regarded as
severely unstable even by thiswired crew, has, in atearful and
quite pathetic outburst, told all these geezers helovesthem and
then put a shooter in his mouth and shot himself dead in front
of about ten witnesses. Now thisisadilemmacosthisdesperate
posse can't very well go calling an ambulance because they're
wanted all over London and the Home Counties. Even if they
didexplain thetruth, al ten of themtelling the exact same story,
cozzers, the police, ain't gonna believe afuckin word of it.

‘What, he just decided to put the sawn-off in his mouth and
pull the trigger?

‘Y eah, that’s how it went down.’

‘Ohright, that’s dl right then.’

Likefuck it wasgonnahappen likethat. They’ regonnathink
that there was some kinda dispute among all these volatile
nutcases, who could fall out over a perceived dirty look, and
this geezer, Kilburn Jerry, got topped or it was a party game
gone wrong. Morty was somehow roped into getting rid of the
mangled, headless body but someone fucked up by being just
too fuckin untogether and Morty got nicked big-time. He was
charged with disposing of abody unlawfully or accessory after
the fact and was given eight years, of which he served five and
a quarter. The crown actually accepted that the guy had killed
himself and the guys who had been originaly charged with
‘murder dueto joint venture' were getting acquitted at the Old
Bailey while Morty was being weighed off. All thetime Morty
kept schtum and did his time. Name, rank and serial number
was dl they ever got out of him and this earnsthe respect of his
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peers, both inside and out, both now and then. | can seewhy he
don’t entertain any nut-nuts.

Clarkie is the youngest child in one of those fuckin huge
familiesthat you just don’'t get anymore, not sincethe arrival of
the pill anyway. If this business had an €lite officer corps then
Clarkie would be a product of it. The Clark family are still a
major force in this part of town, in any part of town come to
that. The Old Man Clark and the elder brothers have given up
robbing banks, mainly cos they can’t get out the front door to
put a bet on without the Robbery Squad ready-eyeing them
there and back. A couple of them got fitted up very tight last
time out so they’ ve moved on to less obvious undertakings to
providethe corn. Anyways, al that hitting the high street banks
with thejolly old sawn-off went out with sideboards and radio-
grams, three-piece whistles with twenty-four-inch lionels,
athough it still goes on, of course, but it s very much a desper-
ate pursuit these days, very much the preserve of crackheads
and junkies. It's not the giggle it once was.

Clarkie spent his early childhood years being shunted
around the country from nick to nick, from Parkhurst up to
Durham, to see the Old Man or one of the older brothers, cos
the Prison Service kept them on the move, dispersed around the
country, otherwise they might have caused a whole lotta grief
if they wereto get too comfortablefor too long in one place, but
| reckon the Clark family still gave the Home Office a hard
time. They always made the kangas earn their shillings. The
Junior Clark must havetaken all thisin and decided that acareer
on the pavement with a shooter was not for him, too risky, too
much like hard work if you're captured, so he fired his dough
and hislot in with me, Morty and Terry. He decided on a career
in commerce if you like. | think Old Man Clark musta hada
word with Jmmy Price cos one day me and Morty suddenly
had junior partners by virtue of a decree handed down by King
James. It was diplomatic to cut them adeal cos otherwise they
would have ended up as serious rivals for our bitta business. It
stuck in the throat to start with but in the end it made a lotta
sense.

When | go it'll be Clarkie who'll be doing what | do now,
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brokering the stuff, working with the contacts I've made,
keeping track of the money, working out who's owed what,
keeping a healthy float stashed, making sure the gear’ sup to
scratch and when we cut it we don’t completely tear the arse
outtait. So far I've only hinted that I'm on my way out but
my mind's made up. I'll let these geezers know when the
timeisright.

If Clarki€ snextinlinefor my job and | work things out with
him then Terry works more closely with Morty on the security
side of things. He can be ahothead can Terry but Morty’ staken
him under hiswing and will eventualy round the rough edges
offa him cos you can’t have guys around you who are forever
going balistic. If people keep losing their temper and ironing
people out al the time it starts to lose its mystique, it's no
surpriseanymore, thethreat’ sgone, but Terry’ syoung and he' Il
learn. Down in the lower levels of this swindle you need your
bashers, people respond, but in our neck of thewoods you gotta
have adrop more savvy, abit more brainpower to oil thewheels
and get the job done. Y ou have to threaten diplomatically. The
thing with Morty and Terry isneither of themisall that big, not
small either, but you can sense something about them. It's a
|-don’ t-give-a-shit attitudelike you’ d haveto kill thefuckersto
stop them coming at you and | guessyou would anal. They're
like those cartoon characters that keep coming on towards you
even dafter they’ ve been blown up, had boulders dropped from
heightson their heads, had dynamite strapped to them and been
fired outta cannons and all that shit that by rights shoulda seen
them off. It'sin the eyes, there’ s a certain crazy little twinkle,
it'sin thewalk, there' sakinda strut that just |ets the other guy
know that you’ re not to be fucked with, it’s not an over-the-top
plastic-gangsters bowl either. It'sin the way these two talk to
people, they let other guys know that there’ salimit on how far
they can have alaugh and ajoke and you better keep your wits
about you and not cross over that invisible line or you'll wake
upinhospital regrettingit. Asthe Roman general said, ‘ To keep
the peace you must plan for war.’

| have to sometimes take arisk and let certain people know
a bit more about our business than | would like, cos if guys
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don’'t know what you got for sale then how the fuck are they
gonna be able to punt for it, and this means using a great ded
of discretion. We can’'t advertise. | can readly only entertain
people who are somehow connected, who come to us quoted,
that's to say someone has vouched for them, says they ain't
undercover gathers or agent provocateurs, says they can pay
their bills, ain’t gonna be skanking anybody, gonna be talking
to everyone with a bitta respect and ain’t gonna be generaly
fuck-arsing around, calling stuff on, ordering gear, and then
changing their minds at the last minute. We need to know that
they mean business and, like the very best working girls, a
policy of ‘discretion assured’ goes without saying. Like any
business we' re looking for the no-fuss repeat business.

How did | get here? A combination of rapid promation
through the ranks and having greatness thrust upon me. | got
into the business by accident. | didn’t leave school wanting to
be acoke dealer, nobody did in thosedays, not liketoday where
all these kidswant to bein on the swindle. Everybody wantsto
be a drugsman. | reckon it must look very inviting, like piss-
easy money, whichitiswhen al goeswell. Ten yearsago when
| started there wasn't the supply or the demand. A drop of
charlie was till for pop stars and a birthday treat, something
specia, something worthy of comment. Nowadaysit ain’'t even
a fuckin luxury anymore to alot of folk, it's more aong the
lines of a necessity. I’'m sure they don’t even notice they're
tooting half the time. Sure, you always had your hardcore of
cokeheads, like you always had your hardcore of smackheads
and afew who couldn’t make up their minds which camp they
werein, but it wasn't so firmly entrenched in the heartland asit
isnow, it's everywhere you fuckin look, for fuck sake. There's
guys | know who ten years ago were venomously anti-drugs.
They would stand at the ramp in naff wine bars delivering
speeches dong the lines of ‘I wouldn’t touch that shit, it's
fuckin poison and peoplewho dedl it are evil, scumbag, lowlife
cunts, bloodsuckers.” Now these very same guys do al their
shillings on charlie, in cold blood, fuck the consequences,
grafting al week just to get charged up or maybe serving up a
few gramsto palsto pay for it. It’ slike someone’ sdoneapublic
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relationsjob on dealersaswell. They’ ve gone from parasitesto
the guys everyone wants to know. If you know a good charlie
deder, it's like having the correct connections, like a tricky
accountant or a crafty mortgage broker. It puts you in the
swindle. All those guyswho serve up in gram deal's, good gram
deals mind, not with all the active ingredient chopped out, live
like fuckin princes, get to go to al the best parties on one big
freebie, cos everyone wants to be their bestest friend. No
party’s complete without the bugle. I've watched nineteen-
year-old kids from scuzzy council estates tell pop stars and
other household names to fuckin get in line and talk to them
nice or they ain't getting nuffin, fuck all, not a fuckin sniff
bullseye, and the celebrity punters have jumped to attention,
apologised to the kid and waited on them to be served.

That's how | started, on the shop floor, serving up to who-
ever wanted the toot, agram at atime, no shit no tick, don’t try
and find me, I’ll find you, I'll be about. | had my round and |
got agood reputation very quick so people would aways wait
until 1 showed up to be served. It's like sdling anything else,
washing machines, blow jobs, handmade shoes — if you don’t
takethe piss peopl€’ Il always come back. Then | wasone of the
first guysto have apager. On Friday afternoon and evening the
fuckin thing used to light up like a fuckin toaster, every two
minutes, beep, beep, fuckin beep, the fuckin thing would be
going off. The fuckin thing got red hot. In the end | got so |
resented making money. Well, that’s not true. What | got to
resent was being at the beck and call of all these fuckers who,
when | was nineteen and thought | knew it al, came across as
real up-their-own-arse types but looking back they were okay,
just okay. | hated being talked to like | was some kinda Joey, a
fuckin delivery boy. | had stumbled upon the kinda yuppie
come trendy come music biz come fashion crowd in the re-
emerging Soho and they were all seriously wedged up and
dying to get stuck into the product. | would take their readies
just as quick asthey were willing to part with it and | never got
a moment’s grief. It was cash on delivery every time. They
thought | was cute with acapital Kay, cherub-faced, turning up
with the candy and then disappearing back into the night. |
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started to tell this crowd, who all seemed to know one another
anyway, that in future | would only sort them out if the order
was anything over quarter of an ounce, seven grams. The idea
being that they club together, | do one drop and they do my
distribution for me. If they wanted only acouple of grams they
wereto page another number cos|’ d set up acouple of paswith
pagers and little franchises of their own. Wedealt on reputation
and | ill do.

So now | was shifting parcels| went to the Spanish guy | was
getting my supply from and asked him for abetter pricecos!’m
moving ninety per cent of the powder that moves through him
and | think | deserve abigger whack. He laughs at me and calls
me a lippy little bastard, fucks me off with a rea flippant
take-it-or-leave-it attitude. Now I'm fucked. I've got two
choices. | can wrap the operation up, spite myself with my own
pride, or go back to the Spanish cunt and eat myself agreat big
shit sandwich and buy at hispriceuntil | can sort out something
else, find another supplier, and that’s what I'd made up my
mind to do. But out of the shadows appeared Mister Mortimer,
the legendary pothouse of the parish, who had heard about my
supply problems on the jungle telegraph.

I met Morty in a hotel bar in Knightsbridge. Mort likes a
meet in a hotel bar, he till does. The lispy barman asked if |
wasold enoughto drink alcohal, | got offended, Morty laughed,
and the barkeep apologised saying, ‘I’ ve got to ask, chuck, you
understand.” Morty told meto go back to the Span-yard whole-
saler and the guy would be more sympathetic because he' d had
aword and the guy wanted, wanted mind, to negotiate afairer
price. | musta asked Morty about ten times what he wanted
outta the deal and every time he says he don’t want anything at
this moment in time but in the future he may want something
from me. | was young and | told Mortimer that if he wanted a
feeto put thefix into tell menow so | can make up my mind if
it'sworthit or not. | didn't like all this‘One day | may ask you
for a favour’ bollocks. | didn't want to be beholden to any
fucker no matter how much of a house-trained lunatic they
were. | didn't put it quite like that a the time. Morty was
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genuinely amused by my cocky attitude. Hethought | had balls,
hetold meyears later.

Mister Mortimer got up, shook my hand and walked out
leaving me confused and | didn't lay eyes on him for exactly
another five years. | went back to the supplier who was really
pleased to see me or at least made out he was. It was like
something outtaa Mafioso movie coshe' sgivin it alarge dose
of the old *Shit, man, why didn't you tell me you were an
acquaintance of Mister Morty. I’ m very, very sorry, man, about
the misunderstanding, truly sorry | am, brother, al forgiven?
routine. | drove his price down and fuckin down so he was
fuckin robbing himself. He was sick and | could see it on his
face no matter how hard he tried to disguise it. He wasn't
actually losing money but he musta been gutted that Morty
decided to get busy cos| had made up my mind that | wasgonna
goinand pay the going rate. Y earslater | asked Mort what was
it all about. He says helikesto see youngsters get ahead and he
never liked the geezer, the Span-yard, always thought he was a
dippery, smug cunt, halfagrass. Y ears later he came crawling
tousto punt and | cut him adeal. | till didn’t like the guy but
businessis business. A while after that, three or four years ago
in fact, | heard he got slung outta a fourth-floor apartment over
in Dalston, landed on arailway track. | guess someone's credit
rating went outta the window so the Span-yard followed it out.
The law found no drugs on the premises. Such islife.

Soon I've got five or six good pals working for me on a
day-to-day basis. | supply them, pager and tackle, and point
them in the right direction of where to unload it so we're al
making really fuckin good dough and times are truly good.
WEe vegot adunior-Y uppie-Mafiathang going down, living the
life, with JPG suits, Suzuki jeeps, Champagne and whistle all
theway. I’ vegot other guys starting to come to mefor seriously
large amounts and I’m running around all day sorting this shit
out. The Span-yard got dropped out coshe couldn’t keep up and
| eventually found what I’ d been looking for, some guysout in
leafy Highgate who could do the business big time, nicely
low-key and nicely sensible. They wouldn’t touch the Naughty
and neither would we. These guys didn’'t blink as | caled on

13



more and more and more. It was just order, delivery, money,
crash, see-you-next-time, I'll bein touch.

| needed the supply sorted cosin’ 86 the business went into
orhit. It was like being around when those guys invented gun-
powder. Everything changed overnight. Guyswho'’ d spent their
whole lives being paranoid and uptight, going around chivving
other uptight guys with Stanley knives and sticking glassesin
each other’ sboats, suddenly wanted to kiss and hug you after a
couple of ecstasy. Very straight, square birds were downing Es
at arate of knots and getting chopped, fucked, in khazis. People
were begging to pay three ching to party in afield up by the
M25. | was doing the catering and could name my price and get
it. It was a seller’s market. Guys were making fortunes so
everybody wanted in.

It soon became amateur hour and guys who worked very
sensible, very meticulous for the last couple of years started
getting outta their heads. They became shunters. I'd sit them
down and try to remind them that what wewere engaged in was
called crime. All I'd get for my trouble was a loada gobblede-
gook about freedom and love. They all started going weird on
me. You'd go to collect money, and they’d be dancing round
the gaff, armsin the air, button music blasting out a maximum
volume, every waif and stray of the parish plotted up, poncing
and earwigging. You'd try and find a guy you was working
with and he'd have disappeared down to Ibiza, said he was
going for a couple of days, and was still AWOL two or three
weeks later.

One thing that realy put me ahead in those days and keeps
me ahead now is the simple fact that | don't really like drugs
that much. I'm not afan. | cantake’emor leave’em. | seethem
as just another commodity to be bought and sold and the fact
that they're illegal makes it more risky and so the rewards are
higher for the guys who are bold enough and brave enough and
who manageto stay ahead. It obviously helpsif you ain’t out of
the old canister all the fuckin time. Some guys deal costhey’'re
chasing a habit, they deal so they ain’t a shunter, they plunder
all the profits, they have a loada mackerels hanging round to
make them feel good about it, to feel a bit superior, but the
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reality is that they're smply a better class of mug punter and
when the star burns out and the show’ sover the entourage move
on to the next up-and-coming guy. I’ve tried everything I’ve
ever sold. I’ ve never tried the brown but then I’ ve never punted
it either. 1t's not a moral thing with me, it's just | know for a
fact that to get involved in smack in London is just too much
pure aggravation and the guys | deal with have got enough
going on aready. They let the Turks, the Chinksand thelndians
take care of adl that. | don't try and justify it, | just crack on and
do it. Anyone who get webbed up in the brown get seriously
dropped out cos it's a known fact that they’|l bubble you up
when they’ re clucking.

The papers at this time, '88, '89, are full of scare stories
about the evils of drug use and the cozzers are chasing round
like madmen trying to put a few bodies away to make the big
exampleof, to pacify their governorsin the Home Office, to get
thetabloids off their backs costhey’ rewriting it from the point
of view that the kids are being corrupted and nobody’s doing
fuck al about it. The redlity as ever is that the kids are fuckin
mad for it, can't get enough of it, they don’'t see a problem.
What happened next is till the stuff of rumour and legend. A
lot of guys started getting fitted up or the law would use agent
provocateurs to set up drug deals and then movein and nick as
many people as possible for being involved just to keep the
body count up. Contrary to common belief, the Other People
only really did this when they needed the result really bad. If
they got caught out by some clever Queen’'s Counsdl up the
Bailey they could end upin the dock themselves. Scotland Y ard
had a squad within the Squad to target the whole rave scene, to
make arrests, to go undercover, to gather information through
grasses, mostly small-time dedlers they’d managed to turn
informant in exchange for a squeeze if they got nicked any-
where in London. These little toe-rags had a licence to go to
work with immunity. Everything on this scene was an open
secret anyway and there was an awful lot of loose talk, people
knowing stuff they shouldn’t by rights know. | began to get
very seriously worried about getting captured or fitted up. A DJ
| know for a fact had fuck al to do with any dealing got a
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seven-year sentence simply cos he was, very foolishly, satin a
motor when atrade went down. | began to seesigns, omens, and
decided toleavetownfor awhile. | cashed in my chipsand went
to look up some pals down in Oz.

I lovedit, fuckinlovedit. | went over therewith aloadapills
and let them go a bit at atime. The groovy crowd in Sydney
almost took our hand off for them cos they couldn’t get them
down there at thetime. | had acouple of palsin tow asever and
everything was sweet until they started falling out over any-
thing and everything. | got my shit together and headed up to
south-east Asia and hung out there for a while. It taught me a
very good lesson about doing things with pals, you can trust
"em, sometimes, maybe, but you can’'t always rely on them. |
had some guys doing bits and pieces, running things backwards
and forwards between there and the UK so | aways had money
coming in. | got rumped a couple of times, nothing serious, not
cos the dudes were even mischievous or anything, more cos
they were so fuckin untogether, outers all the fuckin time.
They’re doing too much product, it's the fat-bloke-down-the-
chip-shop-can't-stop-eating-dl-the-chips syndrome. Again it
was a lesson learnt, quite cheaply as it turned out, that you
should try and avoid doing anything with people who can't
control their drugs, who let the drugs control them. They don’t
mean to fuck up, it just happens.

| went from there over to the States, Califuckinfornia, and
had area good look around. | was having it, associating, with
atotally different kinda people, people who were movers and
groovers on the arts scene, actors and actresses, film-makers,
musi cians, sensible onesnot the deadbest, lowlifevariety. | was
in LA with people who were making moves, the real in-crowd,
living near the beach, but | started to miss all those things that
aresotypicaly Englishlikecold rain, stodgy food and good old
verbal abuse. When | arrived back in jolly old monochrome
England things seemed to have calmed down abit. The ecstasy
trade had become highly organised very quickly. The price had
tumbled and it was run mostly by teams of bouncers and
obvious heavy muscles so | gave al that a big wide. | had
moneysto collect from various sources so | wasn't in any kinda
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hurry to go to work but | made sure | was seen out and about
the parish and waited for something to turn up. A lot of the old
team I'd palled about with back in ’'88, '89, were either away
doing time, away down in Goaor away with thefairiesso | was
well open to new suggestions and new accomplices. After afew
false starts and offers of hare-brained, get-rich-quick schemes
that would only get me put away for stretches, | started moving
bits and pieces around town just to keep my hand in really and
to top up my dwindling cashish reserve.

Then almost five years to the day after our last meeting
Morty rang me. | was sitting, on my jack, in adusty old saloon
bar deep in the backstreets of the old manor. It was midday and
| was reading the early edition of the Evening Standard and
drinking a bottle of Fils. Thisis something | very, very rarely
do. | was about to cut out when the old boy came round from
behind the jump to tell me | had aphone call and would | please
follow him.

‘I think you' ve made amistake, pal,’ | said. ‘ Nobody knows
I’'m here.’

‘Ohno. It'sfor you all right.’

‘Who isit?

‘I don’'t know. | wastold to just come and get you.’

He was lying about that but it's no big deal. How the fuck
did thisold geezer know who | wasand who | wasn't, hedidn’t
fuckin ask or anything. | followed him through the door marked
private. Everyone likes to walk though a door marked private.
The old fellow pointed at the receiver silently and left. It was
Morty on the phone. | reckon he wanted me to be a bit freaked
out and be asking him how he knew | was there. | didn't cos |
knew that’s exactly what he wanted. Mortimer loves all that
dramatic fuck-about, getting your nut, so | spoke to Mister
Mortimer like it was the most natural thing in the whole wide
world that he should be ringing me in this out-of-the-way
boozer, unarranged, like it was my business office or some-
thing. He wanted to meet me in the same hotel bar that we had
the meet back in’ 86, he had a proposition he wanted to run by
me, wanted me to come and listen and see what | thought. This
afternoon, sure, no problem, no time like the present is there,
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I'll see you there, Mister Mortimer, three o’ clock, wonderful,
okay, I'll seeyou then.

| put the phone down and walked back into the bar and asked
the guy for a five-star brandy. | was excited although you
wouldn’t have guessed it. | was outwardly calm but my heart
was pounding cos thiswas like being asked to join the Freema-
sons. It was like being welcomed into the big time. Morty
wasn't going to introduce meto acar-stereo-thieving syndicate.
Mister Mortimer was amajor player.

The old boy wouldn’t take any money for the Andy Pandy,
simply waved away my fiver and got on with his bottling-up,
likeany friend of Morty wasafriend of hisaswell. It sthelittle
things that let you know you've arrived.

Same bar five years on, same camp guy behind the ramp,
same glitzy wallpaper, same high-class hookers hanging out,
five years older. Morty’ s aready sitting down facing the door
as| arrive. He don't fuck about, straight down to business. He
tellsmethat he can lay hishands on asmuch exceptional quality
cocaine aswe can shift, thevery, very best gear and from avery
safe, very secure source, Mister Price | know now. He' salso got
people who are up for buying the product offa him but Morty
really don’'t know that much about dedling. Helookson it asa
tradeor acraft likeany other, whichitis| suppose. Morty wants
into the business cos otherwise he' s gonna be left behind in the
age of the dinosaurs and he's aready a late starter cos he's
about four zero so he' sleaving it late. What he does have going
for him is the connections he's built up over the years, in the
boob and out, and a very solid reputation as a merciless cunt
with charm. A straight question needsastraight answer, no Jack
and Danny, are you willing to come on board as a partner?
Equa shares, carved straight down the middle? Yes or no? |
need an answer today, right now in fact. He talked about prices
and availability like he aready knew the job. Why me? | asked
and he replied Cos you think like a guy who don’t wanna get
captured and spend yearslocked away. I’ ve donetoo much bird
already. You think like a criminal not like a convict. | don't
know you but | know of you and people tell methat you' re the
best man for the job at this moment in time. You ain't no
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loud-mouth and you go about things with a minimum of fuss
but for you to go up a gear in the business you need to start
making afew sensible dlies. Do you wanna start moving right
away from the shopfloor? | need a partner cos some things are
always done best with a partner. Do you wanna be aface or do
you sincerely wannaberich? | promiseyou | don’t wannashag
you or anything, son, | just want usto do the business. Okay, |

said, but one thing, don’t ever call me son again cos | fuckin
hate it, | don’t even like my old man calling me son. Okay, he
said, never again. We shook hands.

We both pulled up ten grand each, put it in the middle. Ina
matter of weekswe had our money tripled and we were running
kit al over London, making meetsto sort things out, let certain
people know what we were up to, and the rest as they say is
history. | was serving the troops up in Highgate now cos we
could give them a better price and product than they were
getting. It was another two years before Clarkie and Terry
arrived and brought with them a whole lot more work. Doors
opened to me that would otherwise have been shut or dammed
in my face. | talked as an equal to geezers who redly just
wanted to reach over thetable and squeeze my head till my eyes
popped out or strangle me and kick my body round the yard for
fun, but having Morty at my right shoulder prevented this. |
soon learnt that in the Premier League the only thing people
understand is power expressed through violence or more accu-
rately the threat of violence. | thought the higher up you went
the more civilised things would become, but the redlity is that
the threat just becomes subtler. Guns hover in the background,
you hear stories of disappearances, people smply going miss-
ing, going out to collect their dry cleaning and never coming
home again. Shit like that starts entering the equation because
the stakes are so much higher. Everyone' s alot more paranoid
and edgy cosit’s such along way down.

Because Morty wasn't performing on a daily or weekly
basis his legend grew through Chinese whispers and | felt we
could do anything. Weworked together well. We had an under-
standing. If | didn’t think something or someone was kosher we
dropped it out. He took the piss for awhile about me being so
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fuckin over-cautious that | suspected everyone and everything,
but if something didn’t smell right we didn’t do it. Soon al the
pukka business wanted to come to us cos they heard we only
did business with serioudly conscientious professionals. If we
had started out with a long-term strategy to only deal with
sensible guys to lure in other sensible guys then the strategy
worked beautifully and | took the kudos. Some doppy little
teams got the zig cos we wouldn't trade with them and then
confirmed our suspicions by creating afuss and slagging us off
all over the gaff. In away it was a compliment.

| was then faced with another kinda problem. | had bundles
of cash wrapped round me and there’ sonly so much you can do
with cash without people getting suspicious or jealous. | was
sent to seean accountant an hour’ sdrive outtalLondon. My card
had been marked, | could be completely straight with him. He,
Mister Lonsdale, told methat | had better start paying taxes on
my drug profits, obviously not declaring that | was adealer but
start opening and investing in as many cash businesses as
possible. Start flushing as much cash through these seemingly
legit fronts aswould look feasible. Go to people you know and
trust and tell them you' Il put them in the swindleif you can fire
some money through the books and get paid a partner’s divi-
dend at the end of the year. Start looking to open clothes shops,
snack bars, flower stalls, car washes, ice-cream vans, gyms,
hot-dog stands, driving schools, recording studios. If any of
your pals come to you with a business plan that’'s half-way
sensible, gtick your money in, so long as it's a cash-heavy
business, don’t matter if it don’t make money in reality cos on
paper it's fuckin thriving. Don’t worry if you got lock-ups full
of rotting flowers and burgers or you' re knee-deep in ariver of
melting ice cream or the hot-dog stands are spending all day
padlocked up in a garage, cos on paper you're selling every
single bit of stock you buy at top fuckin dollar. Y ou're fuckin
golden bollocks, the Chamber of Commerce young business-
man of the year, you've got the fuckin Midas touch. Avoid
night-clubs, bars, restaurants and mini-cab firms because
they’re a total headfuck, his words not mine, and a favourite
target of the Inland Revenue and VAT Mafioso. It's the exact
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opposite of what someone trying to run a cash-heavy business
would be doing.

At the end of the tax year | got atax bill, which | paid by
chegue, and Mister Lonsdale sent me a bill to keep the books
straight. | gave him a good few grand cashish in an envelope
and an ounce of flake-coke at Christmas. The important thing
was we' d both got the other guy firmly by the bollocks.

A year or s0 later Mister El has advised me to start getting
into property, introduced meto solicitors and mortgage brokers
who could be bent and it starts to become apparent that once
you'’ve got your money into the system, skull money goes to
straight money. | live in arented flat, in spite of the fact that |
own a few, and work the rents through the lettings agency. |
keep readies plugged up in cash and in banks dotted around the
place. I've got accounts in Jersey and the Caymans. Having
accounts out there's not as flash as it sounds cos anyone can
walk into their London offices, plonk their readies on the
counter, those cunts' Il suck your dick and it don’t matter where
the paper comes from.

Jeremy shows bang on the dot of half-four with much profuse
apologising. We buzz him up. He' sdressed like abarrister with
black jacket, pinstripe strides and a fawn coat with a crimson
velvet collar, totally convincing. HE's saying he's terribly,
terribly sorry, he's been stuck in traffic due to an accident on
Battersea Bridge. W€ re saying ‘ no fuckin problem, Jeremy’ in
spite of the fact that a couple of minutes earlier we were going
to abort the mission and scarpa. We lock ourselves in and let
him test the gear but he knows it’ s gonna be good cosit dways
is. | get some jewellery scales outta a filing cabinet and we
check the weight together. Jeremy is pure public school so he
don't trust any cunt. He aways checks the quality of the
powder with his little chemistry set and always weighs the
parcel and we always check the money even though we' ve been
doing the business for years. It's good business practice, good
manners and keeps standards up. He's happy with his goods
and brings out the money from his briefcase and Morty starts
running it through a counting machine.
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For a counting machine to work properly all the notes need
to befacing theonedirection, al the Queen’ sheadsaretheright
way up. Some of Jeremy’s notes ain't so the counting keeps
stopping. | get a little pissed off at this and start to think that
maybe he should sort thiskinda shit out before he comesfuckin
over here, but in redlity it's asure sign that you' ve been in the
game too long, when a guy turns up to give you twenty large
and you' re getting the hump cosit ain’t all facing theright way.
Maybel’ve grown blasé and take thingsfor granted, maybel’'m
just spoilt rotten.

The money tops up to exactly twenty grand. We're happy
and so isJeremy and he cutsout. He' | havethe half-key broken
down into smaller deals in a couple of hours and it'll al be
shifted again by tonight. It's al on order anyway. Morty is
rubbing the wedge up against his bollocks. Twenty grand in
fifties is about the size of a house brick. Morty chops it into
thousand-pound lumps and then puts four elastic bands around
the notes, three width-ways and one long-ways. It’ sabeautiful,
compact, taut, sexy little brick. | laugh. Morty finds the actud
cash sexy, not what it can buy or the freedom it brings but the
existence, the sight, the smell, the fed, of alarge amount in the
one place, preferably his hand, afuckin big turn-on, likeit'sa
heart-warming thing in itself, athing of great aesthetic beauty,
awork of art. | can see hispoint costo seeafuckin great pile of
loot and know some or al of it's yours gives you some kinda
thrill, a tingle in the testicles, like spotting a rea stunning
woman on a real sunny day, it's a mixture of lust and the
appreciation of a beautiful thing. Morty laughs and throws the
wedge over to me.

‘| don’t want it, not after it's been whereit’s been.’ | throw
it back and he catchesit.

‘Thisis money for jam,” he says, dlinging it on the desktop
and rubbing his hands together. ‘And now,” he declares, ‘it's
time to go off-duty for the weekend.’

‘Shall we crave that bitta cash first?

‘Will youindulge, Young Sir? hesays, getting hislittle bitta
personal out and starting to chop himself aline.

| shake my head.
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“Won't have something for the weekend, Y oung Sir?

‘No. I'm okay, Mort, but you go ahead, have one for me’’

‘Thank you,” he says, alittle bit sarcy.

‘Moderationin al things, | say.’

‘I’'monly having afuckin livener,” Mort saysabit defensively.

‘I know you are, Mort, I'monly saying ...

But Morty ain't listening. He's got his nose down to the
tabletop and he's snorting up hisline, quite asmall onereally,
hardly worth bothering with some people would say. Morty
ain't no cokehead. Although he does have his moments, he
don’'t lose the plot like some guys, he’ s got respect for the gear,
he don’'t surrender to it like some users.

‘Now you’ve powdered your nose, my bitta cash outta that
comesto all the sixes— six thousand, six hundred and sixty-six
quid.’

‘Right, you and me take athird each and Terry and Clarkie
split athird, yeah? He's counting money onto the desktop.

‘That’ swhat we agreed.’

‘ And how much did you say it was again?

‘Six, 9iX, Sx, six.’

‘Here' ssix, six-fifty.” He' sgrinning.

‘Morty, you fuckin do thisto me every fuckin time.’

‘WEell, do you have some change? he saysin innocence.

‘I'll tell you what. Y ou give me six, seven hundred and I’
owe you the change’

 Anyone would think that you was Sarvin the way you go on—

‘Thisain’t about money, Mort.’

‘—living in the bunhouse.” He' s tutting now.

‘Thisain’t about the sixteen quid.’

 So why are you makin such abig fussabout afew pennies?
he shrugs, his face a picture of innocence.

‘Okay, Mort, I'll tdl you what we'll do. You keep the
money, Cos you so obviously need it, but you gottawash up the
scaes and that. Okay?

And as| turn to point at the scales he' s up, out the door and
down the stairs, laughing, going down three and four at atime
like abig kid, howling like awolf, leaving me to do the fuckin
washing up, again.
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Saturday
To Bein Loveland

Saturday morning, quarter to ten, the phone's rang and it's
Morty with his business head on. I'm half adeep and half
awake.

‘You till in bed? saysMort.

‘It's Saturday mornin. I'm havin alie-in.’

Likealot of guyswho have done abit of bird he' sup every
fuckin morning about seven, wide awake, and thinks everyone
else should be aswell.

‘Listen, something’ scome up, nothin bad, someonewantsto
mest you.’

‘Man or woman?

‘Be serious. It'sbusiness’

| know better than to ask Morty over the phone just who it
is.

‘Okay. Where?

‘He wants us to have a spot of lunch with him. You up for
that?

‘Sure.’

‘Meet me at Loveland at about twelve-thirty, okay?

‘I'll seeyou there’

Morty had an interest in a string of sex shops called Love-
land, one quite large one that operated as a clearing house and
store plus four or five satellite ones dotted about near the
mainline railway stations. About ayear after coming out of the
boob having done his five and a bit he was approached by the
owners who were having al sorts of problems with hounds
turning them over, not unlike the kamikaze firm that Morty had
been an associate member of, much to his cost. The owners,
who aways preferred to keep well in the shadows, thought that
Morty could turn from poacher to gamekeeper if they offered
himachunky diceof the profits. Theword would get about that
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Mister Mortimer was on the firm and they would get less
aggravation. | don't think it had occurred to him to go robbing
sex shopsor asking them for protection but whenthe offer came
he accepted with a wink and a handshake, like he had been
waiting to be asked all along. So now Morty was like one of
those crafty ex-MPs or brigadier generals who sit on the board
of directorsof major corporations, sign their nameto the annual
accounts, turn a blind eye to any skulduggery and claim their
hefty remuneration. He, like them, only had to show up two
days a month to collect his readies, and whereas their names
looked good on the letterheads Morty’ s moniker brought with
it a certain respectability in dubious circles. When there was a
big football gamein town or afull moon Morty stuck acouple
of bashersin thelolly pops but gpart from that they never gave
him amoment’sworry.

I’ve got there about twelve-thirty and the kid in the shop’s
sent me through to the back office. Morty’s sat in a kinda
armchair arrangement that’s been made outta boxes of sticky
books and sex aids. It looks almost like athrone. He' sdrinking
acup of coffee outta a polystyrene cup, looking at the pictures
in the morning paper and smoking a snout. He barely looks up
when | comein. Nobby, who's got a piece of the gaff and runs
it for the other partners, is sitting at the desk punching numbers
into a calculator and writing down figures in aledger, cursing
under his breath every now and again.

Up on the ceiling there's a blow-up doll that they’ve had
filled with helium so it's just floating around under its own
steam, grazing the walls and bouncing off the corners of the
roomin slow motion. ltsbug eyes are wide open staring off into
thefaraway distance. Its mouth is stretched open asif she' sjust
received aterrible shock or she’ swaiting for adelivery of some
sort. The doll’s arms are outstretched and legs are wide open
but bent at the knee. Itsvivid yellow nylon hair has been pulled
roughly into two ponytailsand has grubby red gingham ribbons
tied around the ends. The kid comes in from the shop to ask
Nobby if a delivery of Danish rubber-wear mags has comein
yet cos he's got a punter who's been back three or four times
waiting for something specialised, some odd kink or other,
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nuns in PVC or something, but Nobby shrugs, no joy as yet.
The tiny draught coming in from the street sends the doll
bouncing across the ceiling but Morty and Nobby don’t so
much ignore it as simply don’'t notice it anymore. Morty lights
another fag and folds the paper back on itsef and carries on
reading. | fuckin know he's dying for meto ask about the doll.

‘Some punter brought it back,” says Nobby, noticing me
looking upwards, ‘ said it was worn out in under two weeks and
he wanted areplacement or hismoney back. We fucked him off
of course but he’ s gone down one of those law centresto seeif
they know what’s reasonable wear-and-tear on an inflatable
doll. The geezer’ satotal fuckin nut-nut.’

‘I"d kinda worked that out on my own.’

‘He's got legal aid to take the whole fuckin caper to small
claimscourt, and that — says Nobby pointing up at thedolly ‘—
is Delectable Donna and nobody can work out if she's an
exhibit or awitness. Hisbrief wastaking thewholefuckin thing
very serious — you know, rights of the little man and that, he
may be adeazy perv but he's till got human rights — but then
the geezer tells her that he's used the bitta kit approximately
eighty-nine times, approximately, mind, so he may or may not
have been counting. In under two fuckin weeks he' sgot eighty-
nine offences to be taken into consideration, work it out, that's
over six timesafuckin day and hisbrief hasgot the fuckin thing
on her desk in afuckin Tesco's bag so his fuckin human rights
have gone out the fuckin window. She tellsthe Billy Bunter to
take it home and—" he mimics abird ‘— “totally cleanse it, use
some extra strong bleach on its, you know, working parts, soak
it overnight and then scrub it and then scrub it again” so that’s
what the sticky cunt does. Now our man, our brief, saysthat in
doing so he's perished the plastic so we can't send it to the lab,
to forensic, like they do in the movies so he's fucked our
chances of getting afair result.’

‘By interfering with Donna?

‘Exactly. His brief, who's totally fuckin spooked by now
with the geezer, agrees with us. She tells him to settle with us
or fuck off, cos we were offering him a new doll to avoid the
thing getting in the local papers and that, cos if they get any-
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thing juicy they get on to the nationals. It could end up in that
fuckinrag,” says Nobby pointing at Morty’s paper.

‘It'sright up their fuckin street.’

‘I fuckin know they’ d have fuckin fighting funds and every-
thing. We support your right to be a fuckin sex case. We gave
him a new dall, those things only cost us about a tenner from
Holland, wetold him to be gentle with her, take your time, treat
her like the lady sheis. We even gave him afew old books that
have been knocking around donkeys, not of donkeys you
understand but shit that's been on the fuckin premises too
fuckinlong and an’t movin.’

‘ And Donnha comes home.’

* She becomes our property again and she's become a bit of
amascot.’

‘I think it’ s disgusting having that thing up there, it’sfuckin
unhygienic,” saysMorty getting up and giving Nobby his paper
back. ‘You've been around these fuckin perverts too fuckin
long.’

‘That thing’s been industrially cleaned, it's cleaner than
when it |eft the factory.’

‘It"d fuckin wanna be, Nobby.” He gives me alittle wink.

‘So, Morty, before you go, what am | gonna do? says
Nobby.

‘I fuckin told you, Nobby. Anything you didn’t order, can’'t
sell or isnot up to scratch, send it fuckin back.” Heturnsto me
to explain. ‘ The people over in Holland who supply this outfit
keep sending Nabby here stuff that’s no val to us. Either it's
dodgy quality or it’sjust too fuckin much. It' sbasicaly al their
old shit and every time Nobby tells them to stop they just keep
sending more.’

‘Have alook at this,’ says Nobby, getting a magazine out
from under the desk. He opensit and unfolds the centre page so
now it's a poster-size picture of a bird reclining. *When you
scratch the scratch and sniff, it don’t sniff,” he says, scratching
at it and going to hold it under my nose.

‘Fuck off with that!!!’

‘And they got avery funny idea of what’ s obscene and what
an't, like if the donkey in a video's wearing a condom that’s
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all right cos it's safe sex, ain't it,’ says Nobby. ‘And if you
watch one of those films to the end, which is a fuckin hair-
raising experience in itsdf, definitely not a first-date movie,
they got alittle caption saying that no animal’ swelfare has been
harmed during the making of this production. They got things
abit mixed up.’

‘Slightly,” | say.

‘Like it's okay if some poor bint’'s getting chopped by a
beast just so long as Muffin the Mule's got straw to sleep on
and afew barley sugars,’ says Morty.

‘See, those people have got no fuckin idea,” says Nobby.
“Y our British arevery straight really in what they want. What' s
hardcore over here ain’t worth awank, literaly, to them on the
Continent, it’ ssoftcore, show it on thetelly, no problem. That's
why we're getting all this shit getting sent over.’

‘Isit paid for? | ask.

‘No way.” Nobby shakes his head. * And they don’t seem to
mind, but it’'s cluttering up the fuckin place and stuff we can
sell, got punters for, ain't coming through. See you're up
against the internet now so if the gear ain’t up to it then you're
fucked.’

‘Listen, keep al the paperwork straight and send the rest
back, pay for what you take. Bookkeeping is your forte, young
Nobby,” says Morty.

‘Yeah, | suppose so, Morty. It'sjust—

‘Listen, Nobby, you fuckin asked my fuckin advice so you
got it says Morty, suddenly annoyed now, giving Nobby the
pointy finger down his nose. ‘ Anyway, I’m outta here. Me and
my colleague here have got an appointment. And Nobby—' he
speaks slow like he's talking to a child ‘— Send That Fuckin
Gear Back, Okay?

We're out on the street and walking towards where our cars
are parked.

‘He’ sokay, that Nobby, but he can get on your fuckin nerves
at times, lets people talk to him like he's afuckin teabag, he's
a benefit-of-the-doubt merchant. Been around these fuckin sex
cases and nonces too long.’

“Y ou get people asking you for kiddie porn back there?
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‘Yeah, all that stuff’s on the internet now but we till get
asked.’

‘And?

‘I tdl the geezersin the shop to tdll 'em that we do have it
but it's far too dodgy keepin it on the premises and to come
back |ater, when we shut, when nobody’ s about, you know, kid
em on, get 'em to come back later.’

‘And then what?

‘“We beat them up.’

‘Bad?

‘I don’t know any other way.’

‘Not you and Nobby?

‘No, for fuck’ ssake. He couldn’t swing agolf club, let alone
a punch. No, you can aways find volunteers to beat up a
nonce.’
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Srangers, Role Models and Heroes

“You've got no plansfor this afternoon, have you? saysMorty
aswewalk to hiscar.

‘No. Where are we off to, Mort?

‘We'll take my car and I'll drop you back later.’

‘“What' s the appointment about?

‘Have you eaten yet?

‘I've had breakfast.’

‘Areyou hungry?

‘I"'m getting there.’

‘Cos it’s a bittova drive to where we're going, so you'll be
hungry when you get there.’

‘So, Mort, where the fuck are we going?

‘To have aspot of lunch, alate one.’

‘Y eah, I'd gathered that, but where? With who?

‘It's meant to be the bollocks, this gaff we're going to.
Someone' s asked to see us, well, seeyou redly.’

‘Isit business?

‘Oh yeah, it's business al right, it's always business with
thisguy.’

I think I'11 just wait till hetells me. A minute goes by.

‘| got a cdl this morning from Mister Price,’ says Mort.
‘That’s who we're going to see. Why, | don’'t know, so don’t
ask.’

‘“Why’ d he wanna see us?

‘| said don't ask, so you ask.’

‘Didn’'t he say anything?

‘No, | said that, didn't I. He just asked or rather told usto
meet him and Gene in this gaff called Pepi’s Barn out Epping
way, soit'sabit of adrive.’

‘| guess s0.’

‘He saysto meet him at two o' clock. Jimmy’ sdriver’ sgiven
me some ingtructions and a fuckin grid-reference cos the place
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is so fuckin exclusive it's hidden away from the riff-raff, it's
tres exclusive, unlisted, awell-kept secret, says James.’

‘| bet it's not a café he's got us driving halfway across
London to eat in. | bet immy likes his grub.’

“You'll be ableto ask him yourself in alittle while.’

I’'mthinking that I'm gonnalet iImmy ask the questionshere
today, cos people don’t get to where heis without being a cute
old fucker and aruthless one as well. Round our way the likes
of Jmmy Price were looked up to like great statesmen or
magnates, self-made men who had come up the hard way from
nowhere to command respect. That's the romantic view, like
themade-for-TV movie. Thereality isthat these gentscould be
horrible, nasty cunts when necessary and it was necessary alot
of thetime.

He'sto be admired, is James. Heis as cute asfuck. He' sgot
interests all over the place, straight and not so straight. He was
one of thefirgt to realise that taking libbos, believing too many
Jimmy Cagney movies, taking the piss outta the old bill, wasa
mug’ sgame costhey just get the zig and come at you with more
legal firepower. Far better, thought Jim, to keep a very low
profile and crack on, retain all the best lawyers and barristers
just in case it al goes crocked and avoid any kinda attention.
This might seem like stating the fuckin obvious nowadays but
thisgeezer’ sfrom adifferent erawhereit was par for the course
to show out that you was at it. Depending on who you listen to,
Jimmy’s one of the few guysin London who could straighten
the very top old bill, the top players up in Scotland Y ard, with
afew bob or one of the only guysin London that the old bill
would actively fit up. They would put their pensions and solid
reputations on the line to place Jimmy Boy in the boab for a
score of years. Some guys wanna tell you that he's a fuckin
genius, some folk wanna tell you he's avisionary, others that
he' sto be avoided or watched.

Of course there's the sub-species at the bottom of the pile
who are simply envious of the man, the lagging boats down the
boozer, the Born Losers Arms, who start running off at the
mouth once they’ ve had a bucket saying the geezer’ s awanker
and next morning they wake up shitting themselves hoping,
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praying, that nobody’s heard them and they’ll spend the day
hiding under the blankets, sobbing and shaking with that par-
ticular brand of paranoia that the booze brings. It's pure
old-fashion jealousy. They’ ve got afat old cunt of amissesthat
they would dearly love to strangle and bury off the motorway
somewhere, they're getting grief from the local gathers who
know they’re wrong 'uns and drive 'em mad, they’ve beenin
and out the shovel since approved school, still doing the same
old shit and getting nowhere, they’' re eating dogshit that passes
for food, they got ill health, no fuckin futureand they turn round
and look at Jmmy. Isit any fuckin wonder that these sad cases
can't handleit?He' s off the manor, nicefuckintan coshe' sjust
got back from a little working holiday over on the Costa del
Crime and when he comes down here he' slikethe Popewaving
and walking on rose petals and they, the fuckwits, are either
grafting against all odds, bubbling one another up or bleeding
starving. Terrible thing, envy, it can eat you away like fuckin
cancer if you let it. They can resent the man cos he’' snever done
hisbiglumpinthejail. He sdoneal the kid stuff of course, the
borstals and DCs and that, but he’s never had his collar felt as
an adult which is pretty fuckin remarkable seeing al the knav-
ery and skulduggery he'sinto, but he's shot through with pure
animal cunning. Fair fuckin play.

Jimmy was what the Y anks would call an underboss to old
Dewey and he was a fuckin legend, no two ways. He was a
fuckin gentleman, a fuckin naughty one, but a gent none the
less. Sure, he could be alunatic but he commanded respect from
all the underlings and even people who ordinarily would have
only contempt for geezersin hisline of work. My old man, who
was a straight-goer all his fuckin life, driving his trains to
fuck-knows-where, had great respect for old Dewey. The man
wasaDon. If Dewey had’ ve been borninto adifferent classhe
would've ended up running the fuckin railways or a big city
bank, but it turned out how it did and he ended up running large
parts of London with hisallies.

When Dewey died of heart failure immy smelt what wasin
the wind. Drugs changed everything. He spotted the new,
younger, hungrier, serioudy talented, ruthless families and
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clans coming up and moved sideways before he was bulldozed
over like so many old relics. He realised his limitations and
downsized, as big corporations do, his operation. What Jimmy
did was carve himsdf out a principality among the bigger
nation-states and kingdoms. It wasn't about turf or territory,
you couldn't draw ared ring around it on a map, it was about
Jmmy and histeamsbeing given the respect to march on, doing
their business unhindered. James operation became lithe and
flexible, less graft, more profit. It moved away from the factory
floor.

I’ve got afeeling of fear mixed with excitement cos | know
that if iImmy’ssending for meit’ sgot to beimportant, but also
I’'m on my way to meet a fuckin legend of my youth. Old
Dewey, Jimmy Price, the Tylers, Crazy Larry Flynn, the Archer
Boys, the O’ Mara family, seven brothers and five sisters, the
girlsasfuckin mad asthe boys, and not forgetting our Clarkie's
clan, they were like theroyal families of Europe when we were
growing up. Their fallings-out and feuds, their treaties and
pacts, arranged marriages and messy divorces, their myths and
legends, bar-brawls and escapades, their betrayals and treach-
ery, were like adrop of poor man’s Shakespeare to uskidswho
played three card brag in pissy stairwells and hung around
smokin snout on cold street corners. We got hear-say and
rumour, Chinese whispers and fuckin gross exaggeration and
there was kudos to be earned if one of the greats' shadows fell
upon us. We would have collected their pictures on bubblegum
cardsif we could.

‘“What do you think of Jmmy Price, Mort?

‘“We've had this conversation before.’

‘And you' ve never given me a straight answer before.’

‘He' svery good at hisjob.’

‘Meaning?

‘He' s very good at what he does.’

‘Very diplomatic, Mister Mortimer.’

‘I try.’

‘| mean, do you like the geezer.’

‘| don’t think guys like Jimmy are there to be loved.’

‘I know that.’
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‘So why ask?

‘A moment of temporary insanity, Morty, | don’t know what
came over me.’

He draws a deep breath and does that thing he does with his
eyes, rollsthem skyward. ‘ To answer your question, no, | don’t
like Jim, but | tell you what, | fuckin respect the geezer.’

‘Don't take this the wrong way, Mort, but are you scared of
him?

‘| won't take it the wrong way, and no, | ain't scared of him
or anyone else. What's the worst they can do, they can only
fuckin kill ya’

Only.

‘But you respect the guy?

‘Y eah, for holding things together after the old boy croaked.
Itwasall up for grabs. Hewas ahard act to follow was Dewey.’

‘So they tell me.’

‘But Jimmy sorted it. Don’t get mewrong, | ain't saying I'd
like to go on me holidayswith him or anything cos between me
and you, cos we're the only ones here, he's a leery, bullying
cunt is James at times, and to answer your question, no | don’t
like him dl that much.’

‘He' ssnide?

“How can you call him snidein thisgame? Everyone ssnide
in this game. He loves afuckin mind game, lovesto let people
know where the fuckin power lies, who’ sfuckin boss. If some-
body’ sgot aweakness, Jimmy can smell it out like those sniffer
dogs the customs have got.’

‘Andthenhe'sonit.

‘Fuckin dead right he’ son it. Thisisageezer who’ sbent old
bill. Cute’ sabetter word than snide. But if hedon't likeyahe'll
put it right on ya.’

*So you know where you are with him.’

Morty laughed. ‘Did | say that? You ain't been listening,
brov. No, you never know where you are with a dlippery cunt
like Jimmy.’

‘Thanks for warning me.’

‘“You'll be okay, cos you're a talent and taent’s in short
supply. Jimmy don't sit down to eat with any muggy-cunts, you
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know. What' sthe very worst that can happen? He can haveyou
killed.” Morty laughs at hislittle joke.

‘How very reassuring you are at times, Mister Mortimer.’

‘Killed very dowly.” Morty really liked his little joke. ‘As
the song says, don’t you worry about athing, Mama. Y ou can
take yoursdlf too fuckin serioudly, you know.’

‘I''m paid to worry, remember.’

We'rein Hackney High Street.

‘Isthisthe way to Epping, Mort?

‘It'sthe only way | know so it’s got to be the right way.’

It's Saturday afternoon so the whole gaff is fuckin smashed
out with shoppers.

“Y ou see that building? The carpet warehouse? The big one
over there? Morty’ spointing up and acrossthestreet at agrimy
pile, a cross between a prison and a church, the whole front
splattered with gaudy posters in lime greens and oranges,
promising saleprices, never to be repeated offersand wholesale
prices direct to the public.

‘Y eah. What about it?

‘It was once the parish workhouse.’

‘It lookslikeit.

‘And after that it waslike ahostel for peoplewho got fucked
up inthewar, the First World War not the last one, people who
got fucked up in the head, not maimed or wounded but, you
know, shot away inside the head. My great-grandad had a dose
of that.’

‘What, he fought in the war?

‘Y eah, fuckin right he did. He signed up in the West Indies,
lied about his age. Dead keen, he was, but | don’t suppose they
giveafuck.

‘How old was he?

‘Fifteen and ahalf he was but he did look older.’

‘He' d fuckin wanna.’

‘He ended up at this gaff called Y pres — Wipers, the troops
called it — getting the complete shit pummelled outta them by
the German guns, but they ain't like what we call a gun, a
shooter, these guns were on fuckin railway trains, with about
twenty geezers loading the fuckin thing with one-ton shells.
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Heavy artillery, heavy gravy. The top kiddies, the officers,
won't go up to the front cos they don’t want to get their fuckin
uniforms muddy.’

‘That wouldn't do at all.’

‘ Anyway, afuckin huge shell haslanded on this dug-out that
thegreat-grandad’ sin. A direct hit. Thelittle outfit he waswith
are buried and he's buried alive. It turns out later that he'sin
there for twenty-four hours before they dug him out and he's
wide awake for the first part in among dl his pals who have
been blown to fuckin bits, one guy’s arm’s over there and his
legs are over here, there' s body parts al over the fuckin trench
and he's covered in bits of their blood and brains and fuck-
knows-what.’

‘And he'sin amongst all that shit.’

‘Well, he had no fuckin choice, did he,’” says Mort.

‘And conscious for the first part?

‘Y eah. He' swoken up about two weekslater in the Brighton
Pavilion. Have you ever seen the Brighton Pavilion?

‘I can’'t remember if | have.’

‘“You'd know it if you'd seen it cos it’s like the fuckin Tg
Mahal in fuckin downtown Brighton. It sall spindly towersand
nutty arches. It's a total fuckin crack-up on the outside and
insde it's dl mad gold and felt-flock wallpaper like a curry
house but to him it's like a palace cos he' s from the sticks on
one of the little idands. Then he thinks, hang on, maybe I'm
dead dready and thisis fuckin heaven, and he's panicking but
it turns out that the gaff isbeing used for ahospital for an Indian
outfit. In the confusion and mayhem they’ ve got him booked as
an Indian and shipped him over to Brighton.’

‘What was the matter with him?

‘He' sgot acouple of broken legsand afuckin huge bandage
round the canister but they said nothing was broken, but from
then on in he became a right fuckin headbanger, a complete
fuckin head-the-ball, he's gone completely the other way from
all that King and country bullshit, it's turned him inside out, it
has, he’ s never the same again but you wouldn’t be, would ya.’

‘| don’t suppose you would, not after you' ve been covered
with your spar’s blood and brains and that.’
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‘He's caused fuckin havoc everywhere he's gone for the
next sixty years. He used to wake up screaming, thinking he's
been buried alive again, fuckin shit yaright up to hear it, cosit
was a fuckin insane scream and he' d be gulping for breath like
he was suffocating all over again, poor old cunt.’

‘They’d call that Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder these days.
They'd give him fuckin therapy from arsehole to breakfast
time, he could sue 'em for a fuckin lump sum or a bittovawar
pension.’

‘Too true. And they’ d sort him out a medal aswell, but this
was back in the days when people thought they were being
really fuckin polite calling a black geezer acoon or anig-nog.’

I’m laughing.

‘I know, you can fuckin laugh,” says Mort, ‘but it’'s true,
fuckin mad ain't it, but what I’'m saying is that al these good
peopl e thought that black people lacked a bit of the old moral
fibre. See, the whole fuckin gaff was streaming with soldiers
who had been fucked up by the war, cal it shell-shock or
post-traumatic stress whatever, and it was put down to either
cowardice or character weakness or both and the old boy was
just another crazy and a Johnny Darky into the bargain.’

‘In the grief stakes | reckon he musta got double bubble.’

‘Sure. So he ended up in that gaff back there. He used to
bring me over this side to show me all the placeshe'd lived in,
done a bunk outta, boozers he's had the tear-up in, he'd bring
me over to see the sights!’

A lot of the people on the pavement look shell-shocked from
plain old ordinary everyday living. They’ve got alook of deep
fatiguefrom yearsof attrition. Their facesareweary, young and
old alike. It's the look of poverty and scraping by week after
week, year in year out, stretching out the Monte Cairo till next
pay day, living on subs and Christmas clubs and it's at times
like thisI'm glad I'm in the business I'm in. Most people are
simply fucked, fried and lied to.

Y ou know what he used to say to me? | was just akid but
he used to say it over and over again and | just used to fuckin
nod my head and think what the fuck’ s he on about the old cunt
but years|ater it all makes the most perfect sense.’
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We're sitting at the traffic lights. Mort’s looking out the
window, out into the shop windows, no doubt thinking about
the trips over to the Eastside with his crazy old trooper of a
great-grandad. He' sgot thisfaraway look in hiseyes. | suppose
thisisabit of atrip down memory lane for him.

‘Well? | says.

‘Well what? says Morty, coming to.

‘What did he used to say?

‘Ohright, fuck me, | was gone then. He used to say that your
intelligence, your imagination and your integrity are yours and
yours aone and no cunt can make you give them up unlessyou
want to. You can give them away, you can sell them to the
highest bidder, you can let people think that they’ve got you
where they want you, but you know you got a different deal
going on in your head, and all the time you're letting them
believe what they fuckin wanna believe, but you, and you
alone, know different. He used to go on about the “three eyes,
remember the three eyes,” and | thought as a chavvie that he
was on about some fuckin big old three-eyed monster, | was
well spooked. See, alot of people just saw him as a crazy old
black geezer, screaming and shouting in the street, getting
nicked for fighting or getting a good hiding for wrecking some
old spieler cos he's flipped out or for just fuckin growling at
people he shouldn’t have done, but hewasafuckin deep thinker
in spite of al that shit.’

‘I like that, though, about your intelligence, your imagina-
tion and your integrity, it's good gear.’

‘It's good simple home cookin, ain’'t it. When | got sent
down that time for that Kilburn Jerry business, that was the
moment, the exact fuckin moment — he clicked his fingers ‘—
that | knew what he was on about. See, eight yearsain't along
time and it ain't a fuckin short time either. It used to go round
and around in my nut. It kinda kept me sane and drove me
fuckin mad at the same time if you know what | mean.’

‘Kinda’

‘See, in the boob ninety per cent of the cons are complete
fuckin gobshites, as they say up in County Kilburn, mug 'em-
selves off thewholetime, fuckinidiotswho ain’t got aclue. My
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uncle, Winston, and my grandad used to talk about knowing
your own history. They were both always readin every fuckin
history book that they could get hold of, Winston still does. See,
it' simportant that | know about their struggle, although | didn’t
get on with the old man when | was younger, but if | know al
the shit that’ s gone down over the years, with him, the grandad
and the great-grandad, to get me herein this motor, sat talkin to
you, then | ain’t gonna be givin up so fuckin easily. You
understand?

‘Kinda’

‘If you know your history, the struggle, your lineage, you
know who you fuckin are.’

‘That makes sense.’

Y ou know who had it, had it in lorryloads, ferocious they
had it and it was very fuckin impressive, those IRA geezers
down on the Island. The Parkhurst Brigade of the Provisional
IRA. If you can forget about what they’ ve doneto get in there,
forget that they’ re always banging on that they’ re POWSs, we' re
all fuckin POWs|I usedtotell them, but if you took thetime and
you actualy sat down and talked to them they had that know!-
edge in shitloads.’

‘| canimagine, asit goes, costhey believethey’re soldiers.’

‘And they are. They didn’t blow anyone up for fun or cosit
was a good earner or anything like that, they did it cos they
believethey'reat war. See, if you associatetoo much with those
guysit goesdown on your record and it affectsyour parole. The
authorities see it as another way of punishing them, keeping
them isolated and some of the muggy-cunt, lowlife, petty crimi-
nal, half-a-sex-case rubbish play the game costhey wannaearn
alittle squeeze from the kangas. They give the Provo geezersa
hard time, but they don’t see that they’re being used as mugs
and anyway those Irish boyscan look after themselves, they can
give as good as they fuckin get, they stick together.’

‘I can fuckin imagine that somehow. They come across as
headcases.’

‘In avery cool, calculated way they are, but like you say,
they’re soldiers. But, and this is the point I'm making, if they
ain't got their head in abook on Irish history going back about
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ten thousand years, about that fuckin fat — he holds his thumb
and forefinger about four inches apart ‘— then they were dis-
cussing it and some of them were writing poetry about it, but
they knew where they were comin from. Y ou see what | mean.
A sense of where you come from gives you a sense of where
you're going. Understand?

‘| see what you mean.’

‘I read al that Irish history and every other fuckin history
book | could get hold of as well because, first up, | liked the
stories cos fact is aways stranger than fiction, it's the fuckin
truth, and so while al my pals were off doing nightclasses
trying to suss out how people’s minds work so they could be
more effective crims, you know, psychology, sociology, theol-
ogy and every fuckin other sort of fuckology, I’ d beaway in my
cell readin my history books. To be honest, most nights | was
glad when bang-up come so | could be on my jack with a puff
and me books.’

We hit a bitta dual carriageway heading north. Morty’s in
full flow.

‘See, people reckon that studying history teaches us not to
make the same mistakes over again, but we do again and again
asif we asaspeciesliketo fuck up, prefer it maybe.’

Heweighsit up in his head. He pulls his quizzical face but
continues.

‘Maybe, maybe not. See, huge empires or countries livein
fear of the other guy upping them before they can do it to the
other guy, so it keeps on kickin off over and over again. So
while my pals are learnin about “this is how the old canister
works, bish, bash, bosh,” and | guess that thereisalot of truth
inthat old voodoo, | worked out that you can never really know
what anyone's thinkin cos as soon as you write the formbook
on them they’ Il go and do something that totally fucks up your
theory about their motives, whys and wherefores. | could give
you examples, Hitler or Alexander the Great, whoever, you
never know what they’ re going to do next.’

‘Too fuckin true.’

I’m wondering if thisis some kindaword of warning for my
meet with Jimmy Price or it’sjust Morty shooting the breeze.
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“You do love your history, don’t you, Mort.’

‘I fuckin do, which isfunny cos| fuckin hated it when | was
in school. | could go on that quiz show on thetelly, you know,
speciaist subjects and that. But remember that about your
intelligence, your imagination and your integrity cos that's
been handed down and now |I'm handing it down to you.’

‘Cheers, Mort.’

We pull off the carriageway and into some small lanes with
heavy woods on either side. Mort’s following the directions
he's got written down on the back of afag packet. After about
ten minutes’ driving we stop at a crossroads.

‘Very good directions. There should be a sign here some-
where’

| spotit. ‘Over there’

A tiny wooden sign saying ‘Pepi’s Barn’ pointed down
another smaller lane between two of the branches of the cross-
roads. There's no way you would have spotted it without
knowing it wasthere already. Looking at my watch, it' sexactly
one-thirty. We drive down the lane for a couple of hundred
yards, through an avenue of treesthat meet at the top and block
out the light. It really is quite beautiful and atouch eerie at the
same time, like something outta a kids' fairytae. When we
emerge at the other end it's a mighty fuckin contrast. We turn
a sharp corner at the end of atree-lined avenue and suddenly
we'reon agrave forecourt in front of a massive country house
asfar away fromabarn asit’ spossibleto get. It' sontwo floors,
about three hundred years old. In the front there' s abeautifully
manicured lawn with Roman statues dotted about, David and
the armless one, Venus de Milo, and clipped privet hedges
about three feet high. They probably caled thisavillawhen it
washuilt, it smoody classicd with large columnson either side
of thedoubledoors. A guy in bottle-green and gold livery opens
the door of the Audi. Morty gives him the keys and he drives
the motor off to park it out of sight.

‘Remember, he'll be checking you out, maybe pushing abit,
keep cam, don't bite, remember the three eyes,” saysMorty as
we stroll into the gaff.
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A Soot of Luncheon with
Mister Price

Pepi’s Barn inside is something else. It looks brand spanking
new and really old at the very sametime. Thefloorsarelaidin
white marble. On the walls are mosaics of what look like
Roman gods and goddesses doing battle with the forces of
nature in an amighty big frieze. The oak supporting beams
have been exposed back to the origina wood. The reception
areaison an upper level. Down three stepsis the main floor of
the restaurant and down another three steps a conservatory has
been added on. Beyond that again isagarden that hasbeen laid
out around awater fountain. Huge plants, amost two floorstall,
are in each corner of the room. Thevibeis of pure luxury and,
sure enough, on the lawn peacocks and white doves roam
amlesdy about. | redlise that the original villa had been built
on adlight hill cosyou are higher at the front door than on the
main floor. There’ safountain inside aswell, up against the far
wall. It's aslow, gently cascading number to add to the ambi-
ence of cam. In the bottom sit fish, valuable koi carp,
motionlessin the clear, crisp water, not for frying in batter.

Half an hour ago we were sitting in the motor in two-egg-
and-chips-guv Hackney and now we are waiting to be seated in
a gaff that smply oozes affluence. Thirty tables, every one of
them full, and you had to be a boy scout to find the place. All
the waiters look like male models with chiselled cheekbones.
They're dl wearing long aprons down to their ankles and they
move across the marble decks noiselessly. Lorryloads of flow-
ers are everywhere, arranged by experts, you can tell, sitting in
crystal vasesthat | know cost two or three hundred quid a pop.
Ceiling fans spin gently at half speed. Nothing gets too frantic
here.

We leave our jackets and phones with the cloakroom girl. |
see everybody’s wearing that off-duty look that the rich kids,
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the genuinely caked, seem to get without even trying. It's al
Ralph, cords, Timberland deck-shoes, Burberry and Mulberry.
The men and the women are dressed the same except some of
the gals have Gucci, Hermeés or Chanel silk squares around the
neck. The atmosphere’ svery relaxed and laid-back. Morty tells
the Mgor Dee that we are with the Price party and he leadsthe
way through the main room and out to alittle side conservatory
with one big table for about six or seven on its own in the
middle. The spring sun’ sshining through the glassand | can see
cherry blossom on the trees outside.

Jimmy Priceis sitting with his back to the far wall, looking
out so he can see al the comings and goings around him. He's
relaxed, off-duty, with alarge vodka and tonic in his hand and
aleather cigar box on thetablein front of him and afat live one
in his hand, a Cuban Montecristo for sure. He's wearing an
argyle cashmere golf sweater that’'s cost about three or four
hundred quid. Hisginger-grey hair’ sswept acrosshisnut trying
to cover up his baldness but some of the sun from behind him
gtill glistens on his shiny head. He looks older than | remember
him from our previous two meetings. Jimmy’s had a shave
about an hour ago and hisfaceisstill glowing red-raw. He' sgot
red cheeks and broken veins around his nose. He' s wearing too
much of that expensive aftershave that smellstoo sickly sweet
and it mixes with the cigar smoke to tell me that he's got the
money of the folks next door, he’s got it in spades, shitloads,
but not necessarily with the easy classand style of those people.
He never will.

Next to James sits Gene McGuire, his Chief of Staff, who |
know quite well aready. Gene's wearing a nondescript blue
pinstripe suit that makes him stand out among all the weeken-
der casual. He never looks properly relaxed in asuit does Gene
but hewearsthem like some guyswear overalls. Thetop button
of his shirt’s undone and the tie pulled to one side. He' s black
Irish with mad bushy eyebrows. He's got two packs of Roth-
man’s in front of him and he's pulling relentlessly on the one
in his other hand, rolling a battered gold Dunhill lighter over
and over in hishand with aslow, steady rhythm. In front of him
on the table he's got a large chunky tumbler of whiskey, half
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full. 1t's like giving cherries to an elephant giving whiskey to
Gene. He's got that crazy little twinkle in the eyes and, like
Mort, he can be great company but also atotal psychopathwhen
he's on active service. He ain’t tall but he's fuckin solid and
he's got the biggest hands I’ ve ever seen on a human being in
my life, like he could literally tear ya apart.

‘They put usout here cosof the smoke, you know, what with
the kids and that.” Jimmy gets up to greet us. We shake hands,
his chubby and dightly clammy. Gene shoots me a dy little
wink and carries on rolling the Dunhill without missing a beat.
We sit and make small-talk — nice drive? good directions? nice
gaff, ain't it.

‘Y ou wanna see it on a Saturday night,” says Jmmy. ‘None
of this dressing like farmers, it’s top "king notch. People pull
out al the stops, no dinner suits or anything but not short of it.
In summer they have an outfit, a band, like, violins and that
playin classical music on the grass. It's fuckin beautiful | can
tell ya’

‘It sounds very nice,’ | say.

“You know who | saw in here last week? Go on, guess,’ he
saysto me and Morty.

‘I don’'t know,’” says Morty.

‘Well, have afuckin guess.’

We shrug our shoulders.

‘That’sno fuckingood. I'll tell ya, shall 1. Rod Stewart. Rod
fuckin Stewart, that's who. | could have reached over and
touched him.’

Jimmy grabbed me tight by the arm.

‘That fuckin close | was.’

‘“Who was he with? asks Morty, half impressed.

‘Loadatossafootballers.’

‘Did you get his autograph?

‘Don’t take the 'kin piss Mortimer, you'd be showin your-
self right up. It's not the done thing in this gaff.’

‘No, no. It'saserious question,’ saysMorty. ‘If | saw Stevie
Wonder or Barry White in a place I'd wanna get their auto-
graph, go over and say hello.’

‘Not in fuckin hereyou wouldn't, not with meyouwouldn't.
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My misses was well chuffed, seeing him like that. | went out
and bought her al hisrecordsthe very next day, thefuckinlot.’

Gene gets the waiter over. He' s grinning quietly to himsdlf.
The waiter empties the ashtray every time Gene kills a Roth-
man’s.

‘Same again.’

‘Large Chivas Regal, Sir?

Gene nods.

‘Yeah, says Jmmy, ‘and let’ s have some menus. The food
here, it's cooked with love, ain't it, son?

The waiter says nothing but he looks embarrassed.

‘No, serioudy chaps, the grub here's like nothing you've
ever tasted in your life. They get al the top chefs. Ain't that
right, son?

‘Yes, Sir,” saysthe waiter and goes to fetch menus.

‘| an't al that hungry,” says Gene. ‘I think I'll just have a
steak and a couple of ralls.’

‘For fuck’ s sake, Gene, that’ s al you ever eat, fuckin steak,
try something different for a change. Look,” he says as the
waiter comes back with the menu, ‘they got duck, rabbit, veal,
but like beautiful veal, chicken done in herbs and spices, like
secret recipes that'll make your fuckin bollocks tingle, ook,
fish, good for the old ticker, fish. Here we go, salmon, Dover
sole, trout.’

‘I'm gonnajust have a steak.’

‘Look, liver donein devil’s sauce.’

‘Just a steak —

‘Lamb.’

‘—if that’ s dl right with you, James.’

‘Fuckin hell. What’ sthe fuckin point of coming to one of the
best fuckin eating places in the country, if not the world, if all
you' re gonnafuckin haveisa’kin steak.’

‘That’swhat | want, Jim.’

Y ou may aswell go down afuckin kebab house.’

“Jim, listen, | didn’t want to come here. I’ d sooner meet the
boys down the boozer, any one you like. It was your idea to
come here.’

Gene spdt out his objectionsin his smooth Donegal accent.
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‘Okay, okay, don't fuckin go on, fuck sake, Gene.’

Jmmy says it like Gene is aranting, foaming-at-the-mouth
lunatic, like ‘what’s his fuckin problem’.

The waiter takes the order. Me and Mort order the same
thing, the duck pété and the poached salmon with new potatoes,
watercress and baby lettuce salad, while Jimmy makes a great
show of ordering, showing off hissnob’slimited knowledge of
food and wine, like a bittova wanker really. Gene tells the
waiter he wants a steak.

‘No problem, Sir.’

‘How big isthe steak?

‘Eight ounces, Sir.’

‘Bring two.’

‘Yes, Sir. How do you want them cooked?

‘Fried fast on the outside so it’s raw on the inside and stick
two fried eggs on each.’

“How would you like the eggs done, Sir?

‘Over easy please, son.’

Thewaiter just writesit al down. immy isshaking hishead.

‘Fuck’s sake,” he says, sighing and looking over at me and
Morty. ‘No style, no style at all.’

On the contrary, I’m thinking, Gene's showed great style.
He' stold them what he wants and how hewantsit cooked. Ina
five-star place like this one that’ s how it works.

Moresmall-tak asthe starters come and go. Jimmy’ stelling
stories, al the old stories, the good-old-bad-old days. ' The CID
was blokesyou could have adrink with, could havea’kinlaugh
with. They was fellas you'd been to school with only they'd
made adifferent career move. It couldabeen theminyour place
and vice-versa. It was al a bit of a fuckin game back then
compared with now, it was a fuck-about, cops and robbers.’

Gene tears through his steak and eggs and a small basket of
rolls. He seems to be getting more hungry as he goes through
them. Thefood, Jimmy ain't fuckin lying, isecstatic. Wefinish
up and compliment Jim on his good, no excdlent taste in
choosing this restaurant, which | suppose was the idea. Life
tastes good.

Jimmy callsthe waiter over and orders coffee, brandies and
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bring Mister McGuire another two of them, he says, pointing at
Gene's Chivas. A small team descend on the table and clear
everything away and even brush the tablecloth so everythingis
neat and tidy again. We're sitting in stuffed satisfaction. The
guy brings atray back heaving with drinks, unloads them, and
goes to stand against the far wall to await any further instruc-
tions, but immy calls him back over.

‘Can we have alittle privacy, son. We'll give you ashout if
we need you.’

Thekid disappears. On cue, Gene sits up straight and looks
atentive for the first time. Morty’s looking to Jmmy to start
talking. He's become the boss. The expression on his face
changes from I-can-clown-with-the-best-of-them to a dlight
frown, his eyes develop a micro-focus and his eyebrows be-
come heavy in an instant. He transforms from chubby, puppy
dog into poisonous cobra. | fedl I’ ve been caught thinking out
loud that he’ s a cunt, like he can look into my nut and read my
mind like it isthe runners and riders page. | suddenly feel very
stupid for thinking that a geezer like that could get to where he
was in the scheme of things by being a fuckin tosser, having
top-ranking dudes, the Spitfire pilots of the crimina world, on
their toes and putting up with al his bollocks-talk.

| suddenly fedl very smal fry, there' s a voice in my head
saying, ‘You're the cunt, pal.’ I've redised that Mister James
plays hismind gamesto the sixth and seventh degree, like some
ruthless chess Grand Magter thinking ten moves ahead or an
ancient Chinese general leading the enemy, laughing in their
stupidity and arrogance, into thefatal ambush. immy flexeshis
arms, clicks his fingers. | wonder how many you and the Old
Fellaput away in your time, how many disappeared off theface
of the earth never to be seen again? He' stoying with the pinkie
ring. Is he toying with me? | can hear him thinking, Y ou think
I’macunt, do you?aclown?afuckwit??Well, doyouson?l’m
speculating, How many got fed to the pigs? How many got
dropped into lime pits? How many skeletons got put through
the concrete crusher, put in cement in oil drums and dropped
into the sea? Mister Price’ seyeshave becomelocked onto mine
now, they’re looking at a point exactly two inches behind the
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bridge of my nose, he's clicked in and locked on like one of
those state-of -the-art missile systems that once they’ ve got ya
they ain't fuckin letting you go until you're dead. Jimmy’s
placed a cigar in his mouth, let Gene light it with the Dunhill,
tilted his head back and blown the smoke upwards into the air.
A small puddle sformed in the small of my back.

‘What do you want, son?

‘Sorry?

‘Inlife, what are you after? A shot at thetitle? A seat by the
band?

He openshishandslike one of those pictures of Jesus Christ.
| say nothing.

‘What do you want from life? Fuck’ s sake, talk to me, son.’
Hisvoice has changed. It s on target, dry and flat.

‘I don't know, Mister Price. It'savery expansive question,’
| says with an assurance that surprises me.

‘And that’s avery good answer. Y ou know, years ago some
people would have thought you were ahomosexual if you used
aword like “expansive” but times change. Y ou’ re not a homo-
sexua, are you?

‘No, I'm not. Definitely not.’

‘Not behind with the rent?

‘Noway.’

‘| didn’t think you were. No harminit | suppose. Let me put
it another way. How far do you want to go? What sacrificesare
you prepared to make?

Price, Gene and Morty sit in a semi-circle looking a me,
waiting for my answer, but | don’t really know what the fuck
heison about. Morty ison their side now.

‘Give me an example,’ | say.

‘That's good, that’s very good.” He laughs but the laugh is
different, it'sloaded with al the old cunt’ s cunning and sinister
intent. ‘Never, ever commit yourself, say as little as possible.
That's alittletip for ya, son,” he continues. ‘I'll tell you why |
ask. | ask questions and | get answers, people tel me things. |
like to know about people.’

He pauses to gulp his brandy.

‘I collect information up here,” pointing at both histemples
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with hisindex fingers. ‘Information is power, it was said two
thousand years ago, and it’ s still astruetoday. In fact it’'swhat
| tradein, and other things of course, but substance or wealth or
property or whatever, they’ re only there to keep the score. You
understand?

I’'m nodding but | ain't got aclue.

‘I talk to Gene and | talk to Morty and | talk to other people
and they tell me about you. They tell me that you're a good,
clean, tidy worker, that you ain’t even got aCRO file, you make
money for everyone in your chosen enterprise, you keep your
own counsel which is important because there' s far too many
loud-mouths out therewho just loveto let anyone and everyone
know their business. I'm told you just go about your business
withwhat | liketo call stealth. Fuckin lovely word that. Stealth.
You ain't out spunkin your dough down the clubs trying to
impress some old sploshers, pissed and on the powder, having
the big nose-up.’

He pauses for breath, a gulp of Cognac and a pull on his
cigar before continuing.

‘There' stoo many fuckin jokers out there who could get us
put away for stretches if you told 'em anything worth knowin
cos they can't keep their fuckin big mouths shut. Do you think
of the future? Have you got a plan, son?

Shit. Now he' s put me on the spot. | really wasn't expecting
this. He's asked me a straight question and he’'s gonnawant a
straight answer.

‘How old areyou, son? he asks.

‘Twenty-nine.’

Y ou make alotta money, don’t you?

‘“Yeah.

‘And you've got it invested? Y ou’ ve been sensible with it?

‘Yeah, | suppose | have!’

‘| admire that. It showsthat you're thinkin of the future and
we al have to think of the future. Y ou put mein mind of guys
I’ve known over the years who' ve made atidy little stack and
walked away. They were gonnado the business until they were,
say, for the sake of argument, thirty and then vamoose, gone. |
knew blokes who were blaggers, in and out of banks with
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sawn-offs, they worked until they could set themselves up as
straight legit businessmen then they walked away. Some of
them could drop it out and others just couldn’t resist the buzz.
They kept coming back for another portion. | knew some guys
just weren’t allowed to simply fuck off and leave.’

‘“Why?

‘Too good a makin money for other people.’

Heleavesit hanging intheair, brushes some ash off thelinen
tablecloth and shrugs his shoulders.

‘Myself,’ he gtruggles to re-light his cigar, ‘| wouldn’t do
that to anyone, hold them against their will, not to my worst
enemy.’

I’m fuckin glad to hear it. immy knowsmy plan. | can’t see
how but he does. Maybe he's seen or heard something in my
behaviour that’s convinced him but sometimes with guys like
himit's pure animal instinct.

‘Oh yes, we must think of the future otherwise it tumbles
over us and before we know it we' re extinct, like dinosaurs. |
was talkin to you about the good old days, it's bollocks, it's a
music-hall turn. | could see you thought so too.’

I move to speak but he raises his hand to stop me.

‘No no, son, it's not a problem. The world, London, it's
changing by the week, by the fuckin day, and people like me,
people like you, Gene and Mister Mortimer here, if we don’t
change with it we gonna get left behind, we'll be fuckin relics
like the old bruisers havin tear-ups on the cobbles that we used
to laugh a when | was your age. Y ou understand?

‘Definitely.’

‘“We need the young, flexible guyslike yoursdlf to stand any
kinda chance of staying ahead. What I’'m saying is we need
geezers like you. Listen to this, an acquaintance brings a Rus-
sian to my house to discuss a little something, yeah?

We nod.

‘The Russian geezer don't speak no English so it's dl that
thumbs-up-and-smile business but the guy who's doing the
interpretations, who's Russian as well, is calling the guy “The
Canniba”. This Russian guy’s a spooky cunt, you only got to
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take onelook, there' sanaughty vibe offahim. If you upset him,
gonnadie, no two ways.'

Jimmy wipes the palms of his hands together dismissively.
Gene and Morty nod.

‘I"'m beginning to think they call him the Cannibal coshe's
a merciless cunt, area animal, but it transpires that they call
him the Canniba cos he eats human flesh. | said, “WHAT!!”
The guy explains that in those Soviet prisonsit happens all the
time, no grub, they'reliteraly starvin, so if someone dies they
fuckin eat them.’

‘I bet they don’'t wait around for people to die either,” says
Gene.

‘I hadn’t thought of that,” says Jmmy. ‘ Anyways, this cunt
has developed a taste for it and even after he's released he
occasionally tucksinto afeed of human being. Think about that
mentality and he’ s sitting in my fuckin house grinning.’

He shrugs.

‘Did you ask him how this guy cooked them? asks Morty,
as ever the food and drink connoisseur.

‘Cooked? says James.

‘Y eah, did hefry "em or roast 'em or what?

‘For fuck sake, that’ ssick, Morty. What you fuckin after? A
recipe book? Can you fuckin believe that, Gene? Course |
didn’t ask this barbarian how they were cooked. | fucked them
outtathe fuckin door. Listen, thisisthe point I’m making here,
we ve got to start realising that if we don't get our shit together
we'regonnabein trouble’

Weall nod solemnly.

‘To alot of peoplethe streets of London are till paved with
gold. They don't give amonkey’s who they gotta fuck over to
get to the prize. Lifeis very cheap to these geezers. Some of
these people have come from fuckin war zones. These Slavs
they’ Il cut your fuckin throat for afew quid, no problem, yeah?
These are hungry boys, they ain’t content with Bee Gees re-
cords and tins of Coca-Cola anymore. Everything is up for
grabs or so these fuckers think. Do you know the meaning of
theword solidarity? he asks me.

‘It means sticking together, don’t it?
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‘Ex-act-lee. Think about it, the meanings in the word, think
about “solid”, the word, to remain solid, that’s solidarity. For
guys like us that's what that word means, to stick together
against our common enemy.’

I nod my head. I'm being led by the dick somewhere by
Uncle James. I'm about to be asked to pay for being on the
team. He goes on.

‘There’'s aprice to be paid for that and the price is loyalty.
From here on in people are either for or against us. Loyalty,
that’s our greatest strength, you understand, son?

‘| suredo, Mister Price’

‘Please son, Jimmy, call me Jimmy.’

‘Okay, Jimmy.’

‘That’ s better, ain't it. Now there’ s something | want you to
do for me. I've got a hunch that you're the best man for the
mission. Now you look like the kinda bloke who knows the lay
of the land, yeah? Morty says you've been al over the world,
the States, Oz, down the Far East, but you a so know your way
round London better than most. Am | right?

‘I know my way about but I’m no cab driver.’

‘Oh yes, very good, but what | meant is that you are more
capable of moving in different levels of society than most of the
folk of our acquaintance, am | right?Y ou can movein different
socia scenes, Nob Hill to Hungry Hill, highlife to lowlife,
without attracting too much attention. You would have the
savvy, the nous, the plain old fuckinintelligenceto fit in. Now,
am | right for fuck’s sake?

“Yeah, | suppose s0, but compared to who, Jimmy?

“Work with me on this one, son, work with me. Fuckin’dll.’

He's brought out a brown manila A4 envelope onto the
tabletop. | know he ain’t got no holiday brochuresiniit.

‘| want you to do thismission for me, strictly as avolunteer,
mind, as an amighty persona favour. Now, if you don’t want
to do it | can always get somebody else, just say, | won't be
offended.’

‘Go ahead, Mister Price, | mean Jmmy, I’'m game.’

‘Maybeit’'sbest | start at the beginning.’
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Big Jim's Big Pal’ s Big Problem

‘I have an old friend from years ago. We did al the normal
stupid kids stuff, you know, housebreakin, warehouses, terror-
ising the local market traders, nicking anything, aright pair of
gunnifs we were. We got nicked together and ended up in
approved school. Those fuckin gaffsin them days weren't like
they are today, a fuckin squeeze. They wanted to break you
down and leave you broken. | went back afew times, there and
Portland Borstal, before | wised up and got the point, maybe not
the point they wanted meto get. Thething isbesmart, play safe
and don't be gettin yourself pinched. Be cute, be quiet, don’t be
flash haf the time and a jailbird the other half. Some cunts
never work that out. Anyways, my pa is gifted. He's makin
moves that are decades ahead of their time. He's in what’s
laughingly called the straight world but he' s forever tellin me
that the so-called straight gameisamillion times more crooked
than any criminal enterprise.’

‘| can well believeit.’

‘He says the crims, outta the two sets of people, have alot
more honesty, there’'s certainly more loyaty and integrity.
When was the last time you heard that little word, ay? He says
the criminal fraternity can be trusted more but | don’t trust the
crimina fraternity very far myself, total toe-rags most of them.’

‘I'd say there's some truth in his argument.’

‘Let’s not go losing our heads either, the world is full of
shite-hawks and envious ne' er-do-wells. My pal’s given me a
few tips over the years, helped me bury some of meill-gottens.
He's one of the few people | would ask for advice if I'm in
schtook and he' salways donethe same cosheknowsthat | ain’t
gonna shaft an old mucker. You know — Jimmy’s carved up
the table with a chop of the hand ‘— he went hisway and | went
mine but neither of usforgot the place we come from and who
we could depend on.

‘Now, my pal has become aminor celebrity on the business
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pages. He' s held up as a snotty-nosed kid from a dustbin who's
donethebusiness, come up with alot of hard graft, sixteen-hour
days, seven days a week, and now he's taken his foot off the
pedal to enjoy the fruits of his labour, off to Ascot, off to the
polo game. He may have worked hard but in the early days he
got up to alot of skulduggery to oil his passage. The newspa-
pers have got him booked as a shining example of how you can
leave all that knavery and mischief behind you if you knuckle
down. Of courseit’ scome out that he' sdid abit of bird asawee
lad, made an error, took his punishment like aman, learned his
lesson in the approved school, an example of how the system
can work. The story goes that he shook the governor’s hand on
the way out and told him *Y ouwon't be seeing me again, Sir.”
That's complete bollocks, afiction, it never happened.’

Gene and Morty are grinning at the thought.

‘Now he' sgot aproblem and hethinks| canhelp. | can't tell
you who this bloke is and | don’t need to explain myself, but
needless to say that this guy is well worth knowing. He won't
be ungrateful. Okay?

‘Okay.’

‘He's been married twice. First time out he's got himself
hitched up to this bitta posh who's half a duchess, connected,
Hooray Mafia. She' sgoneto al theright schools, knowsall the
right faces, got the double-barrelled surname, the rea dedl.
Needless to say the duchess and her family are fuckin potless.
Apparently alot of the so-called aristocrats in this country are
boracic. What shillings her old boy left when hefell off thetwig
went on death duties. My matedon’t giveafuck cosby thistime
he's got money coming in quicker than she can spend it. He's
seriously caked. His business has gone through the roof. He's
mega-rich, jumpin on and off aeroplanes, doing deals with
foreign governments. She just stays in England spendin it.
She' sironin out huge wads of loot every day. Soon, however,
he starts to redise that for al the poise and beauty she's nutty
as a fuckin fruitcake. It's not just the spending, he can handle
that, it’ sdrugs. He don't hold with drugs, not for hiswife. She's
off wandering round the local villages naked in the middle of
the night and the local plod are having to bring her home’
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‘Slegpwalking?

‘No, just out for abittovastroll inthe nude. Thisis happen-
ingonaregular basis, thisand amillion other crazy things. Him
and the blue-blood have a daughter who he adores, Charlotte,
or ashewill haveit, Charlie. Him and the missy have gonetheir
separate ways but he's gill coughing up so they want for
nothing. | reckon she had the kid as a means of entrapment cos
they're devious fuckers these aristocratic cunts. Her lot can
trace their family back to William the Congueror, 1066 and all
that. They refer to our Queen and our beloved royal family as
“The Germans’ and only then with a face like somebody’s
holdin a turd on a gtick under their nose. They think they’re
fuckin better than them!!?

‘| canwdll believeit, Jimmy,’ | say.

‘My pal putsthisinsanity down to inter-breeding. | says, “I
know mate, it’ slike Dalmatians, crazy fuckin dogs, never mind
fuckin pit-bulls, a Damatian will turn on you like that.”’

He snaps his fingers. Gene and Morty nod gently in agree-
ment. ‘ They drown them if they ain’t got enough spots,” says
Gene.

‘Who? Theroyal family? saysJmmy dryly.

‘No, Damatians,” says Gene.

‘I'mkiddin, Gene,” says Jimmy, looking skyward. He goes
on.

‘Anyways, little Charlie has the very best of everything,
schools, ponies, trips abroad, pretty clothes, but he’ s genuinely
devoted to the child while the mother is gettin madder and
madder. She puts the chavvie into boarding school and moves
back to town, she's surroundin herself with all these fuckin
pounces and mackerels. All the time she's out the game on
booze and pillsfrom some quack down Harley Street thenshe's
started dabblin with the real naughty gear, you know.’

Hewinksat me.

‘The gaff he’ sbought for her isfuckin open housetoriff-raff
and lowlife’

‘But didn’t he try and get custody, show she was an unfit
mother? | ask.

‘Good question, son. My pal’ s fighting tooth and nail to get
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custody for the child but every time they go to court she turns
up sober, like everything' stickety-boo, and it’s him who’ s the
mad one, tellin tall stories. Cunning fuckin bitch. | reckon there
was a hit of the old-boy network at play aswell.’

Jmmy looks around conspiratorially. We ingtinctively lean
towards him abit.

‘| said I'd help out. | suggested kidnapping the bitch, bug-
ging the gaff, a drop of the old blackmail. | said I’d have her
favourite little gigolo shot in the groin, maybe carve up one of
these parasites who got her bitta tackle. Razor dashin’s across
the arse were very popular around that time. | had blokes
around me in those days, nice boys, good to their mothers,
desperateto please, but total fuckin pothouses. Hejust wouldn't
haveit. Hesaysit'll get out of hand. | said maybeit needsto get
out of hand. Say theword and she' [l wake up one morning dead
from an overdose, but no, he' salwayshad astreak of the squeak
in him, fuck knows where he getsit.’

Jmmy’s slowly building up a bitta steam. It sounds like he
resented his old pal not alowing him the opportunity to wreak
havoc. It sounds like he realy wants to flex his muscles to
impress his old school chum.

‘That chinless fuckin trout was blatantly takin the fuckin
piss outta him, fuckin bla-tant-lee.’

Jimmy chops the table three times to enforce his point. She
musta looked upon James Price Esquire like he was a nouveau-
riche reptile who belonged under arock. He took it personal.

‘Anyways, fuck her, the bitch, she ain’t of no importance.
She' s prabably in some fuckin gutter somewhere.’

Trandation: He hopes she's in some fuckin gutter some-
where. He dismisses her with aflick of the hand.

The waiters are hovering outta earshot, but they look a bit
edgy cos the gaff is emptying and Mister Price is dapping the
tableand using profanities. He' sgot athin line of spittle coming
outtahisgob and he' sgetting mashed on the hundred-quid-a-go
brandies.

‘Well, after years of banging his head against the wall my
pal wised up and cottoned on to the fact that you can't beat
those establishment fuckers at their game cosit’ stheir crooked
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game. He' s carried on divvyin up the sovs and he' srecruited a
little team of ex-soldiers, special forces, not your average bolt-
through-the-neck squaddie types, to keep abeady eye out, like
guardian angels, just to make sure that Charlie's okay. The
mother’s changed the family name back to the original la-dee-
da double-barrelled affair cos it gets you in places where they
wouldn’t normally entertain ya.'

‘Maybe she'sright. Like you say, they do have a network
thing going on. Bit like usreally, Jimmy.’

‘You was right about this geezer,” he says to Gene and
Morty, pointing a me. ‘He' salive-wire!’

He has agulp on the brandy, a big pull on the cigar.

‘It's her motives that are nasty. She wants the best for the
girl but she dso wantsto fuck my mate' s nut up. Spite, there's
alot of malicious spitein thisbird.’

‘I"'m beginning to get the picture,” | say.

‘Good. Now, Charlie’'s plotted up in one of those jolly-
hockey-sticksgirls' schools down on the south coast but it soon
begins to transpire that she's a chip off the old block on her
mother’ sside. She' sdevel oped ataste for wacky baccy and bad
company. She's thirteen and going over the back wall of a
night, into town until five in the morning. The old man’slittle
obs team has tipped ’'em the wink. She's been varfted outta
school after school until they’ ve run outta schools to send her.
If she was down the local madhouse comprehensive she'd fit
right in but al those birds in those posh schools are right into
their studies. Charliejust can’'t bearsed, it snot that she' sthick
or anything, it’s like she's schizoid, you know, like split per-
sonalities. One haf the sweetest kid you could ever meet, big
old brown eyes, gentle, real loveable, but the other half of her
was like a fuckin possessed demon, a banshee. I’ ve seen both
sides of her on different occasions.’

‘Maybe she needed specidist help.’

Jimmy slapsthe tabletop. ‘ That' s exactly what | said. She's
been put through her paces by the very top trick-cyclists, child
psycho-whatsits, and she behaves like a very well-behaved
young lady who nobody can believe is anything other than a
perfect angel. She makes promise after promiseto everyone but
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next thing the old bill are ringing up to say that she's been
nicked for wreckin some restaurant or shoplifting or assaulting
cozzers. She's developed ataste for public nakedness like her
mother. There' sno need for her to stedl, it's sensaless. The old
fellow's at his wits' end. Everything else in his life is hunky
dory, well, better than that, it's like he's got the fuckin Midas
touch. Everything he touches turns to gold. He's married this
young sort who's unbelievable. This bird, I'm telling yer,
straight up, you'd lick shit off a stick for this bird. She's
beautiful but she's got the smarts as well, cos this geezer ain’t
the type to be burnt twice’’

I’m sure | spot atiny hint of asmile across Jimmy’slips.

‘At this point in the tale the mother has disappeared, posted
missin in action. Spooky it was. The house was empty but
lookinlikeit had been vacated in ahurry, nothin’ s been packed.
The kid's away a school, there’ s ajoint in the ashtray, an old
Jimi Hendrix record playin over and over again, blastin out,
there's a drink poured out on the table, there's grub in the
kitchen, the old bill found a loada dope in the fridge, there's
enough brown and charlie for afuckin Rollin’ Stones tour but
there’ sno sign of any struggle so shewasn't being turned over
by bogeymen. There' s cash ung around, in vases, drawers, in
pockets, so it wasn't acase of aggravated burglary gonewrong.
She had people comin round that night, appointments made the
next day, but she ain’'t cancelled none of them. It's like she's
been beamed off the planet. Old bill couldn’t find afuckin trace
of her but those seventies throwbacks are renowned for goin
walkabout and she did have previous for that kinda turn-out.
Anyway, she ain’'t been seen since. Good fuckin riddance, |

I’'m looking hard into Jimmy’s face for any clue that he
knows more. Outta the corner of my eye | can see Gene's left
eyebrow go up about a quarter of an inch like he wasn't
convinced either. Maybe Jimmy put the old stuck-up blueblood
on the back burner until he granted hisold pal afreebie. All that
bollocks about her being in the gutter could have been adecoy.

‘My pal cameto me and asked meif | knew anything but...’
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He shrugged his shoulders and put his hands up. ‘What could |
tell him?

Subject closed and we'll never know.

‘Charli€ sleft school and she ain't got a clue what to do but
it ain't like she's got to trot down the employment exchange.
Shedon'’t really need to get money costhe old man’sgot her on
a trust-fund arrangement, she's got an almighty alowance.
He' ssent her out to Switzerland to sometop finishin school and
everything’s fine until he gets the inevitable phonecall to say
she' sgone crazy so he' soff over to Zurich to collect her or bail
her out.’

‘What triggers off these outbursts?

‘I don’t know, daylight, darkness, full moons, fuck knows.’

‘“How did she react to her mum'’s disappearance?

‘It didn’t seem to register. Some clown’s suggested that it
may be an ideaif shewas earnin her own money, don’t cut her
off or anything just get her makin her own moves. Good for the
self-esteem.’

‘Could work.’

‘Everyone's dways tellin her how pretty sheis, you know,
the English-rose type, so the old man’s arranged to have her
smudges done by one of the guyswho charge a couple or three
grand a day. They’ve had the pictures done and then his new
wife has told him to keep outta the way cos otherwise it don’t
mean shit if she is successful. He wants her to make it on her
own merits.’

Now Jimmy goes into the envelope and brings out two
pictures. He pushes them over to me so they sit side by sideon
the linen tablecloth. The first one's a glossy, professional one
of Charlie, head and naked shoulders and the very beginnings
of her tits, soft focus round the edges. The photographer had
obviously gone for the just-goosed or the just-about-to-be-
goosed look cos her hair was designer messy, bottle blond and
windswept, highlighted and lowlighted. There was a light be-
hind her head and Charlie' sfacewaslikeamask stuck in alook
of surprise, with her eyes startled, her lips deep red and smoth-
ered with lip-gloss. It al gave her the look of a vulnerable
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sex-kitten-cum-sex-toy, but something in the picture told me
that Charlie' s heart wasn't in the modelling game.

The second picture is a colour photocopy of another photo
that had been cut in half. Charlie was cuddled up against abig
guy who had been cut out, her father no doubt. Hisarm, in a
navy blue blazer, was hung across her shoulders and shelooked
up snugly, shyly and lovingly to where her pop’ sfacewould be.
She was cute, pretty, but she wasn't moddl material. Her hair
wasjust plain young-girl untidy and it looked better for it. She
was wearing what looked like one of her father’s old jumpers,
acricketing type affair, that she looked completely lost in, and
jog pants that were huge. Her arms were folded tightly across
her, hands pulled up into the dleeves of thejumper so shelooked
happily protected and fragile at the same time. | prefer her in
the second shot, shelooks more like ahuman being, even fancy
her alittle bit, but there’ s something a touch spooky about her.

‘Don’t you think she's beautiful, son? A beautiful bewil-
dered little girl?

Y eah, she' svery pretty.’

‘She’slike aprecious bird that’s been kept in a gilded cage.
Girls are helpless and unworldly at twenty-one.’

Jimmy obvioudy doesn’'t know some of the twenty-one-
year-olds | know.

‘It does sound like she' s been a bit overprotected.’

‘Maybe. She's gone up for this bit of work, arealy fuckin
big campaign for make-up or underwear. It would have been
exactly what she needed at that point in time, it would have
given her the foot in the door, but Charlie went on the missin
list, turned up a couple of weeks later. | don’t think she knew
where she' d been half the time. She’s havin it with some right
fuckin losers, wasters, scumbags, dopers, the same story as her
mother, don’t know who' sgood for her and who'sauser. She's
got alovely little mews house, a motor, money, but she's till
fuckin up and she's hangin around with people who are givin
her drugsto get her hooked so she'll start to buy them.’

That's a bit too simple, immy Boy. In my experience girls
like Charlie, and I'm starting to get a pretty good mental picture
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of sweet but not so innocent Charlie, Daddy’s little girl, will
take your arm off at the shoulder to get the prize.

Soon it sgone crooked and the law’ s startin to poke about.
My pa had a few heads banged together, a couple of geezers
have been told to keep away from her. They’ve got the mes-
sage. He' ssent her out to the States but she' sgot in trouble over
there as well so it’s back here and the same old bollocks, but
now she's into the powders heavy and as you know, with that
gear you can indulge yoursdf into the boneyard.’

I smell the faint whiff of hypocrisy. His angle seems to be
that she’'s a victim in al this but she’s a more than willing
participant.

‘The old man didn’t wanna cut her off and leave her penni-
less costhen shereally would be at the mercy of every scumbag
on the planet. Somebody says she needs tough love. It's an
Americanidea, youwalk away and leave’ emtoit, you just stop
helpin them to fuck up. They put them al together in a rehab,
fuckin Yanks again, you get a load of seazy cunts, alkies,
junkies and coke fiends and put them all together under one
roof and they’ re supposed to help each other kick the habit.’

Jimmy shakes his head very gently.

‘You'd think only in America but it turns out they’ve got
them over here as well. He' s listenin to one of his new wife's
hoity-toity mates who's tellin him “It's all the fucking rage
nowadays.”’

‘What' s her poison?

‘Oh right, well, uppers, downers, laughers, screamers, you
name it and she's up for it. Whatever it is it's got to be top
quality. Shelikes coketo go up— hepointsup at thecelling ‘—
and brown to come down,’ he points back at the tabletop.

‘| can't see why they just can't stop,” | say. ‘It's about
discipline.’

‘Exactly. Some peoplejust ain't got none, no backbone!’

‘Self-discipline,” I’m saying, wagging afinger and nodding,
knowing full well I’d be agreat deal poorer if more people had
it. I think I’ve found my range with Jimmy as well, know how
tojolly him aong.

“You'reright. Anyways, Charlie's shipped out to this place
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Chipton Grange, Chip-on-the-shoulder Grange my mate calls
it. It's a big old country house down in the West Country in
acres of grounds, up at seven, in bed at ten, country air, loads
of good old-fashioned grub to put someflesh back on her bones.
Fuckin lovely!! It'satough regime but apparently it works.’

‘Like your old approved school.’

‘Oh yeah, very good, you' re acard, son. Well anyway, first
she hatesit then shelikesit but she’ s got webbed up with some
geezer in there and that ain't allowed. They ain’t in thereto be
courtin so one of them hasto go.’

‘Makes sense”’

‘ Aha, makes senseto you but loveisblind, my friend. Rather
than be parted they’ ve fucked off together, into the night, into
thelovers moon, cab to the station and were last seen gettin on
atrainto London, arm in arm.’

*So she' s disappeared just like her mum?

‘Well, she’' s missin, but that’swhat I'm comin to.’

I’m getting warm about Jimmy’ s favour. ‘When did she do
the bunk outta the treatment gaff, this Chipton Grange?

‘ About three weeks ago.’

‘And thisguy, who is he?

‘Trevor Atkins, otherwise know as Kinky. Why he's called
Kinky don’t ask cos | don’t fuckin know but that's his AKA.
Trevor John Atkins to Mister Plod and Kinky to his confeder-
ates.’

‘Should | know this guy?

‘I very much doubt it. He wouldn’t be on your beat. | think
you'd only ever meet if you ran him over. | had someone get
his CRO file pulled and he's just a fuckin hound, loads of
previous for petty thievin and jumpin bail, in and out of the
boob and the detox, a recidivist waster. I’'m not one to get al
holy about these things but it’'s a fuckin waste of time lockin
them up and it's a waste of time lettin them out, pure boob
fodder.’

‘They make a strange couple, the lady and the bitta rough.’

‘To you and me, yes, but no surprise to the good folk who
run these gaffs. In the misty, murky world of the drug sceneand
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these facilities you get lords with whores, titled ladies with
housebreakers, real posh birds with —

‘—guyslike Kinky.’

‘Exactly.’

‘ And how the fuck do these guys get to bein there? How do
they afford the fees?

‘They run a kinda assisted places scheme. You know, like
all those public schools. It's part of the philosophy behind the
set-up. They entertain people from all levels of society.’

‘“What'sthis Trevor’s, this Kinky’s particular tipple?

‘The dear boy has aweakness for crack cocaine.’

‘I thought he might. And what part of London’s he from?

‘Originaly from over East Ham way but from the arrest
sheetsand the addresses he' sgiven he’ sfrom al over theplace,
Tottenham, Kilburn, Willesden, Down South, Stockwell, Brix-
ton, al over the place.’

‘He' sablack geezer, right?

‘Y eah, he'sablack geezer, what of it?Listen, | don’'t givea
tossif he' s black, white, yellow or green. | don't give afuck if
he' sfrom outtaspace. I’ m not interested in him, he can fuck of f
and die. | want you —

Hereit comes.

‘—to find Charlie. It sthat fuckin ssimple.’

It ain't fuckin simple at all. It's a whole fuckin heap of
aggravation, awild goosechase into the Hades of jobbing junk-
ies and twitchy crackheads, into a whole world I've always
done my very best to avoid like the plague for fear of catching
one.

‘“What makes you think | can find her?

“You're bright, you’re of the new breed.’

‘But what about the old man’'s SAS johnnies? Surely they
would be better equipped to find her?

‘Those army types are far better goin native in Belfast or
Kuwait than London. People sniff em out in London. And
anyway, | want you to find her for me. Okay? Any questions?
No? Good.’

So there you have it, that's the deal pure and simple. For
whatever reasons Jimmy’ sgot in his head, he wants meto find
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Charlie so he can bathe in the kudos with his pal. He's got a
hunch about my retirement plans and he could easily nause the
wholething up. If I'msmart | play thefuckin game and wait for
the love bubble to burst between Charlie and Kinky and make
surel’ m around to pick up the credit. It shouldn’t take them too
long to implode in on themselves.

‘It's one of those things that can take a day or it can take
forever, Jm.’

‘Find her.’

‘I'll do my best to find her.’

‘Do your best and find her.’

‘I'll seewhat | can turn up.’

‘Fuck’s sake, just fuckin find her, okay? Gene's got more
stuff for you that you might find useful. | just wanna know
where they are. We'll decide what action to take.’

‘I know it’s none of my business but —

It was someone else talking, it wasn't me, but the words
were coming outta my mouth. Shut the fuck up will ya.

‘—heain’t gonna disappear is he?

Gene looks out the window and Morty looks straight down
into the tablecloth. Jimmy takes a fresh cigar from the leather
casein front of him. He patiently lightsit, getting a good glow
going.

“You'reright, son, that ain’t none of your business. Likethe
old song says, “Don’t piss on your chipsif they're a pinch too
hot.” One day you’ re gonna be amillion miles away from here
and this'll all seem like it happened on a different planet.’

His eyeslock into mine but he points out the window.

‘I’ve got as much concern about this Kinky as one of those
bugs on those roses. Let me spell it out for you, I-Don't-Give-
A-Fuck.

‘I'msorry. | was bang out of order. I'm really sorry.’

‘I know you were, son, and now you've apologised so it's
okay, dl right?

He reaches over quick asarattlesnake. | jump back abit cos
I’'m surprised at how fast the old bastard can move. He grabs
my cheek between his thumb and first finger and shakesiit.
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‘Look at his little face, so serious, so told-off, look Gene,
look Morty, look how serious he looks.’

We all laugh with our crazy Uncle Jmmy.

“You report to Gene.’

| nod.

‘Details, details, things to do, things to get done but don’t
bother me with details, just tell me when they're done. You
know who said that, son?

‘I dunno. Winston Churchill? Durin World War Two?

‘No, | did, James Lionel Price, just now.” And with that he
laughs himself bright red, fit to burst.

‘There Il be anice bonusin it for yawhen you turn her up,’
he winks.

Jmmy’ sclicking hisfingersfor thebill. Hejust signsit like
he' s got an account with the place, pulls himself outta his seat
and pats his stomach contentedly.

‘We'll keep in touch, it was nice to meet ya. No, serioudly,
it's nice to meet people with some savvy, and some manners
too.

‘Thanks, Mister Price, it was nice to meet you properly at
last.

We've all got up, left the table and started walking back up
towards the entrance. Jimmy stops and silently points back at
the table. I’ ve l€eft the photos of Charlie and the envelope, on
the tabletop. | go and retrieve them.

The receptionist gives us back our jackets and our phones.
As|’'m walking into the khazi | redise that Jimmy’stailed me
in.

‘Need agood drain-off before | get in the motor. Look at all
them fuckin flowers,” he says. ‘It’s like a flower shop in here,
or afuckin funera.” He laughs. We both take a piss and wash
our hands and as we're about to go back out the door Jimmy
puts his foot against it. He looks around but he already knows
that we' re the only onesin there.

‘Listen, son, you do thisthing for me and you can walk away
and nobody, but nobody, is gonna give any grief, okay?

He's giving me the pointy finger. | nod. There's someone
trying to open the door Jimmy’s holding shui.
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“You'll be out, if that's what you want, history, yeah?

They’ re banging abit and pushing atouch harder. | can hear
them cursing on the other side of the door.

‘I'll make sure no cunt says anything. Y ou have my word.’

The person on the other side of the door now knocks like
they’ re room service knocking on a hotel-room door. He pats
me on the shoulder and winks. Jimmy takes his foot away and
swings the door open wide in one swift movement. The Major
Deeis standing there.

‘Is everything dl right, Mister Price? he says with a bit of
alarm, looking past usinto the khazi.

‘No problem, Angelo. This door’s a little tight at the top
here. It must be all thisrain we' ve been havin.’

He winks on Angelo’s blind side. It hasn’t rained in weeks.

‘Next timel’min for dinner I’ll bring my tool kit and we'll
have a bit off. It only needs a smidgen,” he says, running his
fingers down the side of the door and eyeing it up.

‘Yes, Mister Price. And thank you, Mister Price.’

Wewalk out the khazi.

‘They fuckin love me here, son,” says Jimmy.

| see that Gene and Mort are waiting outside on the gravel.
Jimmy’ sabit pissed so the sun and the fresh air give him akick
up the arse. He' s dlightly unsteady on his feet. His driver pulls
up in his Jag and holds the door open for him.

‘We'll talk,” he says to Gene, holding a hand to hisear. As
he climbsin he gives me alittle wink.

‘Helikesyou,” says Gene as the motor speeds up the drive.
“You're like the son he never had.” He' slaughing. ‘We' Il have
to cdl you “Son of Jimmy” from now on, won't we, Mister
Mortimer?

‘Call you Jmmy? Only if you insist, Mister Price, sorry,
Jmmy,” saysMorty.

“Y ou two can fuck right off.’

‘He'll be arrangin for you to be meetin his daughters, a
bittov an arranged marriage,” says Gene.

‘They nice?

‘They’re more superlager than supermodel but you'll be
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okay. They're a bit rough around the edges. Mister Mortimer
told meyou likefat girls. Two at atime. Isthat right?

‘Sorry mate, it just dipped out,” says Morty. ‘Anyway, fat
birds have tight pussies, mate.’

‘I’ve got some bits and pieces for you,” Gene says, turning
to go. ‘I'll ring you first thing in the mornin. Adios, amigos.’
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Back to the Hacienda

Driving back into town, busy thinking. We drivein silence for
awhile. Therearealot of guyswho after spending an afternoon
with Jmmy Price, after being courted by him, after being
bought dinner or lunch in a gaff that he obvioudly used to
impress people he wanted to impress, would be delighted, over
the moon, like some old-school footballers who had scored the
winning goal in the last few minutes of the Cup Fina, the rest
of their lives would be an anticlimax, downhill al the way.
Their lives would have peaked and no amount of booze, birds
or Chas up the hooter would ever match that moment of pure
exhilaration. So they were on aloser al the way down. They
would retell the story, blow by blow, beforever telling the other
toe-rags down the boozer about how they and Jimbowere*Like
Fuckin That’, fingers crossed. They’'d boast about how their
good pa James took them out for a spot of lunch, to ask a
favour. Ask away, Jimmy Boy, very civilised it wastoo, don’t
you know.

It's like that old pop once wrote about it being the best of
timesand theworst of timesat the very sametime. On one hand
Jimmy has endorsed my walking away from the business so if
anyone has aprablem with that | can simply tell them to takeit
up with Mister Price. Walking out and staying intact can be a
problem. | only haveto find this genetic time-bomb misfit with
the crackhead boyfriend but | consider it redl progress. | realise
that the whole thing smells a little bit fish, like I've been
watching afilm at the pictures and at avery crucia point in the
plot I've popped out for a hot dog. When I’ve come back I'm
missing something, so the story don't hang together like it
should. Why should ruthless Mister Price cut anyone a deal?
Why should | be any different? Could | have turned him down
even if | wanted to? Would he have just leaned over the table,
poked his finger in my chest and simply told me to do the
finding or else? That would mean moving abruptly away from
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everything, most importantly my paper-pot, my assets, that're
hovering up around the million-pound mark. Remember at all
times. He's one dippery cunt, likes to spin a yarn. Give him
credit, he can tell atale, but strictly speaking he's telling me
stuff | don't really need to know. If we were working on a
need-to-know basis, he could have sat me down in the café by
the market, ordered me a ham sandwich and a cuppa milky tea
and told me to crack on and find the bird. Should | feel
privileged, blackmailed or both? The answer is probably the
last one, bitter-sweet, sweet and sour.

L ooking out over the top of the motorway coming back into
central London, the sun’s going down across row upon row of
uniform roofs. | dtart tripping out. I’'m imagining mile upon
mile, street upon street of houses, like they go on for ever and
ever, al the way to the sea, all the way to Scotland in one
direction and to Cornwall in the other, like the whole of main-
land Britain is just row after row after row of two-up,
two-down, terraced houses and all the fields and farms and
forests are buried somewhere underneath. In one of those
houses, in one of those rooms, Charlie and Kinky are plotted
up, either safe and sound, loved up, pet namesfor private parts,
lazy sex in the late afternoon with an orange sun pouring
through a tiny chink in the curtains, or in a mutual hostage
situation, lick some rock, boot some brown, boost two brew.
Kissand cuddle, sleaze or kamikaze, what' s your mission?

Morty’s waiting for me to talk. I’'m quite content looking
across the skyline and watching the sun go down. It brings up
a smidgen of melancholy in me cos I've always fought like
fuckery, put my liberty on the line daily, to avoid ending up in
one of those houses down there, sitting down with child-like
naiveté to tick off the lottery numbers, eating the defrosted,
microwaved chicken Kiev, soggy oven chips that never ook
like they do on the box, living in hope and not the real world,
maybe next week, maybe next year, maybe next lifetime,
maybe never, maybe fuckin maybe. | say avoid ending up in,
but what | mean is avoid ending up back in one of those little
gaffs, eating sausage, egg and chipsfor me Saturday tea, theold
man checking the pools coupon he kept behind the clock he
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inherited from his old man and the best he ever got wasthefree
credit for the next week. He never got close. He could never go
to work and tell his pals, the other straight-goers, that he'd
almost hit the jackpot but Halifax Town or Alloa City had let
him down badly, costhe most he ever got was about ten points
and you needed double that to even win a four-figure sum. It
kept hishopesup | suppose. I’ m like that geezer, the apprentice
gundlinger, in that movie the Magnificent Seven. He hates the
townsfolk, he's got contempt for them, he calls them gutless
because he' s from alittle spit of atown just like it and it scares
the shit outta him that one day he may end up back in a place
just likeitif heain’t too careful. And where does he fuckin end
up? Back in Ba-loo-ga-ville.

‘Can | change thistape, Mort?

Y ou gotta be in the right frame of mind for Marvin Gaye.

‘Turn it off atogether,” he says.

| turn it off.

‘You find her and you're in,” he continues. ‘He likes you,
serioudly, no fuckin about, | ain't takin the pisslike back there.
He needs sensible people around him.’

‘But he put it like an ultimatum.’

‘Asis hisright, brother. Look at it this way, we' ve come a
long way with him lookin out for us, fiveyears, not abittagrief.
He' scadlinin adebt. It'sthe businessyou'rein.’

‘| better giveit atry.’

‘Like the old song says, “One day we'll look back on this
and chuckle.” Son— Morty doesavery passable impression of
Jmmy Price complete with pretend cigar —‘ Soooon, don't take
yourself so 'kin serioudly, son.’

He reaches over to grab my cheek just like Jimmy.

‘Fuck off, Morty.’

‘Don’t become too fond of tellin me to fuck off. Get those
photocopied,’” he says, pointing at the photos.

‘Good thinkin. It's a shame we don't have a smudge of
Kinky.’

‘I know exacly what he looks like—

‘How?

‘Like amillion other pipin niggers.’
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‘Now if | said that you'd be all-

‘Shut the fuck up, will ya. In case you ain’'t noticed I'm
black. | can say that shit, white person say it, they get boxed,
okay? Black person can talk all that nigger shit.’

‘“What this needs is subbin out. We need to sub-contract it
out.’

‘But to who?

‘Findin Kinky is most definitely the key, Mort.’

“You know who | thought of, your pa Billy Bogus,’ says
Mort.

‘That’sit. Why didn’t | think of him?

‘Cosyou ain't as clever asme.’

‘That an't his rea name, you know. He don’'t like being
caled it either.’

‘What, he wasn't christened William Bogus? says Morty
sarcastically. ‘Well | never. He's got a look of mock
astonishment on his face.

‘I'll try and find him. I'll ring round. He ain't alwaysin the
country. It'll be atouch if he'sup for it.’

The drive across town only seems to emphasise what a job
it is. London is realy dozens of little towns grafted onto one
another. Morty drops me off at the motor and | head for home.
| spot a place doing colour photocopies that’s just about to
close. | dodge inside and have the guy run off five copies of
both pictures. | get home, | make callsto acoupl e of peoplewho
are mutual acquaintances of me and Billy and, yes hewas in
town, and yesthey’ d pass on a message for him to get in touch
straight away. They also suggest | try a couple of clubsin the
West End that he could be hanging out in. | get a bitta sticky
tape, doubleit over and stick Charlie’ ssmudge on the bathroom
mirror, likein themovies, have aquick shower, some Thai food
sent over, eat, get dressed and go out for a bittova drive and a
think. I do some of my best thinking while I’'m driving.
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It's Saturday Night

| don't feel like getting involved in any hi-jinx tonight. There
might be halfachance I’ll bumpinto Billy. | dip into the places
in the West End where I'm told he might be on afreebie, cos|
know the people who run the gaff. In this end of town it's dl
young babes with tit-jobs, messers, chancers and hustlers,
double-lemon rag-trade guys, lemon meaning flash, wannabe
moddls, wannabe wannabes, mega-rich girls who look like
hookers, show-hiz folk, hookerswho look like Daddy’ s girls, a
wagonload of charlie in one-gram wraps that's been dapped
about and abinbag fullapills. The drinks are atenner apop and
the place is heaving. It looks like a big jolly-up, abit wild and
decadent. These people do their drugs, they have adance, they
have a booze, hopefully they fuck one another and if anyone
dies, which they never do, it's gonna be self-inflicted rather
than the result of any fisticuffs or mindless violence.

| rarely fed in the mood for a nose-up, it's just a hittova
sex-ad redly. If the mood takes me, | liketo get it on, get the
lines chopped out. The whole scene can end up going placesit
may not usually go. | keep acouple of grams of very, very pure
totally uncut stuff that's pure yellow, dmost crystal, tucked
away behind the bathroom medicine cabinet. It's real pukka
gear that me, Morty, Terry and Clarkie keep for ourselves and
our lust ones, but | can takeit or leaveit.

I’'m ditting in the back bar of a place just offa Berkeley
Square talking small-talk with the barman. I'm away from the
dance floor and Saturday night crowd. Suddenly there's a guy
walking straight towards me calling my name and he's on me
before | know it, which isadrag cosif I’d seen him coming |
would have swerved him. He's seen me first and he’'s on me.
The guy’ sfrom an out-of-town outfit who we work with every
now and then. I'm usually very good with namesbut | can’t for
the life of me remember this geezer's name. He's not danger-
ous, not like some of histeam, he'smore of acamp follower, a
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delivery boy. He' s dapping me on the fuckin back, pumping
my hand and calling me ‘mate’ over and over, which is some-
thing | hate.

He' s connected to agang of jokerswho would turn up every
now and then and amost demand to do business. From over the
border, over the stateline, over the M 25 sowecalled them‘ The
Y ahoos' or ‘ The Banditos'. They would arrange ameet through
Jmmy or Gene so you couldn't just tell them to fuck off or
they’d come riding into town like the outlaw baddies in the
westerns and start shooting the gaff up. They're still very stuck
in that attitude of what’ sthe point in having loot if you can’t let
every fucker know you got it, even the law. They had all these
wild fantasies about being the direct descendants of the old
double-flash geezers of the sixtiesand seventies, you know The
Twins and al those pavement-job gents. They'd read al the
books, seen all themovies, heard all themythsand legends. The
three things that weren't comical about these firms was the
totally senseless violence they inflicted, mostly on each
other, to try and impose some kinda loose pecking order, the
telephone-number figures that they dedlt in and the amount of
bird they could get you with their loppy work and shit attitude.
These comics could get you sent down for decades, serious
time, tens, twelves, fifteens, twenties. They couldn’t under-
stand the idea of peace and quiet and it wasn’'t my place to
educate them their jobs. Morty had it right when he said they
were in the disorganised crime business.

Everything was cash to these guys. We would even take a
chegue from one clean account to another from teams we did
regular business with, guyswetrusted, guyswith the peace and
quiet principle. | know guys who pay for their stock from
abroad by sending diamondsover by courier service. They stick
the glass in a padded envelope and have it collected from
wherever they happen to be eating lunch that day. Morty once
took a four-bedroom house in Southall in exchange for two-
and-a-half kilos, but price of oatswas higher then. Clean money
already inthe system wasworth moreto usthan bundlesof cash
in carrier bags although we would never turn it away. We had
front outfits that were very often very successful in their own
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right, showing that we were, first and foremost, good business-
men. These guysdon’t bother with all that, too difficult for ’em.
They'reliving in big drums, two new motors parked up outside,
flashing the cash and even signing on the Kid Creole every
fortnight. Balls, they called it. Rank stupidity and greed I'd call
it. It's like asking to get yoursdf chored, making yourself
conspicuous, putting yourself on offer.

So they would show up and wewould be gracious and polite
but try and keep them at arm’ slength. We would entertain them
up to a point, we'd explain our position that we were either
over-stocked or under-stocked depending if they were buying
or selling at that time. We'd actualy try and avoid a trade but
we d have to keep greedy Jimmy P. sweet into the bargain so it
took alot of tact. We'd only do stuff with them if it wasreally
foolish not to and even then we wouldn’t encourage them to
hang about. Our whole team would be going on at them end-
lessly about security, talking out the side of our mouths,
looking over our shoulders, acting twitchy the whole time,
making out we were being targeted by the Other People's
Crimind Intelligence outfit, SO11, some of the Yard's top
boys.

One time we had a little team of sensible guys we serve,
from Finsbury Park, make out they were old bill ready-eyeing
us, got us under observation. We gave them a specia-offer
price on akey on condition they take it serious and they played
the part to perfection. They needed to be obvious so we had
them plotted up opposite this meet with the outta-townersin a
flower van, like in a movie, with a big fat telephoto lens
hanging out the window, clicking away like mad. Y ou can’t be
too subtle sometimes, it coulda been an ice-cream van with the
chimes on. They had the cameras pointed at the Y ahoos, who
were giving the pretend cozzers two fingers, grabbing their
dicksand shouting, ‘ Suck this, you cunts,” up the street towards
the van. We even had the smudges devel oped. It started off as
abit of acrack, half asajoke between usand this Finsbury Park
firm, to show them what we had to put up with, but it realy
showed us how they behaved around the Other People, even if
they were make-believe Other People. Only very stupid people
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believe the police are stupid. Half that lot, Crim-Intel, have got
degreesin Politica Science, whatever that is, so aloada mugs
childishly abusing them is only gonna make them even more
determined to send us, Uncle Tom Cobberly and all, down the
Island for double figures. Morty took the photos off to show
Jmmy and Gene, who thought they were hilarious, areal crack
up. The message came back that we were to continue to keep
these jokers sweet cosin the words of James Price, ‘ Outfitslike
ours, like countriesin time of war, need our lunatics. They may
come in handy at some point.” Fair enough, but we were |eft
with the job of humouring the lunatics cos Jimmy wouldn’'t be
seen dead with them. To me they were just big, rude, bullying,
useless cunts.

I’m running through namesin my nut trying to get his. He's
wearing a naff designer-label-logo top that’ s some jumped-up
cunt’s name on a two quid sweatshop top. He'sabig old lump
sothedeevesaretoo short inthearms and body’ sabovethetop
of hisstrides. He looks like a big kid whose mum has stuck his
clothes in a boiled wash and then left them in the tumbledryer
to shrink-to-fuck. In tow this guy’s got a girl who's delicious.
The real what-the-fuck’ s-she-doing-with-him scenario. She's
blond with a scattering of freckles around the bridge of her
nose, only a smidgen of make-up, a beautiful face that’s inno-
cent and horny both at the same time, and alittle crop-top that
shows off her flat stomach, her deep, healthy tan and pierced
belly button. Her tits are standing up al by themsealves, nipples
pointing at the ceiling. She has aredlly fit, taut, athletic bod.

‘How you doin, good to see you — I'm smiling, lying,
patting him on the shoulder ‘— How’ s tricks?

‘Good, mate, good. Thisis Tammy,’ he says.

‘Hiya, Tammy.’

Nice smile, nice eyes, deep blue. Isit my ego or my dick or
is she showing out just abit? She' sfluttering the eyelashesjust
abit too often, throwing her shoulders back just atiny little bit
so her tits go even more skyward.

‘Hi,” says Tammy. She'slooking at me with big eyes.

“Who you with, mate? asks Gormless.

‘I'm just out for alook around on my own. | was gonna
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shmyesin alittle while. I'm only in the mood to look tonight,
anyway. |I’ve had along day.’

‘“You want some shampoo, mate? He's got a bottle of
Champagne by the neck in his hand. The pair of them have got
glasses well topped-up.

‘No. I'mal right. I'm not drinkin tonight.’

‘WEell, you can have one glass, just to be sociable.’

He' swdll coked up and so is Tammy, who's sniffing away
like mad. | ill can't think of his name but I’ve got him
narrowed down. Thisguy isapa of an operator from acrossthe
border, a capo caled JD. His nameis Tom, Dick, Harry, Bert,
Eric, one of those real old names that go back before the war,
real old-school.

‘“What are you doing up thisend, brov? | ask.

‘Fancied a change. Tammy wanted to check it out.’

“Y ou two been seeing each other long? | saysto Tammy.

‘Nah, we've only been out, what, three or four times? Ay,
Sid?

Sidney. That's the name. What she's saying isit ain't seri-
ous. Tammy, |'d get the gear outta the medicine cupboard for
you.

‘Four times.’

‘Sorry, Sid? | say.

‘“We' ve been out four times.’

So Sid obviously was counting. He saw it as a bonus to run
into a face he knew, even if | didn't leap up and engage in an
orgy of backslapping, cos you could sense that they had been
traipsing around the gaff, charlied and boozed up to the gills. |
reckon that Tammy was using him as a driver-cum-coke-supply,
shewasn't al that into him romantically or sexualy. To steam
into Tammy would be more than tricky cos it's al about
protocol with these guys, it isn’t the done thing, they takeit all
very persona. So now I'm talking bollocks-talk about nice
club, nice people, nice DJs, but what I’ m really thinking is how
good it would be to have that little top straight off over
Tammy’s head, have her kick off those flimsy little sandals,
unzip those silky, satin jeans and have her wriggle outta them
and then peel off her, no doubt sexy, little knickersand have her
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standing naked in front of me. | reckon she could be undressed
in about four seconds top whack. | wonder if she' sthinking the
same thing too. Meanwhile, Sid's going waffling on in my
ear’ oleabout some old bollocks but really the canister’ sgonski.
| redlise I've got a hard-on tugging away in my strides just
sitting here thinking about this little soft porn scene. | don’t
want the little head telling the big head what to do. | make a
double effort to listen to Sid, be palite, not give Tammy any
blatant encouragement. What I'd dearly love to do is nick her
for asession of freestyle, points awarded for wit and imagina-
tion, lust, coke, animal passion.

She’ slooking at me and she' sareal love-a-player type. She
knows | could bury her up to her pretty little neck in powder.
There's telepathy or a chemistry going on here that Sid, poor
cunt, istotally oblivious to. She can tell ingtinctively by Sid's
dightly crawling attitude that I'm most definitely a connected
dude and that, to her, is a turn-on. She's dancing on the spot,
starting to let go, getting horny on the music, the coke and her
prick-teasing, moving her hips in a figure of eight, but like
slow, her eyes haf-shut, her head thrown back. I’'m thinking
what it would be like to have her in my bed right now, to put
her on top of me so she's dancing and fuckin me senseless at
the same time, moving to the bass thump, pleasuring herself
with my dick, tweaking her clit, biting and scratching. What it
would be like to stick apillow under her arse and ride her dow
and long, to spin her over and bite her firm little bottle. What it
would be like to be down on her, running my nose along her
wet lips, in among her slippery, dslidy pussy with her groaning
with pleasure, begging in anticipation, ‘Now, now, now!!!!",
the very tip of my tongue making dollar signs on her clit,

‘Do you wannaline, mate? Sid’s shouting and nudging me
at the same time, waking me up.

‘A what?

‘A line, do you want one?

‘Oh no, sorry Sid, no, I'm all right. You haveone,’ | say.

‘“Tammy, do you wannaline? a bittova livener?

She nods and he hands her awrap. Sheturns away, swaying,
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and as she turns she gives me a dy, naughty look, a kinda
be-right-back look, but Sid just don't spot it, thank fuck.

WEe'resitting onacouple of barstools, sideby sidelikewe' re
best mates. The bar’'s starting to empty out. Outta politeness
more than anything | ask him about afew faces| know from out
this way and he starts to tell me this story about a pal of his, |
think he may even mean JD’s cousin who I’'ve met once or
twice. He always tries to stay in the shadows this guy, fancies
himself asaMister Big, Charlie Large-potatoes.

‘Thisisafunny story, mate, this'Il make yalaugh.’

‘Go on, mate, I'm all ears.’

Thisisthe story hetellsme. A pal of his, an old friend, they
went to school together, did a lotta shit together, grew up
together, tore up the old neighbourhood together. (Now where
have | heard this before?) The guy’s name is Darren, but he
likestobeknownas‘Duke or ‘ TheDuke' . Duke' sdoing really
wdll, he'sinto shifting powders, pills, steroids, ringing motors
that end up abroad, moving bootleg copies of movies before
they’ve come out, distributing home-made porn, financing
booze cruises, buying and selling guns, areal live-wire.

He' s bought himself a big house, the whole number, swim-
ming pool, whirlpools, three-car garage with three motorsto go
init, al stuck in afew acres of land. For Christmas one year,
for half ajoke, thisguy’ sbought hislive-ingirlfriend alittlecan
of CS gas with atwenty-four-carat-gold cover that you dip on
and off, like those covers you put on those cheap throwaway
lightersthat you get from the Continent. He' shad it knocked up
speciad by a goldsmith, to order, so it looks like a bitta very
expensive jewellery on her key-ring, dead flash, like, with the
keys to the Merc sports, the house keys, the Gucci and Chanel
key-rings so it don’t look too suspect. He thinks his little joke
ishilarious.

Her name is Sarah but she likes to be called Sacha, but
behind her back people cal her Slasher. The two of them have
got avery serious cocaine problem. From wake-up buglein the
morning, all through the day, they’ re snorting line after line of
charlie so in the end they’ re both dead paranoid, neurotic, and
she's dead thin, which she don't mind. Duke is aso injecting
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steroids, drinking liquidised rump steak and lamb’s livers,
maniacally working out in the gym. They’ve got, very fool-
ishly, toot al over the gaff, in sugar-bowls on the coffee table,
on mirrorsin the bathroom, by the bed, but he’ sgot his private
stash that he keeps hidden from her and she’ s got her stash that
she keeps hidden from him, in case the supply should dry up,
thinking about if times become lean, which is the sure sign, a
dead give-away in fact, of the dedicated coke addict. She
reckons he' sgot abit of aproblem and he reckons she' sgot the
makings of one but in their delusion they think that al this
decadence and living extra-large is a sure sign that they’ve
arrived. Inreality, for all the big drum and scattering of creamy
motors, they’ re barely holding their shit together, they’ rewing-
ingitingrand style, but getting by each day by the skin of their
teeth.

They ain’t got no kids cos she don't wanna fuck up her
dolly-bird figure. She's got an arse like two peas in a hanky
after dl the coke. What they’ ve got instead istwo thick-as-pig-
shit Dobermanns. What he's trying to do is teach the dogs
back-commands, meaning that if someone says ‘Kill!" the dog
don’t do nothing, maybe lick their face, but if someone says
‘Sit!’ the pair of cuntswill tear any stranger’ sthroat out but he
don’t know how successful he's been at this cos he ain’'t got
nobody to try it out on. It's amethod he' sinvented himself so
he don’t know if it works or not. Not very Kennel Club.

In his highly frazzled state he's dways telling the bird that
he don't give afuck about cozzers.

‘Fuckin cozzers, | piss on them,” Duke's telling Slasher.
He' smoreworried about being turned over, skanked, by some-
one who's madder, badder and a drop more naughty than him,
which would be tough cos he' s very mad, bad and totaly para
two-four-seven. All this ranting and raving is going in under
her radar so she' s getting more and more edgy and twitchy. His
paranoia s feeding off hers and hers offa his so the atmosphere
isreally quite éectric. It's crackling. The needl€' sin the red.

It getsworse. He' sgot shootersall over the gaff aswell, just
in case ateam of bogeymen rush the gaff, try and skank him for
whatever loot and chemicals he' s got stashed around the place.
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They're real state of the art as well, laser sights, six hundred
rounds a minute delivery, same bit of kit asthe Yard's Diplo-
matic Protection Unit have got. At first he's got them stashed
away very snug but soon he's getting them out to show his
cronies and not putting them back in the hiding places he' s had
specialy built by his cousin who's a dry-wall liner. Soon
there’ s Glock and whats-his-name down the back of the leather
sofa, under the pillows, aUzi 9mm pistol knocking about under
thekitchen sink. The parancialevel isclimbing steadily up into
the danger zone. The old bill round there are, compared to the
Met, abit of ajoke, carrot crunchers, and they ain’t been near
these two. Their firm is feared by al the loca hounds so the
threat has been largely conjured up in their imaginations and
fed by their deluded fantasies and enflamed egos, but to these
two crackling cokeheadsit's all very real.

One morning a geezer's turned up from the local council
while Duke is out and about. The guy’s there cos they’ve had
thisfuckin great fence erected so people, like the cozzers, can’t
be looking into the plot, but, one, it’s about two feet into the
common land that backs into the rear of the property, and two,
inhis‘l don't giveafuck, I’'m Al Capone, | rulethe planet, OK’
delusion, Duke' s not bothered to apply for a drop of the old
planning permission. Maybe he thought that nobody would
notice thishundred-yard-long, twelve-foot-high fence with dis-
creetly placed razor wire dong the top going around three sides
of the plot.

The council bloke is dressed from head to toe in plastic and
polyester, carrying aplastic brief case stamped withacrown. He
looks exactly like a bloke from the town hal turning up to
explain about the problems with the fence but to her, who's
totally wired, been primed with the Duke' s paranoid bollocks,
he looks like a master of disguise, too fuckin geeky to be true,
a bit too much like a council joe, so she ain't taking any
chances. Between the time he's rang the intercom on the out-
side gate and she' sbuzzed him in thinking it' sall very feasible
about the fence, and him arriving on the doorstep, she'slost it,
panicked big time. As soon as she's opened the door she's let
him have it full blast, bosh, a double dose of the maceright in
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the poor doughnut’'s eyes. He's started screaming the place
down, let go apersonal alarm gadget that those council guysget
issued with these days cos there’ sa few nutters about. It'slike
amini-siren, high-pitched and ear-splitting, so she's got more
panicked and given him another helping. Bosh. The dogs have
come running out to see what al the noise is about. They start
barking at the pair of them cos she' ssaying ‘sit’” meaning ‘kill’
and he's shouting ‘sit’ meaning ‘Sit” so the two child-substi-
tutes are just plain baffled, plain old confused.

Slasher’s thinking that the rest of the team of robbers
mustn’t be far behind so she runs off to find one of the bits of
hardware that’ s cluttering up the place. She comes back with a
fully loaded Uzi. Mister council man is up now, trying to
escape, but he can’t see fuck all. He's falling over, colliding
with posts and motors that are parked in the driveway. She,
purely by accident, lets go athree-second burst on the machine
pistol and it completely saws one of the dogs in two and takes
out the windows on a Mitsubishi jeep. She drops the shooter,
it'shot metal, and starts screaming hysterically at thetop of her
voice. The guy’s weeping, pleading, ‘Please don't shoot me,
please don't shoot,” getting up and faling down, stumbling
around the front of the house. She's jumped into the Merc
sports and is driving away down the drive to just get the fuck
away fromthisnightmare. Slasher don’t carewhere she’ sgoing
cos she' sgoneinto a dose of shock. She clipsthe geezer on the
shoulder just ashe’ s getting up, blinded, and now hethinksthat
she' strying to run him over, the poor bastard, to finish him off,
but she smashes through the gates and takes off. One dog's
sniffing around the other’ s dead body, yelping, the frontdoor’s
wide open, there's an Israeli army sub-machine gun lying on
the deck with a shot-up jeep with it’ santi-joyrider alarm going
full blast, ahaf-blind council official sstumbling backwardsand
forwards, hooting, screaming after adoubl e dose of mega-pow-
erful German-police-issue CS gas and the lady of the houseis
driving about ninety miles an hour down curvy country lanes
trying to get some bugle up her hooter, likethat’s really gonna
help.

Sid's telling me this tale of gross insanity like it's the best
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yet, ared hoot, what a scream, birds, ay? what are they like?
I’m thinking that it only goesto show why | don’t like working
with these outfits. They've got totally different priorities.
They’'re loons.

*So what happened then, Sid?

‘“Well, shegot her old man on the mobile. Hewaswell pissed
off at first cos it meant walkin away from everythin that he'd
worked for and he was pissed off that she'd shot Mike Tyson.’

‘The boxer?

‘No. Thedog -

Of course.

‘He gave her afew daps but he forgave her. Maybeif he'd
been home that day it wouldn’t have happened.’

It could’ ve been worse. Hostages, sieges, shoot-outs, body
counts and a very large chunk at the beginning of The Nine
O’ Clock News come to mind.

*And what happened to the house?

‘WEell, over that part of the world you can see straight across
the fields with binoculars so Duke sent a couple of boys up to
see what was goin on, and the filth were around the drum pullin
it apart. They were like flies round dogshit.’

‘Did anyone get apull?

‘Oh, fuck yeah! It was on the news up our way. They didn’t
say exactly what happened. But they showed the house, al that
tape, the old bill with guns goin in and out, team-handed they
was.’

‘Right, but did anyone get apull?

‘Oh yeah, all the chaps got a visit cos Duke had our phone
numbers in his book or on bits of paper round the gaff.’

‘It was more likely they come from his phone bill. They go
and get the records straight away, see who he's been talkin to.
What did you tell 'em, the law?

‘Oh. | said I’d gone to school with him, known him years.
Every now and then | bumped into him in aboozer, had adrink
with him. What would you have told them?

‘The same. It’s not good to over-elaborate, keep it smple.
The old bill were happy with that?

‘They seemed 0.’
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‘Did what' s-his-name, Duke, have the numbers of anyone
up our way in his book? Think. It could be important.’

‘He could have done.’

‘But you don’t know.’

‘No | don't. Fuckin hell, I wish I'd never told you now.’

You fuckin useless cunt, you clueess wanker, it's al a
fuckin funny story toyou, ain't it, it'sall agameto you and the
dumb collection of cunts you move with.

‘Oh, don't belike that, mate. I'm only askin,’ | says, patting
him on the shoulder.

Right on cue Tammy comes back. She’ sbeen queuing to get
acubicle. Me and Sid are sitting side by side with our backs to
the bar. Sheleansinto hisface and gives him akiss on thelips,
she rubs their noses together like they’ re a couple of Eskimos
and hands him back the wrap.

‘Thanks, Siddy baby,” she says.

At the very same time she pushes something into my hand.
| know by ingtinct that it's not for Siddy baby to see. | can fedl
it' sabit of torn glossy paper. | close my fist around it. My heart
starts beating a bit faster and my dick wakesup again. Thekiss
was a decoy.

‘Ain't sheadarling,” says Sid.

‘Ain’t she, mate,’ | say.

She's draped al over him, nibbling his ear. What she's
doing with a plank like Sidney fuck only knows. Isthisfor my
benefit | wonder. He' sgrinning likeaidiot. The card’ sburning
into the pam of my hand. I’'m dying to look. Whatever it is |
can’'t make any move on Tammy tonight. I’ vejust gottalearn a
bit of patience. | gotta sit tight for about ancther five minutes
till 1 can cut out with grace.

I’m thinking that maybe Sid’ll go for anose-up but he sticks
the wrap in his back pocket. Tammy’s dancing with her arms
around Sid's neck but she'slooking straight a me. She knows
what I’m thinking and she’ s getting off on it. There’ sdanger of
it getting a little bit weird like it can on coke. If | get another
hard-on | could be stuck here for another ten or twenty minutes
or all night trying to get rid of it. One, two, three and I'm up,
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and in one movement I’ve got the bitta card into my pocket
ready for the off, the handshakes and goodbyes.

‘People, I'm gonna cut out.’

*So soon, mate?

‘I only come out for abreath of fresh air. I'll catch you later,
Sid. Very nice to meet you, Tammy.’

‘Seeyou again soon,” says Tammy, nicely loaded.

Y eah, see you later, mate, you take care,’ says Sid.

‘Y eah, you look after yoursdlf, Sid.’

Y ou look after Tammy for mel’ mthinking asl’mgiving his
hand a good shake, and then I’'m away. A few quick goodbyes
to people hanging out, then down the stairs, into the street and
the cool spring night air. | get the bittov card outta my pocket.
It'sacorner of the flyer for aclub. In girlie handwriting, she's
half written, half scratched, ‘Y ou are one sexy motherfucker.
Ring me soon.” An outta-town number and a PS; ‘Don't tell
Sid.” First prize for stating the obvious, Tammy. She' skissed it
soit'sgot abig pair of lipstick lipsonit. Thisisatouch, it was
well worth going out tonight after all. | must keep thishbittacard
safe. It's worth its weight in gold. You, Tammy, are one sexy
motherfucker yourself and wetwo sexy motherfuckersmust get
together real soon. Whatever scene she's got going on with
Siddy baby she' staken abig risk giving methisunder hisnose,
maybe that’s the thrill. I'll have to get her down here for a
session real soon. For the time being | better just switch off the
blue movie in my nut or 1’1l end up driving myself mad or the
motor into alamppost. It ain't easy. | drive home trying to shift
animage of Tammy, sexy little Tammy, dancing round my bed,
naked, except for a pair of pointy-toed, hi-heel black-leather
ankle boots.



Sunday
In the Rose Garden

Eight in the morning, the phon€e' s gone, it's Gene.

‘Do you know the rose garden in Regent’s Park?

‘No, but | can find it.’

‘Okay, I'll seeyouthereabout eleven. Sit and read the paper,
I'll find you.’

Therose garden’s in the middle of the park. I’ ve plotted up
on abench where | can see the comings and goings and waited
with the papers. There's hundreds of different types of roses,
each with different names, but they al look pretty much the
same to me, not being a flower lover. | waked through the
China garden and they’ ve got herons standing on one leg, little
bridges and lakes, very quaint, amazing realy.

I’ m reading the colour supplements, thinking thisisall very
civilised, very tranquil, maybe | should do this more oftenona
spring morning, when outta the corner of my eye | see this
figure in a tracksuit and woollen cap. At firg it's just the
silhouette coming up the dight slope but asit gets nearer | can
make out that whoever it is has got a rucksack on his back and
iswearing hobnailed boots. The stedl in the bottom of the boots
is making arhythmic crunching sound on the gravel path. He's
still a way off but I'm thinking that it's gotta be one of the
loony-tune soldiersfrom one of the barracks around that part of
town, practising for one of their cross-country gallops. The
pack is tightly strapped onto the guy and it's obviously very
heavy from the way it’ s behaving. Just as|’m thinking that the
geezer's got to be a total headcase to make so much work for
himself the runner gets close enough for me to make out that
it's our Geno. The crunch becomes louder and he approaches
with abig grin, which is unusual for him cos he' s notoriously
poker-faced. Sweat’ s dripping out from under hishat, down his
face and off hischinin big drops. The grey old-school tracksuit
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is drenched like he's run through a pond to get here, there's
steam coming offa him. The rucksack is from the same era, an
old rambler’ s affair with buckles and leather laces. He pulls up
huffing and puffing, bringing up huge lumps of recycled snot,
spitting them over into the roses where they connect with a
splat. In one movement he's got the rucksack off and placesit
on the floor in front of my bench. It's heavy even for Gene. It
lands with a brittle chink.

‘Good morning, Young Sir,” he says.

‘Good morning, Mister McGuire. What'sin the bag?

“Oh, bits and pieces, odds and sods for you.’

He goes in the bag and brings out a plastic bottle of water
and has a long swig, gurgles and spits, pours a little over his
head and neck and offers me the bottle. | shake my head. It's
got bits of spit and phlegm floating about in it.

‘Haven't you found the lady yet? You won't find her lazin
around in the park on a Sunday morning either, reading the
fekkin paper.’

‘For fuck sake, Gene, | was only fuckin —

‘I"'m jokin, honest, it was only alittle joke.’

‘I know. Anyway, that bottle didn’t make it that heavy.’

‘Oh, there's afew old house-bricks in there as well, just to
make it a contest.’

| peek into the bag and there' s eight house-bricksin the bag,
bits chipped off the sides, splinters and red brick dust in the
bottom of the bag. He goes into one of the pockets and brings
out the Rothman’ s and the Dunhill, lights up.

“How often do you do this running business, Gene?

‘“Two or threetimesaweek, just to stay nimble. Threeor four
miles, that's not far really, | know blokes who run whole
marathons with full kitbags on their backs.’

Y ou must know some very funny people.’

‘Don't weal, son.’

Gene goes into the bag again and comes out with some
papers.

‘Family, friends and all that shit, mostly young Kinky but
some more on the princess.’
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‘I'll look but | ain’t sure what I’'m meant to be looking for.
Thisisall fuckin damp, Gene.’

“You candry it out later.’

‘Loveishlind, ay Gene’

‘Tootrue, but doyoureally believe she’ saspureasJimmy’s
makin her out to be? Wdll, do you, son? Gene laughs gently.

‘No way. She's aright box of tricks is Princess Charlotte.
She' s probably got the poor cunt jumpin through hoops as we
speak, dumb bastard.’

‘Won't know what's hit him,” Gene says, pulling on his
snout.

‘I’ve got an ideawho I’m gonnatry and get to help me out,’
| say.

‘“Who?

‘A guy called Billy Bogus. Y ou know him?

‘Itringsabell.’

‘| wanna get this sorted as soon as possible.’

‘Giveit time, son. We cast our bread upon the water.’

‘Very biblica, Gene’

‘Old Testament.’

‘| suppose it is Sunday after all.’

‘Read that about Kinky," says Gene pointing at the papers.
‘It makes for grim reading, he's a depressing no-hoper, could
end up fedin sorry for him.’

‘Well, he's got his break now ain't he. HE' s lucky in love
with the princess, could marry into the good life, nicely set up.’

‘Then he really would disappear,’” says Gene with adightly
raised eyebrow.

‘| fucked up saying that about Kinky disappearing, didn’t |?

‘Y eah, you did. But he likesyou and hewasin aparticularly
good mood yesterday. He probably had the ride before he came
out so helet it go. Y ou had me worried though, son.’

‘| don’t know where it come from.’

‘You put him right on the spot. If he didn’'t like you he
woulda made you suffer, gone right into one, you know, made
you sweat. It's al about — Gene's searching for the correct
word ‘— protocol, etiquette, if you like.’

‘| understand. | don’t know who was talkin.’
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“When you get round guys like Jimmy, don’t get me wrong,
| redly do like the old bollocks for al his faults, you learn to
say aslittle asyou can get away with.’

‘I redise that now.’

‘Hethinksyou’ vegot ballsand brains. See, if you' d crawled
up his rectum and went to sleep he' d think you was a wanker
and he' d treat you like one. He' d have you washin his car and
mowin the lawn, just for the laugh, for a giggle. I've seen it
before with guys who reckon they're tasty. He's just took the
piss cos guys set themselves up but he's given you ajob to do,
placed his trust in you, cos you confirmed what me and Morty
have been tellin him, you're atalent.’

‘Thanks.’

He flicks his fag-butt with his finger and thumb away into
the roses. We both sit in silence. We nod to the good folks out
walking their dogs. L ooking through agap in the privet hedges,
we' re watching a guy throwing a big lump of wood and have
his Labrador catch it on the first or second bounce. Gene lights
another snout and pulls hard.

‘They’re clever dogs, Labradors,’ | say.

‘They can't do crosswords,” says Gene.

A small grin appearson hisface. ' Y our best mates have been
in touch.’

‘I’'m not with ya’

‘The, what do you lot call *em, the Y ahoos?

‘Oh fuck,’ | say. Gene laughs.

‘I knew you' d be pleased.’

‘They’'reapaininthearse.’

‘They make money.’

‘“They maketrouble.’

‘They’re okay.’

‘They’re dangerous.’

‘I've had more dangerous kebabs.’

‘They’re messy.’

‘So be very careful,” he says with a pointy finger.

‘Funnily enough | ran into one of their team in a club last
night. He was tellin me about some right nutty escapades.’

‘How wonderful for you,” says Gene, dry as fuck.

88



‘Sidney. And he was with thisbird, fuck me, Geno, shewas
fit.

Gene looks totally disinterested. Maybe I'll tell Mort in-
stead. HE' |l appreciateit.

‘Fit. My dick was standin to attention in the gaff. Has that
ever happened to you? Y ou couldahung awet fur coat up onit.
Shewas sendin over blimps, you know, she had the hotsfor me
big time.’

Gene's got that ook that says ‘| really didn’t need to know
that’. The sort of look those Catholic schoolboys get when you
get too graphic.

‘Gene, you know what she did, she—

‘Listen,” he interrupts, ‘don’t, okay? Don’'t under any cir-
cumstances be shaftin any of those boys' birds. Okay? Do you
understand?

‘For fuck sake, what do you take me—

“Yes or fuckin no, son? Do you understand?

‘| wasn't going to do anything, Gene,’ | lie.

‘Okay. This is serious business we're doin here. Don't let
your bollocks do your thinkin for you. Okay?

‘He' s only afringe member of their outf —

‘“Will you be fuckin told. | don’t fuckin care’’

‘Okay,’ | says, my faceal hurt and innocent. I'll haveto be
sneaky.

‘What are they after? Do they wanna buy or sell? | saysto
change the subject.

‘They’ve got afuckin big load of tablets from over the sea,
but like a wagonload, and they reckon they’'re the very best
quality. Jimmy won't let us turn it down. He don’t want them
fucked about like sometimes happens.’

‘We call it protectin ourselves.’

‘I know that and | know why you do it but this time things
have got to be done without the shenanigans, blokes in fuckin
ice-cream vans.’

‘It was aflower van.’

‘Whatever, says Geno.

‘Will this be regular work?

‘No, | asked them that last night —
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‘Last night?

‘Y eah, last night me and yer man met them last night. | got
home, he rang, | had to head back out that way again. | didn’t
likeit but there you go. It's a one-off.’

‘Thank fuck for that.’

‘You really don't like them, do you? He knew the answer
already.

‘Fuckinright | don't likethem. It sall agameto them. They
don’t seem to mind goin away for stretches.’

‘They can’t do things quietly,” he agrees. ‘ And you're a bit
of a soldier. Was Jimmy right about you wanting to be out
soon? Be honest with me, son.’

‘Well, between you and me | think I've got an agreement
that if | find Charliefor him I’ m freeto walk away.’

‘When?

‘Inafew months time.’

‘Well, you two must of been takin in riddles cos | never
spotted that. When wasthat? Y esterday?

| ain't gonna say anything about the businessin the khazi.

‘That'show | saw it.’

Y ou got your retirement planned?

‘I just thought it best to get out first. And if it wasleft upto
me I'd give these headbangers a wide, politely mind, at this
stage of the game.’

‘But it could be a good bitta business. Maybe what you got
isabig old dose of what’s called gate fever in reverse.’

‘Gate fever?

“When guys are comin to the end of a bitta bird they start
panicking, gettin anxious, cos they can see the end. You're
sweatin about gettin captured.’

‘Thisis my opinion and I'm entitled to it, | just happen to
bdievethisoutfitismoregrief than they’ reworth. Nojoke, I'm
serious.’

“You'll think differently when you have your wedge out.’

‘I"'m surprised to hear you, of al people, tak likethat, Gene.
How much can you spendin Long Lartin or Gartree? |’ d rather
be potless and on the out than have aloada dough waitin after
I’ve done atwelve or fifteen.’
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“Will | tell him you're not interested? Nobody’ s forcin you
to do anything, you can walk away now.’

‘If I thought | could ... I'll doit but | want it put on record
that | don’t fancy it.’
‘Duly noted.’

Gene's now got a brittletone in hisvoice. Heletsit sink in
before continuing.

‘I'll get them to contact me and arrange a meet early this
week. Y ou sort out the detail swith them but I’ 1l be about when
you meet them so don’t worry, okay?

‘“How’ s this gonnawork out moneywise?

‘Basically you' re gonna buy the parcel from this crowd and
sell them. Jimmy reckons you might have people tucked away
up north, and the profit gets carved straight down the middie.’

‘What, fifty-fifty?

‘That’sright, son.’

‘That’ sbollocks, and you know it, Gene. Half the whack for
setting up ameet?

‘There’safuck of alot of money to be earned here. Maybe
| should be talkin about this with Mister Mortimer.’

Bit snide that, Mister McGuire.

‘How many bits are we talkin about here? | say.

‘I don’t know for sure but it's somewhere in the region of
two million.’

‘Fuckinél, that'safuckin lot of tablets.’

‘And that’ salottashillings. And when they tell you that it's
thefirst time you’' ve heard it, okay?

‘ Sixty-forty sounds better.’

‘I'll seewhat he' ssayin but | think you’ rebeing greedy son.’

‘This only came up last night?

‘Y eah. We had ameet last night, al cloak and dagger, just
theway they likeit.’

‘“Why do they always come to us?

“You'revictims of your own efficiency.’

‘| don’t fed flattered.’

‘They were sayin what a lovely geezer you were last night,
what agood worker.’

‘11l thank them personally when | see them.’
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‘ Sarcasm doesn't suit you.’

‘I could very easily livewithout these people. | tell youwnhat,
Gene, this bitta work sounds like we can nick a good few
readies, but if | thought that this was gonna be a regular bitta
business, I'd walk away right now. I'd walk outtathis park and
I"d just keep walkin —

Geno’ s laughing.

‘— | couldn’t afford to be webbed up with these jokers full
time, my hedth wouldn’t stand for it, I'd be twitchy as fuck.
They see things that ain't there and they don't see things that
are’

‘They want it donein ahurry,” he says.

‘Oh, | bet they do. Where do they think we are, Disneyland?
Who' s got that kinda money sat around?

‘When?

‘I"d like to see them as soon as. | don't really know what’s
happening pills-wise at the moment. I'll have a better idea by
Wednesday or Thursday. I'll have an idea of what we can
redisticaly do.’

Gene nods. ‘I've changed my number at home again,” he
says. ‘Have you got apen?I'll giveit to you.’

| give him my pen and he writes it on the top of the
Rothman’ s packet, tearsit off and givesit to me.

Y ou know the sketch, ring very early or very late. You can
try mein between but they’ re the best times. Y ou’ re gonna be
abusy boy.’

‘I don't mind bein busy. Maybe you're right about gate
fever, maybe I'll bring my retirement forward. This could be
my last coup beforel sing “My Way” .’

‘You'ready little fucker, you never let on.’

‘My mum used to call me that, dy. I'd rather be workin
while I’ m young, make me dough and get out.’

‘We'll talk soon. I'm coolin down. | better get goin.’

He throws the rucksack onto his back, adjustsit.

‘Adios, Young Sir. Oh, onelast thing, there sa—

‘Listen, Geno, | really don’'t want to hear it. Please leave me
alone, I’ ve got enough to be getting on with. Please don’t think
me rude but I’m not sure | can handleit.’
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Thisisthe most I’ ve ever seen Gene smile.

‘All | was gonna say was there's a rose over there that's
named after Sir Bobby Moore.’

‘“Who?

‘| don't believethis. Y ou know, hewon the World Cup with
England, don't ya know that? 1966 and all that? Fuck’s sake,
you must know Bobby Moore.’

He' s shaking hishead. Soam I.

‘A bit before my time, Geno.’

I'm lying. My old man never shut up about him, what a
gentleman he was. | was amost named after him.

‘Only Jimmy would be mortified if you'd been here and |
hadn’'t shown it to ya. It's over there somewhere. Anyway,
adios, Sefior.’

Off he goes down the path, crunch, crunch, crunch into the
distance. He' sright, there' salot to do. Weredly are attacking
on al fronts. | can really start to smell the end but for the time
being I’ m as content as my nature will alow to sit here in the
cool spring air. | read the papers for a while, business section.
In here are the comings and goings of the real-ded multi-
national top outfits, with the Bosses that the likes of Jmmy
Pricecdl Sir. They’re up to swindles that make me and Morty,
Gene and Jmmy, the top guys who Jimmy gets the oats from,
Terry, Clarkie, the lot of us, they make us look like clucking
junkies hoisting down Oxford Street or a team of crackhead
muggers, desperado on a Sunday evening. They do aggravated
burglaries, tie-ups, on whole countries, crashing in, beating up
theoccupantsand ransacking al thenatural resources. Oneday the
government and the public will say al thisillegal drug dealing has
got to stop cos it’'s al getting totally outta hand. They'll ask
some sober-minded citizens from the clubs of Pall Mall and the
City of London to come in and sort out the whole game
properly. They'll even give them start-up loans, non-repayable
of course, tax-breaks and grants, and the whole scam will be
madeto look likethese heroesare doing usall afavour, putting
themselves out, by coming to the rescue of the nation when
things are getting perilous. Their media will turn the whole
issue into the tired old law and order debate. Any renegade
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souls still dabbling in the chemical strade, taking sovs outtathe
coffers of the monopoly, will be hit hard, profits seized, banged
up, big-time, long-time. | suppose you'll get some die-hards
and cry-babies who wanna keep going on about the good old
days, how it was money for jam, ‘ Oh what fun we had!!” before
this new regime came along and spoilt everything. You can
hear the rumblings now, and when the establishment Mafioso
realise how much gilt, paper, cashish, wonga, wedge, corn,
cutter, loot, spondos, dollar, readies, shillings, folding, dough,
money is on offer, dipping through their soft, dry, manicured
hands, billions not millions, the likes of me will be taken out
and shot if necessary. If we don't get the message.

| think they want it to get bad, but likereally bad. | think they
want it to go up in the air, but like really up in the air. | think
they want it to get to the verge of civil war, no-go areas in
London and some northern cities, paramilitary dedling teams,
evil baddies. Not around where they live of course. They'll
want the British Army on the streetscos Mister Plod can't cope,
not with awooden truncheon, with an enemy equipped with the
latest hardware. The chief constables will plead with the gov-
ernment to just legalise everything cos they can't fight this
thing for ever. Just giveit over to somebody who can handleit,
organiseit, collect taxeson it, to pay for treatment, maybe even
find a cure and make a handsome profit for their trouble. The
government will be told the terms and conditions of the carve-
up by their paymasters, the money men, and being joes who
takeit up the arsefrom the City cartelsanyway they’ |l go along
with the swindle in the hope of getting a few meagre crumbs
brushed their way off the high table. | don't believe those guys
in Parliament run anything anyway, they just do the bidding of
those masonic, on-the-level, funny-handshake geezers, bran-
died-up onthe cherry-red leather sofasin the gentlemen’ sclubs
of St James's, the redl string-pullers and puppet masters.

Do they give afuck about most of the people living in this
country anyway? | don't think they give a shit if they send
themselves stupid. You could even say it helps keep people
quiet and in line. The syndicates that end up with the drug
monopoly will be courted as champions. They’ll make grand
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stirring Shakespearean speeches about how they’ve come to
save Royal Britannia, this precious jewd, in its most self-
destructive hour, when it's under attack from within, by the
weakness of its own wicked children, by the rabble who have
grown soft and spailt by hand-outsandill-discipline, by thelow
morality of felons and ddinquents. After the public relations
coup of al time the dippery fuckers will walk away with a
licenceto print money. Recreational Drugs UK plcwill givethe
people what they want, when they want it, stupor today, good
times today, fuck tomorrow and fuck the consegquences. If it
becomes chaotic, like no doubt it will, the rich and privileged
will soon be going back to livein castlesand city forts anyway.
They’ll belaughing al theway back to the banksthey own with
everyone' spraiseand blessing, the pay-off to anicebit of work,
ajob well done. Perfect, really. If you take a step back and look
atitlogicaly you haveto admit it’ sabrilliantly thought out and
executed piece of manipulation. Y ou have to admire the cunts.
| won't be hanging around for any repercussions or reunions.
I'll be long-gonski.
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Monday
Tommy, AKA Cody, AKA Billy,
AKA Hugo

The guy | wanted to help me with the Charlie business was
Tommy Garret, AKA Cody, AKA Billy Bogus. His real name
was Thomas Roger Garret but one Friday night when we were
kids White Heat was on the telly and after that Tommy was
always Cody. The name just stuck, it suited him, and he pre-
ferred it. Only hismum called him Tommy now. Hedidn't like
the nickname Billy Bogus but it was kinda convenient for him
that alottamugsdidn’t know hisreal moniker either. Hewasn't
on the bogus lawyer, bogus Foreign L egionnaire, bogus gynae-
cologist tip either. Thisguy was adifferent class. Cody’ s game
was deception and he'd worked his way up from kiting, lying
down Jekyll paper with acheque card, through credit cards, and
into something a whole lot more sophisticated.

Cody hasagift for mimicry, can look and sound like anyone
after being around them for only afew minutes, but at the same
time he's no party-piece. When he comes to dress the part his
attention to detail is masterful, tiny details matter, old school
ties, pinkie rings, correct magazine under the arm, wear the
right cologne. The secret, he told me once, is not to strong it.
Go gentle, play it smple and don’t become a caricature. Don't
ever try and convince anyonewho you areor whoyou ain't, it's
not your problem. Y our job isto convince yourself.

Cody’s a very good actor. The mgjor banks and credit
companies are his stage. He earns very good money, aways
works very tidy, has very good contacts, who he looks after
well, keeps a low profile. Cody would avoid the festivities,
hanging out and talking shop. | like him because he can talk
about life, not just work and skulduggery, who's up to what
with who and all that bollocks. Work for Cody, like mysdlf, is
ameansto an end, and the end is La Dolce Vita, the good life.
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Cody has put some very tidy business our way and I’ ve dways
weighed him on for it. I’ve lent him wads of cash or given
him cheques to play with so he can send it through different
accountsin different countries to give the impression of heavy
financia traffic, big amounts moving back and forth to con-
vince whoever needs convincing that commerce is vibrant,
above board and legit. When the time is right, after much
patient approach-play, he hits 'em up for the massive loan,
crash, thank you very much, see you later. Cody goes abroad
for long holidays, sometimes working, sometimes not, and had
arrived back in London from Hong Kong only a few days
before. He' d got my message and rang me late last night. | told
him nathing over the phone.

Cody wanted to meet in the restaurant of one of the more
superior department stores along Piccadilly after the lunch-
hour rush had died down. He wanted to be in the area to visit
his barber while he was up that way and he likes to steam into
the kinda birds you get up around these places, the Quality
Street Gang, rich gals out shopping or up in town for the day to
hook up with old school chums, well-bred girls with plummy
accents and a heathy outdoor attitude to sex, young ladieswho
were up for arobust ride over the gallops.

The place had obviously just been severely revamped, soit's
all chrome, purpleand orange up thewalls. He' salready plotted
up in a booth along the back wall, three steps up, dightly
off-centre, the very best vantage point to observe the comings
and going of the clientele, and the very best place for them to
get agood look at Cody. He's looking good. He's picked up a
nice tan on his travels. Tommy Garret, from round the flats, is
dressed like an off-duty polo player, all battered faded Levi’s,
tweed jacket with leather patches on the elbows, a peach-col-
oured silk hanky inthetop pocket, tan riding bootsand aproper
polo shirt, the onesthey wear when they actually play the game
for real, collar up, a large number four on the front, the same
number as Charlie Windsor wears, don’t you know. The barnet
isall messy, al curly and flyaway. He sgot thelittle pinkiering
and the huge fuck-off Rolex. Cody’s got asmall pile of news-
papers, the pink money ones, but he' s lazily thumbing through
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the Herald Tribune with anice air of indifferent arrogance and
wealth, spaced-out but worldly. The whole outing is sending
the shopaholic, trust-funded girlieswild. Asl walk in | can fed
the vibe. The whole air of not giving a shit was sending them
haywire. They love a bounder. No need to change the bait,
Cody.

Cody gets up and greets me with afirm, dry handshake and
much back-patting and playful shoulder-punching.

‘Good to see you, old boy, good to see you.’

The accent is straight out of some old black-and-white
movie, al those actors your nan likes, pure Eton and the
Brigade of Guards. He shoots me atiny wink. | can see all the
little ear’ oles tweaking to hear better. We sit back down, Cody
gets the waitress over and orders two seafood salads. We sit
closer to talk.

‘How’ s your bitta business? he asks.

‘Good. Almost too busy. Wherethere' s peoplethere’ stoot.’

“Y ou could trandate that into Latin for the company motto,’
says Cody.

‘It'd make anice little Slogan if we could advertise.’

‘The need for chemical stimulation comes from a deep core
of emptiness, ingratitude and alack of sense of purpose.’

‘No disrespect, Cody, but it’ sahit too early in the day to be
gettininto al that.’

Helaughs. Y ou said you may have something for me.’

‘Areyou up for abittawork?

‘I could be, it depends what it is. At the moment I’ ve got
funds going round in circles down in the Far East, nice fronts,
a very tidy piece of work. It'll be very good when | get to
collect.

‘Then this could be a bittayou, Cody.’

| explain the problem with Charlie and Kinky while we ezt.
He seemsto think that it'll be easy.

‘“Why?

‘Desperadoes. If you make yoursealf busy with abittawedge,
someone to watch your back, these fuckin drugsters will tell
you anything. Soon asyou get asniff youfollow it relentlessly.’

‘Jimmy Pricewill pay abonuswhen she' sback inthebosom
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of her family and I'll give you that bonusand I'll give you two
grand cashish over the top.’

‘“How much is the bonus?

‘Hedidn't say.’

‘That’ s no fuckin good.’

‘I didn’t wanna push it. To be honest | just want her found.
I’d pay to get it done.’

‘So he's asked you to do this for him, and you just wanna
dlip through and get someone else on board to do it.’

‘| would do it myself but I ve got shitloadsgoin on aready.’

‘But if thisis payment by results |’ve got no ideawhat I'm
workin for. Jimmy Price, the dippery bastard, could buy yaa
shandy and acheeseroll and call it abonus, thinkin he' saDon.
Y ou gotta be serious about readies, sort out al the shit before
you start work, otherwise people start fallin out.’

‘Cody, I'll tel you what I'm gonna do. I'll put up seven
grand of my own for you to find the bird and, if you find her,
I'll bin the bonus from Jimmy Price.’

‘So if he drops you ten kay, |et’s just say, then you' re three
grand ahead mate.’

‘That’s right. So it's make-your-mind-up time, Cody, but
you can't have it both ways. Let metell you something aswell.
If immy givesmeabunce, he'll just let me have akey tax-free.
Then I’ve gotta get my loot away from Morty cos he'll think
he's entitled to agood lunch outtait, so thislittle outing could
end up costin me money. This could be the easiest few grand
you ever earned. It could even be alaugh.’

‘Behave. Don't graft a grafter.’

‘Have you got readies, Mister Garret?

‘I've always got readies. I'll tell you what, I'll take the
seven-grand option. Three and ahalf abody.’

‘“How the fuck do you work that out?

‘Three and a half for Kinky, three and a half for the tricky
princess.’

‘I don't give afuck about him. | only want—

“Y ou gottagive measqueeze, mate. Look, I’ m not even sure
| wanna go huntin around lookin for anyone. I’'m back here on
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holiday, catch the end of the football season, bitta shoppin and
birdin it up, you can get tired of al those Oriental —

‘Okay, Cody, three and a half a body, the bottle gets ya
seven. It'll be a bitta pocket money for ya.’

‘Themost cunning clown to walk the face of the earth,” says
Cody.

‘Who is? I'm puzzled.

‘Jimmy fuckin Price.’

Our noses are about six inches apart and we're takin in
whispers. Cody looks serious all of sudden.

‘I'll do this bittabusiness, I'll try my hardest, for you, but |
don’t wanna have to be talking to Price. I’ll do it asafavour to
you.'

‘Thanks. | appreciateit.’

‘Well, you' ve helped me out with tank money in the past.’

‘I’ve got some photos, info and that.’

As| passthe envel ope acrossthetable| fed asenseof relief.

‘Be careful of Price, mate. | wouldn’'t wanna see you get in
any trouble,” says Cody.

‘I kindaworked that out on my own.’

‘Bevery careful. Is Geno till with Price?

‘He's like his right-hand man. He really likes the geezer.
He' svery loyal.’

‘And loyaty’s avery admirable quality in people but it can
be a stupid thing as well as a good thing. It can blind you to
facts’

‘Very true,’ | says.

‘I've known Gene since | was a kid. | used to run to the
bookiesfor him from the Old White Bear. If hewon he' d collect
the winnings himsaf but he'd aways bung ya a fiver. You
could buy apair of shoesfor a ching back then.’

‘ And il have change for aslap-up meal and the picturesup
West!

‘Don’t take the piss. Gene's loyalty goes way back, to the
regime of OI' Dewey. He picked up Geno when he was on his
arse, always laggin drunk. His missus had taken the kids back
to Ireland, back to Donegal, left Geno in aright sate.’

‘How many kids has he got?
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‘Three. Daughters.’

‘| can’t imagine Gene as afamily man.’

‘Well, neither could his missus so she jogged on back
home.’

‘He never talks about havin kids.’

‘Gene don't talk about anythin much, does he, he's the
fuckin closed book. Anyway, it's not the way with those tea
caddies. They send afew bob homeif they’ vegot it, spend their
lives pissinit up and greetin in their beer.’

‘They’re either fightin or cryin and they do love a melan-
choly air on the jukebox.’

‘That's how Old Dewey and Pricey got Geno on the book.
He' s battered the shit outta these six mad Galway geezers, the
whole western tear-up scenario, chairs going over people's
heads, geezers going through windows, and he's done the
fuckin lot of them. He's wound up cos the missus has gone
home, he' stotally on hisarse, ain’t workin, ain’t havin awash,
a shave, nothin, he's right confused cos he's dways been a
good provider, out real early in the mornin, ganger-man on the
railway, but that ain't enough for her, can't talk about it to
nobody around him cos, well, you don't, do you, a fight's
started and he's created havoc, absolute chaos, wouldn’t stop
even after they’ d surrendered, waved the white flag, fought the
cozzersto astand-still and everything. They had to get the SPG,
asit was back then, and even they had the full-scale battle with
him to get him in the van, a couple of them went to the blood
factory. As an audition it was quite spectacular.’

‘I can imagineit. | bet he's atota bread and butter in the
John-Wayne-style straightener.’

‘So they’ve spotted his potential as a fearless, completely
loyal, no questions asked, no talkin back bodyguard-cum-
how’ s-your-father.” He gives me a little wink. ‘He was
Dewey’s Foreign Legion and now he' s Jimmy Price' s Foreign
Legion.’

‘| don't follow, Cody.’

‘Well, some French king, back in the day, couldn’'t or
wouldn’t trust his own armies, thought they would turn him
over if they could, so he got his sidekicks to recruit a whole
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army of foreign mercenaries who don't give a fuck about the
internal bish, bash, bosh of France just aslong asthey get their
readies.’

Y ou're sayin that Gen€’ s a mercenary?

‘Not exactly. What I'm sayin is that he don’'t get into the
politics. Where there's people there' s politics. Geneisloya to
Jmmy P. cos JJmmy P. showed him a shitload of compassion.’

‘No doubt in avery calculated and cunnin way.’

“Y ou’ ve been payin attention. And he needed aguy like him
what with Crazy Larry on the fuckin rampage. But what Geno,
who'salovely man, don’'t get mewrong, I’ ve got great timefor
him, don’t understand is that any debt he owes Jim has been
paid over and over again.’

‘But he still hangs in there with him.’

‘Sure, cos Jimmy still feeds him something. He make him
feel wanted, like he' sgood at hisjob. It’sfunny what motivates
people. Even big old lumps like Gene are like kids themselves,
if you look behind the fagades. Maybe he's lookin for, deep
down, approval from grown-ups, something he didn’t have as
akid.’

‘Hold fire, Cody. Y ou've gone a bit too fuckin Californian
for me all of asudden. Have you been at those airport psychol -
ogy books again?

Helaughs. ‘| have more than alayman’s interest in knowin
what makes peopletick.’

‘I think Geno’ salot smarter than we give him credit for. He
plays up to Jmmy as much as Jmmy plays up to him. They
keep each other sweet.’

‘It'saded, like any relationship.’

‘Fuckin hell, thank you Professor Cody fuckin Garret for
your expert insight.’

‘I'd make avery good head-shrinker, afuckin natural.’

‘I think you'reright.’

‘I fuckin know | am.’

‘Listen, onething, Cody, if I’'m not around and you catch up
with Charlie and Kinky you get in touch with Gene or Morty,
okay?
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‘If | catch up with Charlie and Kinky and you’ re not around
I'll wait until you are, okay?

‘Okay.’

‘| ain't gonnaget into any heroics. I'll tell yawhere you can
collect the Richard, and that’ || be my end of thedeal. I’ll do me
best for ya, scout’ s honour.’

‘ Scout’ s honour and seven large.’

He laughs. ‘Now I’ ve got to get a haircut round the corner.
Y ou could use atrim. This gaff’ll interest ya.'

‘“Why?

‘It's a crack-up. It's aright old-fashioned barber’s. It's got
royal warrants all over thewindows, it'sthereal McCoy. Have
ahaircut, go on, I'll treat you. You get themeal and I'll pay in
the barber’s.’

‘I"'ve got things | should be doin.’

‘Oh, fuck al that. You could learn somethin in a gaff like
this.’

‘Like what?

‘You'll see’

Wearrive at ashop with an old wooden front. Thewindows,
plastered with crowns and crests in goldleaf, are crammed full
of shaving and grooming paraphernaia, leather and pewter
flasks, silver-framed pictures of pheasants and pike, all things
wholesome and countrified. Cody’ s talking the same as me but
as the door opens, a bell rings, we're in the shop, he's straight
back into his swell’ s voice.

‘Hello, Sir,” saysthe woman behind the jump.

“Hugo, please, Hugo,” says Cody.

‘Yes, Sir.’

‘I need ahaircut but I'm afraid | don’t have an appointment,
been away, down Chinaway, Honkers.’

‘Areyou known, Sir?

‘But of course, Jenkins usually doesthe old thatch.’

‘I’ll seeif Mister Jenkinsis available, Sir.’

‘Okay, very good.’

Off she goes to find Jenkins. The inside of the shop is like
the outside, al old dark wood and display casesfrom ceiling to
floor with cut-throat razors, shaving brushes, leather strops for
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sharpening the cut-throats, mirrors, hairbrushes and al the
pukka kit for a gentleman’s grooming. The whole wall behind
the ramp’s piled high with bottles and boxes, tubes and jars of
colognes, aftershaves, creams, hair tonics. The whole place
smelt of the aristocracy, of richness, luxury and indulgence.

The woman returns. ‘Mister Jenkins will be with you
shortly, Sir. He' sjust finishing with a client now.’

Then aguy who | guessis Jenkins comes out from the back.
He's seeing the punter off the premises, wishing him a safe
journey back down to the Shires, bowing and tugging at his
forelock, asking the old geezer if there's anything else he
requires. It would serve himright if the old boy wanted hisarse
rimming. At the door the guy pushesapound coininto hisdamp
pam and Jenkins pulls the forelock harder and bows lower.

‘Thank you, Sir, thank you.’

Get afuckin grip, pa. It'sonly aquid.

‘Ahh, young Lord Hugo, says Jenkins, spinning round to
greet Cody. ‘How areyou, Sir? Y ou look well.’

‘ And so do you, Jenkins. Need theold thatch tidying up. Any
chance?

‘Of course, Sir. We can alwaysfit you in, Lord Hugo,” says
Jenkins.

‘Oh, and thisis my very good chum from the pampas, Pepe
Gon-za-lez, doesn't speak a bloody word of English. Tell alie.
He does understand one word. Don't say —

Cody mouths the word ‘dago’ behind his hand so Jenkins
and al the people behind the counter can see. They laugh,
dlightly embarrassed.

‘Pepe’'s a bloody polo mercenary, from Chile, doing the
tour. Bloody good player, though. Needs a bit of a trim, any
chance? | said you need a bit of atrim, Pepe,’ he says, raising
hisvoiceto me. I'm giving it alarge dose of gracious, oui, key,
yes, good, thank yous in my best Chilean accent and nodding
my head.

‘Oh, I'm sure it can be arranged, Sir, Lord Hugo. We're not
very busy at the moment. Please come through.’

Heleads usinto the rear of the shop and it opens up into the
barber’s with about eight leather chairs in two rows on either
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side. Four of the chairs are occupied. A couple of the old guys
aretilted back having awet shave with |ethal-looking cut-throat
razors while girls give them manicures and generaly pamper
them. Onthewallsaretestimonials, photosand letters of thanks
from guys who are historica figures, Churchill and JFK. The
placeislike amuseum of famous statesmen and here’ s me and
Cody being shown to our seats. Fuck only knowswho' ssat here
before us. For a wonderful split second I've got a gushing
feeling of what a great place London Town is. You can cash
your giro cheque in Tottenham or Brixton, Kilburn or Aldgate
in the morning, jump on the Oxo cube, come here and spend the
afternoon ironing it out, getting pampered and rubbing shoul-
ders with peers of the realm and old money and till have time
to be back at the dole shop before closing time to report Monte
Cairo missing. | get arush of civic pride asthe barber sets about
my hair, knowing that we can, and do, rise above our stationin
life.

‘A littlesome, no, trim, yes,’ I’ m saying in a pidgin-English.
‘Lord Hugo say trim isa dix millimetres, no littlesome.’” I'm
placing my thumb and forefinger about haf an inch apart to
show him how much | want off. He asks meif | talk English.

‘No, Sefior, Spanish, I’ ma speak —

“You'reright there, chum.’

‘I"'ma specking Spanish? Y es? Chile?

‘It isround the Khyber Pass. Now listen, you, shut the fuck
up, okay you oily bastard, you comprehendi? Shut the fuck up
or I’'ll shaveyou like achicken.’

“Trim, yes, dix millimetres, good.’

‘For fuck sake shut up, you don’'t have to understand any-
thing, you wop cunt.’

Further up | can hear Hugo ranting about giving Hong K ong
back to the slopeheads, how on give-it-back day we should tell
the Communist bastards ‘to go fuck themselves and if they
don't like it we should tell the buggers to ‘fuck off, stick to
cooking beanshoots'. | can hear a couple of the old pops
agreeing. Onegoesasfar asto say that if thereweremoreyoung
people like Hugo around ‘we wouldn’t be in the damned mess
we're in now'. Jenkins is agreeing al the way but he would
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have agreed to let young Lord Hugo come round his house and
chop the wife and teenage daughters a one sitting.

“Trim, | trim, we trim, you trim,” I'm saying.

* Stop fuckin talking, you bastard,” he' s hissing.

I’'m picking up bits of cut hair and holding them up to the
light, measuring it, estimating its length.

‘Trimisadix millimetres, no?

‘Fuck millimetres, you can’t even see’em.’

| can seewhat Cody getsouttainfiltrating the upper echelons
of the status quo. Cody’ sin the chair with hisfeet up, boots off,
having the works, shampoo, haircut, wet shave, hot towels,
manicure and buff up. He's pontificating on an array of sub-
jects, including law and order, where he thinks a hard line
approach to the problem is the only way, especialy fraudsters
and drug dealers, let’ stry areturn to boot camps, transportation
and pena servitude. The old boys mumble in agreement. The
geezer finishes cutting my hair and hehasn’t donebad at all. He
finishes up, mumbling to himself.

With the job done, me and Cody are back in the shop having
aload-up. I'm taking advantage of the fact that Cody’ s paying
to get about a hundred quid’s worth of tackle, aftershaves and
shampoos, on Cody’ s bill. If he's bothered he ain’t showing it.
He pulls out a fat snakeskin wallet and pays the bill, about
two-fifty, in crispy cash-point-fresh twenty-pound notes. We
leave with great fuss. Cody puts a tenner into Jenkins sweaty
pam and | give my man about twenty-seven pence in shrapnel
and my biggest dago smile.

‘Anyway, Lord Hugo, niceto see you and stay in touch.’
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What' s the Big Deal ?

I’ve put Tammy’s number into my phone three times under
different names, kept the original bittacard in asafe place, just
in case | lose my phone or it decides to erase dl the numbers.
I’ ve even taken the precaution of writing it in pencil on thewall
behind the sofacosin the past I'velost birds' numbersand it’s
driven me mad and | desperately don’'t wannalosethisone. I'm
about to press the little green button to connect me to her
number, to arrange a little baked-bean, my old gent’s getting
twitchy at the very thought, when as if by magic the phone
starts to ring. Gene' s mobile number appears on the screen.

‘Hello, Gene. You al right?

‘Fine. Where are you?

‘Location is corner of Dover Street and Piccadilly, over.’

‘Don’'t fuck about. Where' sthat?

Y ou don’'t know where Piccadilly is, Gene?

‘Only in Monopoaly. If | knew | wouldn’t ask.’

‘It'sin the West End.’

‘If | ever ask you that question again, son, just say “West
End”, okay?

‘Okay, Gene!’

‘We gotta collect ya. Y our mateswannachat tonight. | ain’t
comin there to collect ya, it'll take for ever. Get a cab up to
Highbury and Idington tube station.’

‘It’ squicker to get atube from here.’

‘Then get afuckin tube. Fuckin hell.’

He can be very fuckin moody, Gene, Pink Panther one
minute, Snappy Crocodile the next. It comes with hanging out
with Jimmy Price too much. | can hear him lighting up.

‘“Where will | meet you, Gene?

‘There' sabar outside the station.’

‘What'sit called?

‘Don’'t matter what’ sit’ scalled. Y ou get off thefuckin train,
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upthe stairs, out the station and thereitis. Y ou could fuckinfall
intoit.’

‘When?

‘I'll seeyou there in twenty minutes, haf-five.’

‘| betit'sredly dirty and 'orrible.’

“Will I meet you in afuckin launderette somewhere then?

‘They dways are, boozers outside railway stations.’

Y ou can be redly fuckin anal sometimes, son.’

‘“What' s that mean? Queer or something? | bet I’ ve fucked
more -

But he' sgone. | click the phone shut. That’ swhat it’slikein
this game, someone gives you a hard time, you just give it to
someone el se. If intwenty minutes| asked Genewhat he meant,
people would holler | was bearing a grudge, he wouldn’t re-
member or he'd tell me to fuck off. | had big plans for tonight
aswell.

Thirty minuteslater I'minthebar. AsGenesaidit’ sright on
top of the station. It'slively, clean, but there' sno sign of Gene.
Fifteen minutes go by before Morty comeswalking in and tells
methat Gene and Metal Mickey are going round and round the
roundabout. We walk outside and seconds later Gene's BMW
pulls up with Mickey driving. We head up the Holloway Road
through the early evening traffic. Gene turns back in his seat
and explains that he's arranged a meet with the Yahoos in a
lock-up they’ve got up in Edmonton, just to see what they’ve
got, what sorta money they’re lookin for, to get the full SP.
They’ re anxious to get things moving. I’ ve got my little bag of
gentleman’s toiletries, costing a hundred quid, sitting on my
lap. Gene looks at them and raises one eyebrow. It's not the
right time to be pulling him about that anal remark.

Nobody’s saying much, there's not a lot to say. Geno’s
playing a tape of Johnny Cash, Live at San Quentin. Meta
Mickey can't drive for shit, thinks he’'s driving atank. | ain’t
gonna be the one to tell him cos he don’t say shit, don't say a
word, but he puts out avibe of pure sadistic intent, unquestion-
ing obedience and loyalty. He reminds me of something outta
one of those sci-fi movies about dodgy androids whose wonky
wiring has led to a mafunction in the communication circuits.
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I’'m sat behind him looking at the back of his head, the kinda
head that iron bars would bounce off, leaving the poor guy
holding the bar with sore hands from the vibrations. His neck
isthe same size ashishead but he’ sgot themost tiny piggy ears,
like achild's. Mickey's ex-army and most ex-army types|’ve
met are wankers. They al leave the forces thinking that they're
going to set up the elite little security outfits, looking out for
pop stars and other assorted VIPs, and half of them end up as
shop-cops, long hours, moody uniform, patrolling the booze
aisle down the supermarket. Some of them end up doing bits of
freelance work and they’ ve got the audacity to look down their
noses at ya, like they’re better than this.

If you get captured by Mickey on abad night, when he’ shad
about ten pintswith chasers, he’ slagging, all Queen and Coun-
try, up the Union Jack, he’ saright pest. He lovesto tell stories
about how happy he was back in the Old Regiment over in
Ireland, the best days of hislife, Paddy bashing, fuckin Fenians
and cuntin Prods as well, cos they’re al just shit-shovelling
Micks, ain't they, al the same. He'll regae uswith histaes of
smashing up old biddies houses for a bit of a crack on a
Saturday night. Nuisance or not it's good to have him riding
shotgun tonight.

We drive into a small industrial estate just off the North
Circular Road in Edmonton. Mickey slowsthe motor so he can
read the numbers stencilled on the roller shutters of each unit.
When he finds the one he wants he stops the motor and gives
Geno atiny nod of the head. We get out. The two boys are
looking off in al directions, down the street, along the rooftops
and over into the big bitta wasteland the other side of the wire
fence, but everything looks peaceful. Mickey thinks he's back
on the Falls Road. Gene and Mickey, satisfied, lean back into
the motor and have the rubber mats up from under the front
seats, rummage about, and when they come out of the motor
again they’ ve both got bulges under their jackets, the kind that
are meant to be noticed. Mick’s got a nice content ook on his
face, anyone wantstreatment can haveit. He shoots me awink.
| feel better having these head-the-balls watching cos |
wouldn’t fancy my chanceson my lonesome with the Banditos.
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Genekicksthe bottom of the shutter threetimes, adoor in it
opens and we step inside. It's quite dark at first. My eyestake
awhileto adjust. Thewhole space, it’ shigger ontheinsidethan
it looks on the outside, is stacked with boxes from floor to
ceiling, except inthe middle wherethere sascattering of chairs
and a huge table. It's like an office set-up has been plonked
down from nowhere, afew phones, fax machines and a lorry-
load of paperwork, nestly stacked and filed, well organised. It
could be that someone's up to alittle bittov the old pile-it-up-
and-clear-it-out fraud.

I’'m relieved to see that of the three guys from their team
here, | know two, Big Frankieand JD, and they’ reabout thetwo
most sensible. The other one, the one who opened the door to
us, is only the gofer. It's arelief that they haven’t sent any of
the more belligerent cunts to organise the trade coswe'd al be
hereall night whilethey acted thefool, did their Jekyll original-
gangster impression for our benefit. JD especialy, who seems
to be in charge, you can talk redisticaly to. He's no mug, no
walk-over, but he ain't gonna let a little thing like pride or
stubbornness get in the way of making a nice bitta wedge.

As much as | don't like working with these reprobates we
could al have aright tickle here. If everything goes down as
I’m planning it we could have aright touch. | personally wanna
come outta this thing with about, at the very worst, a hundred
large to squirrel away overseas with the rest of my pension.
That figure could be anything up to double or go to the quarter
million, in which case I’d be chuckling, hoping Cody does the
biz, and booking a nice long holiday somewhere. If this outfit
have got two million pillsthen every penny we can nick comes
to twenty thousand poundsin the fina count-up. | can’t calcu-
late anything until I’ve got a buyer either and there's only a
couple of teams, or cartels if you like, in the country who |
would trust to even mention this parcel to.

‘Gary, get the chaps abeer,” says Big Frankie.

Gary the gofer opensthe brand-new fridge that’ s been set up
inthecorner. It slikean off-licence fridge with different brands
of beer on each shelf. In the door there's cans of Cola and a
mouldy bottle of milk.
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‘Do you wannaabeer? says JD.

‘Do you have any water?

‘Only inthetap inthe khazi.” He laughs, tres amused by his
own littlejoke. *No, hang on mate, I' monly joking. Dowehave
any water, Gary?

‘No. We've got a Coke. Will that do?

‘Yeah, that'sfine, Gary,’ | reply.

Gary sorts everyone out. | sit down on one side of the desk
and JD sits on the other. He lights a Benson, breathes deeply
and exhales long, gives the back of his neck a little massage,
rolls his head from side to side and takes along hit on acan of
Stella. He's on edge, anxiousto get the best possible result.

‘Okay, JD. What you got?

‘Two million ecstasy tablets with ahigh level of MDMA..’

Very Nice. He's pleased with himself.

‘And what do you want from us?

‘“Wedon’t want anything from you. Wewant to know if you
want them off us.’

‘Well, maybe, maybe not. Asl understood it, you want usto
shift them, sharpish, correct?

He nods.

‘Onething,’ | say. ‘Thisisjust me being nosey, but why did
you get hold of so many if you couldn’t shift them?

‘That’ s none of your business. Don't get busy, okay?

He gives me acouple of seconds of harsh eye-to-eye contact
to make his point. He' ssitting back in hischair getting twitchy,
huffing and puffing. | imagine Morty doing that thing he does
with his eyes, aroll to heaven. | lean into the table, elbows on
it, put on my soothing voice.

‘One minute, now hold up JD, mate. Please, and it’simpor-
tant we both understand this, JD, | ain’t gonna take anything
you say to mewhilewe' re sat down here personal. Pleasedon’'t
take anything | say asadig.’

‘I’m swest.’

‘Thisis business, Jay.” Hands up, palms out, leaning back,
pacifying gesture. ‘Is there more where these came from?

‘There could be, yeah, very possibly,” he says, grinning to
himself now.
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‘Now, why don’t you hold fire with them and just let them
go, say hundred thou aweek?

‘No way. We wannatake our money out right now.’

‘But that means knockin them out in one big hit.’

‘That’ sthe way we wannaplay it.’

‘That means flooding the market, dropping the price. Two
million Es is about how many pills get launched over a week-
end in Britain, that market is covered. If afirm likeyourslet go
another two mill it would send the whole thing crooked.’

“You guys wouldn’t want to buy them and let them go a
hundred thou at atime, would yer?

‘That meanstying up cash. We could maybe placethemwith
some peoplewe know but that would mean drivin the price way
down. They’d want them for pennies.’

‘I thought people pegged the market?

‘That’samyth, JD. | wish it wastrue.’

JD signals Gary that he wants another beer. He crushes his
empty can, dingsit into the corner. | really wannaturn thisinto
a buyer’s market without scaring them off altogether. | really
wannado thisdedl.

‘That watch, it'snice, aRolex? | say.

‘Courseit’safuckin Rolex.’

JD’swatch is one of those rea gaudy, opulent numbers, al
diamonds on the face and a great chunky gold and sted strap.
It' ssnide. Even those Arab camel -drivers up the Edgware Road
would have said it was over the top.

‘What did it cost?

‘Well, somebody sorted me out. It's worth about twelve
grand but it cost me four and a quarter.’

He' s looking at me quizzically.

‘Well, I’d argue with that.’

Y ou’' d argue with anything, pal. What you mean, anyway?

‘You say it’sworth twelve grand but I'd say it’s only worth
what someone’s prepared to pay you for it. You see what |
mean?

‘No. You've got me baffled.” He looksit.

‘What I'm sayin is the value of anything, bags of pills, gold
bullion, powders, human life, even, motors, houses and Rolex
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watches are only worth what | can get someone to pay me for
them. It’ s no good me pegging the price high if the market says
low.’

‘ Are you saying my fuckin watch ain't worth shit?

‘No, no, I'm just trying to explain the market value of
anything is determined by the rarity, the scarcity of the article,
the vendor’ s willingness to part with his cash. In other words,
market forces.’

“You're not tryin to tell methat I’ ve been had over?

‘No way, JD. Y ou got the bargain.’

‘Yeah?

‘I'm only tryin to explain that the price | put on your
truckload of pillsis governed by loadsa considerations. Think
about it, you got legality, rarity, qudity, quantity, availability,
seasona adjustments, currency fluctuations, adverse publicity,
police activity—

‘Listen.” JD leans into the table, locks his eyes into mine,
givesalittletwitch of the head and pointsat hisRolex. ‘Doyou
like thiswatch?

‘Yeah, it'slovely.’

‘That’s okay then.” He leans back and spits.

JD’s brooding, arms folded across his chest like abig sulky
baby. His outfit have sent him up to work out a deal with the
smug Swell Mob and they’ ve talked to him like he's a fuckin
teabag, a wanker, told him he's gotta take any dea that they
ding’im. JD’ sdisappointed cos hisjob was to organise the pay
day but it’s looking like they’ re going to be getting less than
they thought, still avery tidy sum.

‘Ligten, JD, we all want the best deal but it ain’t gonna just
drop into our lap. | promise you this. I'll try and get adea that
makes everybody happy.’

Y ou do that, pal, you do that,” he says.

“You gotta trust us but if we have to cobble together great
lumps of cash money to buy the goods, it means findin great
lumpsof readies—' |’ mfuckin about with acalculator thewhole
time just for fun, punching in numbers and making out I'm
doing calculationsin my nut ‘—and that means pullin it outta of
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other things for awhile, it's very disruptive. It would help the
price if we could have bail on the goods.’

‘Noway.’

‘Hear me out. I'm only askin you to listen to somethin. If
you could get your team to agree to givin us credit it makesthe
whole business alot more attractive.’

‘Wewant cash. C.O.D.

‘What I’'m sayin is for the sake of afew daysit could mean
as much astwenty-five per cent moreinthefina taly. That'sa
lottaloot.’

‘“We want cash or nothin, okay?

“You realisefor the sake of afew daysyou could be muggin
yourself of half amillion pounds.’

He laughs. ‘ This geezer’s deaf. You tell 'im something but
he don't hear ya, just goes on and on. You lot make a pile of
money for makin afew phonecalls. Y ou can earnit, you pull up
yacash up front, then you can do what yalike.’

‘Jay, I'll bring you a price and then we can talk again, be
patient, give me until Thursday or Friday.’

Heleansover, grabsmy hand, squeezingit hard. ‘1 won't say
it’ s been a pleasure doin business cosyou' re fuckin hard work.’

‘I'll take some samples and be on my way. I’ve got to get
busy.’

JD gives Gary alittle nod. He disappears round the back of
thewall of boxesand comes back with abrown medicine bottle
and hands it to me. It’s labelled multi-vitamins and minerals,
high potency, one hundred tablets. | open it and shake out a
couple of the pills. They look real fuckin serious, the size of the
top joint of alittlefinger. | haven't seen Eslikethisin years.

‘Let’shope we can do some business,” | say.

We get out at lagt. It looks increasingly like we can have a
nice big pay day. It's a drag they haven't agreed to bail cos
cobblin together big amounts is a problem for us. Going to
Jimmy for cash is dways a non-starter. It could be done but it
meant |etting other firmsin on your moves. | put thejar snugly
in my inside pocket. It feelslike thetip of a serioudy lucrative
iceberg. | wanna do some serious calculations but Mort’s anx-
ious to know what | think we could move the parcel on for. |
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haveto tell him to be patient and get Mickey to drop meoutside
Seven Sisters tube station.

‘I think you upset them back there tonight,” says Mort as |
get out.

‘Fuck "em,’” | reply.

| jump on atrain and it takes me about ten minutes into the
Cross, draight upstairs, cabs waiting and nobody in the queue.
| jump in the first cab and tell the cabbie to take me down to
Hoxton Market. Thisis where Sir Alex, chief chemical taster,
resides. Thisisaboy who knows hisdrugs. | hopehe’'sin. I'm
surehe’ll be glad to see me, heusually is. | dways check things
with Alex cos he's straight with me. If it's shit merchandise
he'll tell me so and if it's pukka he'll tell me that aswell.

The lights are on and there's somebody home. I'm right,
he' s glad to see me. Alex gives me a big fucking bear hug and
abig old slap on the back. He drags me up the stairs like I'm
hislong lost brother. | ain’t seen him for about six weeks but
you'd think it's six years. He wants to drag me into the front
room to introduce meto hisentouragebut | ain’t really got time.

‘How areyou? says Sir Alex.

‘Busy, really fuckin busy.’

‘But you're okay?

‘Yeah, | guess so. Tricks are good but | ain’t got time to
enjoy things. Anyway, what are you lot up to tonight?

‘One of the guys is playin later and we're gonna go down
and hang out.’

‘Good, cos| got some stuff that needs checkin out on ascale
of oneto ten. Y ou know the score.’

‘| suredo.’

‘The geezers who gave me this reckon it's a bit fuckin
specidl, really powerful, old-schoal, like the stuff from eighty-
seven, eighty-eight.’

‘They all say that.’

‘But check it out, okay Alex?

‘Sure’

‘I need to know about midday tomorrow, Alex.’

‘If you wanna hang about an hour you can know now.’

‘Ain’'t got time.’
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Twenty minutes later I'm indoors. Morty’s left a cryptic
message — he' s had a word, we're going on atrip, pack a bag,
meaning We' re going up nhorth, saying he'll be round at onein
the afternoon, meaning nine in the morning. | put the brown
sampl e bottle in the bathroom in among all the other medicines
and aftershaves. There don’t seem to be much point plugging
them. | eat, have aroasting hot shower, pour myself a brandy
and crush haf a Valium into it to really switch off cos| know
if I don't | won't get a fuckin wink of deep al night. After a
couple of gulps of therich spirit it hitsme it's been along day
sol turnitin at five-past eleven, which is somekindarecord for
me. | really believe in beauty deep.
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Tuesday
Oop North

Morty just grunts‘Okay’ as| get in. Hedon't look up from his
paper. Mister Clark’ sgot abrand-new, rented, top-of-the-range
Rover using a moody licence and the credit card. In an emer-
gency we smply walk away from it. It's good that Clarkie's
driving cos he can work amotor likeit’s part of him, therideis
tranquil, not like Morty’s crazy, hurry-up-and-go driving, rac-
ing between traffic lights at sixty milesan hour like we had old
bill up our tails. Clarkie goes on those advanced driving courses
with ex-old-bill ingtructors, the kind those driver-cum-body-
guards go on. You learn how to avoid getting your charge
kidnapped, pursuit evasion. He picks up a lot of insight into
how the Other People work. Clarkie's driving round in big
circlestrying towork out if we're being ready-eyed. A regional
crime squad team will use anything up to six motors, in relays.
Local gathers will only have the impounded shit-heap motors
they’ ve got knocking about in the yard. Morty’ s obvioudly told
Clarkie that he wants some peace and quiet, so Clarkie' staken
apowder.

Clarkie timestraffic lights, holding back or speeding up, so
that we get over exactly on the amber light, then turning sharp
to the left or the right, nothing illegal, but anyone following
would have to do the same and show out. As we sail over,
Clarkie's checking the rear-view mirror to see if anyone's
jumping red lights. He drivesround the same roundaboutsthree
and four timeswith hiseyesglued to the rear-view. We cut into
Regent’s Park and round the inner circle. It’s bright, fresh and
there's cherry blossom on the trees, the world is coming alive
all over again. We stop for petrol in Hendon. Clarki€' s check-
ing the tyre pressure, the ail, the water, but most of al he's
checking the other cars parked up on the quiet street. He goes
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inside, pays, and comes back with bottles of water and packets
of snout and we head for the dearly beloved Motorway One.

| fuckin hate leaving London. | love it for different reasons
to the cor-blind-me-gov, we-woz-at-our-best-in-the-blitz,
ain’t-it-a-bloody-shame-they’ ve-done-away-wiv-rationin
gang. | love it cos it is so brand-new, vibrant and nicdy
anonymous. People are too busy to be curtain-twitchers. Look-
ing out the back window of the Rover, looking at the signs on
the other carriageway, watching the miles to London increas-
ing, | dways get afeeling of sadness. Clarkie keeps the motor
a a constant hundred &l the way. I'm just looking out the
window and dreaming, plotting, going over the business with
the Y ahoos last night. Certain things don’t realy add up, like
what they’ redoing with al thosepills, whenthey’ vegot noidea
what they’re worth. If they had come to us a couple of months
ago and said they were going to manufacture a huge batch and
would we be up for helping shift them, that would make sense.
It's like in any business, you always have your distribution in
place beforeyou go calling on your stock. | dwaysknow where
the oatsisgoing beforel cal it on. | wouldn’t ask Geneto send
round seventy kilos and then try and riddle out what to do with
it.

Suddenly Morty puts on a drum and bass tape, cranks it up
and starts to tell me and Mister Clark that our youth is wasted
on us. Clarkie tells him that a man of forty-five should be at
home listening to a nice bitta Nat King Cole and smoking a
lickle draw instead of tooting powders, listening to jungle and
chasing young Richards.

Around Birmingham, Clarki€ stelling usastory about these
four Turkish guys who've chipped in to fuck this brass, score
for half an hour, up on Green Lanes. She's doing the biz in a
flat upstairsfrom one of those socia clubsthey shift the brown
outta. They all pileupstairsand it turns out it's one of the guys
Sister.

‘So did he still fuck her?

‘Well, would you? says Clarkie.

‘| don't know what his sister looks like. Did he? | bet his
mates dl fucked her,” says Morty.
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‘That' d freak yaright out,” says Clarkie.

‘He's probably aready fucked her,” says Morty. Another
hour, off the motorway, into the outskirts of Manch, beautiful
leafy suburbs at first then through the lively Asian part of town.
| can sméell the spices from the car. There's signposts on the
roundabouts and buses saying ‘ To thecity centre’, alwaysabad
omen that for the Cockney abroad. | look at my watch. It's
twelve-fifteen. Alex islate in ringing. Soon we're off themain
drag, down into terraced, two-up, two-down houses. He dows
the motor costhe streets aretiny and the dwellings packed close
together. It starts to get grim. Every third house is bolted up
with steel shutters on the windows like the former occupants
have simply snapped and shipped out in themiddle of the night.
Satellite television dishes are secured at the very tops of chim-
ney stacks on the ends of long extension poles, and DIY,
install-it-yourself alarm systems seem to have been a popular
Christmas present. A couple of houses on the corner have been
burnt out. Parked up, side by side outside these gaffs are
rust-buckets, held together with spit and gum, and some real
lemon, double-flash gangstarides. Morty’ ssurveying the scene
from the front seat, taking it in, noting the dightest detail, like
afive-star general driving through a defeated land.

He spots a papershop and tells Clarkie to pull over cos he
wants some chewing gum but redly he just wants a mooch
about. Morty calls me into the loppy-pop to show me al the
choccie bars and swesties, under glasslike jewelson Old Bond
Street. The Asian shopkeepers look scared. Their eyes follow
us everywhere, double-edgy, thinking we're gonna rob them.
Maybe we do look sinister in our raincoats and shades. Morty
senses this and talks to them very slow, trying to be gentle and
reassuring, saying please and thank you, but it only sounds
more spooky and threatening.

We go outside. In the short time we were in the shop, a
gaggle of kids have gathered round the motor checking it out.
Thesekidsarefearlesson their own turf. Black kids, whitekids
who look Irish with red Barnets, mixed-race kids with dreads,
white-on-white kids who look apple-white, going on luminous.
Kids of ten and twelve, smoking salmon and spitting non-stop,
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with faces like hardened old geezers. Clarki€' sleaning against
the motor watching them drag their grubby mitts down the
brand-spanking-new paintwork leaving sticky marks, deliber-
ately trying to provoke him, but Mister Clark don’t bite. The
sad thing isthat in afew short yearsthese kidswill bered live
grown-ups and some may escape, like our man Ronnie, but
most will end up fucked-up one way or another, spitting at the
world, thegirlswith more chavviesthanthey can handleor love
and the geezers doing hard time, inside or outside the shove.
Onekid, agood-looking mixed-raced kid, is screwing me, with
hate and envy in his eyes, like | ain’'t never been where he is
now. | feel likesaying, ‘Y oulook at melikel put you there and
now you look a melikel give ashit.’

Onekid asks Clarkie for afag.

“Y ou shouldn’t be smokin son.’

‘Fook off. Y ou fookin Cockneys?

‘Might be,” says Clarkie.

‘Fookin watch yaselfs round "ere,’” says his pa in his nasa
voice, miming a handgun and shooting Clarkie with it. Morty
laughs hysterically. | laugh a Morty laughing.

‘Charmin, the hostile natives, Mister Clark.’

“Y ou know something, Mister Mortimer, | think we' ve been
ambushed by Apaches. | think they’re gangsters,” moodying
he's scared.

Morty getsatwenty outta his pocket and showsit to thekids.
Heroallsit into aball and throwsit into the middle of them and
immediately they start fighting amongst themselves, except for
a couple on the outside who know they don’'t stand a chance.
One kid emerges victorious and he dances away from the rest
of the crowd. In the meantime Morty has pulled another note
and dungit, but thistimeit catchesonthedlight breezeand flies
off down the street with the kidsin hot pursuit.

Morty thinks thisis splendid entertainment but points at us
to get back inthe Rover, to saddle-up while all thecommotion’s
going on. Aswe pull away | spot the handsome kid standing on
the pavement outside the papershop, uninvolved in the mélée.
As we go round the corner he makes a pistol shape with his
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hand, takes aim and shoots. | pretend to duck but his face
remains stony hard.

Ronnie could never bear to drag himself away from thisarea
cos he knows everything and everybody there is to know.
WEe ve done business with Ronnie and guys he works with on
and off for the last five years. If something good comes our
way, we give them ashout and vice versa. Morty had arranged
on the phonelast night to come up and seethe chaps. Thejellied
eels, pie-and-mash fraternity totally underestimate the intelli-
gence and cunning of the northern boys. They makethemistake
of believing that they have no class but if you do the biz with
the right guys they just want the same as your very good self:
lotta dollar, peace and quiet. If you judge al northerners by the
hordes of football supporters tumbling outta King's Cross and
Euston on match days, hooting and pissing everywhere, you
will only draw a negative conclusion.

These guys, Trevor, Ronnie, Shanks and Victor, are big-
time, big hitters, bigger than our littleteam. They control alarge
chuck of the wholesale business in north-west England, which
isvery impressive. A lotta people think they’ re buying straight
off the boat, but in fact it comesthrough these guys. Dudeswho
hate them with avengeance, cos of envy or fear, who wouldn’t
give 'em the steam of their piss, buy pills and powders from
them through third parties. These are the kinda guys who could
buy the two million pills, hold them up, sit on them, and not
have to worry about cash flow.

As we pull up, Ronnie's out with his coat on, ready to go.
He jumps in the back and it's handshakes al round. He's
relaxed and in no hurry, scrubbed and groomed, a class act.
Ronni€e’ stelling methat he' sgot three housesknocked into one
and they each weigh him in at about twelve gee each, so for
thirty-six kay you got yourself a paace. In a war-zone, I'm
thinking. The houndsround hereain’t dressed right if they ain’t
carrying metal, and are reckless with the firepower, shooting
each other up, kidnapping one other. They treat shooters as a
fashion accessory. Ronni€'s got the creamy wife, three chav-
vies, an Italian designer anorak addiction, keeps alow profile
and abox at Maine Road. | myself would be very much of the
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‘born in the north, laughed in the north, cried in the north, love
the north but now | gottagreat big chunk of readies |’ m fuckin
straight outta the north to go live in London’ school.

We're driving back outta Manchester, following the signs
for Liverpool. | aways thought they had grown together at
some point, into one huge city, but Ronnie thinks that thisis
blasphemy. There is ill a drop of grass between the two and
the character of the Manks and the Mickey Mousers is vastly
different. The Manks are droll, dry, think every cunt’s soft,
whereas the Mickeys are the gobby, have-the-crack-at-al-
costs, jokers in the pack. Scousers are very similar to true
Londoners, flash, up-front and knowing. They both have a
natural talent to inspireirritation in plumsand logsworld-wide.

Mister Clark has done his homework and don’t need any
directions. After about twenty minutes we pull off the motor-
way, up the dlip, round a mini-roundabout and down a dual
carriageway for about three hundred yards before Clarkie rolls
the Rover into the car park of a nondescript roadside hotel, the
kind businessmen use schlepping round the country. It' savery
convenient rendezvous for any kind of business meet, legal or
otherwise, being plonked down right between the two cities.
WEe' ve decided to stay overnight and have booked a suite of
rooms. This sounds grander than it actualy is. What it isin
redity is like renting a three-bedroom flat with a large front
room so you can entertain businessclients, Brazilian hookersor
whoever you want to meet. All thewallsare concretewith vinyl
wallpaper, al thewood and brassis plastic and everything’ sgot
afloral design on it. If you bump into any of the staff in the
corridor they grin at you and say, ‘Good afternoon, Sir' like
they’ re taking the piss.

Just as we're booking in, Clarkie putting it on the moody
card, my phonerings. It's Sir Alex ringing from a call box in
Brick Lane. First he's profusely sorry that he’ sringing late, it's
one twenty-five. | walk back outside to get better reception.

‘Hiya,’ saysAlex.

‘How yadoin?

‘Good, mate, good.’

‘Those whatsits?
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‘Good, very good.’

‘Redly?

‘Y eah, redly good.’

‘Scale of oneto ten?

‘Ten.

‘Really? Alex takes abit of impressing.

“Y ou know what you said the other geezer saidand | said ...’

They were like the old days.

‘Ohyeah,’ | say.

‘Well, hewasright.’

‘Isthat right?

‘Y eah. Dead right,” says Alex laughing.

‘That’s al right then.” | can hear pips going. ‘ Thanks for
that.’

‘No, thank you, ma—

He' sgone. Well, that’ sgood news. If Alex saysthey’ regood
they must be excellent. Any kiddie shunter’s gonna think that
they’re the best ever. Everything's coming together just
beautiful. | can see the end of my career, my final curtain,
another quarter of a million quid in the pot, a big, wet
goodbye kiss.

Trevor and Shanks from Liverpool, aswell as Ronni€'s pal
Victor, who lives Cheshire way and has made his own way
over, are dl sitting in the bar already. We ask the lads to give
us five minutes and then follow us over. These guys are very
heavy and shrewd, very sound, very professional. Between
them they’ ve formed an alliance that by rights shouldn’t really
work, rivariesshould turnit ugly. It'smostly down to theforce
of personality of Trevor that it does work. Trevor is the top
kiddie and, strange in a business where everybody is onto the
dightest sniff of weakness or kindness, he managesto beared
gentleman. Trevor has gotta be about six-and-a-half foot tall
with aredlly intelligent-looking face for such a big geezer.

The chaps arrive and Shanks brings out his little gadget for
detecting listening devices and goes all through the rooms with
it. Ronnie and Victor smilethinly, likeit’' sabit of aprivatejoke
between them, Shanks and his toys. He also unplugs the tele-
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phone cos they can be used to earwig conversations by clever-
dick cozzers.

‘“You never know,” says Shanks, sitting down in an easy
chair.

‘Isit warm up thisway, Trevor? | ask.

‘It'sall action, everyonewantsadlice.’

‘People get envious,” says Ronnie. ‘ Think they're owed a
living, start shooting up the place and then thelaw do get busy.’

‘Thefilth want it quiet as much asanyone, standsto reason,’
says Shanks.

‘But some cunts are never satisfied,” says Trevor.

‘ Same problem wherever you go, greedy cunts,’ | say.

‘Well, you' d know all about that, wouldn’t ya,” says Shanks.

‘What' sthat, bro? | say, offended.

‘Well, not you personally, but that outfit who do your run-
nins.’

‘“Who arewetakin about? saysMorty, looking as confused
asme.

‘That fuckin team from down your end, like you don’t
know, says Shanks, getting a bit twitchy.

‘But who, Shanks? Fuckin tak to me’ My voice getting
higher. Shanks leans forward.

Y ou mean you don’'t know?

‘ Shanks, until you tell me, how the fuck do | know if | know
or not? | say in astrop. | can smell something nasty on the
wind.

‘Listen, pal, you ain't talkin to one of yer fuckin Cockney
bitches now, okay? says Shanks, screwing me.

‘Shanks, | ain't got a Danny La Rue what it is you're on
about. Y ou know something we don’t?

‘Right, okay." He takes a deep breath. ‘Your outfit, the
Cowboys, the Y ahoos, the fuckin Here-we-gos, what the fuck
doyou cal 'em?

‘They ain't our outfit but | know who yer mean.’

“You do, okay? | can’t believe you don’t know.’

‘Fuckin "ell. How the fuck am | meant to know what you
won't tell me?

‘Watch yourself now,” says Shanks with apointy finger.
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“Fuckin coal it, brother, you gotta chill,” says Victor to me,
talking for thefirst time. * Shankshereistryinto help youif you
let him.’

‘Shanks,” says Trevor, ‘stop fuckin about and explain.’

I’'m double-uneasy. | can fed in my gut something slipping
away.

‘Right,” says Shanks, taking his time. ‘We had someone
come into us for some acid, but like aread lot, but none of this
lot could be bothered so | sorted it out myself, an earner for
myself. | nip over to Amsterdam and while I'm over the Dam
the gaff isaight with chat about that team from down your end
turnin over an ecstasy factory.’

Thisisvery bad news, especialy asit’scommon knowledge
up here.

‘Like how?I’'m sorry, Shanks, but it’simportant.’

Shanks |ooks towards Trevor, who gives him atiny nod.

‘They get over there and get busy. They let the right people
know that they’re in the market for a lotta gear, they put the
word out but nobody’ll entertain them. They don’t trust "em,
too fuckin loud. Eventualy they find this German ouitfit, more
likealittlearmy really, who are into the whole Nazi thing, like
neo-Nazis.’

‘ Skinheads?

‘No. They ain't a loada poufs with big boots and braces.
They're all suited-up, into the ideology thing but they’re into
all sorts of shit to raise funds. | know for a fact that the top
kiddie, Otto, got the big old townhouse on one of the pukka
canas worth about one mill sterling. He's out and about town
in the black Porsche with a different bird every night, blonds,
naturally, so not al the money getsin thefightin fund.’

‘Ain’t it aweird thing for neo-Nazis to be into, dealin and
makin tablets?

‘Well, not if you think about it. If you wanted to justify it
you could say that you' re supplyin decadent youth their own
poison, letting it corrode their souls, weeding out the weak. To
be honest | don’t think the top boys give a fuck. Look at the
Provos, the IRA, they’ ve got the political firm, the armed wing
and the lot who just see it as a money spinner. We sorted this
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guy out one time, he was UDA or IRA or some fuckin tribe
from over there. Trying to talk to him about anything that
wasn't gee-gees, didn’t wanna know.’

‘He was on a bandwagon.’

‘Now you got it. See, thisright-wing lot in the Dam have got
a few shady things going on and if it comes on top they’ll be
screamin that they’re political prisoners and al that shite. A
little bird told me that this lot have got websites soliciting
contributionsfor thefinal armed struggle and they’ re gettin sent
loot from all over the place, but mostly from the States cos
they’re dl gun-crazy loonies over there, ain't they.’

‘That's a good ideg, to skank money, very sweet and sim-
ple; | say.

‘Maybe we should start one,” Morty says to Victor, who's
also black.

‘Thetop boysdon’t want no fuckin racewar, noway, they’re
havin too good atime, it’s the last thing they want. The North-
ern European White Alliance,” declares Shanks, ‘they’ve
spotted agap in the market. Anyway, thisfirm from down your
manor order up aloadastuff. They tell these guysthat they only
want the pukka gear and they don’t mind payin for it. The
Germans— 1| say Germans but thisfirm’sfrom dl over, Scandi-
navia, Holland, Belgium but mostly Germans — they want a
deposit and some people you talk to say they got one and others
say they didn’t. See, nobody’s got the full SP. Next thing, the
two outfits are out and about, on the piss, al over Amsterdam
which is unusual cos mostly they’re dead unfriendly, really
ignorant, very loud, very rude.’

‘They’'repigs,’” says Trevor. ‘Let’s haveit right.’

‘ See, you' ve got the very top kiddies, who are right smooth,
see it as a swindle, then you got the foot soldiers who are red
divs and probably believe al that master race bollocks, that’s
the lot your hoolie mates was out and about with.’

‘They ain't our mates,” | say wearily, ‘but they would have
alot in common.’

| can see it all now, the pitchers of beer, the schnapps, the
whores, the pidgin-English from both sides, the arms around
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the shoulders, the big plans for the future, the you' re-my-best-
mate bollock-talk. Inside I’'m liquefying.

‘Come the day of the trade,” continues Shanks, ‘they’re all
best mates, but when the stock’s al counted and the Germans
want their money the English team go at it with semi-automatic
assault pistols. No onewas meant to be tooled-up, turns out that
both sides were. The rumours, the Dam is aways full of ru-
mours, say the Germans were gonnaturn over the other lot but
they were quicker.’

‘Can’'t trust anyone, can ya? says Morty.

‘It getsworse,” says Shanks. ‘ There sabittaargy-bargy and
one of the Germans, who is in fact Belgian, gets shot twice
through the guts. He dieslater costhey wouldn’t risk takin him
to hospital with agunshot wound.’

‘S0 he bleeds to death,” | say.

‘Yep. And this team of white power loonies hold your lot
responsible,’ says Shanks, who's on some kinda scally wind-
up.
‘Now hold on,” says Morty, getting up, dl didgy. ‘Them
cunts are nothin to do with us. Will you guys be told.’

‘Hold fire, Mort,” says Victor calmly. ‘You say they ain't
but everyonein Amsterdam thinksthey are. This German posse
think they are.’

‘But why us? | shrug.

‘Cos your monikers were banded about for adrop of credit-
ability.” Hegoeson, ‘It ain't us you gotta convince. Y ou guys
have got a bittova problem.’

That's a bit of an understatement, Victor. We've got a
serious misunderstanding with a deceived nightmare outfit
who, Nazis being Nazis, ain't famous for their ability to con-
sider reasoned argument and, more importantly, we're sat in a
room with some very capable geezerswho may bethinking that
we're here to mug them off alorryload of bushwhacked pills.
That would stink of slackness and disrespect. Not knowing the
real origin makes us look like amateurs, mug punters. Shanks
definitely thinkswe're at it.

‘When did dl thisgo of f? | ask.

Shanksislooking at melike he's still unconvinced.
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‘Ten days ago, maybe twelve. Here' sacluefor yer. A guy |
do afew moves with over there knows this German outfit. He
drinkswith’emto keep ' em sweet, yeah. He saysthetop mover
from over this side was aguy called Duke. Do you know any
Duke? Ever heard of any Duke?

Morty and Clarkie shaketheir heads. Welook at one another
to seeif any of the others knows a Duke. Sidney’s little dap-
stick tale don't seem so fuckin funny now. | can seeit al laid
out before me. Duke, toot, missus, toot, council man, mace,
dogs, shooters, flit, gonski, palsreunionin the Dam, plot, scam,
raid, pension, start-up money, dead Belgian, oops, irate Ger-
mans, looking for readies, meet with us, pills for sale, dead
cheap, big eyes, mugs, us.

‘To be honest, chaps,” says Trevor, ‘| thought you were abit
cocky when you walk in. You redly didn't know about this
turn-out, did yer?

‘| think we' ve been set up,” | say, indignant.

‘By who?

‘By the geezers who hijacked the pills. We was asked if we
could punt the gear in one hit.’

‘With who? says Trevor.

‘Well, work it out. Why' re we here?

‘But you didn’t know they were skanked? he says.

‘Not till now. | swear on my mother’slife.’

‘How many bits are we talkin about here?

‘“Two million.’

He takes a sharp intake of breath. ‘ That’s a lotta pills. You
know we're talkin pennies.’

‘Thisain't worth falin out over, ain’t worth gettin indiges-
tion over.’

‘Very true. Different story if they were legit,” says Trevor.

‘But someone’ sgonnamake alottadough outtathese cunts,’
says Morty to Victor.

‘Someone’ s gonna get very serioudly fucked-up as well,’
replies Victor.

‘See, you guys might be better off gettin word to the Ger-
mans that thisain’t your coup,’ says Trevor.
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He's up, waking backward and forward, patrolling the
room. He goes on.

‘This madness ain’t any good to anybody. They’re gonna
want one of yous as payback. That’s how it works, one for one
and it could be yous — he points at us in turn ‘— or yous or
yous.’

‘But it’sgot nothinto do with us,” says Clarkie, ignoring the
mounting evidence.

‘Like fuck it ain't. You three are up here lookin to sell the
fuckersto us,’ says Trevor, towering over Clarkie.

‘But we never tea-leafed the cunts.’

‘Okay, so you didn’'t, okay, let’s say we accept that. How's
it look?

‘Bad.’

‘Thank you.’

Trevor sits back down.

‘Hang on,’” I'm saying, ‘have you ever heard of us goin on
therob, skankin? | ain’t talkin about toe-rags from the sticks.’

‘Well, put likethat it’ snot aproblem,” says Shanks, ‘but are
the North European White Misfit Alliance gonna ask us for a
reference?

‘Shanks, we didn’'t send anyone over there, okay? These
cunts are tryin to mug usinto doin the biz.’

‘And you're fuckin doinit, pal.’

| turn my chair to face Shanks.

‘This guy you know in Amsterdam. What's he like?

‘He doestripsfor us.’

‘Trips where?

‘No. Acid trips. He makes them. He's a chemist of sorts.’

‘Is he okay?

‘Not redly. He's a bitter, fucked-up old hippie, went over
there in seventy-six and never left.’

‘But would he do as an intermediary, could he handle it?

‘FFor money he would. Y ou want me to talk to him?

‘Not yet, hold fire. | need to talk to some people in London
first,

‘Ligten, if you need geezers who can do the business, you
know — he makes agun shape ‘— we can sort that aswell.’
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‘That's handy to know,” | wink. You never know with
people like Shanks if he' s just Ietting you know he's got some
right naughty hounds on the firm, so don’t fuck him about.

‘See’ says Shanks, ‘it might be that the only way they
believe you weren’t in coup would be if you ddliver this Duke
geezer. There was a dispute between two firms over there and
one lot had to serve up this geezer’s head in an icebox, you
know, what you take on a picnic, to show good faith.’

‘Some picnic.’

‘They might just want some compensation.’

‘Why from us?

‘They think they’ ve got a genuine grievance against ya and
agood few guilder might do the trick.’

‘I an't givin "em fuck al,” says Morty, shaking his head,
eyesalight.

‘Shanksis sayin how it could go down,” saysTrevor. ‘If you
do need specidists we' |l work out codes before you go back.’

‘Thanks. We appreciate it. So you don’'t want anythin to do
with the pills,” | say, getting up.

‘Let’s not be hasty,” says Ronnie. ‘If they were at a keen
price we might.’

‘These arelike pillswereten yearsago,’ | say, sitting down.

‘Everybody saysthat. We' d wannakeep it quiet for obvious
reasons.’” He puts his finger up to hislips. ‘We'll have to have
achat among ourselves.’

‘Fair enough. | think we need to do the same,’ | say. ‘I'll
leave you some samples.’

‘If weain't interested,” says Ron, ‘I'll just ring ya and say,
no code, you'll know.’

If | was sitting where they’re sitting I’d be thinking on the
linesof haf amillion quidthelot, takeit or leaveit, twenty-five
pence per an article. They're the big hitters.

‘You redly didn’t know? says Shanks, getting up, shaking
his head.

‘Clarkie— saysMorty.

‘“What?

‘Tell thislot about that fuckin Turkish geezer.’
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Quiet Night In

| wake up suddenly from my dream, fedling right weirded-out.
| dreamed that | was watching this huge battle, a set-piece
affair, armies from different periods of history marched into
one another in ordered fashion and began fighting in vicious
hand-to-hand combat. A Spitfire appeared above and strafed a
Roman legion, while redcoats from Waterl oo battled it out with
Waffen-SS troops. All thisistaking place on alarge ova field
like acricket pitch, with pendants and flags on poles around the
outside. I'msitting at araised table on agrassy knoll picnicking
with Jmmy Price. The fighting has the atmosphere of a sport-
ing event but the death-cries of the combatants seem very real.
Jimmy’s head is twice the size it isin red life. HE's pushing
food into his face in pure gluttony, laughing at the slaughter,
choking and spluttering, pointing and dapping his thigh. The
table is laden with grub of the finest kind, game birds and
dressed fish, likeamedieval royal feast. Servantsin livery from
Pepi’ s Barn bring more and more all the time. Suddenly large
droplets of rain start to land on the tablecloth and soon a
summer shower has started. Jimmy glances skyward with a
look of distaste on his massive face, asif to say ‘What' s this?
Rain? | didn’'t order rain. How fuckin dare you.” But then he
abruptly snaps outta it, laps me hard enough on the back to
leave a bruise and laughs himself red raw, then the hotel
reception buzzes through with my alarm cal and wakes me. |
get left with the feeling that | can’'t make my mind up if it
gualifies as a nightmare or not.

Morty and Clarkie are gonnahave anight out in Manchester
with Victor and Ronnie. | can tell by the look in Mister Mor-
timer's eyes that he's up for amad one so | decide againg it,
and just whenthey’ reall giving me seriousgrief, Trevor invites
me to come over to meet his wife and kids, eat dinner, cos his
missus cooks amazing Thai food, and chill right out. A couple
of spliffs, abottle of good wine, nothing excessive. | leavethem
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in the hotel bar and sneak off to have akip about half-four and
it'snow onthedot of six. | order some coffeefrom thereception
and turn on the telly in the room. What was that fuckin dream
all about? | reckon after you wake from dreamsit’ s sometimes
hard to lose the fedings and weirded-out, spooky shit | don’t
need. | can't seemto get any sense outtathistelly either. | can’t
get it to change channel, maybe you gotta pay to change the
channel, which is a fuckin liberty. |1 ding the remote control
across the room, hitting a wall, and instantly regret it cos it
shatters into bits. Now I'm stuck with the loca news and
weather, something | don’t really give atoss about but | ain’t
getting outta bed until I’ve had my coffee. Then I’'m gonna
jump in the shower and that’s gonna wake me right up. I'll
probably get charged for a whole new set by these conniving
bastards.

The main story on the local news is a gridy murder, and if
it's on the tely | don't mind a grisly murder. It seems a
boat-broker, whatever thefuck that i s, hasbeen found murdered
in his home-cum-office on a boat in a harbour about ten miles
up the coast from Liverpool. There's a cozzer being inter-
viewed but he’ sbeing very tight-lipped but what heissayingis
that in all histime on the force, twenty-three years, he’s never
witnessed amorebrutd, horrifying and callousact and | believe
him. Helooksjittery and adeathly white, likethere’ ssomething
wrong with the colour on thetelly, likeit’ ssuddenly goneblack
and white. There’'s TV crews sticking microphones under his
nose and asking loadsa questions and every time he says he
can’t answer that particular question they just jump back in and
try adifferent tack. He' strying not to get too graphic but it turns
out that the guy was tortured before he was killed and one look
at the old bill convinces me that they really did go to town on
the guy.

My coffee arrives. ‘Was this a robbery gone wrong? asks
one of the reporters. ‘No,” says the cozzer, and goes on to
explain that sums of cash and other valuables were not taken
from the scene and the perpetrator or perpetrators were at the
scene for some time and the place was ransacked. Maybe the
work of a professional contract killer, another reporter sug-
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gests. The cozzer thinks it's too early to tell and they, the old
bill, are keeping an open mind and asking the public for every
assistance. Contract killers, I'm thinking, don’t hang around,
it' sthe old one-two in the canister and offski, maybe they got a
killing-for-kicks nutter on the loose up here. All this don't
really help my spooked-out mood but | find watching it very
compelling with a nice cup of coffee and a complimentary
Amaretto biscuit. They interview one of the neighbours. The
old dear says he was a very nice man, Mister Van Hire or
something like that, always said good morning if | met him
while out waking the dogs, he kept himself to himself, and
went about his business. It always is, love, the quiet ones, the
inconspicuous ones, who get ironed out brutaly in their own
homes. Funny how, if the dog wagsiitstail at ya, you couldn’'t
be abad person. Waking up at six in the evening in this fuckin
bunker isenough to send yatwitchy without lucid dreams about
Jimmy Price in a military theme park, this afternoon’s disap-
pointment over the Jack and Jills and a carve-up being shown
liveontheloca TV news.

| take a leisurely shower, letting it run asice-cold as | can
stand just beforel get out. That livensmeright up. | get dressed,
sky-blue polo neck, jeans and black suede Gucci loafers. This
afternoon’ s meeting was afiasco, area show-up, but I'm glad
| ain’'t the one who's gonna have to go back and tell Geno or
Jmmy about the Yahoos' little raiding party. Tonight | don’t
evenwannathink about it and right now ain’t an opportunetime
to be discussing tactics with Morty or Clarkie. I'm sure | saw
them popping a sample each earlier on. W€ |l have the journey
back tomorrow morning to discussit at length.

Trevor's said he’ sgonna send a car round for me at exactly
seven-fifteen and to be waiting outside. As | walk past the bar
| can see Morty holding court with Clarkie, Shanks, Victor and
Ronnie. They all look well on theway to getting mighty lashed,
getting noisy and making merry, so | sneak past without pop-
ping in to say hello. As| walk out the driver ssmply opens the
back door of the motor and | get in. The engine's running so
we're off straight away and soon we're going down country
lanes at about fifty miles an hour but the driver inspires confi-
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dence with his control. Looking out the window, across fields
lit by the nearly full moon, it looks like a picture-postcard
landscape, with valeysand small villages. Soon this gives way
to woodland and it gets denser as we go on. | make a point of
never engaging taxi driversin conversation cosyou never know
what you' re gonna get, but this geezer ain’t said a dickey-bird
all the way and we' ve been driving for fifteen minutes.

He begins to slow down on a curvy wooded lane, pulls up
suddenly. | realise that it's the start of a driveway going up a
dlight hill. You would never see it, especidly at night, if you
didn't know exactly, and | mean ex-act-lee, what you were
looking for. The driver pushes a button in apanel that seemsto
be buried, covered withivy. It beepsfor afew seconds and then
stops and the mute driver continues up the drive slowly. Fifty
yardsfurther onthere’ saset of heavy steel gateswide open and
the very second after we drive through they start to close again
automatically. Lights come on, as if by magic, as we drive
further up the drive, bathing theforest in aharsh whitelight and
throwing up eerie shapes and shadows. There must be invisible
infra-red laser beamsflying about or sensors buried in the road.
Anocther hundred yards up the drive we pull up in front of a
house that looks Swedish. It's made entirely of wood, istucked
away into the side of a small hillside but blends into its sur-
roundings like it's camouflaged. Two motors are parked in the
garage, a Saab soft-top and aL and Rover Discovery. Abovethe
doorsand garage are CCTV cameras, so Trevor’ sgot thewhole
place ready-eyed up. This place being so isolated, | bet anyone
living round here would have serious security, but Trevor’sare
there to give him abitta warning against more than communal
garden burglars. His would, hopefully, give him extra protec-
tion against the busies, as they still call em, bogeymen,
skankers or kidnappers.

The driver pulls the motor up noiselessly in front of the
house, gets out, walks round, opens the back door. | get out, he
getsback inand drives off. All thetimeheain’t said aword, not
apeep. I’'mimpressed in afunny kindaway. | find the bell and
push it and it chimes away inside. Trevor opens the door,
grinning, with ahuge Great Dane on the end of hisarm, pulling
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it back on amassive stedl choker. The hound isfriendly enough,
not like those evil small dogs that have an inferiority complex
and have to make up for it by being extra nasty. It’s the kinda
dog you can give kids pony-rides on. He s panting and jumping
about in excitement, he' s about fivefoot tall and must weighin
at about twelve or thirteen stone. He looks like Goofy, so now
we got Mickey Mouse and Goofy.

‘Thisis Albert, daft asabrush,” says Trevor.

If dogs are like their masters then Trevor and Albert were
made for each other. If anything Trevor's size makes Albert
look smaller than heis, but not much.

He brings me in and the house is beautiful, with wooden
floors and beams everywhere, not old wood, but fresh blond
pine. Everywhere shows taste and thought. There's a pungent
smell of coconut and lime, lemongrass and other Thai spices
wafting around. Trevor shows me into the kitchen. ‘This is
Mandy,” he says.

She'squitesmall and petite. Again, stood next to Trevor she
looks smaller still cos she only comes up to hischest. Mandy’s
blond and pretty, got a good vibe about her. Two kids, about
eighteen months and three years, are up at the breakfast bar
eating cod-shapes and baked beans. The younger one's in a
highchair and Mandy’ s helping her with her food. Thisiswhat
| need tonight, a homely glimpse of family life and home
cooking.

‘Thekids are eating now and we' Il eat later. They're up late
tonight.’

‘This house, did you have it built?

‘No | didn't, but if | did have one built,” says Trevor, ‘this
would beit. No, it was built for a Swedish firm who come over
in the eighties, built a factory nearer town. These houses were
for thetop executives, there' sanother dozen or so dotted up and
down theroad.’

‘They’re very hard to find.’

‘That's Swedes for ya. Their angle is to be at one with
nature, not to be hard to find.’

‘“What happened, the factory went bust?

‘Lotta people reckon it was another government scam, tryin
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to get jobs brought into the area, but it didn’t work. The Swedes
cleared out and left the houses for sale!’

‘So it worked out well for you.’

‘That’s one way of lookin at it.’

He shows me round and you can tell he's a proud man,
happy to be a good provider for his kids and he's serioudy
loved-up with Mandy, his childhood sweetheart. She puts the
kids to bed while Trevor lays the dining table by the window.

‘In summer we have these doors open and we eat out on this
deck. These doors all fold back so it’s like there’s no walls at
al. Thishouseisreally beautiful in the summer.’

‘I’ svery nice now.’

‘Not bad for an ex-con, mini-cab driver.” He givesme ady
little wink. I know bits and pieces about Trevor.

‘Isthat how you got started then, Trevor?

‘I got out from alumpabird and a mate sorted me out a car
buckshee and ajob so | went to work drivin.’

It ain't the done thing to ask what the bird was for, ain’t
ethical, Geno would say, but | already know the gist.

‘“You know | was inside with Morty, not great pals or
anything but our paths crossed at some point, some nick or
other. | didn’t know himwell but then he gave everyoneawide.
He was kinda aloof if yalike. Well, as aloof as you can bein
nick.” He laughed like aloof was not the kinda word he used
every day.

‘He told me he didn’t like the company that much,’ | say.
‘Thought most of them were riff-raff, grasses, geezers who
went guilty cos they thought the law might cut them a ded,
losers, mugs, junkies. He' sabit of asnob, isMister Mortimer.’

We're laughing.

‘I tell yawhat,” | go on, ‘if you get him on his high horse,
get him goin, he can sound like someold Tory geezer. Hisvoice
changes and everything. He dtarts to redly pro-noun-ce his
words. Recidivist lowlife smugbags, stealing old ladies’ purses,
where’ sthe morality, where' sthe get-up-and-go that made this
country what it istoday. L et these fuckersrob someonewho can
afford to be robbed. Do away with Socia Security, let the
work-shy fuckers starve.’
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‘He' snot redly like that, is he?

‘No, is he fuck. He just likes to spin peopl€ s nuts, a black
geezer talkin like that, gets 'em at it, see if they’ll bite cos he
likes an argument, does Mort. I'll tell ya what, he preferred
being with Cat A cons than petty crims. It's a pride thing |
guess.’

‘He used to walk along the landin with aface like there was
areally bad smell and he used to have a uniform —

‘A what?

‘The prison-issue uniform. He had it pristine, pressed to
perfection, the shoes polished like asoldier. He' d walk around
the gaff like looking down his nose at everyone.’

‘In hisuniform?

‘Not every day, but on Sundays and that. If he had a visit
he'd really go to town but every day he'd put on a clean shirt,
and underwear | guess, some blokes don’t change that stuff for
weeks.'

‘So he' d look adandy in the shovd .’

‘Hehad atiesentin.’

‘Sentin?

‘Costhey don’t giveyou atie!’

‘I don't know.’

‘Well they don’t, but Morty’s got one from somewhere and
if he’ sout and about on the wing, suited and booted, and he sees
ascrew with histop button undone he' d be ordering them to do
it up and you know alot of thetimethey’ d doit. It’ d be summer,
a hundred and twenty degrees, fuckin boilin, and he's got a
woollen uniform and atieon.’

‘Did anyone else wear a uniform?

‘You'd have ariot if you tried. Redly straight-faced he'd
say to them, “Do that button up you scruffy bastard,” so they
weigh him off as a nutter, not your fraggle rock, ravin loony
kind but the give-him-a-squeeze, keep-him-sweet kind. It'd be
like “Come, Morty, we don’t want no trouble,” cos you only
haveto look a him to know he can perform, it'sin the eyes.’

‘I wouldn't disputeit,” | says.

‘I did my time quiet, couple of scrapes but nothing serious.
Y ou know what | was away for, don't ya.’
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| do but | have to let him tell me, protocol. ‘Y ou wannatell
me?

‘I was working on the door of this club and this fight's
kicked off cos we wouldn't let some drunks in. This geezer's
tryin to bite me ear off so | thought I'd run himinto awall but
we' ve both gone through ashop window. He' scut to pieces, big
bits of glassin him, blood everywhere. | ain’'t got ascratch. This
guy dies cos he's cut main arteries in hisleg and his arm. He
actualy got out the window and ran away but collapsed round
the back of some shops and died. He lost the blood faster cos
his heart was pumped up from the fight. Busies followed the
blood-trail to find him.’

‘Might have lived if he hadn’t run.’

‘Possibly. The law’s charged me with murder cos they’'re
saying that | slung him through the window. His pals are
prepared to say | did. The law don't believe it but it's a dead
easy conviction for murder, looks good on their records.’

‘It'sgood at promotion time.’

‘I'm in the frame so these cunts get a better pension. But
common sense prevailed. A couple of boys spoke to his mates,
told 'em givin evidence was not on. The charge getsdropped to
manglaughter. | shoulda sacked me brief cos helet aloada stuff
go he shoulda jumped on, medical reports and that, useless he
was.’

“You got what?

‘Five, cos | had previous, did about three, looking at life at
one point. When | got out | wouldn’t spit my gum out on the
street. Then | realised that if you don’t take ashort cut you ain't
gonna get nowhere.’

‘Very true, Trevor.’

‘See, at that time in Liverpool there was a kinda mini-cab
war going on, offices getting burnt out, people getting sent out
with abig bag of change and told to ring up and send carsround
to moody addresses al day long, drivers getting beatings,
informing the dole if guys were scratching and working.’

‘Very snide’

‘Petty, | would have said. | was offered apartnership by this
pal of minewhose heart wasn't really init. Hefigured that thirty
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per cent of something was better that one hundred per of fuck
all. I went to see the geezers who ran the other firms and we
carved the city up. | pointed out that all this bad blood wasn’t
good for business, get us al nicked. Think about it, if you can
talk to one other, you can peg prices, stop undercutting and if
anyone comes along, opens up, you can sort it.’

‘ Sounds good.’

‘In the end we took over the other firms, started doing the
very top end of the market, executive cars, limos, no one had
seen one up here back then.’

‘So how did ya get to the dark side?

‘Well, we was aways runnin parcels around for various
people we knew so one thing led to another and it grew and
grew. You know yourself once you're a player ... * He
shrugged.

Everybody wants to know ya. Things can snowball in
weeks, not months, so you gotta be wide awake to keep up. I'd
heard it was heavier, bloodier than that. The mini-cab wars
grew into the contraband wars. Once Trevor had built up the
momentum and alies to take on the other cabbies, he marched
straight on into the drug trade. Those two are first cousins
anyway. People got serioudly ironed out and a few got posted
Missing In Action. If certain peoplein certain businesses know
you've killed another human being, call it mandaughter or
murder, making one or serving 'um up, offing or topping, it
ain't gonnado your reputation any harm.

| can hear Mandy coming down the stairs. Trevor puts one
finger up against his lips and gives me a dly little wink. She
startsto bring the food from the oven and put it on the table and
at the same time wok-frying some noodles. If she put this
together at short notice she' sakindaculinary geniuscosthere's
aking prawn curry with coconut and lime leaves, jasminerice,
awhol e fish baked with ginger and spring onion, satay chicken
and beef, and a Thai salad with peanut sauce. Trevor opens a
bottle of wine and puts water on the table. It looks like afeast.

‘Do you edt like this every night?

‘Yeah, unless we're going out to eat. Why not? says
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Mandy. ‘He,’ she nods at Trevor, ‘would eat the whole lot on
his own. Y ou gotta eat so why not eat well?

Wesit and eat.

“You in the same business as Trevor? she asks.

‘Yeah,” | say, not knowing if that means dealing drugs or
cabs. Some guys tell their wives everything, some guys noth-
ing. I'm sure Morty wouldn’t tell his Richard his name if he
thought he could get away with it. We talk about London.
Mandy says she’ sheen to London, sheliked it but shewouldn’t
wanna live there, too impersonal, but ain't all big cities like
that, ain’t Liverpool. London’ sthe Origina King of Impersonal
and thereason | fuckin loveit. | can lose myself without trying
too hard. The areal livein isvery plush, with big townhouses
that have been carved up into three or four luxury flats, but
nobody knowstheir neighbours. They may nod at mein passing
but then they jog on and mind their own business. There's no
cosy chats or exchanging gossip over the garden fence down
our way. If | ended up brown bread, like the geezer on thelocal
news back at the bunkhouse, all my neighbours would be out
on the dreet, taking to the TV and papers, paying me the
ultimate compliment: ‘He kept himsalf to himsdlf.’

The food is ddlicious, as good as anything I've eaten in
Thailand. Trevor carries on eating until there's not a scrap of
grub, not agrain of rice or astrand of noodle, |eft on any of the
plates. He sits back and lights a fag with a very satisfied look
on his face. He's quiet, savouring the tastes, pulling on his
snout, blowing smoke-rings inside smoke-rings to amuse him-
self. Then suddenly he's up and opening the back doors.

‘Here, | wanna show you something.’

He flicks some switches on the wall by the door and a path
getslit up going way off into the massive wooded back garden.
‘Come on, bring your drink. Y ou come aswell, Mandy.’

‘| better stay here in case one of thelittle’uns wakes up.’

‘Okay, wewon't be long, babes.’

We walk out into the cool night air onto the decking, then
down five or six steps onto alawn. It’sabit chilly, abit misty,
but Trevor don’t seem to notice, he'sonly wearing agym vest.
He beckons me acrossthe dlightly rising lawn, with tall, skinny
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trees on either side, and into the wood proper. There' sagravel
path, lit with lanterns that have been strung aong the low
branches of the trees every few yards. They sway gently on the
breeze. We walk into the wood for about a hundred yards. The
shadows make faces in the dark and the clouds are rushing
overhead. | can hear owls in the distance and small creatures
moving in the bushes. Suddenly we emerge into a clearing by
a smal river and in the middle there's a mini version of the
main house. It's lit up with spot-lights that have been half
buried inthe surrounding turf. Asl walk round theoutside | can
seethat it’shaf on theriver bank and the other half is perched
over the water supported by hefty wooden stilts.

‘The summer house,” says Trevor, beaming.

He leads me onto the overhanging balcony. It s got benches
and we sit down.

‘Very impressive, Trevor. Did the Swedes build this as
well? | ask.

‘Oh yeah. They know how to live, the Swedes. There's a
saunain there with a plunge pool, and | guess you sit out here
in the nude with the family and al your neighbours, very adult,
the Swedish.’

Helaughs.

*So, do you have your pals round for the all-over suntan? |
ask.

‘Do | fuck. Most of the people | know, | wouldn’t let them
through the front door. Y ou should fed privileged.’

‘Thank you.’

He points across to the other bank, about twenty feet away.

‘Theriver'svery shalow at the moment, very dry, butif it's
been raining heavy or the snow’s melting it's white water,
really fuckin powerful, getsyagoing.’

It hasn't rained in weeks. The flow is down to atrickle. On
the other bank | can see the high-water line where rocks and
small branches have been thrown up by the force of atorrent.
Where theriver curves away outta sight, the power has eroded
the bank away leaving an overhang waiting to drop.

‘I come down here most nights and smoke a spliff,” he says,
lighting one that appeared from nowhere. ‘Whatever the
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weather, | smoke a spliff, relax, look at the river, look at the
gtars. It kinda sorts me out, you understand?

‘ Sounds good.’

‘If it' sfreezing cold and the river’ srushing, | fuckin loveit.
Y ou ever done bird, brov?

‘No. I've been lucky.’

‘| heard you' ve been careful. Y ou know, the one good thing
that came outta that last bitta bird was | can really fuckin
appreciate al this’ He sweeps hishand across. It'sdark out on
the balcony and | can only see Trevor’s features when he pulls
on the spliff, the glow lighting up hisface.

‘It may sound like old hippy bollocks but if you've never
had your liberty taken away, can’t do things you take for
granted, you can never really understand freedom.’

‘But some geezers go back time and time again.’

‘Cos they don't know any different, or they’re looking for
the last big prize, but waking up in there and seeing the same
old faces, day in, day out, it depresses the shit outtameto even
think about it.’

He seems to have got well stoned really quick. The puff
smells serioudy pungent, megastrong, but he ain’t exactly
gonna be smoking chicken-shit and henna.

‘And that’ s what you think about down here? | say.

‘ And other things, plansfor thefuture.” Hetakesalong draw
on the spliff, holds it down. We're silent for a few seconds,
listening to theriver trickle by.

‘Do you know what “ Cosa Nostra’ means? he says.

‘It'sthe Mafia, ain't it?

‘Sure. But the term “Cosa Nostra’. Do you know what it
actually means?

‘No.” | shake my head.

‘It means “ Thisthing of ours’, yeah? Y ou get it?

| ain't surewhat I’'m meant to say here. | obvioudly ain't had
enough spliff. Trevor can see | look mystified.

‘See, what I'm gettin at is the idea of being in something,
this thing of ours, with people, geezers you respect, sticking
together, working for something you all believein, trusting one
another to be straight with each other. It can only pay benefits.’
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‘But thereality of all that isit’sfucked.’

‘Now, maybe, but at the gart it was anoble idea. I’ ve read
all those books about the Mafiaand ...’

Trevor's taking but | ain't listening. A little alarm bell’s
ringing in my head. It' sawaysabad sign if guys have read too
many books about the Mafia. To read al that shit you'd begin
to think it was quite noble and heroic. Guys who have got too
far into that tip have ended up causing themselves and people
workingwiththem awholelottagrief. They wannastart pulling
strokesin broad daylight. They seemtoforgetit'scalled crime.
When those old-school Mafioso guys were up to their tricks,
the fuckin world was a different place. They were as strong as
agovernment, they selected presidents of the United States, ran
whole cities, ran the police, ran judges, ran sports, ran the
unions, and after that what’ s left to run?

‘... Youknow what | mean, brother? says Trevor, grabbing
my arm.

‘Sure, sure. You're right, brother.’

I’'m clueless.

‘I knew you'd understand. Talk to some people about this
sorta shit and you lose 'em straight away cos they're just
lowlifes. What I’ m talking about is trusted guys, sensible guys
coming together to do their work, to give the public what they
want. Nobody forces this on anyone.” He holds the spliff up.
‘Wejust supply ademand that’s there and it works awhole lot
better if you can trust afew people.’

‘Who have the sameaim.’

‘Now you got it.’

‘But thisisamessy business. These are different timesfrom
when those geezers did what they did. I’ ve read some of those
books and some of those guys had alotta class but alot of them
was just fuckwits, lordin it up, livin large until-

‘Listen, what I’'m saying is don’t ever lie to me or my boys,
okay? We'll have a Cosa Nostra.’

‘ An understanding?

‘Yep, hesays.

| hope he ain’t on about those fuckin pills. | better change
the subject.
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‘But Trevor, people get greedy, people get ironed right out,
people don’t know when enough’ s enough. We have chosen a
dangerous way to make our living. These are dangerous times
for everyone, even straight-goers are gettin mashed up in their
own homes.’

‘There’ salot of loonies about, it'strue.’

‘| saw on telly before | came over here, some poor fucker,
mindin hisbusiness, he getstotally ironed out, in hisown gaff.’

‘“What happened? | didn’t seeit,’ says Trevor, relighting his
spliff.

‘Quiet guy, lived on a boat, someone held him captive,
tortured him and then offed him.’

‘On aboat, in aboatyard? There was abit of concern.

Y eah, about ten miles up the coast. The cozzer was right
ups—

‘Did they give the guy’s name. He wasn't Dutch, was he?
He was hoping he wasn't.

‘Hewas, asit goes.’

‘Fuck sake.” He flicks the glowing butt of the spliff into the
river. It diesinstantly. ‘ Tell me exactly what they said on the
telly.” He's on his feet, pacing. | tell him as much as | can
remember. ‘Now, think, was the guy’s name Van Tuck? he
asks.

‘That’'sit, Van Tuck,” | say, clicking my fingers.

‘| gotta get back to the house and make some calls.’

Trevor's off immediately, leaving me sitting on the bench
confused, but he appears single-minded and serious so | act the
same. Where the path meanders in a gentle loop Trevor runs
straight across, sticks breaking under his weight. Soon he's
ahead of me, then out of sight completely. As| come through
the door and into the kitchen, he's punching numbers into the
wall-phone, cursing and swearing at Mandy to bring hismobile
phone over. She brings it immediately and he starts running
through the memory and pushing numbers on the speed did.
Suddenly he smashes the phone off thewall so it’s dangling by
its cord, swaying backwards and forwards.

‘“Where the fuck’s Shanks? ... Where the fuck’ s everyone?
He's got the two phones up against his ears, waiting for some-
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one, anyone, to answer. The lagt time | saw Shanks he wasin
the hotedl bar with the lads getting well hammered and that was
about three hours ago. I'm baffled, standing in the doorway.

‘Give usaminute,’ says Trevor to me. Then heturnsto his
wife. ‘Mandy, where' sthat address book | keep tucked away?

Mandy goes down on her knees and removes one of the
drawersin the fitted kitchen and taped to the back isa standard
black pocket address book. She brings it over right away and
Trevor starts flicking through it, still with one phone jammed
to his head with his shoulder and the mobilein hishand. When
hefindsthe number hewants, he disregardsthe phoneunder his
chin, letsit fall to the floor and starts punching the number into
the mobile. Someone answers.

‘Good, you're there. Listen, I'm coming over right now ...
Fuck that. Listen, I'll be there in about twenty minutes, okay?
I’ll seeyou then.’

He flicks the phone shut.

‘Listen, babes, something’ s gone off. I’ll be back as soon as
possible. Keep ringing Shanks, tell him to ring me.’

Where' sthat leave me? I’ m thinking.

‘And you,” says Trevor with a pointy finger, ‘you’ re fuckin
comin with me.’
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Van Tuck’ s Rude Awakening

‘Van Tuck is, or was, a mover. He moved stuff around for
people, transportation was his thing. He would trade boats,
some thieved, but mostly legit for the sake of appearances.’

Trevor's throwing the Discovery around the dark country
roads. Small branches whip across the windscreen. | instinc-
tively jump back. He don’t appear stoned, either.

‘So hewasasmuggler,’ | say.

“You're sharp. He put things together, people in touch. Van
Tuck was afixer, very handy he was, too.’

“You did work with him?

‘All thetime. Hewasafuckin genius, poor cunt, he could do
anything. We' d get him to deliver our stuff from over thewater.
I’ ve got anasty feeling we had something on itsway right about
now.’

‘Something big?

‘Anything else just ain't worth the hasdle, kid, courseit was
big. You ain't talkin to a fuckin day-tripper, pal. Shanks was
doing the business on this bittawork.’

‘It ain't that acid Shanks was on about earlier?

‘If it was those trips I'd laugh it off but | could be going
down for agood few quid here if my parcel’sintransit. | won't
know till I talk to Shanks.’

‘He made the arrangements with the Dutchman? | ask.

“Yeah. We buy over in Holland mostly, it gets delivered to
Van Tuck then back to usin the UK but it's our property once
it'swith Van Tuck. You keeping up? Now, | can’'t go back to
the people| buy from, tell them Van Tuck’ shistory, | never got
my gear so | ain't payinya’

‘They heavy? | know the answer.

‘Coursethey’re heavy,” says Trevor, shaking his head. ‘But
we' ve done a deal, we owe them, don't we. Ain't their fault
people get murdered.’

‘Ain't noone's, redly.’
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‘Don’'t know about that. Someone’ s to blame. | bet this has
something to do with your pa’strip to the Dam.’

‘How much we talkin here, Trevor?

“Our whack coulda bought your poxy pillsafew times.’

We're taking millions and tonnes here.

‘We ain't goin to the boatyard, are we? | say, thinking
Trevor might be on akamikaze mission.

‘Don’t be stupid. It's gonna be crawling with filth.’

‘Did Van Tuck have the paperwork for your consignment?

‘It wouldn't lead back to us. It gets landed in Van Tuck’s
name. He was a cautious cunt, looked a div, did everything in
codes, kept it all up here.” Trevor points to his temple. * Thou-
sands of codes and numbers.’

The roads are getting wider, straighter and better-lit.

‘Do the law know about this geezer? | ask.

‘That’swhat I’'m gonnatry and find out now. Can’t wait for
Shanksto turn up.’

Y ou got a cozzer on the firm?

‘I wish. We've got this reporter on the local paper who's
really sweet with al the CID, their big drinking buddy.’

‘So they tell him and hetellsyou.’

‘Or he gets hisballs sawn off and I’ ve told him that. For the
time being he gets anything he wants, readies, coke, birds,
holidays, but mostly he wants readies. See, the filth, race apart
ain't they, and he'sin the thick of it picking up titbits. Every
now and again they tell him, or he earwigs, something juicy.’

‘It' sworth the readies?

‘Well, we've got a lot knocking about, ain’t we? Don't
worry about this guy, we've got him well stitched up.’

Trevor’ s chain-smoking, throwing the Discovery round cor-
ners without looking. We hit a bitta dual carriageway leading
into Liverpool. Trevor puts the pedal to the floor. I’'m pushed
back by the force of the acceleration. Five minutes later we're
on the outskirts, two minutes after that Trevor’s dowing down
and we're into streets that ook exactly like the sedate, leafy
suburbs of London, rows of moody Tudor and Edwardian
houses, Liverpool’s Nob Hill.

Trevor pulls the maotor up, parks with two whedls on the
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pavement, gets out, don’t bother to lock it, flicks his fag into
someone’ s front garden and walks up one of the paths, gestur-
ing for meto follow and fuckin hurry up 'n’ al. The house has
been chopped up into three flats. Trevor puts his finger on the
middle bell and holds it there. After ten seconds the ringing
starts breaking up so he takes it off for a split second then
replaces it. He's banging the knocker with his other hand. A
light comes on behind the glass and a silhouette fumbles with
locks and catches.

‘For fuck’'s sake, hurry up you fuckin dozy cunt, says
Trevor encouragingly, kicking the bottom of the door.

The door opens and there' s a sheepish-looking guy in arobe
looking up and down the street to see if any curtain-twitchers
have got us under observation, he gestures us up the stairs, puts
us in the front room and says he'll be back in a second. The
room’s comfortable in a catalogue kindaway, like those mock-
upsthey havein furniture stores compl ete with nicelampshade,
nice rug and curtains. You can see where some of Trevor's
readieswent cosin one corner the guy’ sgot the state-of -the-art,
top-of-the-range, Bang and Ollie hi-fi, wide-screen TV and
video. | make it about twelve grand’s worth, almost what a
reporter on aloca paper would makein ayear. Our host comes
back into the room and pulls the curtains shut. He's tense,
fretting about, trying to tidy up the remains of an Indian
takeaway, but in his nervousness he keeps dropping the tin
containers. The brown paper bag it came in is splitting at the
bottom cosit’ s soaked in cooking ail. | noticethat the meal was
for two. He eventually gets it together and takes it out to the
kitchen.

‘Trevor,’ | say, ‘that meal’sfor two. Someone's here.’

‘Duncan,’ says Trevor in awhisper asthe guy walksback in
theroom, ‘isthere someone e sein the flat?

‘Well," he says, grinning like anaughty schoolboy, ‘I’ ve got
one of the floozies from work in the other room. We were €
copulas, you know, when you rang.’

‘This girl, does she have a name, Duncan? asks Trevor,
quite gentle all of asudden.

“Yes, of course she does,” Duncan replies, looking puzzled.
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‘What isit?

‘It's Joanne.’

‘Go and tell Joanne to get dressed, give her some cab fare
and tell her to fuck off. | need to talk to you.’

Duncan doesn't like being told what to do in his own house
but off he goes anyway. We can hear dightly raised voices,
Duncan trying to pacify Joanne. Trevor gets himself abottle of
brandy from a drinks cabinet, uncorksit and starts swigging it,
sits down back-to-front on adining chair, looking agundglinger.
Duncan’s apologising and a woman’s telling him to ‘go fuck
yourself, yafuckin prick’. The front door slams. | can hear him
coming back up the stairs two at atime. He swings back into
theroom breathless. He' s got abit more composure, getting his
bals back. He thrusts out a hand in my direction.

‘Good evening. I'm Duncanand you're ... 7

‘It doesn’'t matter.” Nobody likes a sneak.

‘Oh, you're aLondoner, are you?

‘Likel say, it doesn’t matter.’

He' s about thirty, his barnet’s swept over in awedge, cad-
dish, hishands stuck in the pockets of aBahrain Hilton dressing
gown. He looks like the public-school prefect who confiscates
the younger kids' snout, only to smoke them himself. Duncan
ain't got the scally accent that Trevor and Shanks have got.

‘Listen, Duncan, don’t worry about him. What'd you know
about that geezer who got killed in the boatyard?

‘Itain'tintheareal cover. Do you have an interest?

‘Course I’ ve got afuckin interest. | wouldn’t fuckin be here
otherwise, would I, yadivvy cunt.’

‘Can | take a glass of that? says Duncan, pointing at the
brandy.

‘Get aglass and get my mate abeer. And hurry up.’

Duncan goes out to the kitchen again. Something inside me
likesthefact that Trevor’ sgiving thisarrogant cunt ahard time.
Duncan comes back in. He gives me a Stellaand Trevor pours
him avery large drink.

‘Now, Duncan, sit down there,” says Trevor, pointing at the
cosy armchair. ‘In the past I’ ve asked you to do me favoursand
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I’ve always given you a bitta wedge for your trouble. Have |
been fair with you?

‘Yes,’” says Duncan, nodding his head.

‘Now, this might not be in your area but | want you to stick
your neck out for me, okay? | want you to ring one of your
detective mates and ask them what’s the score with this Van
Tuck business, was he killed cos of his connections. See what
you can find out.’

‘There’'snoway | could do that.’

‘“What are you saying? Y ou don’t have the numbers?

‘I dobut ... " You cantell hewisheshe'd lied.

‘But what?

‘It ain’'t appropriate. I’ ve never doneit before.’

‘There’safirst timefor everything.’

‘I"'m not sure how they’d react.’

‘Well, we're gonnafind out, ain’t we?

‘But what if he cottons on to what I’ m doing?

‘Y ou’'ve got someonein mind, ain't ya? says Trevor. Dun-
can looks sick cos he' s bubbled himself up twice in seconds.

‘There's a detective sergeant, thinks the sun shines out my
arse, one of life's Labradors, lonely bastard.’

‘Okay, but will he know anything?

‘I don't know.’

‘Until you ask.’

Duncan takes a slug of the brandy.

‘Trevor, | redly don’t want to do this!’

‘Listen, bum-fluff, you’ ve taken my cash and what you've
come back with has been canteen gossip.’

‘And alot of good information, you said so yourself.’

‘Granted, lad. I’ ve always|ooked upon you as an investment
for the future and now it’s the future. | aways knew your day
would come and today’ sthe day.’

‘Couldn’t it be tomorrow? It' Il look less blatant.’

‘| don't give afuck,” says Trevor.

‘But—

‘But nothing, you little cunt. Every-fuckin-thing in this
place is paid for with my money. Don’t think | don’t know
about your safe deposit box, yer dy little fuck.’
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Duncan looks startled, like hisbig secret, the source of much
smugness, hasn't been a secret at all.

‘Now, Duncan, pay attention, you're gonnaring this detec-
tive sergeant, box clever, sweeten him up, say maybe you can
meet up for ashandy, but while you' re here, what do you know
about this mischief up the coast.’

Duncan is thinking how it could be done. ‘It isn't for pub-
lishing, just morbid curiosity,” he says, bucking up.

‘That’s it, Duncan. See, my confidence wasn't misplaced,’
says Trevor, ‘and Dunck, if he ain't got the low-down get him
to ring someone who has.’

‘That could be very, very tricky, Trevor,” says Duncan,
dlightly deflated.

‘But not impossible.’

‘It could be done. Let me think.’

He gestures for a refill. | can see blood and arrogance
returning. He' s busy thinking about how to carry thisoff, about
superiority and dominating others. Suddenly he looks at his
watch, picks up the remote control and turns on the local news
that’ sjust started. It shows, lead story, the murder of Van Tuck.
We watch, sniffing for clues. The story changes and Duncan
turns it off. He goes next door and returns with a Filofax. He
has aman-sized dug on the brandy, rubs hishands together and
punches the numbersinto the phone. | hear it ring three times.

‘Alan, it's Duncan, you old bugger. How’ stricks?

Alan and Duncan start exchanging small-talk. You'd realy
believe that they were the best pals in the whole wide world,
through thick and thin. Duncan’s telling Alan that he should
have got promotion over some other geezer. ‘He' sagood solid
copper but how can | put this politely? | don’t think | can. He's
a wanker.” They both laugh, now they got a naughty secret
together, dagging off Alan’s superior. | can hear this Alan
laughing from where I’ m sitting. It must be murder to bein the
same room as him. Trevor’s gesturing for Duncan to get to the
point, cursing under his breath, but Duncan simply nods his
head and carries on. Hetells Alan acouple of jokes—* A Spook
and a Paddy go into aboozer,” blah, blah, blah ... ‘ThisWelsh
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chap goesinto abrothd ...’ | can hear roaring at the punchli-
nes. ‘Remember that one, Al ... that’sagood "un.’

This Duncanisarea grafter. Cody Garret would be proud.
I’m amost sorry for thisAlan, plotted up in some scuzzy bedsit,
half pissed, all the other cozzers gone home to the wife and
coffin lids. It wasn't happening down at the divorced and
singles so he's dlopped off with a carry-out but, hang about,
things are lookin up, his jolly good friend Duncan’s rung up.
The saddest thingisthat if he knowshe’ sbeing grafted hedon’t
care.

Duncan gets Alan onto a couple of old war stories of the
all-the-gang-together variety. What about the time the strippers
got the extra score apiece for doing the lesbo routine at Chas's
stagnight, the brawl they had with the bouncers at that night
club before the lads pulled out their warrant cards. We must
have adrink together soon. Friday night? I’ [l ring, Al.

Trevor’' s shaking his head. It sounds like Duncan’ s bringing
the conversation to an end. He' s even moving his head towards
the phone rest on the coffee table. Trevor’s on hisfeet moving
towards Duncan. He's waving a massive fist about six inches
from Duncan’s nose and pulling an evil face.

‘Maybe it would be easier if we arranged when and where
now, better than me trying to catch you tomorrow. You're a
busy man. How about we say six-thirty in the Freemasons?
Okay, I'll see you then and bring plenty of money.’

| could hear a laugh from the other end. Trevor's gonna
throw Duncan outta the window cos the conversation’s over,
the business done.

‘That was a bad one up the coast today, wasn't it?

Trevor lookslike he' s going to kiss Duncan. He gesturesfor
Duncan to hold the phone so he can hear the gist of what’ sheing
said.

‘They said on the telly it was avery sadistic piece of work.
Weain't got aserid killer ontheloose, havewe Al?Very good
for circulation.” He laughs.

Again apause.

“You've whetted my appetite, you old bastard. | know it's
against the rules, but that's never worried you. You know I'd
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never print anything that would drop you in the proverbial
brown stuff, but | liketo havetheinsidestory. I'vegot asicko’s
interest in this. I'm just asick bastard, don’t quote me.’

Alanlaughsat that. Trevor putsafag in Duncan’smouth and
lightsit for him. Duncan covers the mouthpiece.

‘He’ ssaying he' Il ring abloke hewas on asergeant’ s course
with, who' sontheinvestigation, tell me Friday when we meet.’

‘Ask him to ring the guy now. You'reon aroll, Dunck. Try
and find out if they think Van Tuck wasiffy.’

Duncan puts up a hand to silence him.

‘Alan, isthereany way you could ring him now?If youwere
at school together and you're old chums, maybe he’ d welcome
acall, achanceto catch up. Y ou know what interests me, Alan?
Why did they pick on thisguy?Was he kosher? Could you ring
your comrade as a favour to me? On my honour, my solemn
oath, | won't bresthe aword to anyone. Could you ring him and
ring me back?

Duncan listens intently and then laughs.

‘The first round’s always on me anyway, you old tosser.
Ring me back. I'm going nowhere, Al.’

He putsthe phone down, takesahefty hit on the Andy Pandy
and along drag on the snout.

‘I think we're pushing it, Trevor,” he says. ‘I think his nose
was a bit put out of joint.’

‘Fuck him and hisnose. Listen, your best pal ain’t gonnasay
shit cos he'd look acunt in front of the other busies. Y ou fancy
acup of coffee, Duncan?

‘Yeah. That'll be nice.’

‘“What about you? he says, turning to me.

‘I wouldn't mind,’ | say.

‘Away you go then, Dunck, three cups of coffee but you
better hurry up before your bum-chum Alan rings back.’

Duncan reluctantly gets up and goes to the kitchen. Trevor
calls me over conspiratorially. His eyes are darting like he's
gone a hit psycho, abit worrying.

‘I need to know if the gear’s been shifted yet, how Shanks
worked it with Van Tuck, cos sometimes he sends the bill of
lading over to Shanks so he can collect.’
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‘Thebill of landing?

‘No. It'sthebill of lading, L-A-D-I-N-G. Y ou’ ve never shifted
any cargo, have ya? A container arrivesin Liverpool dock and
it gets opened and the cargo gets broken down into consign-
ments. The bill of lading is like a receipt for your bitta that
cargo. Y ou produce the bill of lading and show that you' re the
person hamed on it or it's been endorsed on the back, like a
cheque, and away you go.’

‘It soundsreadly easy.’

‘It ismost of the time. Now, if that bitta paper was on Van
Tuck’s desk when he got killed, it's now in an evidence bag
with the CID and tomorrow morning they’ll be down the docks
either pulling apart my crates, finding some very choice Greek
marble and my loada puff, or they’ll be plotted up waiting for
it to arrive, in which case it’s awrite-off, it's seized.’

| realise we' re whispering.

‘Are you saying that the bill of lading could be with
Shanks? | ask.

‘Possibly. What I’ m redly hoping isthat it’s not even been
delivered and we can get word over there to hold fire until we
can work something out. And all this, | think, isto do with that
lot rumping the German outfit.’

‘Trevor, it could be that some hounds from up here have
topped Van Tuck and are planning to collect your load.’

‘Hewasour acein the hole. Only me and Shanks knew about
him.’

‘To your knowledge, Trevor.’

The phone ringsjust as Duncan returns with atray of coffee
and aplate of assorted biscuits. He places the tray down on the
coffee table and waits.

‘Well, answer the fuckin thing!” roars Trevor. * Stop fuckin
about and answer it.’

Duncan picksit up on the sixthring. *Alan,” hesayslikeit's
asurprise, ‘any joy? Duncan’s eyebrows go up, pulling faces
like it's some very disturbing stuff, like he's eaten something
sour. ‘Redlly ... that's strong ... they did what? ... That's
fuckin sick, that is ... there's a maniac on the loose ... no, of
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course |l won't. You're bloody loving this, ain'tya... And Van
Tuck, anything known?

A pause while helistens.

‘Right, | see. Wdll, poor bastard. Thefat lady’ s sung for him
... Noway, Alan. | wouldn’t dream of publishing anything ...
| amost wish | hadn’'t asked now ... We couldn’t print that
anyway, people would throw up.’

| can hear a huge guffawing from across the room. Alan
sounds quite tickled, loves the gory detail.

‘But serioudy, don’t you think that'ssick ... that’ stheword
... Okay, I'll love you and leave you, see you in the Masons,
Friday, on parade eighteen-thirty hours... If you hear anything
let me know.’

He puts the phone down.

‘Are these blokes after you or something, because if they
are, you've got aproblem,” says Duncan.

‘Tell us exactly what your friend told you,” says Trevor.

‘He' snot my friend, by theway, but anyway. Hetriestoring
the fella he knows but this bloke's out. He's a bit pissed, he's
got balls, so he rings one of the guys on the investigation and
he welcomes the chance to download because it’'s heavy. The
victim, the Dutch bloke, was held for about two days before he
died. They know that because the decay on the wounds showed
some were forty-eight hours old and others were fresh. Also,
two smartly dressed men were seen entering the boatyard early
Sunday afternoon. They’ ve worked out, you really haveto trust
pathologists because they’re seldom wrong, that he was tor-
tured for the whole two days. He was given arare beating. He
had afractured skull, ribsand forearm. They’ vethen wired him
up to the electricity mains by his goolies, his swinging bits,
burns of the electrical variety on the old testes.’

‘Poor Van Tuck,” sighs Trevor.

‘Oh, there's lots more, they didn’'t stop there. They were
only getting started. They put hiseye out, pop, something sharp
or something blunt in the eye!’

‘Sounds like they wanted information,” says Trevor to me.

‘I may continue,’ says Duncan. ‘They started cutting his
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fingers off, one by one, a couple off each hand. The wounds on
thelittle fingers were older than the others.’

‘Charming,” says Trevor. ‘If it was a hit, someone woulda
walked on that boat, bang-bang with asilencer and away.’

‘It's brutal but not very professional,’ | agree.

‘Exactly. They risk getting caught in flattette.’

‘What? Talk English, Duncan!’

‘On the job. But if | can finish before you two offer a
critique. He had water in his lungs, so they reckon they half
drowned him in the bath and then they cut off histwo big toes
in the bath and dragged him around a bit so there's blood
everywhere on the boat and the police are spooked by it because
they reckon that these two were cooking meals and having
naps. And thefinal coup degréce, thegrandfinae, they left him
wired up to the mains so he was slowly cooked alive and they
carried on lobbing bits off him.’

‘Like?

‘Ears, nose -

‘Bollocks? asks Trevor.

“You know, Trevor, | didn’t think to ask.’

‘How was he found? | ask.

‘By the cleaning lady, little Irish woman,” says Duncan.
*She'll have ajob getting that place ship-shape.’

‘What was the cause of death? | says.

‘Loss of blood and heart attack.’

‘What do the busies think Van Tuck was about? asks
Trevor.

‘They never had a sniff of anything on him, no files, no
Interpol circulars, nothing here or in Holland.’

‘Do the law think it could be just a nutter?

‘Possibly, but they’ll go through ever bit of paper, every
phone hill.’

‘“Where' s the fuckin khazi in this place? says Trevor, get-
ting up and walking out the door.

‘The door directly in front of you, Trevor.’

Duncan sounds quite pissed on the brandy.

Trevor's phonerings. | pick it up from the coffee table and
the display says‘ Shanks and aland-line number. | answer it.
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‘Trevor? says Shanks, his accent exaggerated two-fold.

‘Shanks, it'sme. Trevor’'sin the khazi having apiss.’

‘I just came home and there’ s about twenty messages on the
machine, from Mandy 'n’ all. You okay?

‘I think Trevor better ex —

‘Did I hear my fuckin phone go? says Trevor, rushing back
in gtill doing up hisflies. ‘Giveit here!’

He snatchesit outta my hand.

‘Shanks, listen, someone’s been topped, yeah. Now think,
where wasthat bitta how’ s-your-father? Listen. Wasit with the
Dutchman or wasit till in the shop?

Trevor asked the question likeit’ s the final question for the
big star prizeon a TV quiz, Slow and deliberate, pronouncing
every syllable. Trevor listens intently cos he has a couple of
million sovs, maybe ayear’s work and possibly alot of atten-
tion from the cozzers riding on the answer. He's nodding
continually throughout his conversation with Shanks. | can hear
Shanks' voicefaintly but it seemsto have gone up an octave so
it's high and shrill.

‘Saturday, you say, and he had it then, the paperwork, on
hand. The goods were where? Well, Shanks, maybe, just
maybe, there’ safuckin chance.’

Duncan’s phone rings and he picks it up. Trevor's still
marching up and down while Shanks rabbits on like mad. He
covers the mouthpiece and gives me awink.

‘ Shanks reckons we've got nothing to worry about, we sit
tight and don’t panic, he’ s got people in the docks.’

I’ve got haf an eye on Duncan. He' s jotting down notesin
a reporter’s notebook. He starts to deflate, like someone's
letting the air outta him.

‘Trevor,” says Duncan, putting the phone down.

‘In aminute, Duncan, fuckin hell, can’t you see I’'m busy,
areyou fuckin mad? says Trevor, shaking his head.

‘I have to go out, something’s come up, like right now,
Trevor,’ says Duncan.

‘Well, fuck off then. We'll et ourselves out,” says Trevor,
who’s cheering right up.
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‘That was one of my contacts with a story,” says Duncan,
looking down at the carpet.

‘So ya off to win the fuckin Pulitzer Prize, are ya? Shut the
fuck up, will ya. No, not you Shanks. I've got that fuckin
nuisance paperboy with me.’

‘He worksin the docks,” says Duncan.

Trevor only hears the word docks. ‘One second, Shanks.
Don't go away. You — he points at Duncan ‘— speak.’

Duncan still can’t look up. His voice wavers as he speaks,
the fear has returned.

‘This chap who works for a shipping agent says the police,
acting on information received, just seized approximately three
tonnes of hashish resin, very high quality, in a consignment of
Greek marble. The whole place is adive with police and cus-
toms. He says they arrived earlier with bills of lading and
started to pull the place apart. After two and a half hours they
came up trumps.’

‘Shanks,” says Trevor into hismobile, ‘we just gone down a
snake. I'll see yatomorrow, laters.’

He clicks the phone shut very camly and tucks it into the
back pocket of his jeans. He picks up the coffee table at each
end. | watch as the tray of untouched coffee and biscuits slides
off onto the floor in dow motion. He holds the table above his
head for a split second and then firesit, like he did it every day
and practised for hours, into the wide-screen television in the
corner, letting go a howl of deep rage. The glass on the telly
disintegrates instantly and shoots splinters and shards of glass
back into the room. Next he picks up the stack system and
propelsit against thewall. Trevor’ sthrowing everything in the
room that’ Il break against the wall or overturning it. He pulls
the dining chairs apart and moves on. He's screaming
‘fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck’ over and over again. I'm stood in a
corner trying to look as inconspicuous as possible and Duncan,
bless him, is doing the same while Trevor completely destroys
the room. Every last breakable object, lamps, plants, the car-
riage clock, vases, video, is smashed. Now he' strying to throw
an armchair through the front bay window but it won't haveit.
The upstairs neighbour is banging on the ceiling but luckily for
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everyone Trevor isoblivioustoit. After about thirty seconds of
intense destruction Trevor is suddenly calm but breathing hard
like he could suddenly see the pointlessness of it. He looks
around. He' s surprised by the debris around him, baffled.

‘Come on. We're going,” he says to me. Duncan’s shaking
in the corner and looks literally about to shit himself. ‘ Sorry
"bout that, lad,” Trevor saysto himin passing. ‘1’1l pay for any
damage.’
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Wednesday
Dan Saff Again

Morty findslast night’s turn-out hilarious and my reaction to it
even funnier till. Trevor dropped me at a petrol station in the
fuckin middle of fuckin nowhere and the fuckwits behind the
jump thought | was asking for a fuckin spaceship to take me
home rather than afuckin taxi. When | did manage to commu-
nicate this to them, through atravelling salesman who acted as
an interpreter, it took about an hour to fuckin arrive and the
geezer driving got lost and wouldn’t admit it so after about
twenty minutes we drove past the same fuckin petrol station
again and | swear | saw him waving at his ‘You're from
London, ain't ya mates. Then the geezer wants to charge me
twenty-five quid for a sightseeing tour so there’s a bittova row
and abitta barter and he eventually settles for fifteen quid after
the hotel night-staff was gonna cdl the old bill and neither of
us wanted that.

At about four inthe morning | got woken up cos| felt ahand
on my dick. Coming to, I’m greeted by the sight of somejunkie
hooker kneeling by the side of my bed smoking a snout and
about to give me ablow-job with Mister Mortimer and Clarkie
egging her on, telling her that I’ ve just got outta the boob and
I’ll really appreciate it, ain't had it polished for afive stretch,
darling. It's fuckin sad and repulsive cos she's half gouging,
stinks of Tennant’s, snout and junkie constipation smell, but
when | fuck her off she's straight on Morty saying she wants
her cash anyway. Morty and Clarkie are out of it, crying with
laughter, doubled up.

‘I want me fookin money, you two. Y ou said you' d pay me
here, yacunts.’

She's now got her arse about afoot from my face, scream-
ing, and her off-white leggings are far too small so they're
stretched to fuck. | can see right through them. I’'m trying to
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make out what the fuck the pattern on her knickersis. | some-
times think of the strangest thing at the strangest time. Morty
gives her a score.

‘I want some fookin cab fare. You said you'd fetch me
back.’

Teddy bears, that’ s what they are, fuckin teddy bears on her
knickers. That's a sad state of affairs, I'm thinking, she's
sucking cocks for a living and she's got teddy bears on her
drawers. | wanna go back to deep. Morty gives her another
forty quid and she startsto relax abit. They turn thelight out at
leadt. | fall back to deep listening to Morty howling with
laughter. Maybe she' Il get my cab driver on theway back, they
were made for one another.

This morning we got to the dining room a one minute to
nine and breakfast finishes a nine on the dot. The staff didn’t
look pleased to see us. Apparently the night manager had to
knock about the noise at five 0’ clock after complaints from the
other guests. Morty gets himself the full-on breakfast from the
serve-yourself counter and istuckingin. I’ ve got somefruit and
apot of coffee and Clarkie’ sgot four tall glassesof orangejuice
lined up in arow in front of him. He's also got a glazed look
that suggests that he wouldn’t pass any random drugs test.

‘I thought you' d appreciate a little souvenir of Manchester
last night seeing asyou did the corporate entertainment bit with
Trevor,” says Morty, a bit too cheery after only three hours
deep.

‘He' s afuckin pothouse, that Trevor.’

‘Do you hear that, Mister Clark, our colleague here is
shocked and surprised to find that one of the most feared and
respected drug deders in the north of England has a vicious
temper.’

Clarkiegrins.

‘He seems such a nice geezer,’ | say, ‘but he changes when
he's stoned, had a spliff and —

‘He becomes some kinda hippie Mafioso, a right pest with
al that stuff. The wind and rain and honour, brotherhood and
all sorts of shit. When | wasin the boob with him -

“Y ou remember him from the boob?
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‘Course | fuckin remember him from the boob. We did time
together. How d'ya think we found Trevor? In the ydlow

ages?

‘Well, he says you wouldn't have remembered him.’

‘I don't know why he' ssaid that cosyou’ d remember Trevor
all right. These fuckin eggs are dead.’

‘If they weren’t they’ d be chickens.’

‘I mean they’ ve been on the fuckin hotplate too long. This
gaff reminds me of Sunday mornin in the shovel. And that lot
remind meof screws,” hesays, nodding at thewaitressesintheir
black uniforms.

‘Well don’t eat the eggs then. So why would you remember
Trevor? He says he did hislie-down quiet and —

‘Trevor?! The Trevor who was here yesterday?

‘Yes, Morty. He says he went in to do afive and ended up
doin athree so he musta—

‘No. Hewent in to do athree and ended up doin afive, other
way round mate. Someone's got their arithmetic wrong and |
can't believe one of the biggest dedlersin the country can't do
simple maths.’

‘So why would he tell me that?

‘Fuck knows. Maybe Trevor has problemswith hismemory.
Listen, Trevor’s party piece was throwin screws over the land-
ing from the threes.’

‘What, killin’em?"’

‘No, silly bollocks. He'd till be thereif that was the fuckin
case. No, they have anet, like what you get under the trapeze at
the circus, and they’d land in that, screws and grasses.’

‘ And they thought it was agiggle aswell, did they?

‘No way. He'd get a serious besting from the mufti, the
heavy mob, but he’sabit madis Trevor.’

The sensation of walking out of Duncan’ slast night over all
that broken glass in the shag-pile carpet is still very vivid.

‘He had you booked as the Chris Eubank of the prison
system,’ | says.

‘“What?

‘He said you had atie and auniform.’

‘“That was only to raise a laugh for the chaps. See what |
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mean, Trevor takes everything too fuckin serious. This Van
Duck geezer, nothin to do with us, or the firm from down our
way, or any fuckin Continentals. See, these fuckin scousers—
says Morty, pointing at the gaggle of waitresses with his knife
‘—when they ain't singing “You'll never walk alone’ or “He
ain't heavy, he's my brother”, they're nickin the gold fillings
outta each other’s heads. They got a right nasty side to their
character. Some cunt’ s tortured the geezer to death for hisPIN
number when all the time they coulda gone down the docks
with thisbill of whatever and won thescally lottery, threetonna
puff. I don’t know why you even mention it.’

‘He went down for three tonne a block last night cos some-
one done a number on his travel agent so | think he's a bit
entitled to be—

‘And another thing. We ain’t givin no fuckin readies to any
Germans. If we can find a home for those pills we pay the
Apaches or whatever you call *em their whack, Jimmy his, and
wejog on.’

‘Isthat costhey’re fuckin Nazis?

‘Ligten, | don’t give a monkey’s who they are or what they
fuckin believe. They ain't getting a fuckin penny. Subject
closed.’

‘And you still wanna find a buyer?

Y es. Maybe this ouitfit’ |l wannamake up their losses.’

“Shanks rang, actualy, to say maybe wait a few days until
Trevor'sin abetter humour. Soundslikethey’reall in mournin
for their three tonne of black.’

‘Thanksfor lettin me know.’

‘“We've never punted skanked gear before, Mort, it's aggra-
vation.’

‘It's big bucks. Let’s not get carried away here. You ain't
trying to get elected, areya?

‘No!’

‘Good.’

| think a healthy gung-ho attitude, a large drop of the old
bravado, has its place in the jollying-along process but | think
Mister Mortimer is starting to move into what Americans and
West Londonerscall denial, ablanking of unsavoury facts. Did
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the captain of the Titanic tell the passengersand crew ‘ | cebergs,
| pisson’em’?| think not.

A waitress comes over to shift the plates and Clarkie goesto
stroke her arm but she moves away frightened. She looks at us
like we're cannibals. Clarkie ain't touched the juice, it's still
lined up in highball glasses in a perfect row. The waitress
retreats back to the safety of the other girls. They're having a
little conference of their own, waiting for us to finish. We're
getting disapproving looks.

‘How many of those pills did he have? | ask, nodding at
Clarkie.

‘Two. And you know what he says they're like? says
Morty, looking at Mister Clark like he' sbehind glassat the zoo.

‘Don’'t tell me. They’re just like the old days?

‘He says he' s been doin pills since he was twelve and these
arethe best he’'sever had.’

‘| ain'tinthemood for oneof Clarkie's"| wasshiftin ounces
of charlie a primary school” stories this morning, Mort.’

‘He saysif he usually doesonly two, it don’t touch the sides
but look ...’

Clarki€'s staring up, open-mouthed, at the white-washed,
plasterboard, suspended ceiling, with neon striplights and
sprinkler system, gazing like it was created by one Michelan-
gelo.

‘Let’s get the fuck outta here. I'm having fuckin lunch in
Soho, civilisation, if you wanna tag along,’ | declare, ‘and |
think | better drive.’
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Tuna Can Be Life or Death

Thisismorelikeit, thisiswhat | joined up for. Meand Morty’s
getting seated in this gaff in Soho that’s highly recommended.
It's the latest trendy spot for al the latest trendy people. It's
hard to get in, even on a Wednesday lunchtime, but Morty
ringing every five minutes all the way down the motorway,
driving 'em mad, has got us areservation. They wanted to tuck
us away in the corner downstairs but he's either bribed some-
one or caused afuss so now we're sitting upstairs on the good
tables, facing out into the restaurant so we can observe the
comings and goings, nut the creamy women and do a bit of our
favourite sport, people-watching. Weliketo get in thewatering
holeswhere the most excotic birds cometo feed, smply sit back
and soak it up.

This placeis the nuts, with strange flowersin polished steel
vases, orchidsfloating in crystal bowls on the tables and huge,
nutty, a bit psychotic if you ask me, abstract paintings on the
walls. Whole dabs of concrete walls are painted in primary
colours, orangey red, Irish green, turquoise and a regal purple
and whole walls are | eft bare so they ook like an underground
car-park. Daylight poursin through the skylight. It' s indulgent
and luxurious but in a different way from Pepi’s Barn. Jimmy
wouldn't like it. HE'd say there’'s far too many pretentious
wankersin the place. Theclientele are mostly media, film, telly
and advertising folk. Hopefully that's what me and Mister
Mortimer look like, a pair of film-producer dudes hatching a
plot to make amovie, and not a porn one either. Thisisall very
civilised, what | need, anice spot of lunch. A lot of our product
ends up going up the hooters of these good people but it’s still
a bit early in the day for most of them. In fact, most of them
stick to the bottled water at four-fifty a go. Maybe it would be
different if this was Friday afternoon rather than Wednesday.
The good folk of medialand would be letting off, getting nicely
loosened up for weekend frolics and a right roya nose-up.
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Today it' sjust the hubbub of talking business and gossip, doing
dedls, running shit up flagpoles, mixed with the gentle chinking
of glasses, people coming and going with hugs and air kisses.
I’ ve seen these sedate people at full throttle and it’s one mad
fucking party, nicely debauched.

Clarkie got dropped off at Kilburn station, got a cab over to
see some Richard and we commandeered the Rover. | can't
seem to raise Geno on the phone anywhere, home or mobile,
but that ain’t really unusual. We need to talk to him and let him
know about the businesswith the pills, circumstances of origin,
but if he can’'t be found we might as well relax, take our boots
off and have some decent grub. Maybe Morty’s denial’s rub-
bing off on me, maybe | feel better being back on familiar turf,
| felt like kissing the pavement outside Kilburn High Road tube,
but the business about the Germans, the Y ahoos, Van Tuck,
don’t seem like the naughty problem it was when | got out of
bed this morning.

We order tomato and orange soup with toasted fennel, tuna
Nicoise, steaks well-done cee-voo-play, an olive bread for the
soup and a ciabatta garlic bread to come with the main and a
bottle each of sparkling and still water. We're smplefolk us.

‘| wasin thisgaff Saturday night withthishird,” saysMorty.
‘I’ve ordered the tuna Nicoise and when it's arrived it's come
with tinned tuna flakes.’

‘That’ sabit cheap.’

‘Not when they’ re charging about atenner ago.’

‘No, | meanit’s cheap of them.’

‘Dead right. A tunaNicoise should haveiceberg lettuce, new
potatoes, green beans, anchovy, right? Boiled eggs, dressing
and afuckin grilled tuna steak, not fuckin tinned shit. Or better
till, agriddled tuna steak.’

‘Fuckin dead right. Y ou backed it, yeah?

‘Fuckinright | backed it. | got the head man over and he was
dead embarrassed, no fuss, no threats, the bird’'s well im-
pressed.’

‘Did they sort you out?

“Yeah. | could ve stronged it and got the whole turn-out for
nothin but | didn’t. | just told *em they got me mixed up with
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some other geezer, some muppet who pays acockle for atuna
salad.’

‘It's not the money it’ sthe fact that they’ re takin the piss.’

‘Not outtame, they ain’t. No fuckin way.’

‘So what did you eat?

‘Oh, they found me a tuna steak from somewhere, maybe
they sent out for it. Fuck knows.’

‘Any va?

‘Very good, it was, after the wait.’

Our soup arrives.

‘I knew this geezer once, in the shovel, got killed over acan
of tuna.’

Here we go.

‘How come? | say.

‘All those guys who pump iron save their wages and buy
stuff, you know, tins of tuna and that from the canteen. They
open the tuna, eat it outta the can and straight away work out
and that way you pump up cosit’s pure protein, tuna. That's
how it’ sdone. Y ou can bang away for ever onthem weights but
if you ain't got the right fuel on board it's a fuckin waste of
time’

‘Isthat right?

‘Oh yeah. So this can of tund s gone missin from this guy
Vinny Taylor's cdl and Vinny's got it into his nut that this
other guy, Frankie Brown, has chored it outta the cell so he's
got himself all wound up, marched into Frank’s cell and
plunged him in the throat, straight in the fuckin jugular, no
fuckin about, crash! Blood's sprayed out everywhere.’

‘What, you wasin the cell?

‘Y eah, we was havin alittle smoke. This soup’s cold.’

‘I’ smeant to be’

‘Y eah, three or four of us were just sittin about when in
marched Vinny, straight over to Frankiein three big steps, one,
two, three and crash — Morty does a cutting motion with his
soup spoon ‘—all over in about asecond, two secondstops. He's
done him twice, either side. He held his head back and he
knows exactly, ex-zact-lee, what he was doin so there was fuck
all anyone could do about anything.’
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S0 you scarpered?

‘Right, cosVinny stood over him so we couldn’t do shit. The
claret’s gone up the fuckin walls, over us, it's gone fuckin
everywhere’’

‘Where did the blade come from?

‘Everyone had achiv, it was that kinda neighbourhood.’

‘All over afuckin can of tuna. What's a can of tuna cost?
Sixty pence? Eighty?

‘Fuck knows. Anyways, it wasn't just about the tuna—

I'd kindaworked that out on my own.

‘It sabout all sortsof shit, you know, respect, status. And all
that body-building crap.’

‘“Who’ s got the best definition and that.’

‘Yeah, it's dl a hit queer, realy. Anyway, it had al been
simmering for sometime. They’ res owly windin each other up,
nothin you can put your finger on, but you know ...’

So what' s happened?

‘Oh, the big lockdown, outside old bill brought in, Vinny’'s
been ghosted down to the Moor.’

‘The what?

‘Dartmoor. This went off in the Scrubs, D-wing, right, and
as far as anyone knows he got moved that night down to the
block and then on to the Moor, poor fucker, and he'll have
trouble gettin’ out of there.’

‘They question you?

‘Next day, couldn’t tell “em nothin, but Vinny put his hands
up straight away anyway, mainly cos he was caught red-handed
stood over Frankie and he wouldn't let the screws in to help
him, so there you go. Such islife’

‘Suchislife;’ | shrug.

‘ Strange guy, Vinny, but people wouldn’t take liberties with
him.’

‘So he getslifed off?

‘Well, hewasdoin life anyway for serving some geezer over
abird so what can they do except give him ancther life sentence
and tell him he can’t apply for parole until about the year two
thousand and fifty when he’ s about ninety fuckin five anyway.
Double-lifer.’
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Morty shrugged and tore at some olive bread.

‘It was too late for an anger-management course,’” | say.

‘Too late for Frankie Brown,” says Mort.

‘Too late for Vinny Taylor. Did they ever find out who
nicked the can of tuna?

‘No, thank fuck.’

It took a couple of seconds.

‘“What, you nicked the tuna, Morty?

Morty stays silent, finishes his soup, pushes the bowl! away.

‘Well, strictly between me and you, yeah — He lowers his
voice and looks about just in case any of the good folk should
be earwigging ‘— it was me. | was hungry.’

‘Did you ever, like, let onit wasyou, tell anyone, like?

Morty raises an eyebrow dightly then looks up at the ceiling
like he can’t believe what he' s hearing. Hetalks low like he's
speaking to a stupid child.

‘Well, it was, how can | put this? Er, it wasn't like a
group-therapy situation, yeah? Y ou understand, brov?

‘Yes, Mort.

Our main course arrives.

‘Well, well, well. Now that looks like a proper tuna
Nicoise’

My phone rings. | don’t know the number. It's aland-line
number, maybeit’s Geno. | push the receive button.

‘Where are you? asks Cody.

‘We' rein Soho, me and Mort, havin something to eat.’

“You got apen?

‘Yeah!

“Write down this address.’

| grab a paper napkin and write it down. ‘What's this,
Cody?

‘Block of flats, other side of the Euston Road from King's
Cross mainline. Come over as soon as, okay? Low profile,
hands in pockets, yeah? Y ou drivin?

‘“Yeah.

Cody sounds all business.

‘Park right off the plot but ASAP.’

‘Isthis good news?
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‘How long you two gonna be?

‘Half an hour. One or both?

‘Theice cream.’

Freezer. Kinky. ‘Y ou should sound pleased, that’ s three ' n’
"alf.

‘Might need a steward's. Listen, thirty minutes then I'm
gone’

He's off the phone aready. Sounded a bit bottley, not like
Cody at all.

‘That was Cody. He reckons he's found the boyfriend,
Kinky.’

‘That’s atouch, then, ain't it. No bird?

‘No. Hesayswegottago over therelikeright now. Webetter
stick that tuna steak in some of that bread, grab abottle of water
and acab and go and see what he's got.’

‘What, leave the motor in the NCP? Where is he?

‘King’'s Cross. Might be easier.’

‘Fuckin lovely. You can pay for this, seeinas|’m givin you
ahand.’

| pay and we walk out with a very expensive tuna sandwich
and a bottle of water each. The taxi won't take us anywhere
until we' ve finished eating so we could’ ve relaxed and finished
in the restaurant.

We get the taxi to drop usin front of the station like we was
going on atrip. We go through the subway so now we' re on the
side of the Euston Road that we want. Addicts and boozers are
sitting on or draped over the crash barriers looking for a clue.
It's busy round the front of the station with travellers, office
workers and afew tourists even. Mort pulls one of the drunkies
over and asks him where this street is. The guy, who's a Jock
or a Paddy, spots the name of the block of flats written on the
napkin, pointsit out, incoherently mumbling and swaying at the
sametime. He' strying to focus on meand Mort but it just looks
like he's pulling faces, grooning. We laugh. Far from being
offended the geezer laughs too. Morty gives him a handful of
change and the lagging boat wants to shake Morty’s hand but
Mort ain’t keen.

Theblock islike afortress, with awire fence al around and
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aprivate security guard sat behind aconcierge desk reading the
paper. There’'sapand outside and | push in the number of the
flat and push the ‘Cal’ button. Straight away the door buzzes
and in we walk. The guy doesn’t look up as we walk past into
the lift. It smells of piss, no surprise there. The flat we want is
on the fifth floor. Aswe emerge outtathe lift there's a geezer |
know, out on the landing. Tiptoes was rumoured to be able to
walk without touching the floor. In reality he walks very light-
footed, on the very tips of his toes, hence the moniker. He
works in the same game as Cody, he' sgood, but heain'tin the
same league as Billy Bogus. He has his finger over his lips,
shooshing us, hiseyesare sweeping thelocaleto seeif anyone's
watching us. Me and Mort, who are quite boisterous after the
grooner, suddenly have to get schtum.

Tiptoes motions usin silently. He sal gloved-up. He gives
us a wink, nods over his shoulder and then shuts the door
without making a sound. The gaff stinks, it's fuckin putrid and
stale, like something’ s died. There's an accumulation of tram-
pled mail on the mat, bills and fina demands, a scattering of
envelopesthat brought Giros, empty and slung back inthe pile.
There’ sacommotion going oninside. Tiptoes|eads usthrough
into a front room where Cody’s got three geezers sat on a
dilapidated three-piece suite in front of him. He turnsto us.

‘Just one minute, Inspector, | think we may be getting
somewhere at last,’” he saysto us as we enter.

‘Crack isthe devil and you suck his cock, Mister Policeman,
you beg, steal and sell your soul to worship at his altar. Kinky
iswiththe Angel Gabriel, safefrom harm, goneto join thefight
with the good angels against L ucifer’ sforces, the forces of evil
that you represent on this earth.’

The guy’s whacked out, frazzled, glaring eyes. He' s white
and got the beginning clumps of dreads. Something in hisvoice
says he's middle class, home counties and educated, but he's
falen along way from grace.

‘Listen, Graham, maybe you could be quiet for a bit and let
the others speak.’

“You can try and silence the word of the Nazarene.’

‘Where did the money come from? Listen, | ain’t here to
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nick anyone. | just need to get to the bottom of this, trust me.’
Cody’s talking to a kid who looks about fifteen, street kid,
maybe a rent, dirty, snotty-nosed. Maybe the shunters like it
like that. The kid says nothing, but he carries on absent-mind-
edly pulling the stuffing outta the arm of the sofa, rolling it up
into balls and letting it drop to the floor. The religious freak
with the hint of crack psychosis rumbles on and fuckin on. |
start to tune him out, blank him, while Cody’s telling him to
shut the fuck up.

| turn my back on the trio and whisper to Tiptoes.

‘IsKinky here?

Tiptoes nods very dightly.

‘One of them?

He shakes hishead but says nothing. | hope heain’'t escaped
on us. | was getting my fuckin hopes up, could be on the home
stretch. The floor in this room is scattered with empty purple
and gold cans. In the corner there's an old, discarded box of
takeaway chicken that’'s starting to chuck-up, smell, and it's
made worse cos the curtains are drawn and the windows ain’t
been opened for ages. The gaff’s been totally trashed. | walk
through the room doing my best impersonation of a police
officer, moving things with the end of my pen. | notice that the
televison’smissing from its spot on the table that all the chairs
in the room point at. There's atota lack of dust in an oblong
wherethe TV oncewasin pride of place. There’ san aerial wire,
going nowhere, giving the game away. This place was never
gonnabe in any interior design magazines but now it’s had the
arsetorn outtait.

There's burnt spoons, bloody works, cans, bent and punc-
tured to smoke rocks, pipes made from water bottles, burnt
Jimmy Boyle, lemons, squeezed, hairy and grey and half-eaten
Kit-Kats where the brothers only wanted the foil wrap to have
a little boot, empty wraps. All the ingredients, in fact, of a
toe-rags picnic. The last of the trio that Cody’s trying to get
sense outtaisroasting, sweating and ill, adozen-a-dimejunkie,
hustler, hoister, burglar, mugger. The kinda kid Jmmy would
cal jail fodder.

‘All the devil’ sdisciplesnameis Satan, | am of the damned,
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thisisour sacrifice, thisisour sacrament. We must return to the
anti-Christ beforeit’stoo late.’

The geezer Graham is off again with more energy than
before. It'll take more than two aspirins to sort his head out. |
catch Cody’ s eye and motion him to come out into the kitchen.

‘Sergeant,” he saysto Tiptoes, following me and Mort out,
‘keep an eye on these three.’

‘Cody,’ | ask assoon ashearrives, ‘wherethefuck isKinky?
You ain't let him fuckin —

‘Didn’t fuckin Tiptoestell ya?

‘No, Cody. Where the fuck’ s this fuckin Kinky?

‘Follow me”’

He waks us down the hall and opens one of the doors. He
turnsthelight on with hisgloved hand and politely movesaside
to allow me and Morty to go infirst. A smell hitsmefirst. If it
was bad coming through the front door this almost knocks me
over. ‘Kinky,” says Mister Garret, nodding into the bedroom. |
wak in.

Kinky's dead. One look’s dl it takes. His eyes are open in
tiny dits about a quarter of an inch wide. He looks peaceful,
frozen in time, like a waxwork or a carving of Jesus on the
cross, armsout wide, head tilted slightly to oneside. The colour
has left his black face leaving it ashen. His lips already look
blue. HE' son atatty mattress, with agrubby duvet half covering
him, and on the floor by his side are acandle, a spoon, abottle
of water, aBic lighter, an empty wrap and atiny, but seemingly
very effective, workswith minute traces of blood on theinside.
The shit and piss have dropped outta him onto the mattress.

‘Don’t touch anything. Keep you hands in your pockets,
removes temptation,” says Cody, whispering.

‘Poor cunt,” says Morty, shaking his head.

‘Sad way for anyone to end up, but listen, this bottle next
door reckon someone give him two grand in readiesto drop the
bird out,” says Cody.

‘So he' s spunked the lot on brown,” says Mort, who's got a
purple silk hanky held against his nose.

‘Androcksaswdll, 'n’ givinthe boysnext door agood time.
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After the clinic he woulda been clean and to suddenly jump
back in whereyaleft off ...’

Cody letsKinky’ sdead body speak for itself. Heturnsto me.
‘Would Jmmy give him two key in readies on the old man’s
behalf?

‘Fuck knows, Cody. Maybe we should be gettin outta here.’

Kinky had bought himself some new clothes, a couple of
swesats and a pair of jogging pants. One of the swests still has
the shop labelson. A pair of box-fresh white Reeboks has been
placed tidily together at the bottom of the mattress, all ready for
the next day’s rough and tumble. Kinky’s tied the laces with
bows at the top so he can admire them as he falls asleep. The
box isin the corner, nest, like he wanted to keep it.

‘They, them lot next door, had about eight hundred quid
when we flopped on’em.’

‘Let "em keep it,’ saysMorty. ‘It an't ours.’

‘How’d you find him? | ask, nodding at Kinky.

‘Easy, redly,” saysCody, ‘and abittaluck. Asked about, put
somayour cash’ bout and herewe are. Hewas abit high-profile
when he got back from the country with two grand. That's a
lotta money on the street round here.’

Guys like Kinky don’'t open savings accounts or put them-
selves on a little weekly pension, they iron it out as quick as
possible, cos deep down they think they’ ve got no fuckin right
having readies. To them it's ameans to an end, and theend is
oblivion. Kinky’ sexperiencing the ultimate oblivion right now.

‘“Whose gaff isthis, Cody? | ask.

‘Thetenant isup the Cally, inthe Ville, doing six monthsfor
being a nuisance to society, nothin heavy, and Graham, the
nut-nut, is meant to be lookin after it for him.’

‘He's doin a lovey job, ain't he says Mort, nodding at
Kinky. ‘Bodiesin the bedroom, everything sold, the whol e gaff
lookin like afuckin khazi.’

‘Let’s leave Kinky in peace,’ says Cody, showing asideto
his character | never realised he had. Me and Cody arewalking
out the door but Morty’ s mumbling something, almost to him-
sdlf, very unlike Mort.

‘What's'at, Mort? asks Cody, standing in the doorway.
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‘| was just saying, some guys make it, some guys don't,’
says Morty, crossing himself as he leaves.

‘Tdl them what you just told me,” Tiptoes says to the rent
when we reappear. The atmosphere is a lot more subdued. |
think Tiptoes might have threatened the righteous one with a
bitta ABH or something stronger cos he's a bit jittery and
twitchy but mostly silent. Every time he goesto speak, Tiptoes,
who can actually have arow, that’s why he’s on this mission,
silences him with a pointy finger and a stern look.

“You're not palice, are ya, readly? saysthekid in an accent
that’ s pure over-the-pipe Saff London.

“What makesyou think that, son? Speak your mind, don’t be
frightened,” says Cody.

‘Cosyou don’t get old hill, CID, looking like him,” he says,
pointing at Mister Mortimer, who grins.

Y ou'd be surprised, son, what old bill look like," says Cody
knowingly. ‘I promise you | could point you out old bill that
don’'t look like old bill, not in amillion years.’

‘And old bill can’t afford shoeslikethem. You canturnitin
now, Graham, he says, pointing at my black suede Gucci
loafers. He' s very sharp, thiskid.

‘They could save up,” says Cody.

“You'veal got too much money,” saysthekid.

‘Would it matter if we weren’t the police?

‘I couldn’t give afuck. Can we keep that money?

‘If you behave I'll think about it. Let metell you something,
okay? If any of these three here got upset, you'd fuckin wish
they were old bill. Can you see that?

The kid, who it must be said has got a lotta fuckin balls,
surveys us and nods.

‘Now, junior, tell me what you told my mate and you,
Graham, keep fuckin quiet. Okay?

‘Kinky reckons he got the money to leave the Richard alone
but hereally liked her.’

‘But by who? Did he say? | ask.

‘| dunno, mate, but she said give it back cos it can only do
harm but he says that he's gonna keep the money and keep
seeing her. She was staying here’’
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‘She was here?!’ says me and Cody at the same time. Cody
turns and gives me a‘Leave thisto me’ look.

‘Up until three days ago. Shewouldn’t use no gear or nothin
and shedidn’t want Kinky using it either, she said she could get
them both off it but when the money turned up he had a little
boot.’

‘A chase?

‘Yeah,” he shrugs, ‘but she went fuckin mad so he didn’t
know what to do cos hewantsto have abittatackle but hedon’'t
wannalose the bird either.’

‘Try and think, who give him the money?

‘Hewouldn't say.’

‘Or hedidn’t know.’

‘I’'m not with ya,” saysthe kid.

‘It come through athird party.’

“You'velost me now.’

‘It don't matter. How did he react?

‘Hewaslarginit. You d do the same, but shewouldn’t have
it with him if he was using, see, so he was fucked, weren’t he.’

‘Where did she go?

‘Brighton.’

‘How do you know?

‘I heard them arguing.’

‘ And she fucked off? When?

‘Tuesday morning. He got this dough Sunday night. She
hung about tryin to sort him but he weren’'t havin it so she
chipped.’

‘To Brighton?

‘Yeah. She's givin it “Do ya think it's that easy, do ya,
taking the money and messin these people about, do ya?"’

‘Who did she mean.’

‘I dunno. Gissa snout, mate,” he saysto Mort.

Morty gives the kid a snout and lights it for him, which is
very rare.

‘Gissonefor Ron.’

Morty throws snout over to the other two on the sofa.

‘I meant for later on, mate,” saysthekid.

176



‘Play your cards right and one won’'t have to worry about
salmon for awhile, son,” says Cody.

‘Okay, Dad,” he says, laughing, trying to jolly-up his pals,
who are still rigid with fear. ‘I tdl ya this,’ he says, leaning
forward and taking amassive lug on his snout, ‘| went in there
to try and ponce a bitta gear off Kinky but he was fast asleep,
snorin and that, so | tea-leafed a bit. Y ou ever done gear?

Helooks at us one at atime and we all shake our heads.

‘I didn’t think you had, somehow, but when you gotta’ave
abittagear, you gotta’ ave abittagear, you know what | mean?

No. | thought we' d established that.

‘So | chored abit and had adly one. Little while later, early
this mornin, | hear someone creepin *bout. | think it's Kinky
sussed me out, yeah? But it ain't. It's some geezer loiding the
front door so I’'m thinkin it's cozzers ...’

‘Then what? asks Cody. All six of us are waiting to hear
what happened.

‘Then | goofed out. | thought if it's a spin, I’ve had anice
bitta gear, fuck "em, I'm swest.’

‘Areyou surethisreally happened?

‘Listen, mate, if you want me to swear it happened, then it
happened, and if you want meto go the other way, | sweet with
that 'n’ al. Youtell me.’

“Y ou ever hear of thetruth, son? says Cody.

‘Fuckin ’ell. Don’'t get the fuckin hump, mate, I’ m tryin to
help you out here, mate.’

“You ever hear of telin the truth?

‘Listen, mate, | didn't come crashin in "ere earlier sayin |
wasold bill.’

‘He's got ya there, brov,” says Morty, who's formed an
affinity with the kid.

‘Isthat al you know, son? says Cody.

‘That’sit, mate,” saysthekid.

‘Either of you two got anything you wanna add?

They shake their heads.

‘Y ou got somewhere to go?

They nod their heads.

‘Let’ s go then. Anything you wanna get before we go?
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Thekid jumps up, disappears, but before | know it he' sback
with the Reeboks, the sweats and the jog pants, stuffing them
back into the carrier bag they camein.

‘This is what we're gonna do. You listening? says Cody.
‘We re gonnastroll outta here, in thelift, heads down, don’t be
lookin at those CCTVs, okay? We're gonna walk round the
corner, twiceto theright. Y ou can tell your left and right, can’t
ya? Good. Follow me. My pal here— nodding at Tiptoes‘—is
gonna be tailin us out and when | think it's swest, I’'m gonna
give you these readies back, okay? Any questions? No? Good.’

Tiptoes is dready out, quietly checking the landing. Sud-
denly he jumps back inside and shuts the door. | can hear the
lift door opening and peopl e getting out. Tiptoes has hisfinger
over hislips. | can hear myself breathing and alarge family of
Bangladeshis chattering as they move past the door. The lan-
guage sounds like a sing-song, like Itadlian. We' re adl silent but
| can hear the peopl e outside laughing and joking. Then it stops
and a door shuts along the landing.

Tiptoes creeps out and holds the lift. At his nod we all pile
in and go to the ground floor. Graham points out a back door
and we al move through that instead of going past the security
guard. Whenwe' re out on the street again, Cody takes point and
leads us up and over the Gray’ s Inn Road. He' s paranoid about
ready-eyes, is Cody, and the whole areais smashed alive with
them. Suddenly he dartsdown asmall turning then very quickly
pulls the three desperadoes into the disused fire exit of acheap
hotel for the carve-up.

Cody’s given them a carpet, three hundred, each and avery
quick, very loud, very stern warning about talking too much.
Me and Morty are standing on the pavement nonchalantly and
we can hear it.

‘I'll findyalikel found him and I'll fuckin kill ya, okay? |
fuckin said “okay?'!’

The kid emerges from the doorway.

‘Seeya, pal,’ he says, nicking Morty’s live snout outta his
hand and sticking his readies down his pants.

‘Don’t be fuckin spendin al that on the brown, see what
happened to your pal,’” says Morty, shaking his head.
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‘Kinky didn’t go over,” shouts the kid, running backwards,
on his way to an important appointment with a ten-pound bag.
‘Someone did himin.’
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Chance’' d Be a Fine Thing

Cody and Tiptoes come outta the doorway, both looking up and
down the street but it's deserted.

‘Ligten,” says Cody with an edge in his voice, ‘I think we
need alittle chat. There' sacafétwo hundred yardsup the Cally,
George's, give us ten minutes. Y ou two go that way and we'll
go this, okay?

With that they march off at high speed, leaving meand Mort
wandering down this quiet back street that till has cobbles on
the road.

‘That geezer, | knew him,” says Morty.

‘“Who, Tiptoes? Y ou would, he'saface.’

‘No, Kinky.’

| stopped walking.

‘Redly? How?

‘He' sadistant relation, tenth cousin removed or something.’

“Shit, really?1’m sorry, Mort.’

‘I'sal right. | ain't seen him or his family since he was
about five, twenty years ago.’

He lights another fag.

‘It took me awhile back thereto work it out. Trevor Atkins.
Cutekid, as| remember, but he was distant.’

‘All the same, it's a cuntish way to end up ... What can |

?

‘There’s nothin to say, is there. It ain't abig ded. | didn’t
wanna say anythin back there with those two.’

‘Don’'t say anythin now, either. They don’'t need to know.’

We walk the long way round, enjoying the fresh air again.
We walk into the café and order coffees.

‘Not eatin, lads? says the soapy geezer behind the ramp.
‘Why not ' ave a bitta cake, lads.’

The cake looks like it’'s been here as long as he has, the
fuckin cellophane's dusty. Morty don't like the gaff. It's a bit
too greasy for him. The tables haven’t been wiped down prop-
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erly. They’'ve been wiped with a greasy rag so the Formica's
dippery and bit more shiny than it should be. HE s got hislook
on, thelook he putson whenit’'sal abit distasteful and grubby.
He sits down but keeps his raincoat buttoned up, his driving
gloves on and his elbows off the table.

Cody motions me outside straight away.

‘I know what yer gonna say, Cody.’

‘Thisis ahit fuckin much, mate, fuckin stiffs. | thought this
was gonna be agiggle. Did you hear what that kid was saying
back there? Someone offed his mate.’

‘The kid's spark out, shot away, tell yaanythin. Listen, I've
had athink. I'll give yathe three and ’alf | owe ya but if you
just find the bird down in Brighton, | weigh you on ten grand.’

‘Arewetakin thirteen and a’ af gee?

‘No. That's bein greedy, Cody. I’'m talkin ten.’

‘I was gonna give Tiptoes something outta my whack, a
coupla grand, even, see how things went, but now he could be
webbed up in amurder —

‘Thegeezer OD’ d, happensall thetime’round’ ere, you said
it yourself. Listen, you get a train to Brighton from the
Thamedink over there you could be ten grand richer tomor-
row.’

Y ou pay Tiptoes his whack, two grand?

‘Done,’ | agree.

When | thought they had Kinky and the princess | realised
how much | wanted out of thisthing. | consider it twelve large
well spent. Cody opens the door of the café dightly and calls
over to Tiptoesto come outside.

‘Fancy atrip to Brighton? Two gee? says Cody.

Tiptoes nods dightly and away they march back down the
Cdedonian Road towards the station. | turn round and spot
Morty. He's got a faraway look on his boat. As | go to wak
back into the café | bump into someone trying to get through
the door at exactly the same time as me.

‘Watch whereyafuckingoin, yalittle cunt,” the geezer gives
it, twitching his head and sticking his chest out like he really
wantsto know. The geezer’ sgot afew naughty MarsBars. One
runs from the bottom of hisright eye to the middle of his chin,
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so he'sobviously come second afew times. He sabig fat cunt
so | could nut the geezer right on the hooter, leg it and he'd die
of a fuckin heart attack before he caught me, but instead |
swallow, act the prince, and | et the geezer squeeze through first.
He' s dressed like atotal lamp anyway, chucking up a smell of
neglect and stale brew. He' s having trouble walking so he’ s got
enough problems going on for today and so havel.

‘Morty!” the fat geezer shouts as he sees Mister Mortimer.
‘Fuckin "€l, long time no see, ya fuckin cunt, where ya been
hidin?

Morty was looking about as tranquil as I’d ever seen him
until thisoaf starts hooting. He lookslike he' sbeen snapped out
of a daydream and landed with a bump. I'll know in the very
first second that Morty looks at thisgeezer whether he' spleased
to see him or not. He might not be saying anything but 1’ll
know frominstinct. Morty looksup and it sadefinite negative,
like the geezer’s in the exhausting-nuisance category. The fat
geezer plonks himsdf down opposite Morty and when | sit
down at the same table helooks at mewith asnarl, likel’m the
interloper.

‘Hello, Freddie,” says Morty in the voice he savesfor funer-
als.

With that, this Freddie-geezer’s off into the big Auld Lang
Synenumber likethey were best mates but they lost touch. He's
shouting at the geezer behind the ramp, calling on the massive
fry-up, and he looks like he eatsit threetimes aday. Morty’sa
big boy now and if he don’t wannatalk to this Freddie character
he'll get up and move. | tell Morty I'm going outside to use the
phone and this Freddie says, ‘ Go on, fuck off, then,” and laughs
likeit'sredly hilarious.

I try Geno yet again but no joy. | don’t wannago back injust
yet so | mooch about in acoupl e of shopsfor about five minutes
and then stroll back. Morty hasn't moved a hair or touched his
coffeebut Freddie’ sinfull flow and tucking in at the sametime.
It' sfuckin revolting to watch Freddie eat a close quarters. HE's
shovelling fried eggs and beans, putting rashers of bacon into
hismouth and then pulling off the rind with his chubby fingers.
He seating so fast, it’surgent business, he' s getting breathless.
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He's chatting his rubbish the whole time. Under different cir-
cumstances this could almost be funny but the mood ain’t right
today. He's pronged a sausage in the middle and he's taking
bites outta each end. | can’t believe this geezer. HE swiping up
egg-yolk and grease with bread and marge. | don't like being
around mongrelslike him any longer than | haveto. I'll need a
tetanus injection if | do. The cunt revolts me and he's talking
non-stop, everyone's a grass, a slag, a muggy-cunt or a
wrong’ un, or thinks they’re Charlie Potatoes cos they’ ve got a
few bob.

Freddieclearshisplate and pushesit away. He ssitting back
in his chair and starting to relax. In fact he's getting a bit too
cocky, ahit too confident. | can see his brain clicking over. He
wipes hismouth with the back of hishand and reaches over and
takes one of Morty’s Bensons but he leaves a nasty greasy
thumb-stain on the gold packet. Morty clocksit. Only his eyes
move. Freddielightsthe snout, takesadrag and blowsit out like
it was a big fuckin chunky cigar and he's celebrating a pools
win. Herolls the fag between his greasy thumb and forefinger,
with asilly grin on hisboat, but then he’ sup and leaning on the
table with his elbows, sucking bits of debris out from between
his teeth.

‘Morty, how yafixed for a couplaquid for old times' sake?
| can't get to work costhe gathersgot my card marked,” he says.

Morty don’t say adickey-bird but like arobot goesinto his
trouser pocket, pulls out awedge and pulls acouple of twenties
off and drops them on the tabletop.

‘Ya couldn't make it a nice round sixty sovs, could ya,
Mort?

Mister Mortimer goes back in his kick and brings out an-
other score note and drops it on the table. Thisis very fuckin
strange cos M orty won't usually entertain mackerels. He Il give
people readies but not if they ask.

‘This on you, Morty? pointing at his plate. ‘ For old times
sake, ay?

This Freddi€e's tearing the arse outta things. Morty just
shrugs like he's mute. Freddie gives Morty atiny wink with a
sideways flick of the head. He's got a smug little smirk on his
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face. No disrespect to yaFreddie mate, I’ m thinking, but you're
a complete cunt.

‘All right, Mort,” he says and gives him another sy wink.
Thereisan unspoken ‘ All right, Mort, you muggy-cunt’. Some
people think kindness is weakness. For a split second Freddie
is blatantly taking the piss outta Morty to his face and Mort’s
just gazing over his shoulder into space, like he's had a draw,
with athin smile on his face.

Then it al goes horribly wrong. Freddie, probably the story
of hislife, seesit too late. His eyes suddenly fill with terror, his
arms come up to try to protect himself but Morty isupandina
flash snatches the hair on the back of hishead, wrenchesit back
one time and brings it crashing down onto the tabletop and
plates at a million miles an hour. Fred’s nose explodes with a
damp thud and | hear the crushing of bone. Morty pullsit back
and does it again. Blood sprays over my raincoat. | jump back
as the table gets thrown across the floor. Fred's just paralysed
with shock. He don’t even make a token feeble attempt to get
away, he just fals againgt the wall. Morty’s got him by the
throat and he' s hitting him around the head with everything that
ain't nailed down. The sauce bottles have got smashed into his
face. The heavy glass ashtray’ s bounced off his jaw, face and
skull, once, twice, ten times. Freddie strying to cover his head
with his hands but Morty’ stotally lost it and the shit’sraining
down on Fred's head. Morty’s moved in close on him, halted
for a split second to steady his feet, and then kneed him once,
twice, hard in the guts, right in the middle of the ribcage,
pushing all the wind outta him. Freddie's gone crimson. His
head’ s thrown back in the air. As he comes back down he's
vomiting, doubled over. Morty’ sheld him up by the back of the
collar and given him two rapid, one two, knees in the face and
let himfall backwardsto thedeck. Hisfaceissmashed to fuckin
pieces, a bloody mess. He's dazed and starts pleading with
Morty, ‘No! no! no!" he’ sbegging, but Morty’ sjust pulling him
to bits. He's standing over him screaming, ‘You cunt, you
wanna laugh, do ya? Wannalaugh a me, do ya?I'll kill ya, ya
cunt.’

Now he's kicking him in the side of the head with the hedl
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of his shoe, screaming ‘Cunt’ as he connects each time. It's
almost become rhythmic, ‘Y ou cunt, cunt, cunt, cunt’. Morty’s
trying to break Freddi€' s neck and Freddi€' s head isflying off
a different angles. His face is pain and disbdlief, his eyes
rolling back in hishead. AsMorty’ s stomping him, Freddiefor
some strange reason keeps trying to get up, like adrunk strug-
gling to get upright. He doesn’t wanna fight, he just wants to
get up. Stay down, for fuck’s sake, you stupid cunt.

“Youwannalaugh, doya?Let’ sall 'aveafuckingood laugh,
shall we, you fat cunt,” screams Morty as he takes a swift
four-step run-up and kicks Freddi€' s head like afootball. Fred
crashes backwards and ends up spread-eagled except for one
leg that’s tucked under him, on the dlippery floor. His head's
off a a nasty angle to his shoulders, his nose pouring blood.
He' sshaking and jerking around, trembling, like he’ sthrowing
afit. Morty kicks him twice more in the head.

‘Now fuckin laugh, Fredrick.’

It's al taken about three or four seconds, top whack, and
Morty’s standing over him dightly huffing and puffing. Fred-
die looks like he's been dropped from a tenth-storey window.
He's lying awkwardly in the sauces and his own blood that’s
smeared on the café floor.

Y ou wanna cuppatea, Freddie? Let’ s dl have anice cuppa
teaand a good laugh, ay, Fred? What do you think? Where ya
been, yafuckin cunt? | ain’t seen ya’round.’

Morty’ swalked behind the counter. The owner’ sjust put his
head in his hands, eyes down. He's picked up the big stedl
teapot from off the hotplate and come back to where Fred's
lying.

‘Y eah, anice cuppatea, Fred. Don’t worry, thisone’ son me,
for old times sake, put your money away, Freddie.’

He starts to pour the scalding hot tea over Fred's already
bloody head. Freddie lets loose a terrifying scream. It's com-
plete agony, torture. He pulls himself into the foetal position,
sobbing. I'm shittin myself at this sudden explosion. Thisistoo
much.

‘He' shad enough, fuck’s sake, leave him,” | shout at Morty.

Morty stops pouring, turns, looks me right in the eyes, like
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cold. “You canfuck off 'n’ all, okay? Don't ever try and tell me
when enough is enough, okay, son?

| an't saying nothing. | ain't risking a hiding on Fred's
account. Morty dumps the pot and remaining tea al over
Freddie's face in one hit and he screams even louder than the
first time. The teapot hits Fred’s cheek with a clank, then goes
spinning across the floor. He' s left with a steaming teabag by
his ear.

An old geezer’ s table has disappeared from in front of him
but he's il got the knife and fork held upright in his hands.
The waitress has her hand held up against her throat like she's
trying to comfort herself, stroking herself gently, her eyes
transfixed on Freddi€' s body as he pulls himself even tighter
into a ball and wraps his hands around his head. Morty looks
about the near-empty café, just daring anyone to say anything
or make amove. Nobody does. They’d wannabe mad coshe's
glaring, shaking with energy, spitting, walking backwardsin a
wide sweep towards the door. The tables and chairs have been
scattered so he's picking up the ones in his way and slinging
them to the side. In al this shit, I'm standing trying to wipe
Freddie' s blood off my coat but | only drag it across the cloth
making it look worse. There satrio of buildersditting at atable
looking straight down rather than a meand Morty. Oneof them
musta sneaked a crafty look at him. Suddenly Morty’ swalking
back towards them.

‘What you cunts fuckin looking at? Ya fuckin mugs,’ he
says low and cold. | spin round and the guys are back staring
down, rigid, scared to breathe. The geezer behind the counter
knows the score cos he's very gently, very slowly, moving
lower and lower until he disappears altogether. Another time,
another place, it would be comical.

Morty walks back and opensthe door but he' sstill sweeping
the café with his eyes, like a searchlight. I’ m frozen, rooted to
the spot. He points at me silently with his gloved hand, then
jerks his thumb over his shoulder out the door. He's till
looking in every direction a once. The only sounds are the
sizzling of the frying food, the hissing of hot water, the sobbing
of the waitress and the groans and snotty crying of Freddie. As
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| step over him to get to the door he startsto gurgle like a baby
on his blood. He's got blood coming outta his ear as well,
always abad sign, poor cunt. | carefully pick my way through
the upturned tables and chairs costhefloor is dippery with tea,
teabags, red sauce, brown sauce and blood. | walk out the door
and back onto the Cally Road.

We walk fast, trying to be inconspicuous, heads dlightly
down. Morty’s pulling his mac tight around him over and over
again. We move rapid, looking directly ahead. The traffic's
moving and people are busy so we blend in. Morty abruptly
shoots up aside street. | follow. He' s muttering to himself.

‘Cunt. Always got something to say, you wannalaugh at me
you cunt, do ya? Always chat, chat chatting.’

Freddie ain’t even here. Heain't met himin years. Morty’s
gone psycho, twitching, eyes darting all over, turning round to
walk backwardsfor three or four steps at atimeto check to see
if we' rebeing followed. He'smore crazy now than he wasback
in the café. He was spookily controlled back there, it was like
surgery, it was genuinely callous. Now he's into some kinda
delayed-action tip, spitting on the floor, cursing Freddie. Now
the adrenaline's really pumping into every cdl. I'm seriously
scared | may catch some of it, he'll go right into rogue-mode
and trip out over some old or imagined slight now the para-
noia srushing full blast, now thejuicesareflowing. I’m aight,
shaking with it, myself.

Morty seems to know the area well, cos we're zigzagging
through little streets and housing estates, waking fast and
sometimes breaking out into atrot for a dozen steps at atime.
Morty’s aways a few steps ahead, darting round corners, tell-
ing meto fuckin keep up for fuck’ s sake. Suddenly he stops on
abridge by the entrance to acanal.

‘Listen, go through that archway there — He points at an
archway leading into a council estate ‘— and keep going in the
same direction, okay? You'll come out on Upper Street even-
tually. Buy apaper, get acab right away, head outtatown, don’t
go straight home, read the paper in the cab, cover your face,
yeah?

Morty doesn’t want us getting a pull together. | can hear the
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first of the wailing sirens. He doesn’'t want some have-a-go-
hero cab driver telling the law that they picked up two people
who fit our descriptions.

‘Sure, sure, sure, Mort.’

| turnto go. | get three steps but he calls me back. | fedl like
ignoring it.

‘Listen, I'm sorry about Fred but he fuckin begged for it.’
He sounds sane but the eyes are on fire, raging.

‘I know, Mort.’

| can hear a helicopter overhead. That ain't unusua for
King's Cross but maybe it’s looking for us.

‘I'll catch you later. Remember what | said, lose yourself.’

I head off my way and he disappears down some steps onto
the canal towpath.

‘Fuckin cunt, Freddie,’” | can hear him saying as he goes.
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Aftermath

| came out onto Upper Street ten minutes later. | bought the
Evening Standard with the exact right change, hailed a cab
straight away and mumbled for him to take me up to Seven
Sisters gtation. | did like Morty told me and held the paper in
front of my face al the way so the driver didn’t even try to
engage me in conversation. | couldn’t have read it anyway. |
thought about Freddie, how one minute he's like one of those
big stupid dogs, licking its own bollocks, and ten seconds later
he's fucked, simply snapped in two, his life's never gonna be
the same again. From Seven Sisters | got on the VictoriaLine
all theway down to Green Park. | got out the tube and went and
bought a new jacket in Bond Street. | had the old raincoat
folded over my arm so only the lining’ s showing.

| wannawear the new jacket and put my macinthebagsol
dip down alittle sideturning. Asl’m checking to seeif there's
anything | need in the pockets, | come across the napkin with
the address Cody gave me only a couple of hours before. |
glance in a shop window and there's a beautiful leather coat
withafur collar but atwo-grand pricetag. On Monday morning
Kinky coulda waked in there and bought that but now he's
gonna be looking at modelling a two-quid grey plastic zip-up
body bag. If he’s lucky. If someone, and it falls to me, makes
thecall.

Nobody notices me as | walk back down to Piccadilly and
wait my turn for the phone-box. | tear the napkin so I've got the
pat | wrote the address on and use the rest to handle the
receiver and not leave prints. | ring 999 and a voice answers
immediately.

“Which service do you require?

‘Ambulance’

‘At what address, Sir?

| give her the address. I’mlooking at the entrance to the Ritz
at thesametime. There’ sawoman’ sminiature poodle snapping
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at the doorman but everyone's laughing, amused by the little
whippersnapper’ s antics.

‘There’s a body there, a dead one, but | think the door is
open.’

‘Andyou are, Sir?

‘I don’t know.’

Y ou don’t know your name?

‘No, | don’t. Not at the moment.’

‘I’'m going to need aname.’

‘Trevor Atkins,’ | say.

‘That’syou, Sir?

‘That’s your name. Y ou said you needed aname.’

| put the phone down, walk up Piccadilly and put the napkin
in a litter bin, conscience clear. | stroll in Green Park for a
while, have acoffee by the ornate lake and then finally get acab
all the way home.

The canister’s seriously spun. When | sit down | wanna be
up pacing around and then | just walk from room to room,
talking into the mirror in the bathroom like some fuckin nut-
case. It was some devastating, short sharp shock treatment |
witnessed back there. | go back into the bedroom to try and lie
down for awhile but | spot the torn Rothman’s packet on the
bedside table and ring Gene's number. It rings about seven or
eight times and I'm about to put the phone down when he
answers. ‘Yeah?

‘Hello, Gene, how you doing?

‘Okay, son. You? His Irish accent seems exaggerated over
the phone.

‘Well, I'm not really sure asit goes, Gene.’

‘Come over. Jump in acab and come over. | need to talk to
you anyway. Y ou got a pen? A hitta paper?

| take down his address. He saysleavethe car and jumpina
cab, ring me again when I'm downgtairs.

Helivesin this Edwardian block somewhere down in Maida
Vae. | get the cab to drop me on the corner and | walk up to
Gene's entrance. | ring. He buzzes me in. The lift's a fuckin
relic where you haveto pull back thefolding door yourself. The
bits and pieces of shiny brass have been polished till they’'re
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round at the edges but the halls seem dusty. Gene letsmein the
flat, gticks me in the sparse front room and goes back to the
bathroom cos he's halfways through having a shave and he's
covered in foam.

There's a hefty leather-bound copy of Blackstone's Crimi-
nal Practice open at page 685, about halfway through. Gene
walks in wiping his face with a towel and sees me looking at
his book. ‘Y ou know, abloke | know in a bookshop once told
me the most stolen books are academic ones.’

‘Redlly,’ | say. ‘It kindafigures. Students spunk the grant on
beers and chored the necessary.’

‘Right. And you know what the most stolen academic books
are?

‘I’'m gonnasay law cos| think that’samassive clue,” | say,
pointing at Geno’ s light reading.

‘And you'd be right, young sir,” he says, bowing his head
gracioudly.

‘I actualy think that’s an urban myth,’ | say.

‘Never let the truth get in the way of agood story,” he says
with awink. “Y ou hungry?

| redise that I've not eaten in hours, not since the tuna
sandwich standing on the pavement in Soho, but | ain’t al that
hungry, I’ ve got atwist in my stomach, but | reckon | better eat
cos otherwise I’ m gonnaget morelight-headed, more and more
tripped out.

‘Why? What yer suggestin?

‘| can have a Chinky sent up, rea good gear, delivered.’

‘Sounds like agood idea.’

Gene wanders out and comes back with an open can of lager
and hands it to me. Then he shuffles through an impressive
collection of takeaway menus and rings the number. He orders
a'D’ for four and afew other bits and pieces. ‘ There' s never
enough in aset dinner for two,” he shrugs.

He doesn’t give the guy his name. They seem to know it
already. He asksthemto collect forty Rothman’ son theway up
aswell. ‘Follow the usual form,” he tells the Chinaman on the
other end of the phone. Geno puts the phone down, goesinto a
cabinet and comes out with two chunky tumblers and a bottle
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of Irishwhiskey. He putsthe glasses on the coffee tablein front
of us and pourstwo very large drinks.

‘About half an hour,” he says, nodding at the phone. ‘Now,
| know you normally don’t drink the hard stuff but you look a
tad perplexed, not your customary inscrutable self. Thishereis
Irish whiskey. Like the bagpipes, the Irish invented it but the
Scots stole the ideaand got rich on the back of it. Only thelrish
do both with more feelin. Here,” he says, raising aglassto me,
‘it’ll take the rough edges off.’

‘I've had quite aday already,’ | say.

‘I know. | heard about Kinky and Freddie.’

‘Y ou spoke to Morty?

‘Very fuckin briefly but I'll talk to him again, maybe later
tonight.’

How come these fucking guys know everything that goes
down almost as soon as it happens? What, they got their own
fuckin radio station?

‘What about Freddie? Does anyone know anything about
him?

‘He' s in intensive care. He' s got a brain haemorrhage, like
what boxers get, a couple in fact, touch and go, though. They
took him in a helicopter to the London Hospital in
Whitechapdl.’

‘He looked rea bad, realy fuckin weighed. | thought he
might be, you know, dead.’

‘“Well, it does happen,” says Gene.

‘It did fuckin happen, Gene.’

‘If he was gonnadie, son, hewould' ve died before he got to
hospital. | don’t know if Freddie was unlucky or what but from
what | can gather yer man Fred was alwaysthat far — he places
his thumb and forefinger an inch apart ‘— from a fuckin rare
hidin.’

He pulls hard on his snout and very gently shakes his head
before going on.

‘Mister Mortimer’s the wrong man to be givin backchat.
You've only got to look a him to know he can have a row.
Every singleday Morty’ snot at war with society is alet-off for
civilisation. If you had a hundred like Morty you'd have civil
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war. I'm not saying Freddie what' s-his-face Hurst deserved a
thrashin but you' ve got to give thelikes of Mort total respect or
give them avery fuckin wide berth.’

So I’'m learning.

“Who the fuck is this Freddie geezer anyway?

‘Freddie Hurst. Now, when Morty tellsyou this, and hewill,
it' sthefirst time you' ve heard it, okay?

‘Okay.’

‘Has Morty ever told you the story about how he got cap-
tured for the disposing of the body business?

‘Fuckin endlessly.’

He laughs. ‘ The main mover on that little firm was Freddie
Hurgt, big chiv from hereto here,” says Gene, running hisfinger
from his eyeto his chin.

‘Same geezer,’ | nod.

‘I know, it's sorted already, no worries. Anyway, Freddie
was the number one capo, the one the others looked to for a
clue. When Morty got caught with the body they coulda got
Mort outta it cos they were al going away for concurrent
sentences anyway, they were all looking at twelves and four-
teens!’

‘But how would that’ ve helped Mister Mortimer?

‘The Director of Public Prosecutions, as it was back then,
had accepted that there was no murder and that Kilburn Jerry,
who | knew, by the way, cos he was one of Crazy Larry’slittle
bum-chums, had shot himsalf whilst under duress. It woulda
only took afew of that fuckin crowd to go in the witness box
and swear they threatened to shoot Morty if he didn’'t help
dump the body.’

‘But Morty offered no defence.’

‘That' stheway hetellsit nowadaysbut everyone at thetime
waswaiting for them cuntsto do theright thing. Morty couldn’t
ask them straight out, of course, but it made no fuckin odds to
them, one way or another, another concurrent sentence for
threatening to kill, to go with all the others. Basically Morty
didn’t have to do that nursery rhyme but Freddie couldn’t be
bothered.’

‘And that' sthe firgt time he' s seen him in twenty years?
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‘Oh, he' s seen him plenty times since but not when Morty’s
in abad mood. See, fellaslike Mortimer, one day someidiot’s
having a laugh with him, slapping his back, and it’s okay, s0
they come back the next day, same line of questioning, and
crash, he puts’em in hospital .’

‘Crazy Larry wasthe other way? |I’'m abit shocked.

‘Bent as a nine-bob note. Rampant homosexual,” announces
Gene, rolling the ‘r’ with glee.

‘I didn’t know that.’

‘Think about it, son, ain't you lucky you didn’t? The first
most young lads knew about it was when Larry was doing an
attempted burglary on’em.’

‘Shouldn’t that be buggery?

‘Same difference. He woulda been after your little ring-
pieceif hewas still around,” he winks.

‘No fuckin chance. Whatever happened to Larry, Gene?

‘Fuck only knows,” he says, shaking his head.

That's a fuckin turn-up, Crazy Larry being of the other
persuasion, afeared and respected armed robber. | bet he was
of the 'It's better to give than receive’ school as well, aways
had one of the waifs and strays in tow. It don't bear thinking
"bout. Larry was shot four times walking into the entrance hall
of his apartment block by a masked gunman. The kid who ran
and rang an ambulance, who was meant to be a passer-by but
after what Gene's just told me may have been chummier with
Larry than that, came back from the phone-box to find Larry
gonski. Police found shell casings, rounds embedded in the
wooden panel-work, ablood trail leading to the pavement, but
no sign of sixteen-stone, six-foot-two, Crazy Larry Flynn.

‘Hang on, Gene, you said it was sorted already?

‘ Asgood as sorted. | sent someone over to see Mort and then
come back and tell me dl about it and then | sent the same guy
off to talk to this fella who was gonna have a little chat with
Danny O’ Maraand he sent word back saying if you wannakill
Freddie Hurst he ain’'t got a problem with that, says he can’t
believe nobody’ s done it before and when Freddie wakes up in
hospital Freddie's family’s gonna mark his card and let him
know there’ sagood few bob waitin so he can go to Disneyland
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in Floridaand pissMickey and Minnieright off and Danny said
he' d ask someoneto drop by and havealittleword with thecafé
proprietor, ask him if he wantsto stay in business and that.’

‘Morty’ll haveto weigh him on?

‘Of course he will. Listen, Freddie ain’t gonna be winning
any popularity contests or curing cancer but he's till got to
have afew bob compo from somewhere and if he ain't getting
it oneway, he'll go the other.’

‘And he'll have to have a conviction to have the claim-up
with the criminal compensation.’

‘Exactly. Some of these fuckers think they’ ve come up on
the football pools, getting a hiding. Morty can afford it, any-
way. Ten or even fifteen large ain't gonna mortally wound
Morty.’

‘Didn’'t Danny wanna know why me and Mort were up the
Cdly inthefirst place?

‘I think Danny’ sgot better thingsto worry about than where
you two eat your din-dins. Having said that, if we didn’t send
word over and | et them know the score then he might have been
within hisrights to get the hump but asit ishe’'s— Gene does
avery bad Cockney accent ‘— sweet as a nut, governor.’

‘Now,” says Gene, ‘| wanna go over thiswith you in detail,
okay? And like you said to JD the other night, don’'t take
anything personal .’

Gene starts to debrief me slowly and with grest attention to
detail. He' s asking me about how it went off back at the café
over and over again, like the cozzers would do, over and over,
guestions, questions. Okay, you come out of this squat-affair
with Billy Bogus and Tiptoes. A million questions about Billy
and Tiptoes. Y ou had a pow-wow with them and off they went
andinwalked Freddie. | told Genel thought that, at the moment
of impact, if you like, Fred went into some kinda power trip,
like he simply couldn't help himself taking the piss outta
Morty. Bad mistake, says Gene. Thewink, the nod of the head,
the ‘All right, Mort’. Very bad mistakes all of them, agrees
Geno. He wants to know how it went down from there on in,
blow by blow, heel-kick by fuckin heel-kick, but not inthe way
some blood-thirsty little hound would or even one handyman
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examining the handiwork of another, but in a very cold, very
factual, very calculated way, like he was hearing evidence or
preparing a defence. Now listen, did you fed that Freddie
provoked Morty into his action? Yes, | guess he did but |
could’ve swallowed it. But you're not Mister Mortimer, are
you? Over and over again, start at the beginning, the very
beginning, more and fuckin more details. Who werethese guys,
eating in the gaff? Did Morty take his gloves off at any time?
Think. Did he? Areyou sure he didn’t? That' s good. Who paid
for the teas and coffees? | think they’re still outstanding, we
owe for "em. Freddie was givin it large, slagging everyone.
Slagging the O’ Maras? Slagging everyone, Gene, tapping up
Mort for afew bob, thisone’ sonyou, Mort? Those words came
back to fuckin haunt him. Y ou, let me double-check this, you
ain't got no form, no CRO, is that correct? Good. Did Freddie
eat? He was fuckin eatin, al right, the fat bastard. He probably
ate in his deep. | think he'll be on liquids for a while, nil by
mouth, anyways. Morty was spitting on him, now | remember,
could be a problem, but | very much doubt it, there was prob-
ably afuckin lot of DNA flying about already. Okay, let’s kick
this can around the yard one more time. Fuck sake, Gene. Blow
by blow, from the top. I'm worn fuckin out with it. It's very
fuckin important, son, blow by blow, in slow motion. The
jacket you get rid of sharpish, you shouldafucked it into one of
those big old bins round the back of one of those hotels up the
West End, ripped the sleeves off first so it weren’t any good to
anyone. It cost mefive hundred quid, and as soon as the words
comeouttamy gob | realise how fuckin stupid that sounds. This
could be murder, it's that word again, and we ain’t outta the
woods yet. I'll give you five hundred quid, six hundred, even,
right now, out me own pocket if you like, but jettison that
fuckin jacket. Sorry, Gene. And no fuckin miracle dry-cleaning
jobs or fuckin conspicuous bonfires, either, okay? Okay. I'm
sorry. That's okay, son.

Murder, this could be murder. Fuck. Shit. | don’t need this,
thisisn't what it'sal about for me. | don’'t belong here. | trade
drugs, nomoral bullshit, nojustification, it swhat | do. I'mway
down thelist in the criminal stakes but now I’ ve wandered way
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off beam. It'll be no good me getting al high-handed if the law
kick my door off, telling them to spend their time catching
some nasty pieces of work, killers and murderers, cos that's
what they’'ll be looking to arrest. Three people sitting in a café,
two walk out leaving one dead and that, my friend, is what's
caled, in ye olde English law, joint venture and the only way
out of thislittle predicament, this oh-so-inconvenient dilemma,
is to trot into the witness box, swear the oath and do the
business for Regina, lolly your buddy Morty, go Queen’s evi-
dence, get him lifed-off. Murder, attempted murder, GBH,
malicious wounding, not me, governor, not my style. Anything
else you can think of, son? says Gene. No? Start thinkin of an
alibi. We sitin silence.

‘Nothin you can think of?

‘No, Gene.’

‘Okay, tell me &l about Kinky and then you can tell me
about the Dutch geezer and the Germans. Morty seemed to
think you think they’re a problem.’

| wish I’d stayed at home and unplugged the phone. For the
next twenty minutes | get the servere going-over and I'm sure
Gene' sinterrogation technique was learnt from the Provos cos
it’ s very fuckin thorough.

‘Listen, when Morty tellsyou this, it’ s thefirst time you' ve
heard it, right?

‘Okay.’

‘That geezer Kinky was Morty’ s distant cousin.’

‘Redly. That'saturn-up.’

Gene seemsto befiling al my answers away, musing over
them, unhurried, then suddenly upping the tempo to start grill-
ing me, lots of questions very fast, bang, bang, bang. He asks
all the pertinent questions, stopping me and telling, not asking,
me to think harder, then asking me to say the first thing that
comes into my head. Fuckin 'ell, Mister McGuire, give me a
fuckin break for fuck’s sake.

Suddenly the phone goes off right in my fuckin ear. Those
old fuckers gtill have abig fuckin bell in them like afirealarm.
| jump straight up in the air like one of those cartoon cats you
see stuck to the ceiling, hanging by its claws. Fuck me, that

197



livened me up. Gene's got a slim smile on his face like he's
amused by my antics.

‘Relax, son, it's only the flying tiddly-wink and his blazing
moped. | get him to ring on his mobilewhen he getsdownstairs.
Before he buzzes up. | like to know who's coming round.’

It rings four times then stops. Gene laughs. | laugh as well.
| redise Gene's taken the sting outta things, the last two days.
My appetite’'s come rushing back with a vengeance. | have a
long hit on the lager and, bollocks, why not, a big fuckin dug
on the Irish.

‘Now, is there anything else you can remember about any-
thing? says Gene.

‘Fuck off, please, Gene.’

That's a negative. | think I’ve told him every fuckin last
detail | can remember and I’'m sitting here thinking | really do
worry too much sometimes. We eat some food and drink some
more beers. Gene sits opposite and keeps my tumbler full. I've
quickly grown a taste for the whiskey and very quickly the
room starts to become abit hazy. | feel warm and content, well
off-duty.

‘Do you think you need a bit of weaponry?

‘I fuckin hope not.’

‘| can sort you out oneif you wish.’

Gene gets up and goes into the bedroom. He comes back
with a couple of guns. Cosy, lethal, black handguns.

“You redly don’'t know what could happen. There's lots of
crazy people about.’

“You know it ain’t my scene, shooters, shooting people.’

‘Okay, it'sup to you.’

Gene sits back down by the low coffee table and puts one of
the guns on the glass in among the tin-foil Chinky containers
and plates, in among the leavings of rice, sweet-and-sour pork
balls, crackers and noodles. He's got the other one in his
massive hands and it looks tiny, like one of those pretend guns
that are really lighters. | pick up the other.

‘Thisisn't loaded isit?

‘“Hang on, I'll check.’

Hetakesit, pulls out the magazine from the stock and flicks
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out five brass-topped bullets onto the glass. They roll in semi-
circles, backwards and forwards, for a couple of seconds and
then finally come to a halt. Gene pushes the magazine back in,
points the guns at the celling and pulls the trigger. It makes a
click like atoy. He hands it back to me by the stock. I'm half
pissed and | love the way it's so fuckin beautifully snug in the
palm of my hand. | love the weight of something so fuckin
powerful in my hand. Even empty | can feel the power that this
little fucker can bring you. Someone made this little bastard
with alottalove. People say that guns are just dicksin disguise
but if my dick wasthis heavy I'd walk with alimp.

Gene clears some space among dl the shit and starts to
dismantlehispistol. He sonly half looking. It startsto fall apart
in hishandsand helaysout the partsneatly in rows, squarewith
the table’'s side. He works in one long continuous action, his
handsmoving dl thetime. Themetal doesn't resist, it co-operates,
and very soon the parts are building up on the glass.

“Y ou look like you could do that blindfolded.’

‘I can and do.’

‘“Why?

‘I findit very relaxing. | find it’svery good for meditation.’

‘Meditation? That's chanting and that. |I've seen those
monks down in Thailand.’

‘That’s only one approach. Meditation isto concentrate the
front of the mind with a mundane task, mantras or breathing,
then therest of the mind can find peace.’

‘ And you concentrate the mind with guns?

‘Yes, onoccasions.” Helaughsknowingly at hisprivatelittle
joke. ‘1t has been known, son.’

| can tell hethinksthisis afuckin classic, can’t wait to tell
his spars about it. HE's got a double-cute smile on his boat.
Don’t be fooled. Gene the convivia host is also capable of
deeds dark and deep, concentrating peopl€’s attention with a
shooter in the mouth or under the base of the ear, so don’t be
fooled, don't be beguiled. Enjoy your food, your duck with
plum sauce, the sweet-and-sour king prawns, your beer, your
whiskey, your warmth, Gene's funny stories about the old
fellow, the late seventies, souped-up mark-three Jags, fruity
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Crazy Larry, the Cricklewood Cartel, no joke if you fucked
with’em, thethree-piece suitsfor thirty-three quid, lottamoney
in those days, outta the Take Six boutique on Wardour Street,
nutty twenty-four-inch flaresbut don’ t forget what thisgeezer's
capable of. | look at my watch. It's quarter to twelve.

‘| better be goin.’

‘Relax, son. It'sonly early yet.’

Gene opens another can of lager and handsit over tome. It's
there now, in front of me, so | think, fuck it. He tops up my
tumbler for the umpteenth time. After that it starts getting hazy,
very fucking hazy indeed.

“You forgot your fortune cookie, son. What's it say? says
Mister Geno, completely sober.

| open the paper, shut one eye and read it.

‘Beware flattery.’

‘That’s always good advice, son,” says Gene with awink.
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Thursday?
Not a Good Day for It

People think the hangover they’ ve got a any moment intimeis
the worst hangover in the history of the world but for onceit’s
true. I'mwaking up not knowing wherethefuck | am but | soon
realise I'm at homein my own bed. | can barely open my eyes
cos every little bit of brilliant white light is painful and the
blinds are wide open. My mouth’s completely arid. | think I’ ve
had nails driven into my temples at each side and my whole
body acheslike I’ ve been run over. I’ ve got bruises on the top
of my arms and my hands smell of fags. The clock saysfiveto
ten. | fed like shit warmed over, my skull’s tight around my
brain, I’'m soaked in swest.

If | tried to get upright I'd fall straight back down. The
thought of getting up istoo much. I'd love aglass of water but
theideaof making the journey out to the kitchen makes mefeel
like chundering. My clothes are strewn across the floor. One
loafer ismissing, the trousers areinside out, my shirt’smissing
and the new jacket isin apile. | need to go back to Sleep for a
couple of hours. This needs a rethink. | remember Freddie,
Kinky, Germans, Y ahoos, pills and feel even worse. | think
about some poor fucker whose heart wasn't init waking up next
to Crazy Larry. It chills me to the bone. My mobile starts to
ring. | can't seeit but I'm fucked if I'm answering it anyway.
I'd love to trust myself to get up and close the blinds but |
reason that if | double-up one pillow under my head and put the
other over my head I’ [l be okay.

As 1 go to pick up the pillow | jJump back cos there on the
sheet isabig black semi-automatic with a homemade silencer,
just lying there on the bed. It' s neither of the guns Gene had out
to play with last night. They were this bastard’ s little brothers.
The thought of last night makes my head hurt more. Thisisa
monster of a weapon, like a hand-cannon. The silencer looks
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snidy, chunky, with old-school black electrical tape wrapped
round and round it. It' s like waking up with ablack mambain
the bed with you, dangerous but very beautiful, letha and
powerful, but how did it get here? I’ sobvioudy one of Geno’s
little orphans but what's it doing in my kip? And Gene, he's
probably jogging round some rose garden somewhere with a
hundredweight bag of cement strapped to his back after getting
me in this state. | can’t remember getting home. Top of the
morning to ya, Geno, thanks a bunch, thanks a fuckin million.
The mobile stopsringing.

The phone by the bed starts to ring. Four shrill rings and it
goes on the machine, but each feelslike someone’ s sadistically
tapping the nailsin my temples. | pull the pillow over my ears.
The message plays, then Jimmy Price's voice starts booming
out.

‘Areyou there, son? Where the fuck are you?

Without thinking | pick up the phone. *Hello, Mister Price.’

‘Oh, so you are there, son.’

‘Yeah, I'm hereall right. | was asleep.’

‘What, at ten o’clock in the fuckin day? That’s no fuckin
good, isit?

‘I had a bittova night last night.’

‘Listen, | couldn’t give afuck what you did.’

I wish I'd left the fuckin phone aone. It's very unusua for
him to ring anyone at home. ‘Listen, Jim, | ain’t usually in bed
o —

‘Don’'t fuckin cdl me Jmmy, yer little prick. What's the
ideaof tellin JD that those fuckin pillsain’t worth shit, who the
fuck areyouto betellin anyone what thosethingsareworth, yer
cunt. Then you go runnin up north to your fuckin scouser pals
and tell "em they can fuckin have 'em for sixpence each. And
what the fuck you think you're doin gettin people t it, shittin
your pants about some dead schwartza, spookin people, tellin
"em he' s been fuckin topped by fuckin ghosties ...’

If I, or James Lioned Price, was under surveillance, being
ear-wigged, by Crim Intel, the Regiona Crime Squad, customs,
the Drug Squad, the Fraud Squad or even the Metropolitan
Police Latin-American Ballroom Dancing Team, he could not
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possibly make it any easier for them. They don’t even have to
sit around in draughty old make-believe laundry vans with
cumbersome headphones on anymore either. I’ ve got a mobile
phone over there, in that jacket, and it can do anything short of
give me ablow-job. Ask any young kid who worksin telecom-
munications what Mister Plod can do with a phone these days
and it’ll make the hairs on the back of your neck stand up. If
anyone in law and order, maintenance department, has any
kinda interest in who | chat me business to on a daily basis
they’ve only gotta do their own little version of call divert.
They can sit in the comfort of their offices in an anonymous
building somewhere, feet up, doing The Times crossword, eat-
ing atuna Sicilian sandwich, drinking Java coffee and listen to
me and Jmmy, loud and clear, on the speaker-phone. If any-
thing juicy occurs they can listen back, at their leisure, to the
digitally recorded, automatically enhanced, crisp as you like,
tape recordings.

 And another thing, you dainty little pouf, “ That’s an expan-
sive question,”” he lisps. ‘You find a fuckin buyer for those
fuckin pills or I'll find someone who will, you fuckin under-
stand, you cunt, and don’'t fuckin leave it to some
up-his-own-arse fraudster to be findin that fuckin bitch, you
fuckin go and you fuckin find her, yer little prick. Get off yer
fuckin arse and get to Brighton, and don’t be getting too fuckin
cosy with those fuckin irons down there either ...’

Mister Price, | have aquestion for you. Why don’t you fuck
off, Fuck Right Off, you Mister Price, your slag of awife with
her two-bob pretensions and her complete collection of Rod
fuckin Stewart records, your double-moody, over the top,
make-believe respectability with your pretend mock-Tudor
house, why don’t you just go fuck yourself. Of course | don’t
say that. | ain't got foolishness mixed up with bravery.

‘I'll seewhat | cando,’ | say.

‘Don’t be lying in bed al day, pullin yourself about.’

‘I'm ready to walk out the door right now.’

‘Don't fuckin lie to me, yer little prick,” he spits.

‘| ain't doing —
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‘Stay off the fuckin booze aswell. | don’t like havin laggin
boats round me.’

He' s gone, thank fuck. What was that tirade all about? It's
been four days since he wanted me to find the princess, who's
now ‘that fuckin bitch’, and three days since | got the word
about the pills and now he's fuckin panicking cos he can't get
his own way, like ahig fuckin baby.

What | need's a horny little nurse like Tammy to coax me
back to life. What | don’t need isaday spent driving in circles
in a hot, stuffy motor with unpredictable Morty and Clarkie,
who never stops fuckin talking, trying to find a buyer for a
lorryloada pillswith aseriously dodgy recent history. Of al the
mornings he picksto ring me up outtathe blue, he hasto choose
this one. The one morning he's gonna catch me out he rings.
Wéll, fuck you, Mister Price, King Dinosaur, | won't be sorry
to see the back of you. Maybe I'll skip school today.

| redise that while I’ve been taking to him |'ve absent-
mindedly picked up the shooter, so I’ ve got the receiver in one
hand and the gunin the other and I’'m waving it round, taking a
lazy aim at the light fittings, the cactus plants, the Gucci loafer
on the floor and talking to him as well. When | put the phone
down I’'m left with only the metal. | wonder if it’sloaded. | try
to remember how Genedidit last night. After some pushing and
pulling, fiddling with some catches, the magazine drops out
onto thebed and, yes, it’ sloaded, very loaded. | pushthebullets
out onto the bed, one by one, and count them all the way up to
sixteen. There's sixteen plump bullets in a pile on the bed-
clothes and the clip’s empty. Thisis dl abit of amystery and
it's getting deeper al thetime.

Then, bang, like a knee in the guts, this evil sense of fore-
boding. What if I've been out with this fucker last night and
shot some poor bastard? |’ ve heard tales of geezers being well
pissed, or well out of it, doing some crazy but serious shit and
remembering nish the next day. They’ve been captured later
and they honestly don’t know if they’ ve doneit or not. They go
‘Not guilty’ but get a guilty. They're sitting in the shove for
years not even knowing if they’re really guilty or not, not
knowing if they should be barricaded up on the roof of the nick
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protesting their innocence and mobilising the friends and fam-
ily into a campaign to prove them non-culpable. It’ s the kinda
thing that Crazy Larry wouldadone. I' m panicking and sniffing
the chamber of thetool. My heart’sracing but it only smdlls of
machine oil and metal. I’'m relieved that it hasn’t been fired.
Thank fuck for that. | had some very nasty scenarios kicking
about in my nut, some very heavy gravy. Panic over.

| start to push the bullets back into the gap and they fit so
snugly, aimost sexily, back into the chamber. Someone’ s been
at thesg, filing the topsflat. | wipe my prints carefully off each
one in turn, cos you never know where they could end up, do
you. | don’t wannaleave any bullets hanging about either, so |
double-check by counting them back in, fifteen, sixteen, done.
| flick the magazine back into the pistal. It dl fits together so
perfectly. It's so beautifully engineered, such alovely weight
in my hand, heavier than the ones last night, almost twice as
heavy, a useful bitta kit, some might say. Right now | need a
shower, shaveand my arsein gear cos| really just wannabe out
of here, maybe get an omdlette, get a steam and a rub-down
over Porchester Hall. | wanna day off after my striping from
that old cunt.

In the shower I’'m like a cat with hydrophobia but it dowly
gets better. | give mysdf apep talk in the mirror while | havea
shave. I’'m unsteady on my feet, still abit pissed from last night
aswell asvery hungover. | manage to down half apint of water
and a sdlection of vitamins and keep them down, so | make
myself a cup of coffee. Maybe | need a hair of the dog. | pour
a hit of brandy into the coffee. Maybe some of that flake coke
behind the medicine cabinet would make the concoction com-
plete. | get it out and sprinkle some into the brandy-coffee. Al
this misery is sdlf-inflicted and that makes it worse. | put on a
black suit, well cut but not at all flash, fine lightweight wooal, to
compensate for feeling like a paraffin lamp waking up among
thedustbins. | put it with abeautiful gold polo-neck swesater in
Merino lambswool by some guy in Barcelona. | tip over the
other loafer in the front room, pair it up, put them back in the
wardrobe. | ve decided that they’ re definitely jinxed, definitely
bad karma. | ain’t thinking very straight today and at least |
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know it. | get out apair of black Prada brogues and just as|'m
lacing up the second shoe, the phone goes. If it’s Price ringing
back to go another few rounds I’m gonna tell him to go fuck
himself, I've decided. I'm starting to feel much, much better.
It's not so bad, this, being half pissed in the morning, the
feel-good effects of coke are seriously over-estimated, though.
| don’'t know how we get away with selling it.

‘Hello?

‘Good day to you,” saysaGerman accent in perfect English.

‘Who'sthis?

‘My nameisKlaus.’

“Should | know you?

‘Perhaps. | believe you may have some property belonging
to me and my associates.’

‘I think 1 know who you are, Klaus.’

‘Mister Van Tuck gave me your number, eventually.’

Better English than me. A credit to their education system.

‘Don’'t know how he could have had it in the first place,” |
say. He was a collector of drug traffickers, a fuckin narcotics
dedlers anorak.

‘Well, he did. And he vouched for your organisation to my
organisation.’

‘What organisation? | don’t have an organisation.’

‘Led by your colleague name of the Duke, your personal and
firm friend, | believe, no?

‘| never met this Dukein my life, Klaus.’

‘They came to Amsterdam and quoted your name, and
Mister Mortimer, Mister Clark and VVan Tuck vouched for your
credibility as honourable and noble men.’

‘Listen, Klaus, why don't you come round? I'll have the
maid prepare a bitta breakfast, we'll ground some coffee and
we Il discuss this like grown-ups. How does that sound?

‘It sounds very hospitable, very adult.’

‘Do you know where | live, Klaus?

‘No.’

‘Well, fuck off then.’
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Much Needed Rest and
Recuperation

I’m just going out the door when my mobile rings. The display
shows Clarkie' s mobile number so | answer it.

‘Listen. Go to the outside one, you know the one | mean?
he says. | can hear tannoys like he's in a mainline railway
station.

‘Y eah, gimme five minutes.’

‘Okay,” and he's gone.

There's a bank of three phone-boxes about five minutes
walk frommy flat. Clarkiewill haveall threenumbersand he'll
ring the first one in five minutes. If that’s engaged, he'll ring
the next one and so on until | pick up the phone. It’sabeautiful
spring morning, sunny, so I’ve got my shades on, but I'm
already starting to piss sweat. I'm sure it smells of Irish whis-
key. The phon€ sringing as| arrive. | walk in the box and pick
it up.

‘Alright, Clarkie? | say.

‘How’ d yaknow it was me?

He's on a payphone too.

Y ou're back from outta space then? | say.

‘Those pills. Fuckin '€l. I'll tell yawhen | seeya.’

‘I'll look forward.’

‘Listen, let’s make this quick. Wassaindustrial wardrobe?

‘Fuck knows. | woulda thought that it was a kinda locker
affair that they usein factoriesand on building sitesfor overalls
and that.’

‘Like an ordinary wardrobe but made asteel ? asks Clarkie.

‘Exactly, Clarkie. Why?

‘Old hill fished one outta the River Lee last night about
sixish with two bodies inside. Get this, they had to use a crane
on wheelsto get it out. The thing was packed full of hundred-
kilo bags of just-add-water cement to weigh it down.’

207



‘That would sink along fuckin way. How'd they find it?

‘A barge hit it cos it settled too upright in the water. Who-
ever dropped it in there, dropped it too straight.’

‘How do yaknow?
‘Some of it's on the news. Where you been? | been ringin
ya’

‘Out and about. I'll tell yawhen | seeya. Why did | haveto
come outside to hear that?

‘There’'s more. My old man got a bent gather. Two bods,
right? No hands or heads, right. Geezer, huge fucker appar-
ently. Bird, skinny as fuck, nothin of her. They reckon this
geezer’ smobbed up with you-know-who from outtatown. Y ou
know who | mean?

‘Yeah.

‘They’re both wanted for questioning about a shootin and
weapons charges,” says Clarkie.

‘We'renot talkin JD, arewe? | say, but | already know the
answer to that.

‘No. The geezer's AKA the Duke, like John Wayne.’

‘Do they know or are they guessing? | ask.

‘It'salmost nailed on. All that ot have gone low-profile and
maybe moved up town. See, Morty still wantsto do atrade but
if those fuckin Germansare on therampageit might be better —

‘One of those fuckin Germans rung me up.’

‘“What!’

‘Fuckin rung me up this mornin. Somehow Van Tuck had
my number. This Duke's firm went to the Dam and used our
names as credentials.’

‘Fuckin’él, mate. What, me and Morty aswell?

‘Yep.

‘Was they screamin and shoutin about their pills?

‘Nah. The geezer | spoke to was dead polite but | told him
to fuck off.’

“You told him to fuck off? Areyou dl right? says Clarkie
like he can’t believeit.

‘Not redly. I've had afunny coupladays.’

‘You're usuadly the one wants to sit down and sort things
out, chat, chat, chat, till it's sorted.’
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‘Clarkie, believe me, I'm regretting it now. | can see it
wasn't such a smart fuckin move.’

‘I hopewedon't all liveto regret it, brov.’

‘Listen, Clarkie, me and Mort went to a meet with this
Y ahoo firm on Monday night in agaff in Edmonton. Find Terry
and go and see what' s happenin up there.’

‘The whole place'll be smash-alive with cozzers, heavy
mob, Edmonton’ s where the two bods were found.’

‘If yasee any old bill, sound theretreat but I’ d like to know
what's goin on, if anythin. I’'ll give yathe address. Look on a
street atlasand havealook at it. You'll seethere safuckin great
patchawasteground overlooking it. Get some binoculars and—

‘Binoculars!? Areyou for fuckin rea ? says Clarkie.

Y eah. Big fuck-off onesfrom one of those shopson Oxford
Street and go over there and see what you can see. Plot up and
then drive round for a bit. Look for big flash, lemon motors.
Look for clues. That'swhat old hill do.’

‘And you're gonna be doin what? he sayswiththezig as|
give him the address.

‘I'm havin a day off. I’m goin offside for the day. I’ ve had
him, Jimmy Price, on the phone givin me aruckin, screamin. |
know he's your old man’s mate and all that but he sa—'

‘My old man don't really like the geezer, reckonshe’'slosin
the plot, between ourselves!’

‘Anyway, I'm havin atwenty-four-hour pass. Y ou just made
my mind up for me.’

‘What the fuck did | say?

‘Nuffin personal, Clarkie, please don’t take it the wrong
way, but I'd just like one day, today, where people ain’t tellin
me all sorta unsavoury shit or wreckin gaffs or smashin people
"bout or tellin me "bout two people chopped to fuck, without
heads, in afuckin industrial wardrobe in afuckin river.’

‘I think you maybe need it, pal. Y ou sound stressed.’

I can hear the pips going.

‘Don’t tell mel’ m stressed, Mister Clark, and don’t betellin
anyone else either.’

‘Fuckin relax, brov, deep breathin —

He' sgone. Clarkie’'s on afuckin wind-up but | don’t give a
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fuck and while I'm here I'm gonna give Geno a double-quick
ring about his little baby back at the hide-out. | drop ten pence
in, ring the number and he answers, sounding fresh asadaisy.
‘Hello, son. Good crack last night, wasn't it. | didn’t know you
knew rebel songs.’

Neither did I.

‘A fine voice you have when you alow yoursdlf.’

‘Listen, Gene, when do you want to collect this bitta prop-
erty?

‘Start again, son, you've lost me.’

‘I think | took home one of your aidsto meditation last night.
Y ou with me?

‘No, son. I’'m getting more confused.’

‘One of those things you use to concentrate the mind with,
yeah?

‘Son, thisisasclear as Mother’ s shit soup. Was| therewhen
all thiswas taking place?

Yes’

‘Areyou sure? he asks.

‘Fuckin’€el, Gene,’ | say, losing patience.

‘Now, now, son. Y ou may have a sore head this morning but
that ain’t my fault.’

Likefuck it ain’t.

‘Gene, straight question, do you know what I'm talkin
about?

‘| swear by amighty God I'm starting to think I’ m getting a
crank fuckin cal here. | don’'t know what the fuck you're on
about,” says Gene with his edge.

Maybe he don’t and | won the metal in atombola. Maybe |
was out and about last night, on a mission, ended up in some
asylum and got to thinking buying a tool was a good idea.
Maybe at the time it was. Does happen.

‘Listen, Gene, where did | go from yours last night?

‘Am | to believe you're seriously ringing me up to enquire
about your own whereabouts? |s everybody going mad? | can
hear him tutting. | bet he's shaking his head.

‘So you don’t know? | ask.

‘Well, it would appear that there's two of us in the dark.
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Listen, I’ve got to march on. Maybe you should just go away
home and get your head down for a couple of hours. You
listening, son?

‘“Yeah.

‘I'll catch yer later, son.’

| definitely need a bittarest and recuperation away from all
this bollocks. | need a good charver, a bitta freestyle, a good
bunk-up, doctor’s orders, to get me thinking straight again.
Whao'd be pleased to see me, a little tatty round the edges, at
eleven-thirty on aThursday morning?| start towalk back down
the hill to my flat. Fate favours the brave. I’'m gonna give
Tammy aring and seeif anything’ sgoing on, seeif she’ sabout
and work from there. | push her number on the mobile.

‘Hiya, Tammy, it's me from Saturday night.’

‘Oh, hiya, what took you so long to call?

‘I've been busy, sweetheart. You sound deepy, you just
woke up?

‘Not long ago. | was out with Sid last night.’

“Y our boyfriend, you mean?

‘He ain't me boyfriend. We just hang out. When am | goin
to seeyou?

‘“Whenever you like. What are you doin today?

‘Nuffin. | got a day off as it goes. | was just lying here
wonderin what to do when you rang.’

‘What, you're lyin there naked?

‘I"'vegot aT-shirt on but that’s all.’

| canfed apullinin my strides.

‘Ligten,” she says, ‘listen to this!’

| can hear arustling sound.

‘What' sthat?

| can hear her teasing laugh.

‘Listen again,” she says.

I can hear the same rustling, scratching sound.

‘What the fuck isthat? | say.

‘| was rubbing the phone against my fanny. Did yalikeit?
she laughs.

Leave it out. That's how to get and hold a guy’s attention.
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I’m walking up the road with atugging hard-on growing in my
pants.

‘Soyou'relying there, Tammy, with just aT-shirt on rubbin
the phone on your fanny?

‘No.’

‘Noyouain't?

‘No. I've taken the T-shirt off now.’

| hear the rustling sound again and her laughing. ‘Oh my, oh
my, it’sfresh this mornin. Look at my nipples.’

I wish | fuckin could. | bet they’'re erect as soldiers. I'm
going fuckin mad here.

‘I wish | had ahorny young man here with me now, who'd
really appreciate a nice bitta rumpy-pumpy.’

I can feel my knees buckling so I’m sitting on awall. | can
hear her groaning and moaning down the phone.

‘Tammy, areyou, like, touchin yourself.’

‘What'sayoung girl to do?

‘Listen, Tammy, why don’t you come over right now, getin
acab, don't bother gettin dressed, sling a coat on or something
and come straight away.’

‘I likethat idea, but isit along way? A girl could get cold,’
she says.

‘I'll tell yawhat, 1’1l meet ya half way. I’'ll meet yain the
Churchill Hotel on Portman Square.’

‘A hotd?

‘Yeah. It'll be agiggle. | could book in as Mister Smith. |
got a nice hitta how’ s-your-father. Come over and meet me
there.’

‘Sounds good to me, lover-boy.’

‘“We could hole-up therefor aday or so. It' seasier, get abitta
room service.’

‘| need a bitta bedroom service right now.’

She knows how to tease.

‘Think about it, Tammy, we could be under the duvet, inthe
feather, in about an hour.’

‘I'm definitely up for it. You know, a girl can tell a geezer
who knows what buttons to press, knows what awoman likes,
and you look like one of those geezers.’
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‘That's me, Tammy. No complaints, but I've never had a
lessonin melife.’

‘I"d like to, you know, relieve mysalf, go solo, just talkin to
you now I'm gettin wet ... * She'sgroaning but laughing at the
sametime.

‘“Tammy, shall | come over to you?

‘No, lover-boy, but I'm gonna save mysdf till | seeya.’

‘I’'m gonna have to do the same cos | got a huge fuckin
hard-on, Tammy.’

She's laughing. ‘ Save it for me, tie a big ribbon on it, you
hear? Y ou won't be disappointed, | promise.’

‘I"'m gonnado that.’

‘Listen, Mister Smith.” Her mood’ s changed, her voiceisa
bit more serious. ‘Y er know, | wouldn't want you to think | go
jumpin into bed with any bloke that rings me up in the mornin.
| kinda think you're nice. It could be good.’

She sounds tender and sincere.

‘I think you're nice too, Tammy, very nice. I'll seeyou in
the room at the Churchill Hotel in about an hour.’

‘Give me an hour and ' alf cosI'll haveto get acab.’

‘Any problems ring me on the mobile, okay? Missing you
aready,’ | say.

‘See you there, Mister Smith. Churchill Hotel, Portman
Square. I'll beas quick as| can cos |’ m feeling really naughty.
Listen, here’ s something to be going on with.’

The rustling sound again. Then she's blowing kisses and
laughing down the phone, then she's gone for the time being.
I’m walking back home with athrobbing hard-on. She' sreally
fuckin horny, Tammy, but really fuckin bright aswell, you can
tell after aminute. ‘ This could be good,” she said and | agree.
Sometimes you get awoman who' s horny but dozy or stuck-up
but she' shorny and wide awake at the sametime. | could be out
of this game earlier than expected if Cody getsme aresult. I'd
be looking to go on a nice long holiday and maybe Tammy
would wanna tag along. Maybe I’ m jumping the gun here but
it could be a bit special.

I walk back to my gaff. | wonder if that’s my shooter lying
on the bed, my property, looking al criminal-lifestyle acces-
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sory on the bed linen. | slip it under the mattress. | put the coke
and some poppers in my suit inside pocket, check 1I've got
plenty of cash, go downstairs and get a cab. When | get to the
hotel | get adouble room on the third floor as Mister Smith and
leave strict ingtructions that when someone arrives for me
they’ reto buzz up straight away. | pay in advancefor two nights
and tip the porter acockle, in spite of the fact that | don’'t have
any luggage. As soon as he' sgone | chop out another couple of
lines of charlie cos | can feel mysdf flagging. The flake needs
to be ground cos it's nearly crystal. | snort aline and immedi-
ately half my face goes numb. The room’s perfect for this
midday rendezvous. The bed's huge and so is the bathroom,
with amassive bath and a shower cubicle. Me and Tammy can
maybe have a little tub later. I'm itchy and sweating al the
alcohol out of my system but feeling nicely charged. | need
another shower to freshen up so | get undressed and jump in,
leaving my clothes hung up in the wardrobe.

The pressure on the shower’'s strong and as the water’'s
hitting me I’ m remembering Tammy, how shelooked so hot on
Saturday night in her skimpy little outfit, how | wanted to have
her stripped and willing in front of me, how, in alittle while,
she could be jumping in the shower with me. I’'m wondering
what she' [l be wearing, how long after shutting the door it’ll be
before we' re naked and rolling on that big old bed out there, if
she'll redlly just throw a coat on, jump in a cab, come through
the door and just let it Slowly drop to the floor, flick off her
shoes and away we go. My old bill’s up and pointing at me
again now. It's almost too tender or sensitive to touch. Maybe
sexy Tam will have sexy underwear, black or red or deep, deep
purple, and I'll have to go oh so gentle, patience, lover-boy,
ped it off, dowly with care, with me teeth, to get to the prize.

Fuck the fuckin lot of them. This' |l be our Cosa Nostra, me
and you, Tammy, and fuck the world. Me and you in our own
littleworld, our little room, for aslong aswewant, aslong asit
takes for me to calm down and relax, to get a bitta perspective
back. | feel so horny | fed likel’ve had an ecstasy. Thisiswhat
you dream about when you’ re young and wondering what your
dick’sfor, waiting for avery horny, very game, very beautiful
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woman in aluxurious, three-hundred-quid-a-night hotel room,
aloada coke if you want it and the spending power to whistle
up anything — champagne, lobster — anything, in fact, that your
imagination can think of. | was dreaming the dream on Satur-
day night and here we are on Thursday midday, getting
acquainted. Sometimes the anticipation is better than the real
thing but |1 somehow don't think this is gonna be one of those
occasions. | don’'t think my old bill’s capable of getting any
bigger or any more upright. The blood' s pumping, I’'m pump-
ing, | feel one hundred per cent alive. | can hear her voicein my
ear, ‘Saveit for me', and that’s what I’m gonnado. I’m gonna
let her walk through the door and I'll be naked and proud,
side-on so the midday light through the window silhouettesthis
magnificent hard-on perfectly. Tammy should be here any
minute by my calculations.

| turn off the water, step out of the cubicle, reach for the
towd. I’'ve got water inmy eyes. Asl wipeit away | realise, for
asplit second beforeit getshectic, | ain’t inthe bathroom alone.
| jump backwards, shocked. | wanna shout but no sound'll
comeout. Two big geezersinidentical blue poly-cotton boiler-
suits, baseball caps and chunky black-rimmed glasses are there
as well. One goes low, grabs my hands behind my back and
pulls them together with a heavy plagtic cable-tie, the other
goes high, for my head. He grabs my jaw and sticks heavy
tape over my mouth then snatches a black bin-liner outta his
belt, wraps it swiftly round my head and tapes it around my
neck. These twins, this very efficient double-act, have either
rehearsed this very well or they’ve doneit a few times before.
My heart’s going into overdrive, like I’ve had a big hit of
amyl-nitrate. The two guys pick me up and place me on the
floor of the bathroom, gently, like they were shifting a precious
antique grandfather clock. Someone pinches my nose through
the plastic and then tears a hole so | can breathe. He does the
same with my ear. Maybe | shouldn’t have told those German
lads to fuck off.

‘Listen, troop. Can you hear me?Nod your head twiceif you
can hear me.’
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The geezer pronounces every syllable precisely in a dight
Geordie accent. | nod twice.

‘Do not resist and you will not be harmed.’

It' s happened too quick to put up afight but in astrange way
| feel reassured by their professiond attitude, his English ac-
cent, like I'm somehow safe. I'm aert enough to know that if
this was the Germans or even the Yahoos, I'd be getting a
seriouskicking now. My head would be getting bounced off the
bathroom walls, floors and maybe even the ceiling. I'm aso
wide awake enough to know that if these two operators were
gonnatop me, I’ d be deceased, despatched, taken out, dotted,
gonski. They could be taking me somewhere to kill me but
somehow | doubt it. | can hear the phonein the room next door
start to ring. That’s gonna be Tammy downstairs. She's pulled
out all the stops and got here early.

‘Someone wants a word with you across town, troop. Be
calm and no harm will cometo you.’

They pick me up and put me down a couple of feet away on
something softer but itchier than the cool bathroom floor. | canfed
it againgt my body and | guess it's a carpet of some kind. The
phone stops ringing. Suddenly | start getting rolled over and over.

‘Watch yourself on that,” says ‘Troop’, laughing. ‘That’ll
have someone' s eye out.’

Troop's mate laughs too. | wonder what they're talking
about. The phone in the room starts to ring again, like they’ve
told Tammy on reception the room ain't answering and she's
asked them to try again. I’ m being stuffed into along box. | can
feel the sides and bottom. | hear atop being put on. The sounds
of them going about their work are muted. I’m moved upright
but I’'m being manoeuvred backwardsin small steps. Now I'm
tipped backwards and being wheeled along. If | could talk I'd
ask for abitta Chrigtian charity and beg my kidnappers to stop
and explain to Tammy that | was being taken against my will,
it wasn't just dlackness on my behalf. | wouldn't believe it if
someone used the old abduction excuse with me. ‘Listen,
Tammy, | was kidnapped!!” ‘By fuckin aliens? Y eah, fuckin
right, mate.’
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Making New Friends All the Time

| once had a punter who used to take ounces at atime and get
truly wasted. One afternoon he got so outtait he plugged up the
gear and couldn’t find it again. What did this genius do? Who
did he ask for help in his emergency? He rang the old hill to
come and help him look. He got eighteen months. Why' s this
occurred to me now? Maybe it's about having someone come
and rescue me. | ain't eaten since six last night, so my body’s
weak and | can hear my own stomach rumbling and churning.
My mouth’ sdry like I’ ve been chewing sand. I’ ve crash-landed
off the bittawhistle | had earlier, hit the side of amountain. I'm
the ventriloquist’s dummy. It's dark in the box but maybe if
they take me outta the box, | won't like it, think it's nice and
cosy in my dark box.

I’ ve been in here an hour when suddenly | hear thetop being
taken off the box. | feel someone cutting the tape around my
neck, removing the black plastic, the cool of the air on my face
again. Through my squinting eyes there’'s Mister Troop with
thetip of hisfinger placed on the middle of hisslightly smiling
lips, the boiler suit, cap and heavy-rimmed glasses gone. He's
in a shirt and tie and black-leather jacket. ‘Roll to your left,
troop,” he says.

| do as he says. He cuts the plastic cable-tie.

‘Get out of there and put those on, troop.” He points at a
plastic bag from a sportswear shop, same one as Kinky used to
shop at. We're in a portakabin. | can hear building work,
drilling and generators. The floor is covered with a very fine
layer of dust. | get out the wooden packing case and walk
across, naked, to see what nice Mister Troop’s brought me.
Two geezers are standing in the doorway talking into their
lapels so they' re either deluded nutcases or bodyguards. | think
they may have spent time in the military. And not the TA,
either. The bag contains a black and gold Adidas tracksuit and
Nike black-on-black old-school trainersin my size.
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‘Do you require anything for your immediate physical com-
fort, troop? asks Troop.

It must be murder being this geezer’s wife. Shall we have
some sexual intercourse, Misses Troop? What do you think,
dear?

‘I could use a piss and some water.’

‘Through there, and I’ [| get you some water.” He points at a
door in the corner. | go in and use the chemical toilet. When |
come out he' sthere to greet me with atwo-litre bottle of water
like he's pulled it outta a hat like a bunny rabbit.

‘Can| ask aquestion? | say, brave cosI’'m dive.

‘Ligten, troop, curiosity killed the cat. Boredom killed the
tarantula but curiosity killed the cat.’

This is obvioudy bodyguards humour cos they al laugh.
One guy’s distracted by a message on his ear-piece. ‘That's a
roger roger, over and out,” he saysinto hislapel. ‘The bossis
ready down below,’ he saysto Troop.

He gives me ayellow hard-hat. Troop’s on point. We walk
out the room fast, along scaffolding boards, through corridors
of old brickwork. We pass guys who look like civil engineers.
Troop leads us, half trotting, till we come to a hoist-lift. Troop
tells the geezer working it to go to the bottom. It creaks and
squeaks. I'm wondering if it's safe to have these big guys and
me on board but they ain’t worried. At the bottom of the shaft
the hoist inches to a stop and the door goes up and out we get
and Troop again leads us but now we' re moving across duck-
boards laid over broken clay. Suddenly he leads us out into a
huge excavation, about the size of afootball pitch, open to the
sky but floodlit as well. We're about seven floors down.
There' s heavy plant, digging machines, bulldozers with orange
lights, but it's strangely quiet, deserted like everyone's gone
home. Troop leads me up some stairs on the side of two
portakabins that are one on top of the other, into an officelined
with plans and blueprints.

One man is stood facing guys in ydlow hard-hats, stedl-
capped boots, cords and workshirts, engineering types. He has
his arms folded across his chest but is holding a dimple on his
chin, pensive like. He's got piercing blue eyes, a hedthy-
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looking tan, silver-grey hair that’s well groomed. The bespoke
lightweight wool suit he's wearing must cost two-and-a-half
gee from Savile Row. He' s listening intently, digesting every
word, nodding. He gets a French snout outta a packet and lights
it, in spite of the ‘Strictly No Smoking’' signs. This guy’s
wearing chocolate-brown, hand-made, tasselled and fringed,
suede pigskin loafers from Jermyn Street. He ignores us when
we come in. Nobody interrupts.

| know this geezer. Or, more accurately, | know of him.
Sometimesthelast piece of thejigsaw will slot gently into place
but on this occasion the wholejigsaw’ sfallen outtathe sky and
landed on my head. This gent’snameis Edward Ryder. | never
realised that hewasfrom round our way but what | haveworked
out isthat he's the mover and shaker, blood brother of Jimmy
Price, the geezer I'm helping out by finding his daughter Char-
lie. She hasadifferent surname so | didn’t connect the two and
| didn’t recognise him without his dinner jacket and black bow
tie. This geezer and his beautiful twenty-years-younger wife
haunt the pages of those glossy magazines you buy at super-
market check-outs. Eddy and the wife will be in there,
smudged-up at the charity dinner or the polo match, hobnob-
bing with the roya family and al those aristocrat Mafiosi, ‘Mr
and Mrs Edward Ryder, charity benefactor, businessman and
multi-national entrepreneur’ under the photo. Up-close and
personal he could be the figurehead of his own runaway-
success religious cult. He' s gotta be fifty-five but looks good.

‘Two weeks! They want another two weeks? He shakeshis
head. ‘ Fucking hell, give some people an inch ... Now, | need
to have alittle chat with this chap here,’ he says, nodding in my
direction. ‘Comewith me,” Eddy says, walking past me briskly
and down thestairs. | follow him down and catch him up. Troop
follows about ten feet behind. The clay has been turned over so
it'srugged but dry.

‘If it's about me finding your daughter, | just -

He stops abruptly, gives me a glare with the beadies, raises
a hand to silence me, then carries on waking until we cometo
the edge of asmall gorge about thirty yardslong that’ s been dug
out along one side, ahole inside the main hole. | look over the
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edge and see that there's a small encampment of people, an
archaeological dig, brushing away soil with dry paintbrushes
and bagging it up. Thewholesiteis criss-crossed with string in
agrid system. Trenches have been dug and tarpaulins hung over
certain areas. Students work in huddles, digging with tiny
trowels and sieving the dirt. They go about it with enthusiasm.
We're standing above the hole on a viewing area they’'ve
installed, made of scaffolding and duckboards. Eddy stops,
looks down and shakes his head gently again.

‘Here.’ He beckons me over. ‘ Can you see that?

He points at the side of the excavation. It's layered with
different shades of clay, earth and mud, like abottle of sand my
aunt brought back from the Isle of Wight.

‘Look at the layers of soil,” he says, ‘the different colours
and shades. Y ou know what that is, don’t you, it’s history. See
that man down there— There' sageezer in ashort-deeve shirt,
welliesand tweed deerstalker hat ‘—He could actudly point out
all the different periods of time, from the Romans, the Vikings,
medieva times and right up to the time when they put up the
building we knocked down.’

‘Where arewe? | ask.

‘Course, you don't know, do you. The City of London, about
fifty yards from the Thames. The Romans built a harbour here.
In those timesthiswas an inlet right on theriver.’

Hisvoiceisquiet and clipped like he' shad el ocution lessons
somewhere along the line. Rover Rummages Round Rough
Rambles. He sounds like aswell doing an impression of achap
from the lower order but, make no mistake, this guy, Eddy
Ryder, could hold his own anywhere, from the boozer on the
manor to the charity ball. The man in the deerstalker spots us
and waves up. Eddy gives him asaute and abig smile.

‘“Wanker,” he saysto himsdf. ‘ Total wanker.’

He hasthe délivery of adroll northern comic.

“See him, son. Complete authority onlifein medieval times.
Ask him anything about it and he can talk for hours; ask him
the ingredients of an omelette and he's baffled. The Corpora
tion of London asked me to give this mob some time. | said |
would, of course, becauseif | don’t they comeback with acourt
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order. A site of historical value, they cdl it. Fifty-three grand a
day, it'scosting me and my partners, so | can't afford to get too
Buddhist about it. | want them gone so | can throw up my office
block, twenty-seven storeys. Beautiful, it's going to be.’

‘“When thislot get finished? | say.

‘If they ever do. They just told the Corporation that they
need another two weeks.’

“You couldn’t just say you need to move on?

‘And look like avandal, atotd philistine? | just have to be
gracious, pretend like I'm really interested in what they dig up
and come and show me, bits of old piss-pot and sheep bone. |
had the Lord Mayor of London here the other day, standing
exactly where you' re standing now, chain of office and every-
thing. We had our picture taken for the papers. I'm smiling, but
in reality | want to aim him down the hole, stuck-up little cunt.
And now they want another two weeks ... Do you know who |
am, son? asks Eddy Ryder, turning to me.

‘Y ou're Jimmy Price's mate Eddy Ryder.’

‘Hetold you that? He laughs gently.

‘Yeah.” But something saysthat ain't the way he seesit.

‘He dso told you to find my daughter Charlotte? Why?

‘Mister Ryder, I’ vejust realised I’ ve been mugged by Mister
Price.’

‘But why? Y ou haven't answered my question.’

| tell him what Jimmy Price told me on Saturday at Pepi’s
Barn. No point trying to be too cute.

‘See Mister Troop over there.” He pointswith his eyebrows.
‘He could find anyone in ten minutes.’

So you don’t want her found.’

‘Not by you, son. | know where she is day and night if |
want. Y ou' ve been had over by Mister Price. | think weall have
a some point, it's part of growing up. Maybe | owe you an
apology.’

‘For what?

‘I believe you were manhandled rather harshly earlier by
Mister Troop, but | believe you're a cocaine deder. Some
dedlers have been known to be a bit too free with submachine
guns. Apparently you're alover not afighter.’
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“Why does that geezer call everyone “troop”?

‘Old regiment thing, | believe,” whispers Eddy.

‘What, SAS and that?

He shakes his head but motions me closer with his finger.
‘They think the SAS are abit high-profile. Hislot, | don’t think
they officidly exist, Minister of Defence doesn’t know about
them eveninwartime. Hetalks Russian, Gadlic and Arabic. Oh,
by the way,” says Eddy like something’'s suddenly occurred to
him, ‘your two friends were picked up in Brighton at the same
time as you. They were in adealer’s house up in Seven Diadls
asking lots of questions, pretending to be police officers. Two
men who work for meimpersonated policeofficersand arrested
them. Ironic, realy. Mister Troop wanted to plant heroin in
their hotel room, enough for a charge of intent to supply ...’

Handy with a bitta brown, are ya, Mister Troop? You've
only got to take one look at his eyes to know he's perfectly
capable of entering a premises, giving an aready-gouged-out
semi-conscious smackhead a hot-shot. The Saff London kid
was right al along, someone did sort out Kinky for taking the
bung and still wanting the prize.

‘... but why make enemies, | said.’

‘So why did Jimmy tell me to find your daughter, Mister
Ryder? | ask.

‘Please call me Eddy. | thought you might be some urchin
Jimmy had doing his dirty work but | can see you're atalented
individual.’

I’m gonnahave ‘Beware Flattery’ tattooed on my forehead.
‘Thank you, Eddy. But why?

‘To hold as ransom. Y ou're in trouble but not with me. I'm
gonna mark your card for you. I’'ve known Jmmy Price for
thirty-five years. They don’t give you that for murder. All that
nonsense he told you is true to an extent, we did do a bit of
junior time together but | aways wanted away. Dewey, who
you wouldn’t remember, before your time, areal gentleman, he
used to take me aside and tell me to get out, get far away. He
used to say, “Jimmy’sacrook but you could be acriminal.”’

‘What did he mean by that?

‘Dewey used to talk inriddles after afew drinks,” he laughs.
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‘| dwaystook it to mean get out before Jimmy and that whole
scene drags you down. | keep Jimmy where | can keep an eye
on him. | learnt that off Dewey. He was a class act, shrewd,
charming. Y ou could walk into the pub that Dewey owned back
in the early seventies and there would be senior police officers
and villainsal having alight ale.’

‘ And what was Jimmy doin the whole time?

‘Crawling up Dewey’ sarse. But Jimmy isnot the same man
Dewey was. He tries to emulate him, even down to buying
Dewey’s house when he died. Have you ever been there?

‘I only shift goods for Jimmy. We don’t socialise.’

“You aren’t abad judge. The High Trees, out in Totteridge,
beautiful houseit wastill Jimmy got hishandson it and started
decorating like it was a whorehouse, like some two-bob gang-
ster Gracelands. |’ ve been there and he' s just made a mess.’

‘l don’t wannarush ya, but why am | in trouble?

‘I'm telling you. | believe you to be a sensible young man.
I’m building an office block on this site when this circus clears
out. The main investors are Russians.’

‘Mafia?

‘Fucking hell, son. Where are your manners? You, likealot
of people, jump to the conclusion that just because these gen-
tlemen are Russian they must be an organised crime
organisation. A lot of thisoutfit werein the KGB, they’reclass,
but alot of peoplewill tell you that the KGB and the Mafiaare
one and the same. As far as I’m concerned their money is as
good as anyone's.’

Courseit s, after it's been spun afew times by one Edward
Ryder. I'll take that as an affirmative on the Mafioski connec-
tion. ‘I’m sorry about that. Don’'t know what come over me.’

‘These Russians are Muscovites, sophisticated, really, but
Russia, the old Soviet Russia, is a huge place. A lot of their
countrymen don’t move with the samedignity. The Muscovites
bring with them alot of remoras.’

‘Isthat another republic?

‘No, no. A remora is an opportunist fish that swims with
sharks. Here — He points to the back of his neck ‘— the shark
can't get at them or get rid of them. These remoraslive in the
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dlip-stream and benefit from the shark’ s protection but they are
in reality scavengers, on the look-out for tit-bits of carcasses.
The shark becomes used to them.’

Eddy refersto his partners as sharks.

*So who did the Muscovites bring?

‘Chechens. And they really aretrouble. There sno love lost
between the two camps either.’

‘I think I’ ve heard of them.’

Y ou may have done. Chechnyaisasmall but very danger-
ous province, an outpost, realy. They wanted independence
from Moscow so they fought a guerrilla war. The Russian
Army, what was the mighty Red Army, went in, got a beating,
so they put the place back into the Stone Age but they took alot
of casudtiesthemselves.’

‘So they're heavy?

‘Very heavy, like you wouldn’t want to know how heavy.
They’ d break the ice on afrozen lake, throw some poor bastard
in and stand around drinking vodka, smoking and laughing
whilst he freezes to death. Ruthless, callous with it, but cun-
ning, that’ s their mentality. The other outfitsin Russiadl steer
clear of them because they know what they’re like. Chechnya
islike Russid s Sicily only ten timesworse!’

‘And they fired into you?

‘Well, they tried, but in this world there’s no such thing as
easy money. They enticeand if oneistoo greedy, or not strong,
they snare you. At first it's easy money but soon there's no
walking away, not without ...’ Eddy draws his finger across
his neck. ‘The Muscovites explained to me that these people
were without honour, could not be trusted, but if | wanted to do
business with the Chechens | could, but they would cease to
bring their business to me. | don't like an ultimatum but you
can’'t haveit al ways, can you?

‘So they went away? | ask.

‘Oh no. Noway,’” says Edward. ‘ They found someone else.’

‘“Who? Where?

‘Well, | throw a garden party every year, quite adate in the
socia caendar, though | say it myself. | dways invite immy
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becauseif | don't there' safuss and a so, to my shame, some of
my friends are amused by his antics.’

‘I can imagine Jimmy and his pretensions goin down well
among the blue-bloods.’

‘But I’'ve come unstuck with my little attempt to provide
cabaret for my chums. There salessonto belearnt here. Dewey
alwaystold meto learn from my mistakes.’

‘Like how unstuck?

* Jimmy made the acquaintance of theremorafish, threevery
charming gentlemen from Grozny, the capital of ...’

‘Chechnya? | ask.

‘Right.’

‘Problems? | ask, knowing the answer.

‘Not many,” says Eddy, rolling his eyes.
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Get the Atlas Out

*Jmmy couldn’t even find Chechnya on the map. Gene the
Hammerhead knew the score and told him to avoid them. I'll
never know why Gene didn’t just put one in Jmmy’s nut the
day after Dewey’'s funeral and start running things himself.
Nobody would have said fuck al, not the Clarks or the Archers
or anyone come to that. You know what happens to these
backyard Don-types, don't you? They start to think they’'re
what' s called omnipotent, all powerful, God-like, and maybein
their own little world they are.’

I’m nodding in agreement but I’ m al so thinking that it would
have kinda suited Eddy if the Chechens and Jimmy had got
loved-up. It would take the dairy, the attention, away from him
and the Moscow firm. It would have dlowed him plenty of
elbow room to shove the bag-washed dollars, marks and
pounds down his big old hole.

‘Jimmy’s telling me that I've gone soft, been around the
good gentlefalk too long, but I’ m telling him that these fuckers
don’'t giveafuck if you are abig Charlie-new-potatoes gangster
in London, these guys have taken on Hitler and Stalin. Where
are those two |oony-tunes now?

‘Hewouldn’'t haveit.’

‘Arrogance. | know best. You can't tell immy anything.
They used it againg him. He thinks he's having them over.
They’re playing it dumb and for someone who's so very fuck-
ing clever Jimmy can aso be incredibly stupid. They grafted
him like a Yank tourist gets grafted on Oxford Street with a
three-card trick, because nobody messes with the good ol’ US
of A.

‘How?

‘It'sas old as civilisation. They have goods over here.’ He
raises his right hand. ‘And a buyer over here.’ He raises the
other. ‘This one will not under any circumstances release the
goodsuntil he'spaidinfull, infull, mind. They have ninety per
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cent of the sum but now the buyer’s getting cold on the dedl,
but he, distrustful soul that he is, will not under any circum-
stances front them any money so they’ re abit stuck. They need
a bridging loan and are willing to pay top dividend to the
lender.’

‘And Jmmy went for it?

‘These guys are very good.’

‘What was the consignment?

‘Could be heroin, weapons, bomb-grade uranium, they’'re
all abundant in that part of the world. | don’t know, but it isn’t
important anyway.’

*So he pulled up his cash and mexxed up with these dudes?

‘I didn’t know because they were telling him “Don’t tell
Mister Edward,” so hedoesn’t. Insomeways|’ mglad hedidn’t
and in other ways | wish he had because | could have put the
kibosh onit.’

‘How much we talking here, Mister Ryder?

‘Have aguess, son.’

‘Million?

‘Up ahit.’

‘“Two?

‘Stick your neck out, have a decent fucking punt.’

‘Five?

‘Doubleit.’

‘Fuck. Ten fuckin million!’

‘Then add three.’

‘Thirteen million pound!’

‘Yes,’ says Eddy, dry asyou like.

‘Fuckin "ell. Let me get this straight. Jimmy’s been rumped
for thirteen million quid by aloada East European grafters.’

‘Hedidn't just hand over thirteen mill in readies after meet-
ing these chaps the once. He didn't get a bit tiddly on the
Pimms, cop for adrop of sunstroke and decideto pop down the
bank and withdraw thirteen mill. These guysworked at thislike
a long-term project. They brought in a guy to say he was the
seller, then guys to say they were the buyers, flying them in
from al over the world. Then one day they tell Jmmy that
they’ve had a break and thanks, but they don’t need hisinvest-
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ment after all and see you later, Mister Price. Jimmy’s appar-
ently gonefucking mad, “We' ve got afuckin deal, you Russian
cunts, and now you're trying to row me out,” so he argues his
way back in. But then one of the guyswho’ smeant to be getting
the money together their end is either arrested or killed or both.
That' sthe tde they’retelling Jmmy.’

‘And he believed dl this?

‘These Chechens are convincing. In your business you have
to trust some people some of thetime.’

‘Not for thirteen million, | wouldn’t.’

‘In Jmmy’s defence, this was all worked over an eighteen-
month period and we, me and you, have the smug benefit of
retrospective knowledge.’

‘That’strue’

‘It gtarts off, he's in for a mill and a haf, five per cent
dividend on the end profit, but they’ replayingit so he’ sincreas-
ing his holding al the time. They're pretending that there's
disunity intheir camp and Jimmy’ s getting palsy with each side
and shit-stirring, al very human, al very James Price. They
worked it so James thought he'd brought off a coup de gréace
and wasin charge. “What we do now, Mister Jimmy?"’

‘“Where the fuck did he get that sorta money?

‘That’s about the lifetime' s earnings for aman in Jimmy’s
position and he does have afew other strings to his bow, cash
crops, which I’ll cometo later. Think about it, he’ sacanny boy
with theshillings, isJimmy. He' seased up over theyears, gives
thewallet an airing every now and again, but years ago he was
very tight. If you sat him down and bought him a cup of teain
the café and he had even a suspicion that it could be cheaper
somewhere el se, Inverness perhaps, he wouldn’t enjoy that cup
of tea, even if you bought it for him.’

‘But thirteen million. I’d be gutted.’

‘I don’t think he’ sbeing a Buddhist monk about it. Thiswas
done on abig scale. This was going to be Jmmy’s World Cup
Final. How much did you think he had tucked away?

‘I never gaveit alot of thought to be honest.’

‘Surely you must have abit of dough tucked away. L ucrative
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business, the drugs game. | wouldn’t mind abit of that. I'll wait
till it'salmost nice and legal .’

“How did it come on top with Jimmy and the Chechens?

‘They just shipped out one day leaving Jmmy red-faced.
Then he startsto lose the plot, thinks |’ ve engineered the whole
thing. His pride is hurt, can't believe that anyone would turn
him over, thinks he's been betrayed, but you can only be
betrayed by someone genuinely close to you and these people
were only pretending, but he can’t handle that, it'stoo real. He
can twist thingsin his head, | know Jmmy, he startsto believe
his own bullshit. After shuffling the pack he's decided that |
introduced him to this gang of cut-throats to get them away
from me. Some people can’t accept that we al get had-over
from timeto time.’

‘Ransom? Y ou said ransom earlier on.’

‘So | did. In his desperation he wanted me to negotiate with
the gents from Moscow the return of his funds but they ssimply
gave me a matron-size dollop of the old “Wetold you so, how
he' sonly got himself to blame” and the old sideways ook. See,
Jmmy doesn’t understand geography. He thinks all these Rus-
sian guys came over on the same coach trip. He doesn’t
understand that there' s about the same distance from London to
Moscow as there is from Moscow to Grozny. Jimmy can’'t be
told that. He even accused me of orchestrating the whole
swindle.’

‘But you didn’'t, did you? And up from out of nowhere, |
wink.

‘I likeyou, son. Y ou have agood auraabout you as my wife
would say, but you also have avery reckless side that could get
you in trouble on life'sjourney.’

‘I'm very sorry 'bout that, Mister Ryder, it was disrespect-
ful.’

‘Fucking right it was,’ he says, getting a snout outta his
packet and lighting it.

I’ve got thisriddled out now. ‘ Jimmy thought he’ d use your
own daughter as a hostage against you? | say.

He nods.

‘Bittovacunt’strick.’
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He carries on nodding but says nothing.

‘So I’ ve been duped by Mister Price!’

‘I think thisisthe least of your problems,’ he says.

So he knows about the pills and the Germans.

‘So Charlie's okay? | don’t have to worry about her?

He steps forward. ‘Don’'t fucking worry about my fucking
daughter, you understand, you little cunt.” He gives me the
pointy finger in the chest, glaring eyes, genuinely angry,
twitching, but then something else kicks in. He takes a deep
breath and shuts his eyes for a split second like he's doing
something he's been tutored into doing at times of emotiond
overload. I'm taken aback by this sudden flash of anger. ‘I'm
sorry about that,” he says. ‘ Thank you for your concern but my
daughter isin excdlent physical and mental health.’

That sounds like an official version. ‘I'm glad to hear it,’ |
say with aforced smile.

“Y ou should worry about yourself,” says Eddy.

‘How did you know that Jimmy had told me to find your
daughter?

‘You left some photographs of Charlotte on the table at
Pepi’sBarn.’

‘For about five seconds.’

‘That’s as long as it takes. Angelo, the Maitre d', spotted
them and rang me, or rather rang Troop. I’ ve dined with Char-
lotte there on many occasions and he recognised her from the
glimpse you alowed him.’

*So you were keepin an eye on Jimmy?

‘| always keep an eye on Jmmy’s lily-white arse. They
detest immy with a passion out at Pepi’s. It was abad day’s
work, the day | took him down there, because now he' s got the
place block-booked.’

‘I got the impression that he' stheir favourite customer.’

He thinks that’ s funny.

‘Well, it's not in their nature to tell people to fuck off, and
maybe because | introduced him they give him asgueeze. They
delight in getting him into trouble.’

‘| can’t see Gene goin along with kidnapping people, espe-
cidly young girls, civilians.’
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‘I"'m sure he wasn't delighted, but Gene’ satad too loyal for
his own good. Loyalty can be a curse as well as a blessing. |
think Jimmy wanted you out and about, blundering around,
getting caught trying to find Charlotte.’

‘To show he meant business?

‘Possibly. God only knows what goes on with some people.
Now, you tell me something. What's these pills Jmmy was
talking about on the phone this morning?

So someone was listening in earlier. | shake my head and
give him ablank look but he tuts.

‘I think I’ve been very understanding to you, young man,
someone who was conspiring to snatch my only daughter and
hold her to ransom.’

| go to protest my ignorance but he puts his finger over his
lips to quieten me before he goes on.

‘Okay, you came here in a wooden box, got kidnapped
yourself, but have | been unreasonable? No. | don't think |
have. | could have Mister Troop over there inject you up with
truth drugs and all sorts of chatty serums. You'd be telling us
things you didn’t know you knew. I’ve seen it beforeand it's
ugly. Some people find it funny.” He nods over at you-know-
who. ‘I personadly find it rather distasteful watching people
becomeinfantile.’

| have ady glance over my shoulder at Mister Troop, who's
pretending to be miles away, looking up, studying cloud forma-
tions, but | know he'd find it hilarious. He'd look upon it as
reward for being agood boy all day.

‘Okay, thesepills..."’

| tell him the story of the pills.

‘So those were the Germans you were telling to go fuck
themselves this morning?

‘I hope | didn't offend Mister Troop with my language on
the phone this morning, Mister Ryder.’

‘It's a bit bold of you to be telling a far-right politically
motivated gangster to fuck off. How many of these tablets are
wetalking about here, son?

‘ About two million, give or take afew thousand.’

‘Fucking hell, that’s alot of pills’
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‘I think the whole country could have avery good weekend
with that lot. Apparently, and thisis not my area of expertise,
they're very fuckin good.’

‘And do you have abuyer in mind?

‘Possibly. | think they’re keepin us roastin so we take any
pricethey give us.’

‘Roasting?

‘Waiting, sitting on our hands, in suspense.’

* And how much would this parcel fetch on the open market?

‘That quantity, about one-fifty each. They're very good
guality as well so they may go to two quid a pop. Why, you
interested?

It was meant as ajoke but Eddy doesn’t laugh.

‘I think you' rein too much trouble for meto be dealing with
you. | could do something with those. | know people. You've
got me thinking.’

‘Trouble? | thought we'd straightened all that out, Mister
Ryder. | was duped, played for a mug by Jmmy. Learn from
your mistakes, you said, and that's what I’'m gonna do. I'm
gonnago and talk to my accountant and see how | can bob and
weave to get outta town. | ain’t gonna be havin anything more
to do with Jimmy fuckin Price.’

‘I think you're wrong. | think your fates are forever inter-
linked. Getting away isn't always that easy.’

| bet Eddy fuckin Ryder’s got the trippy-hippie, make-be-
lieve eastern-mystic wife parked up a home. All this talk of
auras, Buddhist monksand fateisadead give-away. | reckon if
he takes her from behind the feng shui’ s got to beright.

‘You still haven't got it, have you, son. Me, these Germans
or the Bushwhackers, areredlly theleast of your problemsright
now.’

‘You'velost me’

‘Maybe | better let Jmmy explain.’

‘Fuck! You've got immy coming here?’

‘Have | fuck. Be patient, son. You're in shit but ... * He
shrugs, flicks his fag butt towards the deerstalker but narrowly
misses. The archaeologist carries on brushing and scraping,
oblivious. * ... Come upgtairs, son. It'sprobably easer that way.’
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Shit in Your Eyes

Eddy’s motor islike one of those carsthat, asakid, we used to
seethelagging-boat local mayor roll by in. Shiny, black, tall at
the back and bulbous al over. In the back it’s like someone’s
put a Chesterfield sofa in and built the coachwork around it.
Theblack |leather isas soft assilk. Separating usfrom thedriver
is apanel of polished walnut with small doors intricately built
intoit. The grain of thewood isuninterrupted acrossthese, like
the door fronts and main panel were cut from the same huge
piece of wood. When Eddy’ s finished brushing small specks of
dry clay off his suede loafers, he pushes a button on a control
panel on his side of the seat and a glass window shuts, giving
us complete privacy.

“Youwant adrink? he asks.

‘ Some water would be nice.’

He pushes a panel in the walnut and the door jumps back.
Inside there' s a drinks cabinet. He looks inside and comes out
with two bottles of soda water.

‘This okay?

‘Any water, Mister Ryder. I'm dyin of fuckin thirst. | had a
bit of anight last night.’

He hands me one, keeps one himself, shuts the drinks cabi-
net and opens another panel. Inside this one there's a music
system that, because of its deekness, all silver and matt-black,
is completely at odds with the old-school motor. Maybe he
wants some sounds on while we have our chat but he goes
inside hisimmacul ate suit and brings out a cassette tape. Maybe
he's got aband. Eddy opens the tapedeck and puts in his tape,
picks up the remote control and sitsback. Thetapeishissy even
on this pukka system. | hear Jimmy Price' svoice.

‘Is that 'kin all, Albie, seven fuckin grand? Fuckin '€l,
hardly worth the fuckin bother.’

‘Well, if you don't fuckin want it, pal, I'll fuckin keep it;’
saysavoicel don't know.
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‘| didn't say that, did I. | just said it's fuckin meagre, that's
all, seven gee’

“You'd fuckin moan if it was seventy grand, Jim. | fuckin
know you, you old cunt, remember that.” He startsto laugh and
| can hear Jimmy laughing too.

‘I'mjustsayin, ain’tl, itain’tlikeyearsago with your fuckin
lot, you've all gone squeaky on me.’

‘Tell me about it. I" ve gotta box so fuckin clever with those
cunts from CIB3 sniffin around, listenin on the dog, firing
people into yer al wired up, some dozy cunts ain’t as discreet
asyou, Jmbo.’

Jmmy’ stalking to abent cozzer, fair play Jmmy. CIB3 are
the old bill’s internal Gestapo, out to catch wrong’ uns, CID
gatherswith big houses, multiplebank accountsand the holiday
homesin Spain. Eddy stops the tape.

‘Beforeyou ask, the other gentleman is Albie Carter. He'sa
DS in the Regiona Crime Squad, a plodder, bit of a dimwit,
lacks a bit of flair.’

‘And Jimmy’ s got him bent,’ | say. | catch on fast.

Eddy raises hiseyebrows, starts the tape again and |ooks out
the car window across the river to the south bank.

‘But iswhat you're doin that fuckin bad, Albie? Y ou bring
in some very good stuff, they always get their fuckin money’s
worth, don’'t they? says Jmmy.

I’ m getting confused.

‘But | ain't meant to be gettin awhack out, am 1?

Y ou do okay, Albie.’

‘And so do you, Jm. You'd be gone years ago if it weren't
for me.’

‘I know that, but don't start gettin all squeaky on yourself,
leave that to the spotty herbertsin your Squad.’

‘I'monly saying, Jim—'

‘Look, don’t be afuckin cry-baby on menow, Albie. You're
up for retirement soon anyway, done your fuckin twenty.’
Jmmy’s half shouting now.

‘Okay, okay, Jim, but you wanna tear the arse outta every-
thing and there's only so much in those informer funds, they
ain't made of money.’
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That fuckin word ‘informer’ makes my blood run cold.
Jmmy’s at it. He' s gone the other way, the cunt.

‘So take more stuff straight into the banks, they'll always
weigh-on to know when someone's fiddling in Aunt Maud's
drawers.’

Eddy stops the tape.

‘That means, apparently, the financial institutions will pay
handsomely to be informed if outfits are committing organised
fiscal fraud,” he says. ‘Y ou getting the hang of it now, son?

He starts the tape again but my head’ sgone. immy Priceis
the mystery informant that everyone who's any kinda player
knows has been working for the last few years in London.
Everyone knew it was someone big-time cos the kinda full SP
the law were fronting people with could only have come from
someone near the top of the Premier League. They’ve been
getting a result too often, ‘acting on information received’. If
Jmmy’sbeen at it, then me, Morty, Terry and Mister Clark are
guilty by association cos Jmmy would be putting the bubblein
and expecting a squeeze from the Other People in return. This
isthe cash crop Eddy wastalking about. immy bringsinforma-
tion to this fuckin Albie and he feeds into the various squads,
working through other gathers who are half bent and coming
away with reward money, readies, outta the grasses’ fund to
pay a string of fictiona informants. If Jimmy gets anything
choice about people working long-haul frauds, like what
Billy Bogus does, he gets his fuckin gofer, Albig, to take it
straight to the finance house concerned. Their security teams,
mostly ex-old bill, are always pragmatic, don’'t wanna under-
mine security with the public, take a powder, sort it out
themselves or maybe sometimes they put together a snare
operation where the guys walk in to collect but find they’'re
nicked big-timeinstead. Theold hill, not being stupid like some
doughnuts think, always protect their source so they can do the
same bitta work again. By the time I’m paying attention again
Jimmy’ s talking about how a top white South London family,
the Tylers, are bringing in shooters from Jamaica.

‘He means people to shoot people, not firearms,’” Eddy
interrupts.
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‘I don't think anyone gives a fuck if spooks shoot spooks,
Jm,” says Albie. They both laugh.

‘I couldn’t give afuck about dead johnniedarkies,” saysJim.

‘Jimmy, what about the O’ Maras? They want anythin at all?
Danny especially, any sniff at al?

‘Danny don't like me, tells people I'm sneaky.’

‘Not abad judge, ishe.’

‘Fuckin behave, Albert.’

‘Cam down, Jim, it was just ajoke. What about Gene?

‘They fuckin love Gene, those O’ Maras, but | can't just send
him over there on the earwig, can 1?7

‘Does he suspect anything, Jim?

‘Gene?’ Bout what?

‘Fuck’s sake. About you being ... you know ...’

‘Working it both ways? Listen, Gene can answer every
fuckin question on those quiz shows on thetelly, but he’ s a bit
tick around people and that. He's my trusty gundog, is Gene.
Y ou know what | say, don't yer?

‘No, James, enlighten me.’

‘Why have a dog and bark yourself, ay, Albie, why have a
dog and call him “Fuck Off”?

| can hear Jimmy laughing himself sick and slapping his
thigh, probably slapping Albie as well. | bet his eyes were
watering.

‘Where did you get the tape, Eddy, one of Troop's extra
curricular activities? | ask.

‘Oh no. Albie Carter recorded it for me. Why have adog and
bark yourself?

‘“Why'd he do that?

‘Money,” says Eddy in his speaking-to-a-child voice.

‘I heard a little whisper that ... * And Jimmy’s off telling
Albie the whereabouts of aguy who had to go on the trot over
avery serious robbery, the kind that don’t happen much these
days. I'm so fuckin glad I’m getting out.

‘Listen, Eddy, someone like Troop could've put this tape
together, that's what them sorta outfits spend their day off
doing, he could very fuckin easi —

‘Beyour fuckin age, son. That's called denial. How old are
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you? Twenty-nine and you don’'t want to believe that your
sugar daddy’ s been afucking supergrassfor years, after hearing
the man denounce himsdlf on tape.’

Y eah, but they splice different bits togeth —

Shoooosh, son.” He leans forward and playfully slaps me
on the side of the knee. ‘Don’t you want to hear what he's got
to say about you?

‘I got aniceonewho’s plucked and ready for the pot,” Jim’s
saying.

‘Who’sthat then, Jim?

‘I ain't tellin you now, yer fuckin doughnut. I don’t wanna
reward on thisone, | just want him out the way.’

‘Why? asksAlbie.

‘Y ou'reanosy fucker, ain't you, Albie’

‘It'smy job, Jim. | am apoliceman, adetectiveto boot. Why
do you want him out the way?

‘Got afew bob, ain't he, tucked away, but I'll fuckin find it,
once | get my hands on the paperwork.’

‘So who isthis geezer, immy? Would | know him?

‘Doubt it. Flash little prick but very low-profile. Thinkshe's
retiring, the silly cunt. He's gonna do a coupla errands for me
then he' syours. | want him away for twelve.’

‘If he's got over akilo of Class A on board, brown rather
than white, he's guaranteed double figures.’

‘I'll guarantee he has on the day, even if | gotta put it there
myself.’

| can feel my skin burning with heat but | can’t breathe. |
wannacry, to be honest. | want my mum to come and take me
home. | don’t wanna play no more.

‘It sounds personal, Jm. Ain’t never been personal before.’

“Shut yer fuckin mouth.’

| can hear Jimmy spitting bits of cigar out.

‘Okay, Jm, fuck’ s sake,” saysAlbie.

‘There' s something about this geezer that getsmeat it. He's
fuckin smug.’

* And you reckon you can get your hands on his goodies?

‘I fuckin know | can. It was me told him to go and see this
dodgy accountant years ago and spread his readies about in
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moody names. The book-keep ain't gonna cause no fuss. He'll
poop his pantswhen | go and talk to him. A snide name can be
just about anyone,” says Jimmy Price.

‘I'll put that down inthe*“forthcoming events’ column, shall
|? says Albie and they both start to laugh.

Eddy stops the tape.

‘Therest of it isjust some pretty sordid sexual stuff, Albie
pumping Jimmy again about the O’ Maras, they seem desperate
to lock them up, and Jimmy getting the hump with him about
it,” says Eddy.

‘| don’t believeit,” I’m saying to myself with my head in my
hands.

‘Believe what you want to believe, son, that’s what every-
body else doesin thislife.’

‘I mean | believeit but | don't believeit.’

‘That’ syou on thetape he' stalking about, theflash cunt who
thinks he' s going into retirement.’

I can only nod my head.

‘I think immy’ sgot adifferent kind of retirement planned than
you, different retirement home, too, Parkhurst, 19e of Wight.’

To be honest if | wasn't starving hungry and had a full
stomach I’ d be throwing up down the side of Eddy’ s motor or
straight into the Thames.

Y ou serioudly had no ideathat Jmmy was at it?

| shake my head.

‘ See, years ago Dewey would be obligated to put up names
to stay in business. He indulged in a bit of habeas corpus,
produce the body, aswell. Truth be told, Dewey watched alot
of guys who were overdue but sippery go away for stretches
on his say-s0. If people didn't play ball, Dewey got the police
doing his dirty work for him. When he marked your card with
the law, you were gone.’

‘So old Dewey was agrass aswell?

‘Listen, son, while we're about it there’s no fucking Santa
Claus either. How the fuck do you think these guys stay in
business? They buy a licence to work. Dewey accepted the
inevitable and would useit to cull out al thetoe-ragsand blokes
who would only be getting caught anyway. He fed them to the
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law. He used it to amost regulate the lawless, but Jmmy’s
psychological raison d ére is different. Jimmy saw it as an
earner, away of getting his retaliation in first. You heard it
yourself on the tape, Jimmy’s a spiteful, horrible, nasty man.
My wife says he' s a sociopath, incapable of feelings of attach-
ment or seeing human beings as anything other than
commaodities to be used.’

| feel very, very naive al of asudden. | don't fed angry, |
feel ashamed. One time in school, | was seven, dreaming,
contentedly picking my nose. The teacher pointed this out and
the whole class turned to look. | was caught, bang to rights,
finger up hooter, but too paralysed with shame and fear to move
it. The whole class jeered and laughed and thanked God it
wasn't them.

‘I would have thought a smart boy like you would have
worked this out on hisown,” says Eddy.

‘Can | have that tape?

‘I’ve aready done you acopy.’

‘“When was this recorded?

‘Sunday night, live at the Café Roya .’

Rich tastes. Some poor fucker’'s paying their bill with his
liberty. He hands me the tape.

‘And before | forget, here's your hotel-room key. Mister
Troop locked up for you.’

He hands me the key.

‘Anyway, must fly. Got to get home, have the wash and
brush-up. Going to the operatonight. Do you like opera, son?

‘Dunno. Theclosest | ever got was Freddie Mercury.’ | ain’t
really in the mood to chat about opera.

‘Damnation of Faust tonight, about three-and-a-half hours
toolong. Man sellshis soul to thedevil but it endsin tears, these
arrangements usually do. | might even see your German fascist
friendsthere.’

‘“Why?

‘Oh no, of course not, what am | like, I'm only getting my
Wagners mixed up with my Berliozs. Now, do you need some
cab fare or can | drop you somewhere?

‘I think you' ve already dropped me on my head.’

239



The Smple Life

One time, a guy who was a friend of a friend sent us out two
VOs, visiting orders, for us to come up and see him while he
wasdoing afive stretch —for what, | can’t remember. It'srealy
bad manners or poor protocol not to go and see someone if
they’ve gone to the trouble of sending you out the VO. |
couldn’t even try and dlip outta it. My pal, | know for a fact,
would've thought | wasaright cunt if | even tried, costhe VO
could have gone to someonewho would’ ve used it. Wewent up
to see the guy, brought him up ajoey of bits and pieces.

This guy who's inside, Calin, isin good form considering
his circumstances, quite chipper, and he's telling us he's
cracked it in here, mate. He' srenting out a hard-core porn book
by the night in exchange for Mars Bars and bits of puff. | was
making about two grand aweek clear at thetime, had just come
back from a week in Barbados and was having a scene, a
singalong, with twin sisters, so | couldn’t see what all the fuss
was about. Soon, I'm thinking, that book’s gonna fal apart
through wear and tear, it's gonna get too sticky to rent out or
someone' s gonna decide not to give it back and you either got
to say something or you look likeacompletejoe, acunt, infront
of everyone and then people redly start taking libs and you
can't decide to give these guys awide or move to ancther part
of town.

That's the idea of prison. It snaps your spirit quick or it
grindsit down sowly until you start to think ‘ Thisisabittaall
right' cosyou’ ve got aMarsBar and abittapuff the size of your
thumbnail. Very Buddhist, I'm sure Mrs Edward Ryder would
agree, but theflip side of that is someonegiving you aperceived
snide look while you empty your piss-pot one morning ison a
par with having your house repossessed or burnt to the ground
ontheout. It'sall about fuckin with your perception. It curtails
your horizons cos you may not seethe horizon from the day you
gointill the day you comeout. Y ou'relucky if you seethe sky
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for an hour aday. This Colin saysto me and my matethat he's
looking forward to getting a move to a softer nick.

‘When' s that then, Col?

‘’Bout two years.’

Great, ain't it.

Morty, for al his fuck 'em attitude, spends every waking
moment dodging the very thought of being weighed off big-
time. He likes to tell stories about being in the boob and how
they had such a giggle but he ain't in any hurry to get back.
Morty will tell yer about how he was glad to be banged up with
a bitta puff and a good history book at eight o'clock on a
Saturday night and Mort’ savery intelligent man who' shad his
perception fucked with big-time. Some guys, when they’ re out,
spend al their time reminiscing about being in and, no doubt,
when they're in, al they go on about is being on the out.
Mobbed-up guys getting put down for shifting powders watch
straight-goers coming in after them for murder, kicking some-
one to death in a pub brawl or strangling the wife, and getting
their parole beforethem. How fucked up isthat, geezers getting
lifed-off doing lessbird?| asked thisguy who' d doneamassive
lump if he ever thought of escaping, making one. ‘Everyone
fuckin does,’ he says, ‘for thefirst five years.’

The Prison Service have thought about it too and you can
end up sitting in a cosy cell in some purpose-built, brand-new
nick, about a quarter of amile from the outside fence and with
about ten other electric fences in between. No open nicks for
you either, son, kilos of Class A chemicals means years on
Category A wings.

Getting a five, and with a drop of jam-roll getting out in
three, isasmuch as | can get my head round but the thought of
getting atwelve chillsmy blood onahot summer’ sday. Twelve
years ago | was seventeen and life was good, very good. If |
think about all the good stuff that’ s happened since, dl my hard
work getting my money-pot together, and think it's al going
down the drain, | shit myself. We're taking a decade of
Tammy-and-the-like deprivation here but being stuck with the
kinda sweet, sweet memories, rolling round and round the
canister, that could drive a geezer permanently insane. One
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million in various enterprises, spread around, plugged up tight
but Jimmy could, if he got the right bits of paper and the right
little team round him, divert it in his direction. He's given it
plenty of thought, | suspect, after getting his financia arse
kicked round the yard by the Chechens. Life for murder or
twelve to be going on with, yer shuffles yer pack and yer picks
yer card.

I’m trying to get from east to west in a taxi down Oxford
Street but one side the road's been dug up so the traffic’'s
moving at a snail’s pace. I'm distracted from my problems by
two guys racing down the street. Sometimes the cabb’ s overtak-
ing them and sometimes the two guys are overtaking the cab.
It's not arunning race or anything like that. They’ re paraffins,
tramps, and they’re both dead psychotic and the idea of this
gameisto rummagein each and every singlelitter bin along the
road. How long is Oxford Street? Two-and-a-half miles? And
what you gonna find? The carelessly discarded tiara? The
lobster dinner for two? No. What you're gonna find is a shit-
load of half-eaten fast food that was dog shit in the first place
plus a loada yesterday’s papers along with all the debris of
everyday living. Between each bin they break into a half-trot
haf-Olympic walk like they’re desperately trying to disguise
the fact that they're racing to their opponent, like it ain’t
happening.

The cab pulls awvay and | leave the two tramps behind. It
occurs to me that some people, like those two back there, have
got asimple life. Don't get me wrong, I’m not saying they’ve
got an easy life, but nothing’s complicated. No traitorous over-
lords, no shape-shifting money launderers, no cut-
you-to-pieces German posses, ho bent cozzers or straight
cozzers come to that, no bushwhacking here-we-go tourists to
blow over the house of cards. You know who you can trust —
nobody — and zero’'s a nice round number. Nobody’ s driving
you mad, cos you got no plans, no ambitions, no responsibili-
ties, no nothing, sweet fuck al, in fact, and the only thing to get
excited about, to have a care about, to fight about, is the daily
beat up and down Oxford Street, in and out the binsto see what
new rubbish there istoday.
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Back in my room at the Churchill a five-fifteen, no mes-
sages or any signs of disturbance, | order the omelette | was
gonna have at haf-ten this morning. | pour a brandy from the
mini-bar and drink it on my empty stomach in one big hit. It's
like akarate chop on the back of the neck. | lay back on the bed,
no TV, no light. | can hear the early evening rush-hour traffic
down below. | need agood rethink.

Long time ago | was driving through lanes, not unlike the
part of the world Pepi’s Barn’s in, Public Enemy’s ‘ Rebel
Without a Pause’ pumping outta the stereo, with apa of mine
whose folks were top villains. We were going out to this
Hawaiian disco affair in this country club. | had a couple of
ounces, ballsed-up, to deliver and collect waiting readies on.
The place was gonna be smashed alive with fit, scantily clad,
gamey Richards. Life was good.

‘Can | give you abitta advice, brov? saysmy pal, lighting
asens spliff.

‘Go ahead, brov, | say.

| got the feeling that it's gonna be the kinda advice that's
been handed down from his old lag grandfather to hisfather to
him, he had that kinda pedigree. He gave it the pointy finger
and pronounced every word like it was scripture.

‘Bejust as careful about what you allow other peopleto tell
you as you would about what you tell other people. Yeah?
Understand?

‘Yeah. | get yer.

‘And, obvioudly, | know thisdon't apply to you, it ain’t your
thing,” he laughs, ‘but if you ever have to kill someone, yer
don't tell alivin soul.’
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Friday
You Gotta Go

Y ou can buy latex surgical glovesin ahigh street chemist’s, one
pound seventy-five for ten. Wear two pairs, just in case. You
don’'t want any powder hangin about on your hands. | don’t
know who you' retalkin tointhat fuckin mirror, you soppy vain
cunt, hewon't help yer, you're on yer own. Learn to get angry,
son. Get outtathis poncified bunhouse, the Churchill, get home,
get your tool, beaman. Jmmy’ sgonnatakeyour fuckin liberty.
L eave the mobile there aswell. Necessary evil, mobile phones,
but it's voluntary electronic tagging. No mad ski-masks like
some Seamus off the Falls Road. Get changed, nothing flash.
Cut the deeves offa oner those black jumpers with a carving
knife. Make holes in "em, to see through, stupid. Everyone
thinks you're a bittova lightweight, don’t wanna get your soft
handsdirty, but it'll be our secret. Go home and get the shooter
and the keysto the Rover. It s still parked up in Soho. Keep the
room at the Churchill.

Oxford Street, chocka-block, first stop. Buy some big old
chunky black-rimmed sunglasses that go dark in sunlight.
Learn from a master, Mister Troop. Have aline, if you must.
Put that brandy in the plastic water bottle, have a double when
the time comes. Don'’ t be getting steamboats and sloppy. Keep
thisquiet, don’t know who' sin the snore with the Other People.
You do it on your own and only you will ever know. Buy big
socks, woollen ones, divvy hiking boots, size-and-a-haf too
big, put a pair of socks over them, we don't wanna be leaving
footie prints all over. In Selfridges, buy gloves, two pairs,
driving ones. Don't get paranoid. Nobody’ slooking at you, pal.
Buy ahat, little peaked affair, like old codgers wear, kids wear
"em back to front. Let them put it in abag but walk outside and
put it on. You're looking like someone else aready. Go into
another chemist further along, buy some binliners, will defi-
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nitely comein handy, and your latex gloves, got adirty job on?
Y er not wrong. Do you think these birds on the check-out are
paying you any attention? No barcode, you don’t exist. Admir-
ing yourself in the shop windows, are yer? Think anyone
notices yer?

Get the motor. Drive out to Acton. Know what I’'m looking
for, nice light industrial estate, once heard some wank-stain
estate agent saying the place was full of them. Stop and buy a
street atlas, have alittle drive about. Thislooks good. L oads of
big industrial bins, dumpsters. There's lots of old oil drums
catching rain water from the drainpipes. Nobody’s gonna be
looking in this part of town, seven miles away. There salittle
park, full of black crows shrieking, manure over the rose beds,
that’ s the spot. The charlie does the old appetite right in, get a
nourishment drink, get a couple for the car. Find a hardware
store, wire cutters, heavy tape, hacksaw, dark boilersuit, it'll
come in more than handy. Find a garden centre, buy a soil
shovel for bedding out plants from the glasshouse. Back to the
park, stash it up in some bushes by the roses. Get my bearing
by the skyline and trees. Be able to find that? Sure?

On the North Circular Road, round to Finchley. Off the dual
carriageway and head north to Totteridge, bittova daylight
reconnaissance. Totteridge Village welcomes careful drivers.
Very nice part of town, avillage on the outskirtsof thecity. The
houses and cottages al higgledy-piggledy, tucked away off the
road, down narrow lanes, cross open fields. Where's High
Trees? Don’'t wanna be asking Postman Pat so he can have a
day out up the Bailey. Could never find someone' s house out
here. You could very easily be arecluse out here. That's why
people live out here, yer soppy cunt. That's why Dewey lived
out here, now Jmmy fuckinsupergrassingcunt Price. Eddy
gave yer the massive clue, didn’t he. ‘He wrecked that High
Trees.” Maybe you're doing Eddy’s dirty laundry so he can
crack on, do his Russian bagwash. He weaved it in his act very
nicely. If | wasn’t cutewith acapital kay, wouldn't have spotted
it.

High Trees, fuck me, of course, look for some high trees,
you fuckin doughnut. There, five in a row about five hundred
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yards away. Where' s that map, along that lane and fuckin hell,
thisisit, High Treesright in front of me. No Jag out front. Have
a little nose-up. Go around the back, park up, have a creep
about. Back fence, old rusty barbed wire, could use replacing,
Jmmy Boy, job for the weekend, cutters, clip, over. Brittle
twigs underfoot. House hundred feet away. Burglar alarm, no
surprise there. Dog bowls on the patio, big dog bowls, no
surprise there either, two very big dog bowls, large red sink
bow! for drinking water. French windows, steps down to mani-
cured lawns, clipped flower beds, going into rambling, wild,
wooded area. Plenty of cover but noisy shingle paths. Tall firs
around the side of the lawn with the bottom branches lapping
onto the grass. Kids could make camps under there. Heart's
beating up atempo, adidgy little rumbanumba.

House looks empty. The dogs have started to bark. They're
the key, son. He' s either gottawak "em or turn the alarms off,
send them out for a quick shit. You on it? You understand?
Come back in the night. Go and check your tools.

Drive back towards town. Park up, pay and display off
Hampstead High Street. Walk on Hampstead Heath. Find a
secluded spot, latex gloves on, am at tree. Trigger. Dooff.
Shooter’s working all right, tree splinters, leaves a hole as big
as yer fist. Thisfucker’s got a naughty kick to it, best use both
hands, sweetheart, as the bishop said to the rent boy. Time to
kill. Getting didgy now. More traffic on the roads. Kill more
time. | want empty roads on the way out. More coke, nip of
Andy Pandy, my mouth is aways dry nowadays, frothy spit.
Drive for an hour, then bang! time'sright. I'm impatient all of
a sudden. Back to Totteridge, everything quiet, misty cosit’'s
high up. Tot-ter-RIDGE, it's high up, you dummy, course it
fuckinis. Couple of peoplewalking dogs. Jag out front. Park up
off-road, in a narrow lane by a barred gate. Reverse in, might
bein ahurry on the way back. Slip round the back of the Price
residence. Pullover sleeve over head, boilersuit on, buttoned
right up, latex gloves, two pairs, driving gloves over the top,
small brandy bottle in one pocket, water bottle in other, divvy
hiking boots on, socks over the top, clownish. Sit and wait this
side of the fence. Wait an hour. Dew on deck. Quarter to ten.
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Hear thedogs, big dogs? Rottweilers, barking out in the garden.
Over fence, into the undergrowth. Itch al over, canfeel my own
heartbeat, hear my own heartbeat getting faster and faster,
louder and louder. | need the dogs over here, in the dark,
two-onto-one on thelawn, no chance, they’ d rip me apart. Ain't
no kamikaze mission. I'm going back dive.

Eyes adjust to the dark. | can seelightsflooding up the side
of the house. | wanna sit still and move at the same time. Can
only breathein thetop of my lungs. | try and take adeep breath,
sounds deafening. It stays stuck in my throat. | wanna cough.
On tiptoe | see Jimmy watering the lawn and flower beds with
a green hose. Two dogs, huge fuckers, big target. HE's in a
white towelling dressing gown. | come down, stumble, crack a
large twig. Fuck! Dogs start barking, running in my direction,
bandits at twelve o’ clock. Final briefing: Y ou may only get one
shot a each. Make it count. You're doing this for the next
twelveyearsof liberty. Don’t fuck about. They’ vegot the scent.
They’re charging into the trees. | make myself as small, still as
poss. Both hands, remember, both fuckin hands. Rocky One
comes gall oping through the bushes, snarling, slobbering, fast.
Onetime, I'm upright. Both hands. Finger on trigger. He sees
me, he stops, split second, tries to change direction from his
skid, aims to lunge. | aim. Nice doggie, big doggie, trigger,
dooff, no side of head, doggie. Fuckin’ell. Cartridge case goes
up, into the undergrowth. Someone’ s tossed a two-pence coin.
Rocky Two' s tailed his mate in. Two seconds behind. Keep it
together. Therest of your life, remember, the next halfasecond,
don't fuck it up. Aim. Give him two, one for luck. Trigger,
dooff, trigger, dooff. Thisis a fuckin tool. These fuckin dum-
dums are the bomb. The first shot hits Rocky Two in the
fuselage blowing a big hole. The second hits him in mid-air.
The side of hishead bursts open. Dead meat when helands near
my feet. Hear the bullet, and the skull disintegrates on impact.
The silence has got me even more dert. | thought | was aert
before. There's aways another level. Got a film of sweat all
over me, a puddle in the base of my back. This exact time last
week | was counting the six-and-a-half geel’ d got from Jeremy
the Swell. | can hear Jimmy calling out to the dogs, whistling.
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| move out through the wood to my left, but edging in towards
the house, closer to James. | can see Jimmy holding the hose
absent-mindedly, preoccupied, worried about the hounds. | can
hear anxiety in hisvoice, niceto hear. The mist from the spray
is making arainbow in the floodlight beam. Ain't so fuckin big
without your fuckin dogs, are yer, cunt? Y ou was gonna send
me away for atwelve. In cold blood, you cunt. Nick my loot
while | fuckin stewed in pissy nicks, the length and breadth of
England cos you, yer arrogant cunt, got rumped by cunts from
acountry you can't pronounce. Keep it together, son. He could
have had a whisper, have a little handgun tucked in the robe.
Don't be even thinking about walking up to him, shooting him
in the face, starting chase scenes, no dapstick! Keep the shit
together, son. You're doing well. Y ou've done the hard part,
doing the dogs. Use a bittov stealth, lovely word that, stedlth,
who said that? Can't remember, couldn’t be important. Keep
edging over, one-man pincer movement style, closer al the
time. The noise from that hose is well handy. Quick, crawl
under the overhang of the tallest, widest fir tree. Now | can see
you, JJmmy Boy, out in the light, but you can't seeme, I'm all
cosy in the dark, Jimbo. Shame your pa Albie ain't popped
round for adrink and a chin-wag. We couldadone him aswell.
Can’'t gart doing cozzers, son, it ain't on. Oh, ain't it now. If
Jimmy had give him my name on Sunday, on that tape, he'd be
going as well, no danger. Slow down. Fuckin 'dl, you're
getting a taste for this, ain’'t yer. Jimmy’s still shouting to the
dogs. Thesoil under my tree’ slikefinedark powder, never seen
water, brown like smack, ‘Brown rather than white’, judges
don't like scag. Could you do atwelve? Do it standing on me
head. How come he can’t hear my heart, my breathing, is he
fuckin Mutt 'n’ Jeff, the old grass? Wonder how he got to hear
so much if he's deaf. Let him go into the wood a bit. Go and
have afuckin look for your dogs, you selfish bastard. They died
trying to defend you, fuckin ingrate. Biting the inside of my
bottom lip. If | don’t stop I'm gonna draw blood. Rolling my
fingers, open and shut, clammy fist in the latex. Creep closer.
Now closer dtill. | can see Jimmy’s maroon-leather bedroom
dippers, hismilky whitelegs. He' s studying the garden and the
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woods, frowning. He's concerned, the dogs have just disap-
peared, into thin air. | move behind the trunk of the tree but the
evergreen overhang gives me protection. |I've got you ready-
eyed, Mister Jim. You're in my sights. The hose is making a
puddle on the lawn. He s standing like he’ s gonnafight off any
invaders with it. He' s edging into my tree but with his back to
me, scanning into the darkness. Cometo me, Daddyo. The hiss
of the hose islike the hiss on the tape. Slow motion now. This
is a gift, somebody up there likes me. Don't fuck it up. You
wanna say anything to him? Fuckin 'ell. JUST SHOOT THE
CUNT!! Let's get outta here, for fuck’s sake. You sure you
ain't got nuffin to say? Don't fuckin wind me up, just do it.
Revenge or sentiment has no place in murder. | can feel my
heartbeat at the bottom of my front bottom teeth. I’'m Ninja
You're losing it big-time, you mean. Upright, and creep the
three long paces across the dusty space beneath the branches.
One, steady myself, Two, there’ sno air in my lungs, Three, but
I'm totaly alive. Jimmy’s oblivious, surveying the wrong ho-
rizon, the wrong tree-line. His back’s to me now, | could kick
hisarse. Thetiny branches must be tickling his calfs. Do it, for
fuck’s sake. I'm so close | can smell the cigar smoke on his
gown. He's just come out the bath, smell the sickly swest
aftershave, on a promise? | can hear him breathing deeply.
Fuck’ s sake, he' sthere! Do it! Thisfeds powerful. You're on,
son. | raise my tool, stroke his earlobe, tender, like a lover.
Tickles for amicro-second. He turns with a shriek.

‘What the fu-!’

Trigger. Dooff. Trigger. Dooff. Top of immy’shead disap-
pears. His body fdlsin an untidy pile. Give him another one!
He's fuckin dead aready. What, you paying for the fuckin
bullets or something? Give him one more. Trigger. Dooff. No
neck. Jimmy’s head's got al expansive dl of a sudden. Very
good. Shame he ain’t around to hear that one, would' ve liked
that, all expansive. Jmmy’s brain, looking like frog-spawn
across the lawn, in the low branches of the fir. I'm covered in
splashes of hisblood, didn’t plan on that. | should' ve shot him
from adistance. Yawouldn't listen to fuckin reason. Had to be
fuckin clever. Had to let him know he was going. Who'sin the
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fuckin house I wonder? Wife and fat-dlag daughters? Shall we
do them as well? Have you gone fuckin mad? fuckin ' ell. First
you shit yoursdf about doing it at al, now you wanna start
daughtering non-combatants, in cold blood. Thisain't afuckin
arcade game, son. Breathing through me nostrils, rushing, trem-
bling with adrenaline, it ain't fuckin pretty. Hose' sdancing like
a epileptic green snake over the lawn. Let’s go. Make it quick.
Through the garden, fly over the fence, nothing left to chance,
nothing left behind ’ cept shell casings, nuffin we can do ' bout
that. Jog back to mator. Nobody about, open back door, deep
breathing, a car goes by up the lane, duck, didn’'t see me,
binliners on back seat already opened out, ready to receive. I'm
scared. | wasn't back there. 1've just fuckin killed a human
being. Big dedl. I'm trembling so | can’t get the boots untied.
Composure. Think about the consequences if you get caught.
Y ou do sixteen years, that's five thousand, eight hundred and
forty days, heavy bird, and that’s if you behave and get remis-
sion. Focusesthemind, don'tit. Boots off, inthe binliner, damp
boilersuit off, same, mask with blood and brain on, off, careful!
Watch the fuckin fabric on those back seats. Any forensic could
get yer well nicked. Don’t panic, now. Driving gloves off, latex
gloves same, in the sack. Shooter in the door panel, case we get
a pull. Sacks, double-bagged then triple-bagged, in the boot.
The murder squad’ll be al over this patch of ground at day-
break, it'll have atent over it, so check you ain't left nothing
behind. Drag any footprints you left around with the Sandard,
like the Indian tracker in the cowboy films. DC, double-check.
Okay? Okay. Let's go, chunky clear-glass spectacles on, old
tosser’shat on, casel get caught in someone’ sfull beam, let the
motor freee-whed down the dight hill, listen for other cars,
nothing, hit the ignition. ‘Beware! This is a neighbourhood
watch area.” Seeyalater, Totteridge. Head towardstheroutein
red marker pen on the street atlas, all the narrow lanes, quiet
roads. No ready-eye, CCTV, to control traffic flow. Need to put
some distancein. Pick up the North Circular a Finchley again.
Don’t wanna go down the main road. ‘A job is not finished till
theclearing upisdone,’ said the signinthe hardware shop. ‘No
conspicuous fires either,” said Gene. Bob and weave for an
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hour. Glasses and silly hat off. Round to Acton. Park up motor.
Put on black nylon Prada jacket, latex gloves. Bring new best
friend over park fence, fina wipe down with rag, find spade
first time, dig hole, three foot deep by one foot wide, hard
fuckin work, sweating, huffing and puffing, crows shrieking,
won't fit, dismantle gun, does now, bury, start to back-fill, pat
down, cover with earth, check footprints, none, latex glovesoff,
in bin, keep Britain tidy.

In car. Back over to industria estate and bittaluck. Dustcart
doing a night round with a big hoist on the back to empty
industrial-sized bins. Touch. Thesedustmen ain’t got timeto be
pulling bags apart. Drive ahead of it, round the corner. Quick.
Bags outta boot, into the dumpster. Quick, drive around block
and park up. They don’t even fuckin notice you with your big
silly glasses. These guys are on a bonus, on Lou Reed as well,
driven to get the round done and get away. Sit, snort a big
fuckin line, watch as the bright red industrid bin is raised,
tilted, itscargo of rubbish comestumbling out into the grinding
mangle of the dustcart never to be seen again. Bye bye boiler-
suit, boots, specks of Jimmy’s blood and brain on the sleeve of
a nearly-new Gucci sweater. They’ll be buried for ever in a
land-fill site somewhere out onthe Thamesestuary. Wipedown
and drop the cutters and unused hacksaw in water-filled oil
drum without getting outta the car. Home for afew hours. Park
up Rover on aydlow line. I'm gonna be gone before eight in
the morning. Strip naked. All the clothes | went to Totteridge
and Acton in, off, ripped in two with kitchen knife, in another
black sack, left by the street door. In the shower and scrub and
scrub. Scrubtill yared, son, under nailsand in yer ears, cosyou
never know. Never know what? | don’t fuckin know, do I, son,
for fuck’s sake. Get dressed in tracksuit, trot this bag down to
the bins outside for safe-keeping till the morning. Sling the
fuckin coke and all, it's starting to weird you out. One last big
line, okay?I’m not sure | like you on cocaine, you can turn on
a sixpence, as your old man says. What was that word Eddy
Ryder used? Omnipotent, God-like. Calls on the answerphone?
Three. Social. Nothing to do with business. Good. Sit and
watch the programmes you taped last night, attention to detail,
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drink coffee, come down a bit, keep ya shit together, son,
almost there. Don’'t wanna be asking anyone for alibis cos if
they crumble the spell’ s broken, away you go, you're gonski.
Hurry up, clock, for fuck’s sake, hurry. | wanna get going,
wanna get done. Getting ready to leave, phonerings. Clarkie's
voice on the answerphone. Clock says seven-fifteen.

‘Y ou there, brov? you awake?

| pick up, pretending to be half deeping.

‘Fuckin "el, what time's it? Shit. Fuckin "el, it's seven
o’clock.’

‘Listen,” he says.

‘What? | say.

‘The Legend got the worst.’

‘What!? | say.

‘Yesh. Last night,’ he says.

‘The worst or the very worst? | ask.

Nicked or killed, like | don’t know already.

‘The very, very worst. Could be the overseas or outta-town
crew.’

‘Really? Shit,” | say, glad the blame’ stravelling in the other
direction.

‘The Mister saysyou' reto go offside for awhiletill himand
Chief Scout can work out what’ s what, okay?

Morty says I’'m to disappear for a bit while he and Gene,
Geronimo to meand Clarkie, try and work out what’ sgoing on.

‘I'll catchyalater, | say.

Dialling tone. He's gonski. Hope anyone listening in was
convinced. Offside suits me fine. He don’t sound exactly grief-
stricken, does Clarkie. Wonder if he's a sociopath? Anyway,
things to do. Gotta get Mister Clark’s rental motor back, drop
the keysin the handy little box provided. Onecanrentitin one
placeand drop it off in another, if onedesires. They smply tota
it off on the credit card, very civilised. No point worrying
Clarkie about where the car's been, what it's been up to,
worrying the poor boy half to death. Out the door, pick up the
black sack from the bins, back up to King's Cross. Glasses and
hat on. African geezers doing the car-cleaning look like they
couldn’t give afuck what yer been up to. | used to have anavy
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boilersuit just likethat. Why you telling mefor? After I’ vegone
through the serious buffing machine they drive out with high-
pressure hoses every last bit of Totteridge dirt and dust from
every nook and cranny, even underneath. They wipe down
every surface, inside and out, and leave enough finger printsto
confuse the issue. It paysto go deluxe every time.

I gofor alittle stroll with the bin bag, dropitin another large
bin outside a council block. I come back and tip the guysthree
quid and drive over to the drop-off point. Park up, put the last
pair of latex gloves on. Wrap some heavy-duty tape around my
hand, play patter-cake, patter-cake, baker’s man, dabbing my
hand over the front seats to make sure, DC there’ s no incrimi-
nating, guilt-ridden little fibres knocking about. | wipe down
the steering whedl, plastic surfaces and door handles. Shut the
door with a paper hanky, Howard Hughes style. It looks like it
just come off the production line. If the murder squad did get a
plate number from some busy cunt out in Totteridge the motor
wouldn’t come back to me. Clarkie would certainly be aibied-
up cos he’' snever a home. They’ d need forensic to get aguilty.
| drop the keys off in the drop-off box and walk. | can start to
relax.

Back at the Churchill | pay for another night. Now listen,
thisisvery important, you hear? If you get nicked, stick to your
story, son, everything's gonna be al right, okay? Y ou’ re get-
ting weird, son. | don’t know why you think you gotta be sat
talking to mirrors all the time. Y ou' ve done well. Why don’t
yer have adrink, avaly and go to sleep. Nobody knowsyou're
here. Stop it, it’sspooky. Y ou' re starting to scare me, laughing
like afuckin lunatic, drinkin toaststo geezersyou shot dead | ast
night.

‘Raise your glasses. Alas, poor Jmmy, we knew him too
wdl.
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Saturday, PM
Savoy for Drinkipoos?

Y ears ago you could wake up in a gaff like this, the Churchill,
fuck the chambermaid, stick it on thebill. These daysyou gotta
suffer with a Continental breakfast or make your own arrange-
ments. | fed like shit. I've been taking care of business but |
ain't been taking care of me. | crashed out about ten this
morning. It was hazy. My watch says it's three-fifteen now. |
could kip for another ten hours but then I’d be living on Los
Angeles time, wide a fuckin wake at three in the morning.
That' s guaranteed to weird yer out and look a bit suspect. The
plan of action now is to see if anything's happening with the
pills. If nobody wants to punt, and punt quick, I’m gonna sort
out my affairs and scarpa on an extended holiday. North Viet-
nam could be the place to lay low, take a breather, or Curagao,
off the coast of Venezuela, short hop from Amsterdam via
Caracas.

The law are gonna be adl over Jimmy’s affairs like a nasty
rash, any known associates can expect apull. When they realise
it' sbeen Jimmy who' s been feeding them juicy titbitson al the
top London firms, north and south of the pipe, for the last
couple of decades, they’ll increase the list of suspects to about
two hundred. It muddiesup the cesspool very nicely. Who' sgot
amotive? Who ain't fuckin got one is abetter question. | hope
Albie Carter, Jekyll cozzer, knows better than to tell his col-
leagues that he did the tape and sold it to Edward Ryder. My
hunch is Albi€' s got enough self-preservation instincts to keep
that bitta severely incriminating data to himself.

| give the room awipe down before | leave, it's becoming
second nature to me, pay my room-service bill and head for
home to see what' s occurring. The mobile | use for work says
I’ve got fourteen missed cdls. | get a pen and make a list.
Billy’s rung up irate, | don’t fuckin blame him, after getting
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released without charge from the nick in Brighton, wants to
talk, sounds like he wants arow. Later he rings up, says don't
be avoiding me. Finaly he rings, concern in his voice that |
might be dead somewhere. Gen€'s rung the once to say ‘Ring
me as soon as possible’. That's a long message for Gene.
Clarkie' sleft four messages, one saying that there's method in
my madness, him and Terry have got a bittova result with the
binoculars. That could be interesting. Morty wants me to give
him a shout as soon as. These are al from yesterday, Friday,
before Jimmy died. Everyone' s keeping a low one today. Last
but no means least, Mister Edward Ryder’ s rung. His message
is more than interesting.

‘Hello, son. | enjoyed our chat the other day. That two
million you were looking for finance on, | think | may be able
to help. Listen, it's Saturday, midday, give me aring on this
number.” He leaves a number, | writeit down. ‘Oh, and have a
little punt on Jolly Smuggler in thetwo-thirty at Kempton Park.
It's priced at forty-to-one but don't let that deter you. Ring me
when you get this message.’

Nothing about his old pal Jimbo and he'd fuckin know, all
right. I’ ve missed therace and getting abet on. | turn onthetelly
to get the result but | kinda know aready that Eddy’s horse
pissed it. Forty-to-one usudly means they’re just showing a
young gee-gee what a racecourse looks at. Here it is, Jolly
Smuggler, won by seven lengths, but they’re holding a stew-
ard’'sinquiry. | ring the mobile number Eddy’ s | ft.

‘Hello. Thisis Ryder,” he saysin his best swell’ svoice.

‘Good afternoon, Mister Ryder. I'm returning your call.’

‘“Well done, son. Can you meet mein the Thames Foyer Bar
at the Savoy in about an hour?

‘| guess so0. Sooner if youwish,” | say.

‘Good. That'swhat | like to hear. Half an hour, then. Smart
dress essential, but | don’t need to tell you that.’

‘Half an hour. See you then.’

He' s a smug bastard, is Eddy, but he may be the answer to
my prayers. | need a quick pit-stop, a change of clothes and a
splash about in asink full of cold water to liven me up. | walk
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downstairs, get a cab and nonchalantly tell the driver, ‘The
Savoy, please’

The bar isquiet as | arrive but Eddy is plotted up at atable
by thewindow, facing the door so he can watch al the comings
and goings. Old habitsdie hard, | guess. During theweek at this
time, six-thirty, this bar would be heaving but on the weekend
it'slow. We shake hands, | sit down, the waiter comes over. |
order avodka and tonic. Eddy says, ‘Makeit alarge one,” with
awink to the waiter.

‘How are you son? he asks.

‘I am in the best of hedth, Mister Ryder. Thank you for
asking.’

Y ou okay, son?

‘Yes. | am very well today. How are you today, Mister
Ryder?

‘I'm okay,” he says.

‘How was Thursday’s performance of The Damnation of
Faust?

‘Too loud. | heard the overture then got my head down till
theinterval.’

‘I hope your family arein good health.’

‘Fucking hell. What's this, a fucking English-conversation
class? What' s with you, son? What’ s the fucking problem?

‘Well, Mister Ryder, you have been known to record con-
versations for posterity.’

‘Oh, so that’sit. Trying to be aclever bastard, are we? How
do I know you ain’t wired up?

‘lain't, | say.

‘Right, so we are going to have to trust one another, aren’t
we? This is one conversation | definitely would not want
recorded. Those space pills, | want to buy them, how much?

‘Thelot?

‘Of course’

‘The priceistwo and ahalf million sterling but we will take
the equivalent in dollars or gilders. Cash, used, large denomi-
nations.’

‘ Sounds about right,” he says.
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| wish I'd asked for more cos he don’t bat a fuckin eydid,
two and a half mill’s fuck-all to him.

‘Are these going to Moscow? Get the Ivans and lvanas
livened up?

‘No,” he says, shaking his head, ‘ Tokyo.’

‘Japan?

‘That’' swhere Tokyo was last time | looked.’

“You're gonna sell them to the Japanese?

‘I’'m going to give these to the Japanese,” he says, lighting a
fag.

‘Give? What, free in packs of Rice Crispies?

‘No. You're being dightly foolish, now, dlightly English as
wdll, if | may say so. How much would one of those tablets
fetch in the United Kingdom?

| do that thing builders do, intake of breath, and drop therap
| gave JD on Monday night. ‘Well, that all depends on the
quality, availability, seasona fluctuations, police activity ...
blah ... blah ... and then if you factor in the—

‘Fucking hell. Y ou don't half go on, do you. Just answer the
question approximately. How much, to the person who pops it
in their mouth, does it cost?

‘About aching, afiver.’

‘Right, about five pounds. In Tokyo they cost about forty
pounds each.’

‘Very nice, chicken and rice. So you're gonna give them
away instead of charging forty pound a pop. And | thought you
was a businessman, Mister Ryder.’

‘It’s none of your business what | do with them after they
become my property. But, between ourselves, | intend to make
agift of them to some businessmen | wish to do businesswith.’

‘Oh, | get it. Yakuza. Japanese Mdfia.’

‘Have | spoken to you before about your manners? | have,
haven’t 1? Do you think everyone | do business with is some
variety of international gangster?

Yes. ‘No, of course not. Noway. I’'m sorry. | wasjust being
reckless, don’'t know where it comes from, I'm sorry.’

Just because they’ ve got BANDIT tattooed across their fore-
head and half their fingers missing don’t make them Y akuza.

257



“You're forgiven. So when can | have them? he says.

‘As soon as we can make the arrangements, Mister Ryder.
Everyone' s gone off-duty, it’s the weekend.’

| need a couple of days to work out how we're gonnado it
our end.

‘You don't work the weekend? asks moody toff Eddy,
pulling aface like | was a plumber.

‘Well, neither do you. I'm surprised to find you in town at
al, | say.

‘True. No wonder the country’ s going to the dogs.’

‘I still can't see why you don’t sdll them to the Japanese
gents,” | ask, intrigued.

‘Kudos. It's agood-will gesture.’

‘Seems they’ re getting al the good will.’

‘See what | mean about you having an English attitude.’

‘This lot stand to make about eighty million pounds or a
fuckin lot of yen outta your fuckin good-will present.’

‘WEell, so be it. Transpires these ecstasy are the new aphro-
disiac, the new white-rhino horn in smart Japanese society.’

‘Well, they had to find an alternative, what with wiping out
all the whiterhinos.’

‘Manners. | can get them landed and away at Tokyo airport,
no problem.’

Well, lucky you.

‘I'll get it sorted,’ | say, ‘but asyou can understand with the
Jimmy situation things are abit up in the air.’

I’m looking for his reaction.

‘Yes, poor James. The police are talking about a highly
professiona contract killer. It solves your little problem quite
nicely, though, doesn't it?

‘“Well, it does. If you think, Jmmy might have died and |
would never have known he was out to nobble me up and steal
my assets. Without your help he might have died aheroin my
eyes.’

‘It's part of growing up, son. Poor Jimmy.’

Y ou know, in spite of that business with your daughter, he
thought the sun shone outta your arse.’

‘He was a good man, James Price. “Misunderstood”, |
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think’ sthe word best describes James,” he sayslike the vicar at
awrong'un’sfuneral.

‘Hejust lost the plot a bit towardsthe end,’ | say.

‘True, son. That'swhat true desperation can do to aman.’

‘He started to have fantasies about people. Y ou, for instance,
he was very jedous of you.’

‘Me?

‘Oh yes. My dad used to say envy’sworse than cancer, can
eat yaalive. Maybe | shouldn’t speak ill of the dead.’

‘What did he say?

‘He ain’'t even in his grave yet and I’'m slandering him.
You'reright, Mister R, | gottalearn to watch my manners.’

‘I thought you said you never had much to do with him?

‘I’'mtalking about last Saturday. Fuckin’ell. Thisexact time
last week. | just felt like someone walked over me grave.’

‘And thefuckin slag was sayinwhat? he says, the elocution
lessons flying out the window.

‘No, | can't repeat it.’

Eddy grabs my wrist and squeezesit. The barman catchesit,
looks aarmed but turns away quick.

‘Listen, stop fuckin "bout and fess up, okay? he spits.

‘Fess-up? | don’t understand?

‘Tell me, you fuckin cunt,” he sayswith aclipped't’, likea
market trader.

‘Okay,’ | say in ahushed whisper. Heleans closer. ‘He said,
God regt his soul, that he was going to kill your first wife,
Charlie’'s mum, as a favour, but you was scared that he'd
blunder about, fuck it up, you’ d both get nicked for putting the
plot together, it's conspiracy.’

‘He said that?

Y eah. Thistime last week. He said that you had the murder
done instead, to stop him fuckin it up. Now ain't that a fuckin
sick thing to say ' bout anybody, even in his deranged state.’

Mister Ryder’ sgonevery pale, very sudden. He coughs and
signals to the barman for two more.

‘Hetold you this? On your own?

‘He fuckin said it to me, Gene and Mister Mortimer. Gene
wouldn’t have it, said “No fuckin way, Jm.” Jimmy got the
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hump cos it was one of the few times Gene ever stood up to
him.’

‘Genedidn’'t believe it?

‘Noway,’ | say.

‘AndthisMigter ...’

‘Mortimer. Couldn’t give afuck.’

‘And Migter Mortimer’'s the large black fellow, bit of a
tearaway?

‘Funny you should say that, but Morty’ sthe quiet oneinthe
family. His brother's are fuckin ravin lunatics, real head-the-
bdls. He s quite reserved by comparison. It's funny that, ain’t
it? Everything isrelative, don’t you think, Eddy?

“How many brothers does your friend have?

‘Four. Oh fuck, by the way, | forgot to mention, | saw your
horse won.’

‘Yesit did,” he says with a quizzical face on, thinking isit
worth the blood-bath to get rid of me, Mort and Gene, probably
not. ‘ After asteward' sinquiry, said it was a suspected betting
coup, and to adegreeit was.’

‘Really? Well, well. Let me ask you something, Mister
Ryder. | hope you don’t think I’m being about myself but why
does a geezer, with all your shillings, have to get involved in
betting coups?

‘Sport.’

‘But | thought that hobbling horse races would be the oppo-
site of sport.’

‘The sport isin beating the system. | have to make my own
entertainment.’

‘Oh, | know that one al right, making my own entertain-
ment. That's interesting what you say about sport, though,
beating the system, havin'em over.’

But he' sahit preoccupied, is Eddy, thinking about L ondon,
early seventies, disappearing acts, things he's always thought
he' d got clean away with. He' s nibbling his bottom lip.

‘Fuckin'€ell, Eddy, you can see the whole fuckin river from
here’

Teach him to fuckin kidnap me.
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Afters

Walking back along the Strand, two large vodka and tonics
later, I'm experiencing the calm after the storm, thinking that
for a minute | can alow mysdf to think | could be trotting
towards Easy Street. The pills could be on the way to Tokyo
and yours truly could be travelling in the opposite direction. |
could use a sauna and a Thai massage, some little Thai bird
walking about on my back, nothing saucy, just a sweat and a
rub down, get al these fuckin toxins out. Him back there didn’t
seen to think it was anything more than a coincidence that he
dropped the tape on me Thursday afternoon and last night
Jmmy got the top of his canister blown off. Eddy just wanted
to get his bitta business done, couldn’t give a monkey’s about
Jimbo. I'll talk to Morty and Gene about it in the morning.

It's Saturday night, I’ ve had abittovaweek, | fedl like going
back home to bed. | wonder if Tammy will be up for that? |
could makeit up to her for letting her down theother day. | push
her number on my moabile. It rings three times then someone
answersit. ‘Hello? It's okay, I’ve got it, Tam,” they shout. It's
gormless Sidney. She must be in the bath or something. Now
there’s athought. | stay silent. ‘Hello? Who's that? Talk, will
yer,” he says aggressively. ‘Who the fuck’s that? Talk, you
cunt.’

He must be able to hear the traffic noise my end.

‘Listen, you cunt, don’t fuckin ring this number again, you
hear?

He sgone. Luckily I ve got thisphonerigged so it withholds
my number. Sid’s obvioudy on some jealous-suitor tip but
Tammy said they only hang out, he ain’t the boyfriend. Maybe
he thinks different.

The phonerings. | check theincoming number. It'sMorty’s
mobile. Herarely carriesit. | answer.

‘“Where the fuck you been? he says, dl up-tight.

‘Hello, Mister Mortimer,” | say.
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‘“Where you now?

‘On the Strand. Why?

‘Gene wants to see you. Have you done anything to upset
him?

‘No,” | answer. Nothing that he knows about.

‘Well, he wants to see you, now.’

‘Yeah? I'm curious.

‘Seeyouin Loveland,” he says.

‘Isthat a Barry White number, Mort?

‘“You aways gotta be the funny cunt, ain’t ya. Twenty
minutes, okay?

He's gone. Obviously had a tough day with Gene running
around trying to get a clue about dear departed Jmmy. One
fuckin minute ago | was walking on air, thinking I might have
abuyer for the Jack 'n’ Jillsand maybe| could even get Tammy
back to the hideout to consummate thisliaison once and for al.
A minute later, crash, verbal from Sidney, crash, verbal from
Morty, and my world-view’ s totally spun. | stop a cab and get
in.

‘Where to? saysthedriver.

| tell him to go to the corner of the street that Lovelandison,
but as an afterthought | ask him to go on a detour by my car,
parked round the corner from my place. It makes me late but
something in Morty’ svoicetellsmethat it could beagood idea.
The taxi stops. | get out, open my car door, open the glove
compartment and start emptying out, onto the front seat, all the
pre-recorded cassettes and mix-tapes. Near the bottom of the
untidy pileisthe onel want, the one DJ Eddy Ryder, top mixer,
gave me on Thursday. | get back in the cab and head for
Loveland.

A pal once told me that him and his bird once went on
holiday and he left eighty grand in bricks of cash lining the
sides of adrawer, third one down, in an old dresser, in ahardly
used upstairs boxroom. For some reason he could never ex-
plain, just as he was going out the door to get in the cab to the
airport, he went back upstairs and took the lightbulb outta the
socket in the boxroom. He put it in the rubbish bin in the
kitchen. When he came back, from Ibiza or Thailand or wher-
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ever he' s been, the whole fuckin house had been ransacked by
local teenage toe-rag burglars, and al the valuables were gone.
His gaff had been systematically racked over, room by room,
all except the small, seemingly neglected, boxroom that hadn’t
been touched, cos it didn’t have a lightbulb. | asked the guy,
Why on that occasion did you decide to remove the lightbulb,
you go on holiday four times ayear, why that time?

‘Fuck knows,” he said.

When | getto Loveland thewholeplaceisin uproar. Morty’s
shouting and screaming at Nobby and the two kids who work
there. He's telling the two shop workers that they're bone
fuckin idle, doing dead people outta bodies, he's never seen
people putting so much effort into being lazy, they can have a
clump if they want one. You want some? They stand there
terrified, scared to move from the spot, saying nothing. Nobby
actually looks on the point of tears. Morty’s rucking him about
the unwanted porn cluttering up the place. Y ou should bein the
ladies hairdressing game, putting in curlers, Nobby. Get those
two useless cunts out there to start sorting out what you want
and what you don’'t want, get it boxed up, | don’t give afuck if
it's Saturday night or Christmas Eve, I’ m sick of you moaning
likeagirl every timel comein for my readies. Okay, Nobby?

Morty walks past me out the door and gestures with hishead
for me to follow him. We walk up to Morty’s car in silence.
He's putting out a didgy, volatile vibe like the last time | saw
him, flitting down the canal steps after the Freddie Hurst thing.
We head off north, making towardsthe Edgware Road. He' sall
huffing and puffing, swearing under his breath and shaking his
head dl thetime. If yer try and talk to Mort when he' slikethis
he'll either eat yer alive or ignore yer. Finally he speaks to me
properly.

‘The geezer we used to get our merchandise off, through
Jim, don’t wanna know us for the next few months. Sayswe're
too fuckin warm.’

‘“We might have the pills sold, the lot at two and half mill.’

He doesn’t seem impressed. He shrugs like it’s none of his
business. ‘ Gene's been on the fuckin warpath all day, getting
reckless, driving people mad.’
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‘“Who does he think did Jim? | ask.

‘Nobody’s got a sniff. I’ ve been out with Gene since eight
this mornin, al over London, no cunt knows anything, but
Gene sbeenlookinto get that felt.” Hegrabshiscollar and tugs.
‘He went off to see some geezer he could only see adone. He
told me to st tight at Loveland. Now he wants to see you. |
don’'t know why, before you ask. | told him you're no good in
combat but he wants to see you all the same.’

‘Where?

“You'll see when we get there!’

Gene'sin asitting room above a boozer in Kilburn nursing
a very large whiskey. His suit jacket’s off, he's listening to
Elvis crying in the chapdl. | hope Gene hasn’t got al morbid
and sentimental cos someone shot his mate. The room is fur-
nished with affluent Irish publican taste, beige-leather sofa,
religious ornaments, massive telly and along onewall a gigan-
tic chest freezer. They must do a roaring trade in burgers
downgtairs.

‘If you want anything, lads, I'm —' the landlord says.

Gene' supinabound. ‘No, that’ sgrand, we' re okay now. I'll
seeyouinabit.” Gene' sshooing him out hisown door. He shuts
it very neatly, then turns, grabs me by the throat. He hurls me
acrosstheroom against thewall. | put my arm up totry and stop
myself but | bend my wrist back sickeningly. | hear a nasty
crack and immediately it's agony. Gene swiftly follows me
over and kicks me hard in the stomach, knocking all the wind
outtame. | fed like throwing up.

‘Fuckin "ell,;” says Mort, shocked. ‘Fuckin leave it out,
Gene!’

“Shut the fuck up, Morty,” says Genewith acold anger. ‘I'll
explaininaminute.’

Gene picks me up by the back of my collar, bangs my head
against thewall and drags me effortlessly over the chest freezer.
The landlord's had a cheap padlock screwed on it to stop
pilferage. Gene grabs the lock, wrenches it hard and it comes
off with a snap. He pulls the door open and slams my face
inside. | feel the bitter, freezing cold straight away. I'm inches
away from frosty trade boxes of eight-ounce hamburgers and
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crinkle-cut chips. Gene pushes me in further. The heavy frost
onthebox burnsmy face. A sinister smoky mist rollsslowly up
and out over the side of the freezer. Gene pulls my head up,
grabs my jaw with one massive hand and bangs my head
against thewall so I’'m on tiptoes. He pushesthe barrel of agun
hard into my forehead, it’s cutting, like it's gonna draw blood.

‘Now, you're gonna tell me what | want to know or I'm
gonna put you in there, understand?

There's plenty of room. | can smell the snout and whiskey
on his breath.

‘I don’t fuckin understand, Gene. Why?

‘Alive or dead, you can go in there, you understand? says
Gene, who's gone the colour of chilli sauce, breathing hard
through his nostrils.

‘What do you wanna know, Gene?

‘I might put you in there anyway, you murdering cunt.’

‘I ain't never killed anyone, Gene, | fuckin swear. On my
mother’ sfuckin life," | lie.

‘Yer fuckin liar,” screams Gene, banging my head against
thewall then hitting my nose with the gun buit.

‘Gene,’ saysMorty. Gene' shead spins. ‘Heain't akiller. I'll
swear to that. He ain't got the bottle. Relax, Gene.’

‘He killed Jimmy," says Gene, putting my face back down
into the freezing cold, jamming it against a box of chicken
Kievs, scraping the frost off with my cheek, wedged so | can’'t
talk but | can see blood from my nose, claret on the frost.

‘No way, Gene, no fuckin way,” says Morty. ‘Let him up,
you' re gonna break his fuckin neck.’

‘Maybe | will as well, break his fuckin neck. Take your
fuckin hands off me, Mortimer,” shouts Gene.

Isthis some mad fuckin paranoid deluded hunch from Gene
or does he know something? The biting cold is burning into the
side of my face. It makes me forget about my wrigt.

‘Gene,” says Morty, pleading for my life, ‘let him out. Talk
to him properly.’

In one movement, Gene drags me outtathefreezer, throwing
my head back. He hurtles me across the room, over a coffee
table, and | land on one of the sofas. Gene marchestowards me.
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He' sgonnapull me apart. I'm gonnadie, but Morty, God bless
him, jumps in between Gene and me.

‘Camdown, Gene. Please,’ he says. I’ ve never heard Morty
use the word before.

‘Don’t tell me to cam down. That little toe-rag killed
Jmmy.’

‘“What makes you say that, Gene? says Morty, desperately
trying to pacify him.

‘Okay, you pair of cunts, you stay there, I'll fuckin tell ya,
don’t fuckin move.’

You an't gonna stand for that, are ya, Mort, I’ m thinking.
He called you a cunt. If they get into a bitta ruff and tumble, |
could dlip past them, out the door or maybe get out the window
and jump.

Gene snatches up the dining chair that his jacket’'s hung
over. He goes to the inside pocket and comes out with a bitta
fax paper, unfolds it and hands it to Morty. ‘Here, read that.
Better still, Mister Mortimer, fuckin read it aloud.’

Morty scansit. ‘ Fuckin'ell. Where' d you get this, Gene?

‘Never fuckin mind. Just read the fuckin thing.” He' sbreath-
ing heavy, glaring a me.

To senior ranks only: murder squad investigation, victim:
James Lionel Price. Under no circumstances to be reveaded to
press or below rank of inspector. Preiminary ballistics report,
repeat preliminary. Further information to follow within forty-
eight hours. No rounds recovered, disintegration on impact.
Recovered cartridge, casing-gject pattern consistent with mur-
der wespon used in unsolved 1994 homicide of Lawrence
Francis Gower, AKA ‘Crazy’ Larry Flynn, case number —

“You get it now, do you, Morty? asks Gene.

‘Y eah. Whoever killed Larry killed Jimmy?

‘No. The gun was the same but | gave that gun to him —
pointing at me ‘— on Wednesday night and he went off and
killed Jimmy with it or gave it to someone to kill him.’

‘But wheredid you get it? Oh fuck, hang about,” saysMorty.

Me and Morty fal in at the sametime.
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‘I killed Larry,” says Gene.

‘What! Why? says Morty, shocked and surprised. They
were best mates.

‘He was getting out of hand, strangling rent boys, couldn’t
help himself. He always made me promise if he went over the
edge, | was to do the decent thing and pop him. Now, out the
fuckinway.’

‘Larry liked boys? says Morty, disbdlieving.

‘Now stand aside, Morty. Thisisn't your quarrel.’

‘You said you knew nuffin about Larry’s murder, swore
blind,” I say, up from out of nowhere.

‘Don’t fuckin contradict me, you murdering cunt,” screams
Gene. Morty turns on his hedl, gives me the pointy finger and
glaring eyes. *‘Why'd you kill immy? Tak. Don't try and be
funny.’

‘Cos hewas a policeinformer, Mort.’

‘| don’t believeit,” says Morty, shaking his head.

‘“What, you don’'t believe | killed him or he was a grass?

‘Y ou' Il haveto do better than that, you lying littlecunt,” says
Gene.

‘Give me a chance. I’ ve got the proof,’ | say, desperado.

‘“What, you going on the word of some gobshitein some old
boozer, listening to al the envious gossip, are yer?

‘I"'m going on the word of Jimmy Price. Listen, I’ve got a
tape. Get ridda Elvis and put the tape on. Just listentoit.’

Now I'm feding brave.

‘If youain't convinced, thepair of ya, I'll jumpinthefreezer
and shut the door.’

‘Gene, we gotta hear this,’ says Mort. ‘And Gene, put that
fuckin gun away. Someon€'ll get hurt.’

I rummage in my pocket and bring out the tape. Morty turns
off the Elvis tape just as another little baby boy is born in the
ghetto. | can hear a sumbling, tumbling version of ‘Material
Girl" coming up through the floorboards. Then he puts on
Eddy’ stape. The same hiss, then Jimmy and Albi€’ svoicesfill
theroom. I’ ve heard thisafew times now so the novelty’ sworn
off. The side of my face is burnt, tender to the touch, my nose
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is dripping blood onto my suit and my wrist is starting to swell
and throb.

Sometimes | wish | was one of the shit-kickers downstairs
in the bar, living the simple life. Boozed up, maybe get lucky,
blag a doppy knee-trembler bunk-up once afortnight, have the
crack or therow in a Turkish kebab house on the way home but
be content with my lot. | spot Morty flinching and tutting when
he realises the coup, works out immy’slittle sdeline. He starts
to comprehend the implications and possible consequences,
especialy if other firms get to know that we' ve worked under
Jmmy’sinformant’s licence. Heavy people have got brothers,
cousins, pals, wives, husbands, sons and daughters who've
goneaway for long lumps on the back of Jim’ sbubblewhilewe
jogged on scot-free, getting fat. Are they gonna believe we
weren't in on the swindle? | never had direct contact with
Jmmy so | never told him anything but | can see Gene and
Morty rolling with body-shots cos information they’d relayed
to him in idle chit-chat, over a sherbet, was now being served
up to old bill via Albie Carter.

‘“Wassa“ spook”? asks Mort.

‘That’s old-school cozzer-talk for an IC3, ablack geezer,’ |
reply.

‘Cunt,” says Mort, shaking his head.

Morty’s no Nelson Mandela but he don't like being called
snide derogatory hames cos he's black.

I know what’s coming next and I’m watching Gene's face
but pretending | ain't.

‘He's a hit tick around people and that ... gundog . . why
have adog and call him “Fuck Off” ... " Jmmy’slaughter fills
theroom. Genelooks hurt. It'sin the eyes. Two minutesago he
was prepared to daughter me and lob me in a freezer, do the
bird-lime, sixteen-year tariff for murder, remember, if captured.
Now he'slistening to the geezer he was devoted to for twenty
years selling information Gene' s told him in confidence to the
odd firmand not only that, belittling him, talking about him like
hewasafuckin dog. Gene pours himself adoubledouble, pours
it downinonehit. Herefills his glass asthe band downstairs go
into ‘1 Will AlwaysLoveYou'.
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The guy on the trot for the serious armed one is a close
personal friend of Morty, | know that for a fact, athough I've
never met the gent. By this time they’ ve both got their heads
down, shaking them gently, looking at the swirly carpet. When
the bit about ‘aflash little prick’ comes, Morty looks up at me.

‘That'syou, ain't it?

| nod.

“You don't fuck about, doya, pal? saysMort, looking at me
inanew light.

‘I thought you said he was no good in combat, Morty,” says
Gene very dryly without looking up.

| say nothing. | let it sink right in, soak right up, let them
absorb it. | get up and walk over to the music centre and push
the stop button with my good hand.

‘Jimmy was always calling other people grasses, everyone
was awrong’ un, according to him,” says Gene quietly into the
carpet.

‘For al our sakes, | think it'sasensibleideaif we keep this
to oursdlves, in thisroom. Gene? Morty? Agreed?

They both nod.

‘And we don't know who did the biz on Jmmy, do we?
Agreed?

Neither of them has stopped nodding.
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Dare, True, Kiss, Promise and Plot

‘I fuckin asked you about that shooter on Thursday morning
and you categorically denied it was yours.’

Everyone's calmed down a hit.

‘Listen, you wasround my house, you waswell pissed, more
pissed than |’ ve ever seen ya. Y ou was performing, acting the
goat, you was gonna fucking shoot 'em dl, the Here-we-gos,
the Germans, the Northern Lads, thefuckin old bill if they came
near yer. You' d declared total war, blitzkrieg. There wasn't a
gun big enough for yer. You cameright out of yourself. | tried
to put yato bed but you said you wanted to wake up at home,
in your own bed, but you wouldn’t give the gun back, grew
attached to it, you did. | ran you home and you fell asdeep
straight away, like ababy.’

‘But when | rang up the next day you said —

‘I know what | fuckin said, lad, but sometimes you're so
fuckin serious’ bout things, so earnest, so fuckin up yourself —

‘Okay okay, | get the fuckin picture, Gene.’

‘I thought it was funny, a wind-up, you waking up in the
feather with a big ol’ piece like that, with a silencer. | didn’t
know you was gonnado Jimmy with it.’

He and Morty smirk at each other like little kids.

‘Isthat your idea of ajoke, planting guns?

He leans forward and gives me the pointy finger. He's
serious now. ‘Listen to me and listen good, lad. |1 Did Not
Fucking Plant It. Y ou was gonna shoot me with it if | tried to
get it off yer. Where' sthe gun now?

‘“Why, do you want it?

‘Jesus fuckin Christ.” He throws up his hands. ‘Y a fuckin
jokin, ain't ya? Tell meyou are. | don’t want it within afuckin
million miles of me. That bittakit’ |l get someone twenty years.
Y ou got rid of it somewhere safe?

‘I buried it in apark, in aflower bed.’

‘How deep?
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‘Three foot.’

‘That'll haveto do. It'd betoo risky going back now.’

I’ve got a packet of frozen fish fingers wrapped in a tea-
towel on my wrist, my noseis full of bloody snot and the side
of my face is burning still. ‘I'm a bit better, thank you very
much for asking,’ | say to myself costhese two heredon’t give
a fuck. Morty and Gene are getting chilled out, drinking the
Irish.

*So Eddy wantsthe pillsnow? says Gene. ‘ That’ saturn-up,
if you'reafan of irony.’

‘| probably would be if | knew what it was. Why's it a
turn-up though, Gene?

‘Because it's Eddy’s fault, this whole fuckin mess. Him
getting JJmmy, may the Lord have mercy on his soul, involved
with those Chechen fuckers.’

‘“Who arethey? Red Indians? asks Morty.

‘I'll explain later, Mort. Have another drink,” says Gene.

‘ Eddy reckons he told Jimmy not to get involved with them,
said you told Jimmy to giveit awide aswell.’

‘So Eddy’ staking notice of menow, ishe?It’shighly fuckin
debatable that, but my theory, for what it’sworth, isthat Eddy
swerved these swindle merchantsinto Jim to get them offa his
back.’

‘And it worked very well.’

‘It worked for Eddy but not Jimmy. He went down for the
thirteen mill.’

‘Jimmy got rumped thirteen million quid!’ says Morty.
‘Fuckin '€l

‘At thetimeit seemed plausible, very fuckin plausible. They
were flying in ex-government officials from Timbuktu and
beyond. They would argue about shares, percentages, minute,
tiny details al night long, throwing wobblers, crying cos they
thought they were getting turned over. Remember this, costhis
isimportant. Jimmy only bought, with thirteen million pounds,
a forty-two-per-cent share. They were looking to divvy up
about one hundred million pounds. It was worked big.’

‘So he was looking at walking away with a forty-two-mill
whack. That’ s temptation. What was the cargo?
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‘Heroin that had been seized and parked up by a Pakistani
political party when they were in government but who are now
in opposition.’

‘Going where? To who?

‘Montreal, Canada, and then overland into the United
States.’

‘But Gene, whose property wasit?

‘One of the Italian, New Y ork families who farm it out to
pro-democracy, anti-Castro Cubans, who've got a network in
place in the southern USA, Miami to Dallas. They in turn punt
it into the black communities there.’

‘But surely the Eyeties got the finances in place to do this
kinda thing every dayathe week.’

‘They’ve got very heavy currency laws out there now, anti-
racketeering statutes, RICO, so they find it hard to get
cash-dollars moving around. The Pakistanis wanted cash so
they could send half to Antwerp and Prague to buy weaponry
and the other half delivered to Zurich to split among the top
boys.’

‘Couldn’t the Eyeties pay in weapons? Easy to get in the
States, firearms. It s the one thing they ain’t short of .’

‘Seewhat yer did?

‘What'd | do?

‘Yer started asking serious questions about something you
already know to be atotal fiction, an elaborate fabrication, a
bollix. It's already got in yer nut, ain't it? A little whiff of
intrigue and big money and you're being led by the nuts.’

‘True’

“You'resitting in aroom above an ol’ roughhouse boozer in
County Kilburnand youwas seeing al those places, Miami, the
US-Canadian border, Pakistan, Belgium. Admit it, you was
already sending postcards.’

“You're not wrong. If you're gonnatell alie, tell abig one!’

‘Exactly, son. Trying to sell Jimmy a non-existent holiday
homein Portugal wouldn’t have worked, give him the opportu-
nity to be abig-timeinternationa player, stroke hisego, he'sa
fuckin sucker, got wiped out.’

‘Was he potless?
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‘More or less. That's why he put the thing together in
Amsterdam, the bushwhack, with the Banditos. That’s why he
was after your shillings, knowsyou ain’'t aspunker,’ says Gene.

‘Jimmy put that skank together? Put the Y ahoos up to that?

Morty looks at me, shaking his head. He doesn't know
either.

‘I thought you'd worked that out already,” says Gene, ‘a
smart geezer like you. I'd have given you that much credit.’

It's easy spotted in retrospect.

‘How?

‘Mannafrom heaven, Jimmy called it. That gobshite Duke,
that priceless prick, came to see him, skint because his drug-
addled girlfriend had shot up hishouse and the police were after
him. He wanted help, thought Jimmy might know some likely
candidates to turn over. immy thought that it'sabit risky over
here, that it might cause problems, so he suggested Holland
instead. He gave him some plane-fare, arranged passports and
Darren, the Duke, asheliked to be called, took the bait, gobbled
it down.’

‘What, Jimmy just wound him up and pointed him in the
right direction? | ask.

Gene winks and nods. ‘Listen, son,” he says, ‘I've seen
Jimmy put teamstogether to rob banks, get agullible four waifs
together, appoint a leader, tell them that he's got it al worked
out, he's plotted up and cased the joint, put together a master-
plan. The bank’s got two doors right? Y ou run in the first one,
do the cha-chawith the sawn-off, get the money and run out the
other door, okay?Y ou got it? Back in thejam-jar and away and
don't forget to bring me back my share. If you're captured,
name, rank and serial number only. | know for afact that he'd
only ever driven past the bank in hismotor. That was Jimmy all
over’

‘And they would? Bring him back the readies?

‘They would run round to give him half. Wouldn't stop to
take the balaclava off sometimes.’

‘Why?

‘Kudos, reflected glory. Strength of personality, Jimmy had
it, can’t be denied.’
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‘I bet he had double-bubble sometimes, copped for the
reward money aswell.’

‘That’sapoint. | hadn’t thought of that till now,” says Gene.
Jmmy’s died a double-death, physically and reputation-wise.
“You know,’ he says, ‘there’ sno such word as“gullible”’ inthe
dictionary, it's a made-up word.’

‘Redly? | say.

‘Courseit’sin the fuckin dictionary, you stupid cunt, but |
got you thinking, doubting your own intuition for a split sec-
ond, didn’t I? And listen, son.” He gives it pointy finger. ‘All
fuckin words are made-up words.’

‘So Jmmy worked the old go-and-rob-a-bank-for-us-son
number on Duke, only on abigger scale’

‘Exactly, but Duke was made of sterner stuff, bittova Don
himself, was the Duke. He didn’t see why he should split the
take with Jimmy after hedid I the graft, the shovel work, over
in Holland.’

‘Fuckin ingrate. But the German firm found him and liqui-
dated him.’

‘“Who told yer that?

‘Clarkie told me the other day.’

‘Why does he think it was the Germans?

‘“We was assuming.’

‘Good. If everyone' s happy to assume that the Germans did
the business on those two, great. Let's hope the out-of-town
posse thinks the same.’

“Youdid him, didn’t yer, Gene? saysmy recklessgood sdif.

The band downstairs are playing ‘Everybody Hurts' pain-
fully. Gene stops and lightsafag. Helooks at me, then at Mort,
like he can’t believe what he' sheard, but hedid giveit abittova
drum-roll.

“You've grown balls before my very eyes, son. Seeing as
we're all being so very honest and seeing that the hear-say
evidence of a pair of reprobates such as yourselves would be
thrown straight outtacourt, I'll tell ya.’

‘Not if you don’t want to, Gene. | was outta order askin,
even.’

Remember, be cautious what you let people tell you.
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‘Oh no, you've asked now — says Gene a little bit sulky,
rolling the Dunhill, ‘— so I'll tell ya. They turned up at the
Paddington car-front, Tuesday, out of the blue, day after you'd
told JD those pills weren't worth shit, him and the wife,
Slasher, demanding money there and then. She started making
threats about the law, he told her to shut the fuck up, started
hitting her, knocked her spark out. Metal Mickey showed his
first bit of initiative ever and shot the Duke in the head while
he was stood over her screaming at her to get up. What you two
laughing at? It ain't fuckin funny, two dead people, two bod-
ies’

‘It' stheway you tell it, Geno,” saysMort, crashed out onthe
sofa, getting cosy with the Irish. ‘I’ m starting to fed right left
out here, | ain’t never killed nobody inyears, I’'m starting to feel
abittovawuss.’

‘Soshehadto go aswell? | ask.

‘Well, you haveto be pragmatic ' bout these things, don't ya.
| don't like doing birds so Mickey ... you know.’

When Gene the Gentleman was dividing up the pork balls
the other night he used hisfingers, ‘' scusefingers', hesaid. The
same fingers hacked off their heads and hands. Fuck knows
where they are now. | don’'t wannaknow.

‘I think,” | say, ‘we should get those pills, out them to Eddy
Ryder, carvethetwo and ahalf mill, then shut up shop for good,
go our separate ways.’

‘Shank them outtatheir share? says Mort.

‘Call it what you like. I'm saying do unto them as they
would do unto us.’

‘“We could pull together some awesome firepower. Y oung
Mister Clark reckons he might know where they’re holed up
with the loot,’” says Mister Mortimer, sitting up, rubbing his
hands, getting excited.

‘l don't want no blood-baths, no comebacks, no messy
implications. There's more than one way to skin acat.’

‘I not with yer,” says Geno.

‘Slowly, dowly catchy monkey.’

‘One thing been buggin me,’ says Morty. ‘Did this Eddy
Ryder or one of hisoutfit have my little cousin Trevor killed?
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‘I made apoint of askin him that and he categorically denied
any involvement, was sorry to hear about it in fact, hoped the
two gee hadn’t contributed to the poor young man’s death.’

‘That’s all right then, cos ... you know.’

Y ou’ d have to do something, so I’ ve saved you aloadagrief,
maybe getting onein thetemple from Mister Troop. It'sgetting
too easy to lie these days. | wanna be outta London early next
week. It's grown stale and dangerous for the time being. |
wanna be as far away from these two as humanly possible.
Nothing personal, but | need blue ocean, seafood and fit birds,
not growlers, shooters and grim-boat Londoners.

The music from downstairs stops abruptly halfway through
‘The Greatest Love Of All’. It's replaced by screaming and
shouting, glass smashing and the rumbling of acrowd stamped-
ing. Geneand Morty don’t seemto notice. | walk to thewindow
and from my first-floor vantage point | can see a huge brawil,
western style, has begun on the forecourt across the pavement,
with the landlord and some bouncers, black bow-ties, one
black-leather glove, on one side, and twenty roughneck head-
banging tea-caddies on the other. They have amélée for afew
seconds, then a stand-off, then they charge again and attack
each other with glasses, clubs, tools and bits of furniture. It
must be empty downstairs now cos everyone's outside.

A TRU patrol unit arrivesin record time, sirenswailing, blue
lightsflashing. The old bill come hurtling out the back and side
doors, truncheons out, ready to rumble. It then becomes a
complete free-for-all with everybody hitting one another. The
police are trying to arrest people but girlfriends jump on their
backs and scratch their faces, hysterical, getting a smack in the
mouth from other old bill for their trouble. Another wagonload
of old bill arrive. There's ayoung Seamus who’ s stumbled up
the road, pissed and oblivious, swaying, having a piss against
the side of the first law wagon. A cozzer, walking past, cracks
him crossthe head with atruncheon without missing abesat. The
geezer falls so his head’ s holding him up, wedged against the
van. He carries on pissing down his trouser leg. The old hill
appear, as ever, to be loving it. Ambulances start to arrive like
they’ ve been pre-booked in advance, like some sensible souls
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book a mini-cab for eleven-fifteen. This time next week |
wannabein Mexico or Sri Lanka.

I’'m starting to fed like one of those Herberts who join the
army to see the world. They get promised the healthy life,
skiing, rock-climbing and sailing but they end up in abarracks
in Moenchengladbach or Essen, wanking too much and eating
mountains of fried food. | didn't sign up to be an officia
observer to mini-riots in Kilburn on a Saturday night.

| need to be outta town. The official mourning period of
James Liond Price may now beofficialy over, exactly twenty-
four hours after his death, but the police investigation will just
be warming up. At immy’s funeral, which hopefully will be a
long way away cos they won't release the body until they’ve
got someone charged or convicted, Gene and Mort will send
large ostentatious wresaths with simply their first initial on the
condolence cards, cos Crim. Intel. and RCS have been known
to go nosing round in graveyards, but in reality they’ll both go
on the missing list cos Crim. Intel. and the murder squad will
be smudging up the proceedings with atelephoto lens. Eddy’ |
no doubt send alarge one too, ‘RIP, my misunderstood pal’.

Y ou know what yer man here’ s after becoming, don't yer,
Mister Mortimer? says Gene. | turn round and he's smirking
like afuckin schoolboy.

‘What' s that, Mister McGuire? asks Morty.

‘A right feckin gangsterman. He hasit in him to beaDon,’
replies Gene.

‘So what' s the next move, genius? Morty saysto me.

‘Y eah, what' sthe story, killer? asks Geno O’ Hammerhead,
trying to keep a straight face.

They’re both giggling, looking at me with their hands out
and palms up, waiting for meto say something. They obviously
find themselves hilarious, the old double-act. My wrigt iskill-
ing me, it's swelled up huge. The fish fingers have melted and
are now dripping, fishy and salty, onto the carpet. I'll have to
keep abeady eye on thesetwo jokers. | click my fingers on my
good hand. I’ ve just remembered something needs doing.

‘Right, Morty, before | forget, explain to Shanks that the
cargo’s gone, tell him not to fuck about next time, but get one
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of his shooters down here. | wanna ingtigate the final solution
on Klaus, the Germans' top kiddie. | don’t want him fuckin
things up at this stage in the game.’

‘We'll haveto find him first,” says Morty.

‘He rang me up the other day.’

‘Fuckinrang ya?!’ saysMort. ‘You didn’t say.’

‘| ain't seen ya. Van Tuck had the number. I'm prayin he
rings again.’

‘I'll get onitinthemorning. We' vegot all sortsof codesand
shit worked out.’

‘Tell Mister fuckin Shanks | don't want him sendin down
some scally muppet, either, who's gonna waste our time or
spunk our readieson trainers and smack, go rabbitin all over the
gaff.

‘No, no. Shanks and Big Trevor have got some serious but
very sensible people on the firm.’

‘ Someone who can deliver aheadshot,’ | say.

‘Right, saysMort.

‘From adistance. First time. In the canister. JFK style.’

I clock Geng sright eyebrow going ever-so-dightly upwards.

‘“You know who's the key to this, don’'t ya, you bright
sparks? Billy Bogus. Think about that. I'll see yatomorrow. |
wonder if one of those ambulances |l give me alift down the
casuaty department.’
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Sunday
Accident and Emergency

If you ever decide to have an accident or an emergency, try not
to have it on a Saturday night. | thought I’ d box clever and get
acab asfar away from Kilburn as possible cos | could seetheir
local hospital being overwhelmed with casuaties from this
Saturday night medieval battle, but it transpires it's the same
wherever you go. | went in the University College Hospita by
Euston Station at about eleven-thirty and emerged the next
morning at eight. My broken wrist — it was broken, thanks a
bunch Gene, lucky my nose wasn’t cos you'd be in trouble —
rated very far down the list of A and E priorities. The whole
place was smashed alive with walking wounded, mostly alco-
hol-related it has to be said, and ambulances were arriving all
the time with more severe stretcher cases who were rushed
straight in to see the doctors without waiting. Some people
seemed to think this was unfair, gqueue-jumping cos you're
dying.

The people who feel themselvesto be the most powerlessin
society make the most fussin the casualty department cos they
know nobody’s gonna give 'em a clump. There's geezers in
there with glass wounds in the face, guys with great big ban-
dages round their heads from being hit with blunt and heavy
objectsor simply falling over lagging and landing on the bonce.
There' san orderly with amop and abucket on wheels cleaning
up after them.

Homel ess people appear to book infor the night and get their
heads down cos they know they ain’t gonna be disturbed for
about five or six hours, it’s nice and warm, ponce snout, afew
cups of tea or coffee in the morning, take advantage of the
camaraderie of bewilderment. I’ m sitting in there tripping out,
but it ain’'t too psychedelic, from lack of sleep, seeing imagi-
nary cats and rats dashing and darting about just outtamy field
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of vision. I’'m almost too tired to sleep, too adert mentally, too
charged with adrenaline and vodka. I've drank more, taken
more drugsin thelast two daysthan | havein thelast two years
and I'm not used to it. You need to bein training to be doing
that shit.

| get back indoors about nine, starving hungry, cos | don’t
eat properly anymore, only shite. I’ve got another hangover
after immy’ s Kilburn wake, with a plastercast from the top of
my fingersup to my elbow, aplaster on the side of my noseand
some ointment for cold-burns smeared up the right side of my
face that’ s glowing red. The nurse asked me how | got such a
big cold-burn. | said it was a prank, a childish one at that, don’t
ask. | couldn’t tell her thisbig mad Donegal lunatic was going
to forcibly imprison me in a chest-freezer till | froze to death
cos| shot dead, yeah two inthe canister, worksevery time, love,
some geezer hethought was his best matefor yearsbut hefound
out. Now could |?

| could sleep for a week, go to a health farm for a month. |
would be within my human rights, but if I'm to get outtatown
this week I've gotta march on regardless. | ring Cody and
arrangeto meet him later. | alsotry to ring Clark but heain’t at
home and hismobile’ s switched off so | |leave messages at both
places for him to ring me after twelve, midday, important. | get
in bed and go to sleep. | think I'm asleep about thirty seconds
when the phone by the bed rings. After four rings | can hear
Klaus on the answerphonein his perfect English.

‘ After conferring with our leadership in Holland | have to
inform you that unlesswe receive an undertaking from you that
either our goods are returned to usintact or suitable compensa-
tionis paid to us, wewill bein a state of war. We will have no
alternative but to enter into hostilities between our two organi-
sations.’

That's just childish, irritating, playing at war, using big
words. You've got al the power of a box of dead matches,
Klaus. It might be okay thinking you're a soldier cos you and
your pals tortured ajolly-jack-tar boat-trader to death in some
kinda fruity sado-masochistic turn-out gone horribly wrong,
but it's also my prayers answered.
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‘Klaus, you just caught me. | was on my way out to church,’
| say in my very best English.

‘Did you hear my messageto you, Sir?

‘I did, but before | say another thing | really need to apolo-
giseto you, you and your organi sation, about my behaviour last
Thursday morning. | have been under a great dea of stress
lately and | think it was unfortunate that you just happened to
ring at the wrong moment. Again, I’m very sorry.’

‘| accept your apology, Sir. It's very gracious of you to
accept your responsibility.’

‘Klaus, | really am just on my way out. Could you leave me
a mobile number? | promise you | will ring you later. | don't
wanna know where you're staying or anything. Give me a
mobile not aland-line.’

Will he go for it? He starts to give me the number but | have
to go and get a pen and paper. | get one.

‘Today we change hotelsanyway, for ideol ogical reasons. It
was pointed out to us, by our leadership, Otto, that the hotel was
named after the Jew-loving, notorious war criminal —

‘Whatever, Klaus. I've got a pen. Give me the number
agan.

He does and | write it down. And Gene reckons I’'m up my
own arse. Changing hotels cos you don't like the name?

‘Thanks, Klaus. Now, I'll ring you later. | need this thing
cleared up as soon as possible. I'm thinking along the lines of
pointing you in the direction of the people who stole, and are
till holding, your merchandise.’

‘That would be very excellent,” saysKlaus.

‘Then you can takeit from there. Till later, then. Again, my
apologies.’

‘No need, my friend. We al experience stress from timeto
time’

How very understanding.

‘Later, Klaus.’

| put the phone down and ring Mort’s number. He answers
it with agroan, redl tired.

‘That thing we discussed last night, the very last thing?
Y eah? Y ou fuckin awake, Mort?
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‘Yeah, I'mwithya,’ he mumbles.

*Soon as. On the hurry-up. Okay?

‘Okay.’

| put the phone down and go back to seep. Thereis a God
in heaven after al.
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Calling the Shots

‘What happened to your face and arm? says Clarkie.

‘Don't fuckin ask,” | reply.

‘Okay,” heshrugs. ‘Listen to this, brov, this'll crack yaright
up, yeah. One of the O’ Mara brothers, Johnny, the quiet one,
has gone to see that Freddie Hurst geezer’s old Doris and told
her that Freddie was bang outta order talkin to this geezer who
did him like he did. She' s sayin like, “ Tell me about it, Mister
O’'Mara. | know what Fred' slike.” He' stold her that the mister
who did the business wants to settle outta court and he’ stalkin
about fifteen grand. How’ s that sound, MrsH.?

‘About right.’

‘No. That's what Johnny says to Mrs Hurst, “How’s that
sound?”’

‘Serioudly, is Freddie still inacoma? | say.

‘Best placefor himreally, brov, cosMrsH. wantsthefifteen
large to take the kids to Disneyland and Freddi€' s not included
in the deal. See, Johnny O’ Mara thought he'd realy have to
convince her so heredly pulled out all the stops and did the big
hard sdll. “Y ou could go to Disneyland, Florida, when Freddie
gets better.” But she's got right on it, it's gone right in the
canister, she’' sready to pack, get adouble-script of Vaium and
leave straight away, fuck Freddie in the intensive care.’

‘I bet he'saright fuckin tyrant to her.’

‘Johnny’s said, “Listen, | don't know anything about who
did this to Freddie,” to cover himself, yeah? “But | might be
ableto get you afew thousand to be gettin on with.””’

‘But if hedies, al bets are off,’ | say.

‘But if he lives, he goes in the witness box and says he's
never seen Morty inhislife, who' sthat bloke over there? Infact
it wouldn’t even get anywhere near crown cos if the victim
don’t wannaknow,” he shrugs, ‘what can old bill do? Fuck all.
If hedies, that’ sdifferent, they don’t need him. Funny, ain't it?

‘Hilarious.’
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‘So I've gone round there with Johnny O.M. My old man’s
got the sweet al round. I’ ve met John outside and he' swarned
me that the gaff’'s a shithole, stinks, brov, and we've gone
upstairs and this Freddie' s misses has asked usif wewant acup
of tea, brought usthrough to the front room, the whole family’s
sat round watching the lottery draw, eating chocolate and
crisps, they're al quite lumpy, and you know what?

‘What? I’'m actually genuinely inquisitive for once about
one of Clarkie's stories. | usually wannatell him to switch off
when I’ m tired.

‘What's the date? D-A-T-E," asks Clarkie but he adready
knows.

‘April thetenth,” | say, looking at my watch.

‘Well, they still had their decorations up, from Christmas,
maybe they’ ve been up for years. Mrs H. was treating me like
| was the geezer from the lottery company come to give her a
prize. | felt like a right fuckin celebrity, Jm Davidson or
someone. | thought | was gonna get smudged-up for the local
paper. Johnny’s flirtin with her, for the crack, gettin her goin,
“Oi, MrsH., you're still ahandsome young woman, you could
play thefield,” and she’ s gettin al worked up cos she probably
ain't had a portion in stretches. She' s all over the gaff, wobbly
on pillsfor her nerves. It'stragic, really, what with him on the
life-support machine up the hospital, shouldn’t laugh really.’

“You give’em how much?

‘Five grand. | reckon she's only ever seen five kay cashin
the movies.’

‘Morty can afford it, won't break Mort, five large.’

‘I meant to ask you. What happened to the Rover we went
up north in? he says.

‘The one you got so out of it you couldn’t drive back? That
Rover, you mean?

Clarki€' s embarrassed.

‘| took it back,’ | say.

‘Cos I'll end up payin for that.’

‘See Migter Mortimer for an expenses claim-form.’

‘| ain’t gonna get paid, am |?

‘Takeit outtathe money we get on thislot. Okay, now listen,
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thisisimportant. Don’t betellin your old fellawhat we re up to
here, cos certain things we're gonna do are just plain dy, a bit
naughty, bit dippery, bit crafty, very tricky. Are you receiving
me loud and clear?

‘Like what?

‘Like wait and see, Mister Clark, but your whack’s gonna
top up to about two hundred and fifty grand. How's that
sound?

‘We'regonnashank 'em, ain't we? Weare, | cantell by that
little grin on your face.’

Thisgeezer’ sgoing right to the fuckin top. Rings exactly on
the dot of twelve, sun’sstraight up in the sky, sayson the phone
he'll be round at five o’ clock meaning one o' clock case any-
one' s listening, there on the doorstep at exactly one o’ clock,
ready to go towork, ready to go and pick up Cody Garret, AKA
Billy Bogus, at one-thirty in Camden to go and have a bitta
Sunday lunch up in Highgate. Y ou can look at Clarkie and see
breeding counts. They’ ve beenvillainsin hisfamily for genera-
tions, second nature to check whether we' rebeing tailed, learnt
in the cradle, first words outta their mouths, ‘No Comment’.
Old Man Clark Senior apprenticed the youngest son Clarkie
with the firm of Jmmy Price and Company to get a solid
foundation in histrade. If only he knew.

‘Johnny was havin alittle sniff, askin what the fuck’ s going
onwith uslot, you know, first Morty uppin Freddiethen Jimmy
gettin served. It ain’t our usual style. He reckons they used to
call us“The Quiet Team” but not any more.’

It could go further the other way yet. When we arrive at the
gaff where Cody’s staying, | ask Clarkie to stay in the motor
while | go upstairs cos I’ ve got six grand for him to be getting
on with, maybe he'll wanna plug it up inside rather than drag-
ging it around with him. Six grand can be bulky. Cody lets me
in and brings me upstairs.

‘I wasgonnakill you dead on Thursday night, serious, | was
gonna have one put in your nut.’

‘I'm sorry about that, what can | say, mate?

‘I’ve calmed down, luckily. What happened to you?

‘Don’t ask. Here, it's some of what | oweya.’
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| give him the six. He throws it nonchalantly onto the sofa.

‘The geezers who nicked us were playin the old impersonat-
ing-a-police-officer swindle, but they had accreditation from
someone real in Scotland Y ard, the Brighton old bill checked
them out.’

“How do you know they weren't real gathers?

‘I could tell, takes one to know one, and they half admitted
it at theend. If they werefor real they would’ ve nicked us. Y ou
ever heard old bill refusing a collar after they’ve got a body
in the cells, not botherin to check if there's any outstandin
warrants?

‘No.’

‘They were very good, looked the part, looked like they got
all their clobber outtamail-order catalogues. Y ou never told me
it was Eddy the Swell’ skid we was lookin for.’

‘I didn’t know meself.’

He gives me a dubious look and the pointy finger. ‘ Fuckin
hopeyou ain’t lying to me, pa.’

‘It’sactually turned in our favour cos Eddy wantsto buy the
shipment of pills.’

‘Did he have Jimmy shot, do you think?

‘Possibly, but | think it’s quite along list of candidates. I'm
dointhisbittabusinessthen |’ mtakin aleaf outtayour book and
gettin outtatown for awhile.’

‘I think you owe me big-time for the inconvenience,” says
Cody.

‘If you say so. | can do it like that or | can put you into
somethin that’ Il set you up for along fuckin time. Y ou'd have
a big enough chunk to start makin legit investments, money
goesto money.’

‘How much we talkin?

‘Between three hundred and fifty thou and four hundred
thou. We'll have some ex’ sand we might need to bring in some
specidists. That's your department.’

‘It ain’t no hare-brained kamikaze mission, isit? Cosif itis
| don't wannaknow,” Cody says.

No point worrying him, telling him about the Duke and
Duchess Slasher.
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‘Let’s go and have some lunch and talk about it.’

‘It'son you, right? says Cody.

“Y ou didn't bring me back no Brighton rock, very thought-
lessthat, Cody.’

‘Don’t take the piss. You ain't forgiven yet.’

In the restaurant | explain to Cody the coup. Clarkie and
Terry went to Edmonton on Thursday with two sets of binocu-
lars, plotted up, and tried to see if anything was going on at the
lock-up, but it was dl quiet on that front. Costhey had fuck-all
better to do and Clarki€'s desperate to succeed, he left Terry
keeping dog while he drove round and round in circleslooking
for big lemon motors with big muscle-bound bouncer-types
indgde. This is, according to Clarkie and his driving-school
lessons from ex-old bill, exactly what the gathers from one of
those top squads would do if they wanted to find alittle team
working in a certain area. After an hour, very tenacious boy,
Clarkie, and a few false alarms tailing yard-dogs and almost
getting plunged at traffic lights by over-paranoid twitchy local
deders, he's come across a Merc G-Wagon jeep, white and
gold, looking completely out of place in a side-turning offa
Tottenham High Street a couple of miles from the Edmonton
lock-up. He' s got outta the motor and had allittle recce, astroll
past, and in the back there' sfour boxesthat ook like the boxes
refrigerators arrive in. Clarkie knows about numberplates as
wdll, it'sahobby, can tell yer wherein the country the motor’s
registered, like traffic plod, but on this occasion he didn’t need
to cos the dealer’ s name was on the plate as well. It fitted the
profile. Across the street was a Merc sports rag-top, definitely
not a North Tottenham motor, same thing, same deaer from
outta town. Good front business, car dealership.

A traffic warden comes past and tells Clarkiethat if hedon’t
move his motor, meaning the jeep, in five minutes he's gonna
ticket it. Clarkie tells him he's just going to get his hair cut,
‘ain’'t havin it washed, mate, just cut, don't need washin,
washed it this morning’, and please give him a squeeze but the
keen young African warden ain’t havin it. Mister Clark goes
round the corner to make further enquiries and comes across a
café, full, with steamed-up windows. He opens the door
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dightly, whistles with his thumb and first finger, shouts ‘Merc
jeep gettin aticket, anyone? and who comes running out past
Mister Clark but gormless, lovesick Sidney, according to
Clarki€' svery accurate description, with a‘ Cheers, mate,” over
his shoulder. Another guy comes out of the café but he's
strolling, no sweat, no panic, and gets into the Merc sports
while Sidney getsin the jeep, startsit up and pulls out into the
High Street.

Clarkie jogs back to his motor and follows the jeep. It goes
round the block and pulls up outside the café again asfour guys
are emerging from it. They’ve stayed to finish their nosebag
while Sidney plays the martyr. One goes off and gets in the
Merc and the other three get inthejeep with Siders. Six-handed,
now, and it don't take six big lumps like these to move four
fridges. Now Clarkie knows he's got a result if he keeps his
cool. A white and gold Merc G wagon is nice and easy to
follow, you can see it from about six or seven cars back. The
jeep starts heading south, into town, while the Merc disappears
in the other direction. Clarki€' s surprised cos he was absolutely
certain they would head back outta town as well, hitting the
motorway as soon as possible, but instead they head further in
towards the centre of town. They hit abig main road so Clarkie
don't stick out cos everyone's moving into town. If you see
someone at three or four sets of traffic lightsin arow it ain't
really suspicious. They come to Finsbury Park and turn off the
main drag and into smaller tighter roads and Clarkie usesal his
driving skill and expertise to keep outtarange, poking the front
of the motor round the corner just asthejeep turnsthe next one.

Eventualy they drive into asmall entrance beside arailway
bridge. Abovethe entrance there' ssigns advertising bodywork,
spraying, general car repairs, MOTSs, whedl-balancing and en-
gine-tuning. Between the arch doors and the garden fences
backing on there' slots of carsin various states of repair. Terry
rings up to say that a Merc sports has pulled up outside the
lock-up in Edmonton, two geezers have gone inside and come
out again with a big weighty sports hold-all, ‘reckon it’s tools
or dumb-bells, brov’, stuck the bag in the boot, that's visibly
dipped, looked al over the gaff and fucked off. They didn’t see

288



him cos he's plotted up three football pitches away but he can
see them through his brand-new binoculars.

Meanwhile, back in Finsbury Park, Sid and histhreepalsare
out the Merc jeep and unloading the boxes into arailway arch.
Clarkie gets Terry to come down from Edmonton, sit in the
motor and keep the arches ready-eyed while he goes to get
some grub and make some calls. I'm across town in the City of
London, either in abox or in a deep excavation having my card
marked by the geezer Cody cadls ‘Eddy the Swell’, so I'm
unavailable for comment. Between them they keep the place
under observation day and night. The first night, Thursday, a
kid on a pizza delivery bike brings a lorryload of grub. Last
night, Saturday, he brings two pizzas, two Diet Cokes and
cheesecake. Clarki€' s got him sweet, so the early vigilante has
waned. This lot’s eating habits give them away every time. If
they hadn’'t have stopped for the mid-afternoon fry-up they
would have been clean away from Edmonton and we'd be
pissing in the wind trying to find them.

After lunch we drive over to Finsbury Park to have arecce.
Terry, who it seems | ain't seen for ages, is sitting in another
hired motor about twenty-five yards from the entrance reading
the paper and listening to the football ontheradio. Wejumpin.

‘Listen, Terry, the joint chiefs of staff have decided that we
ain't payinfor those pills. They robbed ’em so we' re gonnarob
'em off them. How’ s that sound?

‘I'mup for it. You know we could go over there right now
and take those cunts apart. There' sthree of them in there.’

‘That’ 1l lead to a shitload of complications, Tel. Their heavy
mob’ll come after us. We've gottabe alot cuter. Cody, do you
think it can be done?

‘Two things worry me: are they tooled up in there? If they
are, will they use’em? That bittaroad in front of those arches
isonly aglorified aley. Where' stheir out, their escape?

‘That’ sthree things, Cody. Can it be done? | ask.

‘Sure it can be done,’ he says, ‘but | ain’t fuckin goin in
first,

We leave Terry keeping an eye on things in Finsbury Park,
under protest, and drop Cody back in Camden. He reckons he
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needsto get himself ashopping list, get out and about, buy and
hire, al the bitsand pieces he needsfor thework. He al so needs
to find some guys he' sworked with in the past and put themin
the swindle, on wages, very good ones.

‘Morty says he's over by the swans havin a cup of coffee.
He saysyou’'ll know where he means.’

‘Knightsbridge, by the Serpentine, let’s go.’

There's a cafeteria on the edge of the Serpentine in Hyde
Park, a spit from Harrods and al the creamy shops on Sloane
Street. Me and Morty like to have a serious shop-up in the
locale and then go and get a proper cup of coffee in the café
that’s been built from moulded concrete so the veranda hangs
over the boating lake. The swans that Mort was talking about
were the governors who ruled the roost in that little part of the
world. A swan up-close is a large, frightening, volatile bird,
especidly if they’'ve got a few kids in tow. Next down the
pecking order come the geese, then the ducks, then the mun-
danegrey pigeonsand last thetricky little sparrows. Some days
it was peaceful to sit, drink coffee and fizzy water, gaze out
across the water and do nish while therest of theworld grafted,
observing the urban wildlife.

By the time we get to the café by the water it's three-thirty
and Morty has been plotted up, shades on, for over an hour, but
he seems chilled enough, sat outside with a couple of Gucci
bags, watching people come and go. The punters are mainly
touristsin thispart of town, rich ones, well dressed and assured.

‘This guy, this German, he’ sgottago? asks Morty.

‘I think so.’

‘Why?

‘He could fuck things up. Remember what Shanks said.’

‘What did Shanks say? | switch off abit with Shanks to be
honest.’

‘ About these guys wanting one of us dead.’

‘Y eah, yeah. | remember now,” says Mort, more interested
in the rich tourists.

‘Soyou ain't made the call yet,’ | ask.

‘If you say he' sgonnago, he' sgonnago. Y ou seem to know
what you'redoin lately.” Morty fishes hismobile outtaone coat
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pocket and a piece of paper outta the other, rings the number.
‘Good afternoon. How are ya, young man?

I know from experience that this call will go on for about
twenty minutes. What needs to be said could be said in about
twenty seconds but anyone listening, either now or at a court
trial, wouldn't, hopefully, get the gist. If the Other People
played the tape in court, saying that this twenty-minute pow-
wow about football was actually two parties negotiating the
terms and conditions, whistling up a contract killer, the jury
would think old bill’ swhacked out, been getting too highon al
the seizures. Morty could talk in gobble-dee-gook and codes
therest of hislife. | get lost before kick-off.

One time | was having this scene with this bird and | rung
her one afternoon to ask her if it’sal right to pop over.

‘I’ sokay but I’ ve got the paintersin,” she says.

‘Well, that’ sokay, they go home at what? Four or five? They
gottatake their boots off sometime,” | say.

‘No. Arsenal are at home,” she says.

‘What the fuck have Arsenal got to do with anything?

“You can come over, but I'm flying thered flag.’

‘Areyou dl right love? | ask, concerned.

“Yeah, but I’'m on my period.’

‘Oh right. Why didn’t you say?

So | leaveit to Morty.

‘“We need someone who can hit a ball from outside the
penalty area, Shanks ... need to pay top wageto get anyonehalf
decent ... can’'t entertain messers, they can get yarelegated ...
need to stop therot, sharpish.’

Mort’s been on the phone fifteen minutes, concentrating on
every word. Suddenly he snaps the phone shut, gets up and
starts walking out the café. He gives anod and awink to Clarkie
to get the Gucci bags and follow. Wefal in behind. Welet Morty
walk on ahead for abit. A swan haslogt itsbearingsand iswalking,
dowly and awkwardly, not so aglile outtaweter, are ya son, across
the path in front of us aswe comelevel with Morty.

‘Tomorrow, Shanks saystomorrow. Work out what timethe
first train outta Liverpool arrivesin Euston and your man’ll be
onit,” hesays.
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‘Right,’ | shrug.

‘Shanks didn’t wanna go and see the geezer cos there's
football onthetelly, lazy cunt. Saysyou’ Il recognisethe geezer,
you've met him.’

‘I can’t think who that’ Il be.’

‘Maybe wait till tomorrow and you’ll know. Slowly, dowly
catchy monkey.’

Clarkie curls a snout between his thumb and trigger finger
and then letsfly, flicking it hard. Miraculoudly it hits the swan
on the side of the head. The swan twitches and hisses like he
can't believe it morethan anything, ain’t used to thisdisrespect,
this hostility. Clarkie's got his arms out, looking for a bitta
praise, like he' s scored a god or something. * See that, chaps, a
direct fuckin hit.’

‘I bet youcan'tdoit again,” saysMorty. ‘ Fifty quid saysyou
can'tdoit again.’
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Monday
Bing Bong

Bing bong: Announcing the arrival of amercenary, paid assas-
sin on the scheduled InterCity service departing Liverpool
Lime Street at five forty-five, arriving a London Euston at
eight-thirty.

Bing bong: Announcing that this one's a freebie, on the
house, cos Big Trevor was a rotter to you on Tuesday night,
dropping you at a petrol station in the middle of nowhere, and
this neo-fascist crowd were responsible for nausing up their
puff deal.

Bing bong: Announcing that the shooter will have a ski-bag
with his toolsin, looking like he's off to catch the last of the
snows on the pistes. He usually needs more time and informa-
tion but it can be done and apparently I’'ve met this geezer
before.

Off thetrain at eight-thirty, with all the early-bird-gets-the-
worm businessmen, comes Trevor's mute chauffeur, dressed
like he'son hisway to Austria or Switzerland, with abig, long
bag, five-foot long, bobble hat and black puffajacket.

“Y ou better lose the hat, brov, you look like fuckin Noddy,’
| say as| shake his hand.

He nods, removes the hat and we walk down to the hired
motor I’ ve got in the underground car-park. The ski-bag won't
fitin the boot, will only go in acrossthe back seat. | drive outta
Euston Station and head north towards Primrose Hill.

‘Far? asks Chatterbox Scouser.

‘No, not at al. I’'m gonna show you the place | thought was
good now. Y ou can have awander about, pick yer spot. We can
disappear for afew hours, I'll get the target up there for about
one o’ clock and you can beback on therattler back to Liverpool
at about half-past. How’ s that sound?

He nods and gets a personal stereo outta the pocket of the
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puffajacket, very fuckin sociable, but | supposeit’s preferable
to stand-up comedy, the usual scousers routine, at nine in the
morning. He puts the earphones in and pushes the play button.
He' slooking out at the London streets like someone’ s waving
alolly-stick with shit on it under hisnose. Probably listening to
one of those thumbs-up, you-gotta-laugh-ain’t-ya, scaly bands
who think they’ re the Beztles.

‘Bon jour, savva? he says.

‘What' sthat, brov? | say, startled.

‘Madams, miss-yours, mays on fong.’

| turn and he’ slistening intently.

‘Char mar pell Jean-Paul, ja swee Angliese’

He' s fuckin only learning French on the old speak-and-re-
pest tapes.

‘Char mar pell Jean-Paul, char swee Angliese,’ hesaysagain
with the beck, scouse accent, tearing the arse outtaall the Cs. |
tap him on the arm and point at his ears.

‘French,’ | say, nodding.

He nods, distracted, humouring me. | tap him on the arm
agan.

‘Learnin French,” | say, making my mouth big so he can
lip-read. ‘Very good, tray be ann.’

He nods and looks out the window but | tap hisarm again.

‘Europeans,’ | say, pointing at him and me, backwards and
forwards.

Herollshiseyes.

‘It must be great,” | say, ‘to be able to say fuck al in two
languages, you mute cunt.’

He nods.

| park up round the back, away from the main road, where
it's nice and quiet. Primrose Hill is a park, about the size of
about twenty-five football pitches, that rises up into one peak
with a splendid, panoramic view across London, rain or shine.
Someone standing at the viewing platform, or sitting on one of
the benches conveniently placed on the pinnacle, would be at
best silhouetted against the sky and at worst wide open, free
from any protection. They’d make an ided target for someone
with a telescopic sight and hunting rifle. The shot could come
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from any vantage point surrounding the peak. Me and the
shooter go for alittle walk around. He' s nodding serioudly the
whole time. He asks which direction the target will be coming
from but | don’t know for sure. From themainroad, | think. He
nods.

Y ou got apicture of the target?

‘No | haven't, but I'll know this guy. I’ve got binocularsin
the motor. I'll give you asigna, we'll be three hundred yards
away. Listen, thisguy isresponsible for Trevor los—

He' s shaking his head, turning away, waving his hands like
Al Jolson, he don't wanna know what the target’s done or
hasn’'t done.

‘Doesit make a difference shootin up-hill?

He shakes his head, rolls his eyes, like it was a rank ama-
teur’s question. He produces a telescopic sight from outta the
puffa and starts eyeing-up, walking at the same time, staying
closeto the brick and wooden perimeter fence, looking over his
shoulder to check the windows that look out onto the park.

‘Here,’ he says at last, pointing at the floor. He turns, starts
walking briskly back to the motor so he's waiting when | get
there. We get in and | go to start up.

‘Maybe leave the motor here. Will we get this space again?
This is good for the out but you desperately don’t wanna be
gettin any tickets. When we move from here to the spot | said,
okay, theriflegoesintwo, soyou'll have half and I’ ll have half.
It only takesasecond to put it together, get gloved up then sling
"em. Okay? Good. Now you gottaget your man here. That’sthe
hard bit. | would like to be on the five-past two back or failing
that the five-past three. After we do the business, walk back
here. Remember that, walk, don’t fuckin run, whatever you do.
For about five minutes after, nobody’ s gonna have a scooby-
doo what’ sgoin on, it'll be pure confusion, so stay relaxed and
don't bring any attention on yourself or me. You drop me at
Baker Street station and I'll take care of mysdf from there,
okay?

| understand now. This geezer only talks business. He puts
his earphones back in and presses play. | get out the motor and
ring Klaus' s number.
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‘Hello, thisisKlaus.’

‘Good morning, Klaus, it's me. | must say I'm extremely
sorry that | didn’t ring you yesterday as | promised but | was
detained. I’ ve been busy and I’ ve got some maps, photographs,
names, other bits of information on the party you' re after. How
does that sound?

‘Very good indeed. I’ll cometo you now? he asks.

‘| wasgonnasay I'll meet you later at Primrose Hill, any cab
driver'll know it, at the top.’

‘Isitahill?

‘It'sapark. It'sideal coswe'll be up there all alone, there's
nowhere for anyone to hide. We'll be able to see each other
comin. Go to thetop and I’'ll see you there.’

‘At what time?

‘Twelve-thirty?

Plenty of time for him to catch histrain.

‘That isgood,” saysKlaus.

‘I'll have an envelope in my hand. | wanna restore our
reputation. Who knows, Klaus, there may be some businessto
be donein the future.’

At exactly twenty-five past twelve the shooter gives me a
nod and we get out the motor. This geezer's as fuckin cold as
ice, no nerves at all. He opens up his bag, reaches and emerges
with my half of therifle. | put it under my raincoat. He tucks
the other half under his puffa. We stroll into the park, along the
fence, about three hundred yards from the top of thehill, till we
reach the bushes and small trees that he's selected to be the
best vantage point. | hand him the haf of the rifle | was
carrying, unbutton my coat and get the binoculars outtathe case
hanging round my neck. He dots the rifle together and again
I’mimpressed with theway the metal clipstogether astheresult
of loving craftsmanship. There’'s not a soul on our side of the
park but in the distance | can see people walking their dogs. A
group of four people are descending from the top of the hill and
with my binoculars| can seeavery large blond-haired guy ina
similar trench-coat to mine hiking purposely up the hill with big
strides. Sturmbannfiihrer Klaus is right on time, punctuaity
being a Germanic virtue.
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The shooter is standing with his hands behind his back,
Prince Charles style, holding the assembled weapon behind
him, outta sight. Through the glasses | can see Klaus arrive at
the top and put his hand across his eyebrows to shade the sun
while he looks down onto London. How do | know that's
Klaus? Who e seisit gonna be?

‘Listen, that’s our boy on the hill there,” | tell the shooter.

‘Y ou sure?

‘I'll tell yer what, for your satisfaction I'll ring him.” | get
my phoneout. ‘ Beready, cos as soon as he answershe’ sgonski,
okay?

‘Whatever you say. You'rethe client.’

He looks about, left and right, to double-check there's no-
body about, then raises up avery serious-looking hunting rifle,
complete with silencer.

| push the button to dia the last number, Klaus's, looking
through the binoculars at the sametime. It starts to ring. Klaus
reaches into the pocket of his raincoat and comes out with his
phone.

‘Doit,’ | say.

Dooff. Klaus drops like someon€’ s cut the puppet’ s strings,
into a cross-legged position with his head down.

‘Hello.” Someone answers the phone. ‘This is Klaus. Shy-
sen! Mein Gott!’

Fuck! Panicking, | look up and down, back to the dead body.
It's afuckin disposable four-ninety-nine camera on the ground
beside him. I’m confused, gone burning red instantly. Halfway
up the hill, fifty yards from the top, | spot a short, dark, dumpy
guy, stood ill, paralysed like a statue, with a fuckin mobile
phone welded to his ear. Not very master-race. Helooks like a
kid in agrown-up’ ssuit. Suddenly the figure turnsand startsto
run back down the hill. | can hear quick, heavy footsteps and
breathing at my end costhe connection’ s still live. Klaus drops
his phone. | can hear it crackling and dliding across the gravel
path. He stops, grappling to pick it up.

‘ Shoot that geezer runnin. Quick! That’sthe fuckin geezer,’
I’m screaming at the shooter.

‘Listen, pal,” he says, cam as fuck, already dismantling his
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rifle, ‘lifeain’t afuckin fun-fair. Trevor’s only paying for one.
Comprendi?

‘Please’

‘No. | don't do massacres. And | thought you Cockneys
were cool.’
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Take It Like a Man

‘Come in here and sit down right there. Now, maybe you just
think I’'m some tick, shit-shovelling Paddy, some shit-kicker
fresh from off the bog, just got off the fuckin steam-ferry at
Holyhead, but let me tell you something, you gormless little
cunt, I’ ve spent the last three hours sorting out the abortion of
aballix that you caused thismorning. I’ ve had to send sensible
blokes out, on top fuckin money, that you're fuckin payin,
every fuckin penny, by the way, to try and find this Klaus
character and his fuckin crowd and they’ll do the fuckin job
properly, no mess. That man you had shot today was an Ameri-
can national, a systems analyst from Portland, Oregon, first
time in London, had a wife and four kids. He was a fuckin
decent, hard-working man and because you wanha start fuckin
playing the gangster, calling on button-men, been watchin too
many fuckin pictures, amanisnow dead. If youwannaplay the
gangster, go play somewhere else, because if you do it round
mel’ll fuckin crippleyer. Shooting peoplein public parksisnot
fuckin on, with kids and all sorts wandering about. Maybe |
should’ ve had more fuckin sense, you shoulda had more fuckin
sense, what the fuck wasyou thinkin of ? Who do you think you
are? I'll tel yer who yer ain't. You ain't Michag-fuckin-
Corleone. Y ou think that’ s funny, do you? So why you got that
insgipid grin on your face? Don't fuckin smile a me, son.
Nervous, yer say? I'll give yer fuckin something to be fuckin
nervous about, yer little prick. Do you know what happens
when an American gets shot in the fuckin head with a sniper’s
rifle overseas? They send over the CIA, FBI, DEA. It becomes
adiplomatic incident and that' s before you start to worry about
what Scotland Y ard are gonnado. We'retalking Anti-Terrorist
Squad, M16, Crim. Intel., SO11, Home Office, Foreign Office,
that’s even before they put together a shit-hot murder squad.
It's one thing shooting a nut-case Nazi who's probably known
to Interpol, is up to al sorts of drugs skulduggery and has, no
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doubt, made enemiesall over the fuckin place. If you' d shot the
proper bloke today the old bill would probably wanna give you
amedal. They'd be looking for other neo-Nazis because those
fuckers are aways faling out but, no, you gotta have Mister
American shot fuckin dead. Have you seen CNN? They doing
This Is Your Life on the guy. They're ready to go to war with
haf a dozen countries, got the armed forces ready to go and
bomber planesin the sky. Say what you like about Y anks but if
one of their own guys gets fucked over, they don’t fuckin stop
till someone’s crying. Every little sneaky little grass in Lon-
don’s gonna have his arse set on fire by old hill. You wanna
pray that the guys | sent out there this evening find these
Germans and take care of them properly, dissolve the bodies,
because if they find this Klaus before we do and he puts your
name up, you're fucked, you're doing life plus twenty, hard
time, behind the door. They’ll wanna put you on trial in Amer-
icaaswell, onfuckin TV, soyou better get down on your fuckin
knees and pray, yer fuckin cunt. Doesit bother you me talking
to you like this? Y ou got afuckin problem with it? Maybe you
think I'm just a fuckin gundog too, a shit-for-brains Mick.
Maybe you think you can go dig up yer metal and you' re gonna
come round, sneak up on me, and put one in my fuckin nut like
yadid Jmmy fuckin Price. Well, you better not miss, yer cunt,
cos I'll take that fuckin gun and stick it up your arse sideways.
Do you think I’'m acunt? Do ya? Think I'm acunt? No? Y es?
No. Well I'm fuckin glad you said that cos you sometimes ook
a people like you do, like yer think we' re here for your own
fuckin personal amusement. You're on probation with me,
okay? | said, okay? You fuck this thing up tomorrow and |
promise you | won't kill ya, you'll wish | had, | swear on my
mother’s grave I'll cripple yer, I'll break your arms, then your
legs, then your fuckin spine. I'll put yer in afuckin wheelchair.
| swear they'll have to feed yous with a spoon. Y ou start awar
with these fuckin geezers with the pillsand I'll bury yer aive.
| swear I'll dig aholeand bury yer. Tonight I’ ve got aguy from
Stockwell bringing up some Smith and Wesson revolvers, same
as what the law use, and some vests, stab-jackets. Y ou send
Clarkie over early in the morning to get them, he's ill got a
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fuckin brain. You reckon your pa’s gettin the caps and the
radios? Tell him he better not fuck up either. And Morty, I'm
holdin five uncut kilos that are paid for. Take it over to Sonny
King tonight and he's gonna sort ya out sixty grand in cash
while yawait. | know it's too cheap but we need the cash for
expenses. By the time he's dapped it around he'll have eight
fuckin kilos outta that. Now you, listen to me, I'll be round
tomorrow, in Finsbury Park, with Mickey and a couple of other
lads, just in case it does go crooked, but if you' ve got anything
to say to me, tell Mister Mortimer here, and he can tell me, cos
| don’'t wannatalk to yer, infact | don’t even wannalook at yer.
Now get outtamy fuckin sight. Morty, get thisfuck away from
me before| change my mind. Did you hear me?| said fuck off,
now! Get outta here. Get!’
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Tuesday
Thislsa Raid

Gene getsinto the back of my rented motor. I’'m half expecting
aclipround theear. | don’t really wannalook at him. | can feel
his presence, smell today’ s snout and last night’ swhiskey. I'm
at one end of the short street and Morty’s at the other, keeping
aneyeout for old bill. We' vegot phones, short-waveradiosand
acouple of scannerstuned to thelocal police frequency. We' ve
driven past and seen the Merc G wagon and Merc sports
soft-top parked up in front of the archway.

‘Right, son,” he says, al top-of-the-morning, giving me a
playful slap on the thigh. *What happened to your hand, son?

‘Don't ask, Gene,” | say without turning to look at him.

I think | work with aloadafuckin schizophrenics. I’ vetaken
to carrying my false passport and money at all times.

‘Gimme your phone a second, son. Oh look, you've got
guite a collection, quite the command pogt, ain't ya?

I hand him over one of the mobiles|’ve got in the back seat
with me. He gets apiece of paper outta his pocket. ‘I’ m useless
with these. Get this number, will you?

It's JD’s number. | feed it in, press the send and hand the
phone to Gene.

‘Good morning, Sir,’ he says to JD. ‘The boys have been
busy on your behalf. W€ Il have a meet later today. | think it's
fair what they’ ve come up with ... Not over theair. I'll ring you
later.

It was decided that Gene shouldn’t lure the sentry party
away, too obvious, but should tickle-up the theory that we have
buyers on their behaf. It would be relatively smple to go
blasting into the arch, take the cargo, but that would have
massive implications, maybe start a war. They’ve got to think
they’ ve got a squeeze. If there’ s an amighty steward’ sinquiry
it's been acomplete failure.
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The boys have been busy on their behaf getting everything
we need. Terry and Clarkie have been up here day and night,
watching the comings and goings. Cody’ s been up here taking
photos with a long lens when he ain't been running al over
London recruiting, putting people to work acquiring, some-
times making or printing the necessary props. Cody’ shad some
excellent reproduction police basebal caps made, with the
chequered sides that the heavy-mob use on raids. The badges
on the front are photocopies of the crest of the South East
Regiona Crime Squad, embossed then laminated. If you stud-
iedit under alamp it wouldn’t pass seriousinspection but inthe
confusion we hope to produce it will, hopefully, work, espe-
cidly when teamed up with Gene's pa’s Smith and Wesson
revolvers, stab-jackets that look much like the Met’s, yellow
hi-visibility vests with poLICE surgically cut from stencilled
blue and white plastic and then very carefully stuck on along
with thin gtrips of reflective plastic running lengthways. Cody
has obvioudy been watching The Colditz Sory on telly, the bit
where the English public-school boys make a very convincing
Field Marsha’s uniform outta Red Cross parcels. He's hired
radios, hand-helds, lapel and ear-piece microphones.

On Sunday night he sent a geezer over the wall into the
car-pound of a police station in deepest South London. The
creeper was in the yard for three hours, in the early hours,
opening the boots and doors of all the vehicles, seeing what he
could find. He was disappointed with the haul, a bin-liner of
odds and sods, POLICELINE tape, a truncheon, police-issue
gloves, clipboards, but to Cody it was worth the five hundred
he paid him. The two-quid-per-hundred-metres police tape was
thereal prize, well worth amonkey on its own.

Terry hasmade hisway through back gardensinto adecrepit
garden shed about twenty feet from the doors so he can hear
laughing and joking from inside. From hisforward observation
post he could ring back whispered intelligence but we couldn’t
ring him for an update. Cody told him to hold the phone as far
up and in their direction as was possible. Sometimes he rings
another phone, we let it ring and decipher the signa. Three
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rings means movement in the G wagon, two ringsin the Merc
sports.

Terry rang earlier to say that there was six, repeat six,
geezersinside. Three had spent the night and three had arrived
early. When Cody’ sfirmwent in they would have mobileswith
them, tucked in a pocket in the front of the stab-jackets with a
line open going back to me so if things got outta hand we'd
know and then it becomes a straightforward skank. If we heard
anything over the scanners, we could tell them over the radios.
There' sadanger that they could cause so much commotion that
some get-a-life neighbourhood-watch nuisance cals the red
old hill, they come down here in cavalry-charge mode and the
swindle's blown. | keep alistening ear on that scanner. Gene
goes to get out the motor.

‘I"'m gonnago inwith thefirst wave but I l| be stayingin the
van, unless...’ Hewinksand pats his chest where an awesome
weapon's secreted. He shuts the door, walks away, takes two
steps, returns like he's forgotten something, opens the back
door again and leansin. ‘ Oh yes, that business. It’s sorted, lads
found em in a mucky sauna in Swiss Cottage. Lifted "em
outside.’

‘And | gotta pay? That's okay,’ | shrug.

‘I'll treat yer. W€ ll take it outta our winnings.’

He shuts the door and tiptoes off up the street. One of the
phonesrings so | pick it up. It's Terry holding the phone up. |
can hear laughing and joshing, about who's going to brekkie
first, complaints, play-fights, insults and pretend threats.
They’rein good spirits after Geno’'scall. Morale' s just taken a
massive surge upward. One of the other mobiles rings three
times then stops.

‘Movement inthebig Merc. Get ready,’ | say over theradio.

Terry’ s whispering over the sound of an engine. ‘ Three are
going. JD, Sidney and Gary are staying.’

Thisis an early away-goal for us costhe three getting in the
Merc, Big Frankie, Paul the Bouncer and Sammy Fisher, arethe
hard-core, trigger-happy loons. They've pulled rank, are trot-
ting off for their feed. JD's the only serious heavyweight
contender inthere. Gary will show aclean pair of heelsif shown
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a chink of light but Sidney ain't gonna shoot fuckin nobody.
But he may be reluctant to make one, do a runner, might need
ashove. Half lying, half sitting, one eye shut, using one side of
the binoculars, | see the Merc G wagon emerge from the
entrance and turn off in Morty’s direction. One of my mobiles
rings. It'sMort.

‘Three on board. Frankie, Sammy and Paulie, aresult.’

‘Billy’sgonnagiveit five minutes then hit it.’

Now I’'m back to sweaty palms, shortness of breath, hearing
my own heartbeat, looking at my watch every five seconds,
wondering if Billy’sdecided to turnit in, decided not to bother,
maybe having aDarjeeling and almond croissant himself, when
round the corner at Morty’s end comes a white box van, the
Trojan horse, as Cody would haveit. Driving isone of Gene's
head-the-balls. He putsfull-lock on the steering wheel, into the
entrance. A mechanic from one of the garages, outside having
a smoke, tries to stop him driving up the tight, pot-holed track
but he totally ignores him, amost runs him over instead. The
gears grind and burn, the gearbox criesfor help, the van shakes
backwards and forwards, catching the kerb, scraping the brick
wall on one side of the entrance. All the geezers in the back
push the call button on their mobiles at the sametime. They all
ring together. | hit the green receive buttons. | can hear the
screaming engine through al six phones laid out neatly in a
straight line on the back seat.

| hear the roller-shutter of the back door go up and geezers
dropping to the tarmac, war cries going up, like Red Indians,
howling and savage, adoor going in, shoutsof ‘ Armed police!’,
curses, afight. If anyonewas going to be shot, it would be now.
Combatants are grappling, one phone's dropped to the floor.
Cody’ stold histeam to get the three outside as soon as possible
so they can leg it. Ordinarily old bill would be trying desper-
ately hard to incapacitate their prisoners, dominate them, but
our crowd are trying to aid and abet their escape, without it
being obvious. | can hear a bit of metal hitting the brickwork,
JD’svoice cursing. A scattering of mechanics and paint-spray-
€ers come running onto the street to get away from the mélée. |
can hear Terry’ svoice shouting my name on one of my phones.
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‘Terry?

‘Yeah, brov. Listen, that Gary went straight through the
dips, over the fencelike agazdle.

‘What about the other two?

‘They’re getting near the street. We may have aresult, brov,
it' sa stand-off.’

| can hear shouting, JD’ svoice above therest, about burying
it in yer head, ya cozzer cunts.

‘Go on, me son, run. They ain't gonna shoot ya,’ Terry's
shouting over the phone. ‘Let me get a better view. Y essss,
they’re on their way, you fuckin beauties, JD’s out-flanked
them, they’ll be with you in five, four, three, two, one, zero.
You got’'em?

On zero, JD and Sidney come hurtling out the entrance into
the street, running faster than two big guys should. JD drops a
steel bar onto the road. A car hasto break hard, with a skid, to
avoid hitting JD but he's oblivious to it. He swerves past it,
curses and runs full pelt in my direction, while Sidney, who
looks absolutely terrified, takes atumble, gets quickly up and
dashes off the other way, completely panicked. | duck down. |
hear JD go darting past. | count one-two-three and put my head
up again owly but he' salready rounded the corner. That’ sthe
hard part. Now comes the clever part.
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The Clever Part

Outside the arch the ‘old bill’ are having a screaming match,
the mgjor stewards with one another, accusing each other of
bottling it again. There's a lot of the old hold-me-back I'l1-
swing-for-the-fuckin-cunt business. Some conversations are
meant to be overheard. All the mechanics and sprayers are
outside ear-wigging and watching old bill fighting amongst
themselves.

‘Get on to the loca nick, get a description over the air.
Neither of them fitted the description of the chap we're after
anyway.’

What we're praying for now is one of two things, that one
of these mechanics in the neighbouring arches is a pal of the
Y ahoosand will dip away, ring Big Frankie or one of the others
and mark their card that the daughter, the hideaway, iscrawling
with filth, worst kind, CID, heavy mob, it'son top, I'll-see-ya
when-I-see-ya. The other isthat JD, Gary or Sidney will find a
phone-box and tip the others the wink. The crime-scene tape
will be going up now. Cody’s little team will be al over the
Merc sports with latex gloves, smudging it up. They'll have
their radios turned up so the scanner will be getting re-broad-
cast, Alpha, Bravo, Charlie, Déelta, old-hill radio traffic going
out on the airwaves again, lending a nice air of authenticity.
Sitting on my back seat | can hear conversations. Tiptoesrings
me on yet another phone.

‘It' sbolted up here, mate. It was scary for a minute, thought
they were going to put their hands up, but the big fellafreaked
right out.’

‘Any shootersin there? | ask.

‘A bored-out Mach-10, serioustool. It’ sin an evidencebag.’

‘Didhego for it?

‘Luckily they were caught off-guard. It got dapstick in
there, bittova chase round the boxes. We've got a mobile as
well. What shall | doif it rings?
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“Turn it off. Are those grease-monkeys being nosy?

Y eah. Redlly nosy. Moodying they ain't.’

‘Good.’

| can see afew wandering out onto the street, taking an early
day. Half thislot'll be signing so they don't really need the old
bill asking loads of questions, taking names. That's what
Cody’ s posse are doing right now, clipboards out, asking ques-
tions of al the geezers in the surrounding arches, meeting
resistance. They need to stay in placejust in casethe other three
do turn up, and that takes bottle.

‘Do you know the occupants of this arch, the end one?

‘Do you know who ownsthis Mercedes sports?Isit herefor
repair, for spraying, perhaps, Sir?

‘Have you seen the occupants come and go?

‘Did you know the three who absconded earlier? When we
catch them | hope they don’t say they know you, Sir, because
that would be most unfortunate, wouldn't it?

‘Am | Drugs Squad? That's very interesting. Who said
anything about drugs? | certainly didn't. I'm actualy from the
South East Regiona Crime Squad on detachment, looking to
serve an extradition warrant.’

‘Do you know a character by the name of Darren Anthony,
AKA Duke, AKA the Duke, been naughty over in Holland, he
has, been naughty over here as well but they’ve got first go at
him. Bollocks, ain't it, that’sthe EC for ya’

‘Take my card, ring me if they come back, Sir. You'd only
throw itinthebin, well, well, well. That’ snot very polite, didn’t
your mather teach you any manners?

‘“You don’'t need a lawyer, you an’t under arrest, been
watching too much telly. I’ m conducting an inquiry and you're
helping me.’

Y ou can have akick up the arse, you want one, you ' orrible
cunt? I've nicked crimina household names so don’t be givin
it thebig’un, yer greasy little arse-wipe. Okay? Go on, fuck off,
get back to yer carburettors, yer greasy cunt. Y ou wanna have
it? Don’'t worry about me being old bill, son. I’ll come back
later if yer want, we' |l have the straightener right here.’
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‘Hope all these wrecks got the proper papers. I'm gonna
send some localsto check *em out, then you'll need alawyer.’

Cody Garret isfloating about, masguerading as ahigh-rank-
ing Dutch detective, wire glasses and big bag of paperwork,
telling the English detectives, in a perfect Dutch accent, that
they have only an arrest warrant, not a search warrant, this
could prejudice any trial in Holland if correct procedures are
not fully carried out.

‘Thisis England, mate, you're aguest here, remember.’

Cody and Tiptoes start having an argument about European
Extradition Treaties, giving each other the pointy finger. It sall
being taken in by the observing crowd.

‘But the geezer you want isn't here. His vehicle is but he
isn't. He'sgone’

‘What isa“geezer”? asks Cody.

‘Fuckin hell,” sighs Tiptoes.

Tiptoes is earning the twenty grand he's gonna get for the
work, ten now and ten in two days' time. He' snow riddled out
who's the top honcho in the next-door arch. Off he goes,
clipboard in hand, to ask afew questions. He' s been waiting for
the right moment.

‘I don’t know nuffin,” the top man saysbefore Tiptoesopens
his mouth.

‘I haven’t asked you anything yet.’

‘“Well, | don’'t know anything.’

‘| don't believe it’s possible for someone to know nothing,
it'simpossible,” says Tiptoes provocatively.

‘| don’t need some smart cunt givin me grief.’

‘Listen, pa, don’t call meacunt. I'll tell youwhat | told your
oil-rag boyfriend. | can come back herelater and me and you'll
haveit, man to man.’

The exact timing isessential. Cody was stressing it over and
over lagt night, again this morning. It goesto plan. One of the
pretend old bill walks quickly into the garage and grabs Tiptoes
and tells him to come next door, straight away, quick-sharp.

‘Can’'t you seeI’'m takinto Al Capone,’” says Tiptoes.

‘Fuck him,” saysthe other cozzer furtively, al itchy, flicking
his head. * Come and have alook at this.’
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‘I'll be back,” he says, al Arnie and pointy finger.

But when he emerges from the garage he's alight, e ectric,
charged. He trots straight over to Cody, Dutch Super-Sleuth,
beginsto tell him there' s nothing left to find here, maybe they
should be going. Cody is perplexed, baffled, asking if he's
finished questioning witnesses. Tiptoesisamost dragging him
along.

‘But what about this motorcar. It isevidence, isit not? asks
the Dutch detective.

‘I'll haveitimpounded, Sir. I'll haveforensic go over it here
before | have it moved.’

‘I’ll wait and have it done properly.’

‘Please, Sir, I'll get someoneto drive you back to headquar-
ters, you can advise Amsterdam on developments.’

Tiptoes must have spotted the garage owner ear-wigging,
making notes for the Y ahoos when they debrief him later.

‘Ain’'t you got any fuckin work to be gettin on with? he
shouts at him.

‘But | thought you wanted to talk to me,” he replies.

‘Fuck off.’

‘That’s no way to talk to acitizen, Sergeant, no way at dl,’
says Cody the appalled Dutchman. ‘Now, | know you put in a
lot of very good detective work, finding the car, you' re disap-
pointed, but there is no reason to be rude.’

‘I'm sorry, Sir. | am disappointed but I’ll tidy up here’

Tiptoes sneaks off and rings me up.

‘This mechanic is definitely mexxed up with the other lot.
He' s plotted up on acar bonnet, drinkin tea, looking over here.
No sign of the other three?

Fuck. Speak of the devil. | catch a glimpse outta the corner
of my eye. The Merc’ sturning into the street.

‘Tiptoes. They're on their way back. Let the others know,’” |
shout down the phone.

‘1’1l fuck it up thisend. I'll be there in asecond.’

The Merc goes past. | pick up my binoculars. Tiptoes must
have run the distance between the arch and the street. Just asthe
slowing Merc's about to turn up the dip, Tiptoes comes wan-
dering down and into the road, POLICE chequered hat,
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clipboard, PoLICE yellow vest, stab-jacket, but preoccupied like
he's dreaming. The Merc breaks hard and wakes Tiptoes outta
hisdream. He rai ses hishands apol ogetically, shaking hishead.
The backs of their heads seem close enough to reach out and
dlap. They'real rubber-necking up theturning. Tiptoes goesto
the window of the Merc, briefly talksto them, like he' s saying
sorry, then walks towards me a few paces. Then he stops,
swivels on the ball of his foot, starts talking into his radio but
trying to disguise it. They get on it quick-sharp. He's pretend-
ing to do a vehicle-check on the plate number. They speed up,
ignoring the entrance, trying to remain inconspicuous, like an
elephant in a football kit. They turn the corner Morty’s end.
Morty comes on the phone.

‘Listen, brov, you gotta be payin fuckin attention down that
end. That came asabig surprise.’

‘Sorry. | wastalkin to Tiptoes. What they doing? | ask.

‘About seventy,” hereplies.

311



Life Ain't Fair

Cody doesn’t wanna leave, he's having too much fun. Tiptoes
is getting genuinely pissed off. Eventually he manages to get
him off the plot accompanied by another ‘officer’. At last he
gets into a hired motor round the corner that has sixty grand in
the boot to pay the others. About ten minutes after ‘the Dutch
cunt’ has gone, after two hours of keeping the ‘clog dancer
away from those fuckin boxes', the ‘old bill’ load them up into
the van and off they go. They drive the van over to the car-park
of aDIY superstore on the North Circular Road, where we are
waiting to meet them. In the back, Gene has been sedately
reading the newspapers al morning. Someone suggested that
Metal Mickey had a colouring book to stop him misbehaving.
The‘old bill’ take Morty’s car.

Ten minutes later a recovery truck reverses up the narrow
alley backwards, hooks up the Merc sports and tows it away.
Someone haswritten * Do Not Touch. Awaiting Fingerprint and
Forensic Examination’ on it with yellow crayon. The beautiful
run-around is taken to a crushing plant that specialises in
insurance jobs and turned into a cubic yard of metal. Insde the
arch they leave dust that 1ooks frighteningly like fingerprinting
powder on the shiny surfaces, a scattering of heavy cable-ties,
used for holding prisoners hands together, and a scattering of
POLICELINE tape.

Who wants approximately two million ClassA pillsdropped
on their toes, hanging round the house? Nobody. That’s why
they were holed-up in alock-up in Edmonton and then a dank
railway arch in Finsbury Park. Morty and Clarkie take them
over to Loveland. I've got afeeling that these are gonna have
to be delivered out to Heathrow. It’s conveniently on the way.
Gene tells me to drive aong the North Circular. After five
minutes he tells me to pull over into alay-by.

‘Get me this number on your phone.’

He hands me amatchbook with Big Franki€' s number onit.
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‘Frankie. It's Gene. I've been ringing JD al morning but
getting no joy. Ishewithyou?... Let him explainwhat? ... Get
him on the fuckin phone. Where is he, down the gym or what?
... I’'ve got people hereready to rock 'n’ roll ... | thought you
lot wanted to get going ... Explain what? Listen, take this
number and get him to fuckin ring me straight away.” Gene
gives him the number and he hands me back the phone.

Last night | had a conversation with Cody and Morty. Mort
wastreating usto aninstalment of hisol’ jailhousewisdom. An
old lag used to tell him that for a story to betruly convincing it
must contain inconsi stencies.

So what was he doin in the boob? | asked.

‘Fourteen years, but his point was agood one.’

That's why Cody’s team went looking for a dead man.
Something like that’ sgonnajam your radar. Y ou try and riddle
out the big picture. Maybe someone’ s had us over but you keep
jumping back to why old bill come crashing in looking for
someone who's dead as Elvis.

We sit in silence watching the traffic going by. Gene and
Mickey smoke a couple of fags each then the phone rings on
my lap. | press the green button and hand it to Geno.

‘Hello, JD. What's the story ... What you fuckin mean,
gone?... Sold? ... What the fuck you lot fuckin playing at? ...
Where areyou now?1'll find that, will 1?.... I’'m fuckin coming
straight over. Don't fuckin move.’

He hands me the phone.

‘Walthamstow, head for the’ stow dogtrack.’

We find the drinking club where the Banditos are holed up.
It's a scruffy doorway between a newsagent’s and achemist’s.
Gene leads me and Mickey out of the sunshine and down into
the semi-dark of the tatty club. Frankie's sitting up at the bar
with Sammy Fisher and Paul the Bouncer. Onelook says spirits
are at an al-timelow. The seductive lighting can’t disguise the
factit' sakhazi.

‘You al right, Gene? says Frank.

‘I dunno, I'll tell yain aminute, Frank,” says Gene without
missing a beat. He' s spotted JD sitting with Gary down the far
end of the narrow basement.
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‘All right, Gene? says JD.

‘Everyone' s so concerned about my welfare,’ says Gene.

‘What' s he doin here? says JD, nodding a me.

‘Him?He shere cos | want him here. Doesthat answer your
fuckin question? And because he's spent the last week getting
avery good deal done on some goods you reckon ain’t around
anymore. Mickey, take Gary here up the bar and get him a
shandy.’

Mickey and Gary go and join the others. There’ s only three
othersin the gaff, atrio of career lagging boats.

‘Now,” says Gene, sitting down opposite JD. ‘What's this
you was saying on the phone?

‘The pills, they’re gone,” says JD.

‘Gone fuckin where, Jay?

‘The old bill. We got aspin.’

‘Now listen,” says Gene, looking straight into JD’s eyes.
*Jimmy’s gone, I’d like to get hold of the cunt that killed him,
everyone sasuspect till | say different, he had a sharein those
fuckers, maybe not the half he wanted, but that comes down to
me, you understand? | fuckin hope you ain’t been clumsy with
my inheritance’

‘“We got raided and the stuff got captured.’

‘So how comeyou lot ain't al in fuckin custody?

“We managed to fight our way out.’

‘That’s very convenient, mate. Y ou just walked out?

‘Me, Gary over there, and a geezer caled Sidney were
guarding them when it's come on top.’

‘Where was this?

‘A garagein Finsbury Park, this mornin, about ten. The law
flopped on us but we got out.’

‘| an't convinced. It ain’t in the papers? On the telly? Old
bill would scream about it, they’d go garrotty.’

‘They came to nick Duke, Regiona Crime Squad, but
Duke's dead. They wanted to hand him over to this Dutch old
bill who was gonna extradite him back to Holland for murder,
over that business, the geezer gettin shot, the Belgian geezer.
Does he know about that? says JD, nodding in my direction.
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‘| had to tell him after immy got ... you know ... ' says
Gene. ‘How did they find you?

‘Thecar,’ says JD.

‘What fuckin car?

‘Duke’ s misses had a Merc sports and we was using it.’

‘Fuck’s sake,” says Gene, ‘have you got no sense at all?

‘Wedidn’t think the law wanted the Duke in Holland.’

‘Don’'t fuckin believe it, not a word of it says Gene,
shaking his head. ‘The law musta fuckin known yer man’s
already dead. Do you think I'm some thick-as-pig-shit Paddy?
They’ve got computers that’ll tell them anything they need to
know, tell *em yashoe size. And how the fuck do you know all
this if you didn't hang around? Go on, answer me that, you
cunt.” Gene' s shouting now.

‘It could happen, Gene,’ | say with raised eyebrows. ‘Old
bill ain't all that organised. Sometimes right hand don’t know
what the left one’sdo —

‘You, interrupts Gene, giving me the pointy finger to the
nose, ‘shut the fuck up. Who are you? His fuckin lawyer?

The group at the other end of the bar are looking concerned.
Gene's got a Browning handgun in a holster under his shirt.
JD’sgot onit.

‘Well? Do | get afuckin answer or what? says Genein full
flow.

‘“We managed to get away, the three of us, the others were
away getting ready to move the goods. We thought they were
on their way after you called. The law interviewed al the
peoplein the other arches. The guy who sorted us out the arch
wasthere, heard them talking, they interviewed everyone. He' s
coming hereinaminute. He' srung me, told methegriff. | ain’t
moodying, Gene.’

‘And the police just told him all their fuckin business, did
they? Maybe he was asking the fuckin questions? That's why
he knows so much? says Gene, getting twitchy.

‘Here’ sMinty now.’

JD calls him straight down to our end of the bar, getshim a
drink and sits him down. If this geezer was on a fortnight’s
holiday in Maagayou’ d still know he was amechanic costhey
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never get rid of the grease on their hands, under their nails. He's
forty-five, dressed lampish, and is totaly blown away but is
trying to appear unaffected. He offers us a mint from a crum-
pled, greasy bag of Mint Imperids. He's embarrassed when we
refuse.

‘Tell these geezers what happened today, Minty,” says JD.

Minty startsto go though adetailed account of themorning’s
events. Geno quegtions him relentlesdy, buys him a large
Scotch and feeds him Rothman’s.

‘So this old bill’ s talkin to me and this other old bill comes
runnin out and saysfor himto come and havealook at somethin
next door. His mate, the other old bill, was trying to keep it
dark, and when this old bill comes out again he's like lot it,
goneall fuckin didgy. He stryin to get rid of the Dutch old hill
but the Dutch geezer won't fuckin go. They had him nobbled,
wouldn't let him near the inside of the arch, like they were
workin in a team to get rid of him, makin little sy signals,
thought | didn’t clock "em but | fuckin did.’

‘And who were these lot? From the local nick? They ever
been in your yard before? Gene asks Minty, calmer now.

‘No,” says JD. ‘| said before they were South East Regional
Crime Squad. One of them saysthey’ re on detachment.’

Me and Gene look at one another, shaking our heads, look-
ing resigned, sighing deeply.

‘You didn't say it was Regional Crime Squad,” says Gene.

‘I did earlier but youwas... like, upset. What' sthe matter?
saysJD.

‘They’ve got alittle bitta previous. Did yaget his name, the
cozzer who wastakin to you? | ask.

‘He offered me acard, to ring, to grass, like,” says Minty.

‘Didyatakeit? | say.

‘Haveyagot it? says Gene at the sametime.

‘No. | wouldn’t let him giveit tome,” he sayslike he’' sdone
something wrong. ‘He was a sergeant, six foot, big cunt, fan-
cied himsdf, you know, handy in atear-up.’

‘Well, that could be any oneof amillion cozzers,’ | say. ‘Did
he say his name was Cox?

‘Couldadone’
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‘Think about it, Minty,” saysJD.

‘It ringsabell, could well be. Why?

‘There’s aright flash detective sergeant on the South East
Regional Crime Squad. Luckily I've never met him, a lot of
peoplereckon he' shang at it. They seizeten kilosbut only three
end up on the charge sheet. Nobody’ sgonnasay they had more,
get another five, are they? That's why it ain’t in the papers,
Gene. They look up Duke, old file comes up, them computers
are only as good as the people programming them. Cox goesin
there with this Dutch cozzer, right, they’ve traced the Merc,
thinkin they’ve got Duke, got a body, but it's a fuckin wild-
goose chase but hetumblesinto ... How did you havethem?In
boxes, sacks, bin-bags or what?

‘Boxes, four boxes,” says JD, egging me on now.

‘They stumble across these boxes, open 'em up and Bob’s
your uncle, they’re lookin at anice fat pension.’

‘They didn’'t have a search warrant,” says Minty, leaning
forward, anxious to please Gene.

‘They mustahad asearch warrant. Y ou can’t go busting into
premises without one,” says Gene, shaking his head.

‘The Dutch bloke, the old hill, was tellin the English ones
that they’ ve only got the power of arrest, could nause any tria
if they didn’t do it right. That's Dutch law, is that. After they
come across whatever was in the boxes, they kept trying to get
rid of him for two hours, but when he went they give it ten
minutes and then fucked off sharpish. They left one cozzer
there to go with the break-down truck that come for the Merc
sports.’

‘Y ou leave anything inside, Jay? | ask, already knowing.

‘ Some bedding stuff, my phone and aMach-10.’

‘A Big Mac! Fuckin’dl,” says me and Genein unison.

‘A reactivated one,” says JD, abit sheepish.

‘Does that make any difference then? | say sarcastically.

‘Don’tfuckinstart. | ain’tinthemood,” hesays. Minty looks
like he don’t wanna play anymore.

*So they got your phone and a Big Mac semi-automatic,’ |
say. ‘Loaded?

He nods.
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‘That'll get ya about eight years,’ | say. ‘Was the weapon
ever used on a bittawork?

‘I dunno.’

‘Fuckin "ell. You don’'t know where it’s been? Could have
notches on it, aright history. You don’t know what ballistics
could turn up. Isthe phone registered to your address?

‘Sister’s,” he says, shaking his head, looking gutted.

‘Did this Cox geezer get agood look at ya?

‘Good enough.’

‘Can | give you apiece of advice, Jay?

‘Goon’

‘Go on holiday for alittle while and start praying like fuck
that those Regional Crime Squad geezers have gone through
with your pills, you know, nicked 'em, cos they won’'t wanna
proceed with the gun and phone thing if they have. They won't
wanna risk you being up at Snaresbrook Crown Court or the
Bailey sayin you only had the hardware to protect you from a
bogeyman robbin the missin Jack 'n’ Jills. What would the
chief constable say? Where' s the fuckin pills? Maybe they’ve
got ahunch they’ re crooked now. They’ d reason you' ve got no
need to tel porkies, you're going for an eight already. Cox
would keep the phone and Big Mac knockin around, just in
case, could comein handy.’

JD and Minty are shaking their heads, lookin sick.

‘I tell you what, Jay,” | say, bucking up, ‘Sergeant Cox'll
wanna punt them. Y ou could always go and buy them back.’

‘Are you fuckin mad? he says, his nut spun. ‘Tl him
they’re our pills and we want first refusal ?

‘It was only a thought,” | shrug. ‘But if ya think about it
you've had aright result.’

‘I'm not with ya, pal,” saysJD curioudly.

Y ou got bent old bill floppin on yathismornin. If they were
straight-goers, which the magjority of old bill are, you'd be
fucked, lookin at eight stretch.’

‘Put like that, you' ve gotta point,” he says.

“You know,” says Gene suddenly, ‘you’ve convinced me,
JD. You know why?

‘Why, Gene?
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‘Cos between the lat of you, your whole fuckin crowd,” he
nods towards the foursome a the bar, ‘you ain't got the imagi-
nation, the wit and gumption to make up aludicrous story like
that.’

JD smiles and looks relieved like it’s a compliment.

‘Thanks, Gene. I'm sorry about the gear. What can | say?

‘That's okay, son, worry about yersdf. Like yer man here
says, start praying those pills end up back in circulation. Look
after Mister Minty herefor us, afew bob,” he sayswith awink.

‘Shame,’ | say asweget up, ‘| waslooking forward to anice
earner outtathose pills, six figures at least.’

Geneturnsto me. ‘ That’ sthe most selfish thing | think I've
ever heard in my whole life. Yer man, JD here, is looking at
eight years and you can only think of yoursdf. Jesus wept.’

‘All I'm sayin is I'm disappointed, that’s al. I’ ve been up
and down to Manchester three times this week.’

‘How many times have | got to tell yer, son, Sometimes
Life'sNot Fair.’
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Wednesday
At Your Own Risk

Today's the day | get paid. Two and a haf million in used
banknotes, various currencies, fits snugly into one of those
massive red and white gingham laundry bags you can buy on
street markets or in anything-one-pound-crash-out shops, but
it'll take two people to carry. To count two mill, to check, it
should only take about two hoursif everyone pullstheir finger
out. The carve-up has been decided. After a hundred grand’s
taken off the top, expenses, to pay the outstanding due to
Tiptoes and the other guys and to sort out the crew who did the
Klaus business, Gene will receive six hundred thousand,
twenty-five per cent, because he, in some respects, aready
owned a share in the pills and without his say-so we couldn’t
have skanked the Banditos. Me and Mort will get four hundred
and thirty-two grand each, eighteen per cent, and Cody, Clarkie
and Terry will each receive the three remaining thirteen-per-
cent shares, three hundred and twelve grand. Not bad work if
you can get it.

I need time to catch myself up. Things are happening too
fuckin fast right now. I've booked a ticket out to Paris on the
late Eurostar so | can plot-up for tonight and riddle out where
to put my whack. | think overland to Zurich on a first-class
seeper might be a better idea than jumping around on aero-
planes, booking in my suitcase with my readiesin it, leaving it
a the mercy of al those robbing bastard baggage handlers.

| wake up this morning and the rain, the first in weeks, is
battering my window. Rain like you only see in movies is
moving in sheets over the rooftops of the houses overlooking
my bedroom. The drops are hitting the glass like someone’s
fired them from a gun, and the wind, changing direction every
split second, gets behind it and drives it so it appears to be
coming in horizontally. The morning papers are still full of the
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shooting of the geezer on Primrose Hill, first three pages,
editoria, ‘Is This London or Beirut? , where they’ve linked it
with the shooting of aknown organised-crimefigurein sedate,
deepy Totteridge, North London, and the more sinister discov-
ery of two mutilated bodiesin anavigation canal in Edmonton.
‘Gun-law, blah, blah, blah, Home Secretary resign, blah, blah,
blah, more police powers and so on and on. Not adickey-bird
about a seizure of ecstasy with a street value of twenty million
pounds. The old bill always exaggerate figures, indulge in
wishful thinking. They think of anumber between one and ten,
then double it a few times. | know some guys who will be
anxioudly, but with growing relief, scanning the linen drapers
thismorning for any mention of * Scotland Y ard are very happy
to announcethe seizureof ...’

| rang Eddy yesterday evening and he told me to ring again
at midday today to arrange the exchange, said he might have
something else | might beinterested in but | told him1’m going
off-duty for alittle while, thanks but no thanks. The money we
get from Eddy will no doubt be naughty readies, diverted from
another dubious source, but if yer start getting too greedy with
geezers like him you can end up not being able to get out the
other end. I’ve learnt my lesson well with Jimmy. My thirtieth
birthday is rumbling into sight and | fancy being on the beach
in Barbados or hanging hard in the South of France, moodying
that I’m afilm producer at a film festival, not running around
London in the pissing rain, accumulatiing even more readies
that | ain't got the time to spunk.

By thetime | leave my house, the weather’s changed again.
Now it's bright sunshine, blinding white light hitting the pave-
ments and puddles. All the debris of twigs, leaves, paper and
small pebbles has been driven into the gutters by the downpour
but now theair isfuckin alive with ions, positive or negative or
both, the birds are back singing in the trees and | know that
today’ sthelast day inthisfuckin life before | sever thetiesand
ride into the sunset. Shades on, brolly in broken wrigt, large
empty Samsonite in good hand, nod to the neighbour as | pass
on the stair, post the spare set of keysover to the letting agency
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in case I'm outta town for a while, and get a cab over to
Loveland to see the boys and ring Eddy the Swell.

When | get outta the cab, Gen€e's got the white box van
parked up in the alley, with theroller back up and the two back
doors of Loveland wide open. Metal Mickey is standing, huff-
ing and puffing, withahugebox so | can't seehisfaceand Gene
isteasing and poking him with a broom handle.

‘Leaveit out, Gene, I'm gonnadrop 'em,” says Mickey.

‘Don’t stand there gawping, watching aman struggle, either
shut your eyesor help him,” says Geno.

‘I can’t be schlepping boxes, I’ ve got afuckin broken wrist,
Gene’

‘How did you do that? he says.

‘That joke’ sabit worn out now, Gene. It wasonly half funny
thefirst time and now you’ ve got every cunt sayin it.’

‘Well, you never did a day’s work when you had two good
hands, yer good-for-fekkin-nothin bastard,” he saysinaculshie
accent, brandishing his broom.

I can hear Mickey laughing from behind the box so | snatch
Gene' s stick and give him a smart whack on the knee-cap.

‘Ouch! Leave it out, Gene, what was that for? That fuckin
hurt, that did,” says Mickey, doing alittle dance.

| give the broom back to Gene, who takesit before thinking.
Mickey grapples the box into the back of the van. He looksto
take a breather but Gene points with his thumb inside and
Mickey troops off to get the next one.

‘Where' s Morty and Mister Clark?

‘They’re inside counting counting machines. And Billy, or
Cody, or whatever his fuckin nameis, will be dong in half an
hour with the motor you gave him yesterday .’

‘They the goods? | point a the two battered, taped-up,
corrugated cardboard boxes on the wagon already.

‘Yeah,” says Gene.

‘Don’t look two and a half mill’sworth.’

‘There’ sanother two inside aswell. Morty and young Clark
bought them inside overnight, got their heads down here, stop
them getting pinched. There's a lot of it about, you know,
robbery, streetsain't safe these days.’
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‘Not like when you was a boy.’

‘Don’'t be fuckin cheeky, son,” he says, waving the broom.

Inside, Morty, Terry and Clarkie are drinking coffee and
eating toasted sandwiches, but they don't look all that well
groomed. Indoor camping obviously doesn’'t agree with them.
In one corner are electric scales, the very accurate kind, that
weigh things down to the last gram. These are usually used for
weighing books or parcels. If you wanna know if you've got
two million pills, you don’t count them all, it'd take too long.
What you do instead is put ten thousand through a pill-counter,
weigh the ten thou, weigh the rest, deducting the weight of the
boxesthey’rein, weigh one empty box, get your calculator out,
paper and pencil, do your sums, and hopefully things'll tally up
and you'll have the correct amount of pills.

There's aso six money-counting machines, a pill-counter
from amedical supplier's on Wigmore Street and calculators,
so me, Mort, Gene, Clarkie, Terry and Cody can crack on and
get the money counted and get back here, carve up thetwo point
five mill and go our separate ways for awhile. | ring Eddy’s
number before they start giving me grief about spending the
night at home, in anice warm bed, while they werethe martyrs,
suffering for the cause in a grubby sex shop.

‘ Afternoon, Mister Ryder. Ready to rock the casbah, | hope.’

‘Good day, young sir. Most certainly. Had a little trouble
getting your wages how you wanted them but it's okay now.
Three 0’ clock out at Heathrow. Follow the signs for Terminal
Four but go past it. Turn into the Southern Perimeter Road,
follow it round to Redbridge Road and turnintoit. Look for the
Cargo Termina, but before you get there you'll see “Interna-
tiona Shipping and Freight Corporation”. | should be there
from about three onwards but forgive meif I'm alittle late,’ he
says.

‘I'll see you there, Mister Ryder,’ | say, just as Cody and
Nobby come through the office door a the same time.

We saddle up, Gene, Terry and Metal Mickey in the truck,
and me, Morty, Cody, with Clarkiedriving, intherented motor.
Mort’ s rubbing his hands in anticipation. The sun’s got warm
now for April, and it's evaporating the rain off the ground so
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steam rises eexily. There’ s shoots of pink cherry blossom onthe
pathetic-looking trees in the square but life is coming alive
again, life tastes good again. We pull outta the alley and turn
into the street just as Nobby comes running out of the front door
of Loveland.

‘Seethat old cunt? Run him over, Mister Clark,” says Morty
as Nobby waves, trying to get his attention. ‘He's drivin me
fuckin mad.’
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How Does It Feel?

When we arrive at the International Shipping and Freight Cor-
poration at five to three, everything is quiet, deserted, nobody
to be seen. In the sky above there's the deafening noise of
planes taking off and landing continually, like they’ re coming
injust over thetop of your head. The freight sheds are open but
Mickey pullsthe truck up outside and we wait. Clarkie and me
go inside and have a recce but there' s nobody around at all. It
appears to be a vacant warehouse the size of a penalty area.
Traps have been placed for theratsand mice, there' seven afew
dead and mummified ones. Along onewall there' sthree bright-
red dumpster bins, like from you-know-where, with bits of old
chocolate-coloured carpet on the top. The glass-fronted offices
in the corner are empty as well, except for some locked ward-
robe-sized metal cabinets like the ones that Duke and Slasher
got buried at seain. The carpet is newly laid. Clarkie goes and
hasapissin thekhazi that’ s been built from breeze-block in the
opposite corner from the offices. He's asking me if I'm sure
I’ ve got the right address but | tell him that there can’t be two
firms called the same in the airport, maybe they’ re just moving
in. He did say he may be abit late.

After about half an hour, when we're starting to think that
maybe we should sack it, return to base and rearrange for
another day and after five or six calls to Eddy’s unobtainable
mobile, Eddy’ s car, ablack brand-new top-of-the-range Range
Rover, comes sweeping round the corner, up Redbridge Road
and drives gtraight through the roller-shutters and into the
warehouse. We're on.

‘We thought you weren’t comin, Mister Ryder,” | say
through the window of his car as Mickey and Clarkie drive the
motors in. Mister Troop pushes a button that automatically
closes the shutters. In his car with him are two other quite
heavy-looking guys.
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“You must forgive me. | underestimated the journey-time
acrosstown. Are al the pillsin the van, young man?

‘Sure. Please help yoursdlf, open up abox, anyoneyalike. |
accept you' Il wanna examine them, do some tests.’

‘Oh, it would mean nothing to me, just another commaodity
to me, my friend.’

‘Shall we get going on the paperwork then? I’ ve got places
to go, peopleto see.’

‘It'sabit gloomy in here, isn't it, Mister Troop.’

Mister Troop walksdowly over and hitsthelights. Theneon
flickers. | look up for a split second and squint. | hear sudden
movement, people shuffling about. Outta the big red bins come
geezers in black combats, boots and heavy-duty machine pis-
tols, from the offices come the same, from the pre-fab office
roof two guys jump, roll and come up with rifles aimed at
Mickey and Gene' s heads. No fuckin shouting, they move like
Chinese gymnasts. | turn and see Morty with hishands outtaour
car window already cos there's a geezer in a ski-mask, com-
pletely motionless, pointing a lethal-looking heavy-calibre
machine pistol at his head. A guy sneaks up and puts Cody on
the ground with one quick, silent kick in the back of the legs
then stands above him with arifle pointed at hisface. Terry’'s
sitting in the back of the motor, | know he's got atool in there,
is flustered, trying to get the door open. A guy in a ski-mask
walks calmly up from behind, stops, leansforward, tap, tap, tap
on the glass with his weapon, and gets his attention, or rather
thetool does. Terry slowly raiseshishands. Morty, | can seg, is
telling Terry to takeit easy, don't do anything stupid, don’t do
anything at all.

When | turn around to face Eddy again | realise that one of
the guys from the back of his motor is out now, with two arms
laid out across the roof of the car, clutching apistol aimed right
at my forehead. Hisface is completely emotionlessand | know
that if someone said ‘ Terminatethe prisoner’ |' d be dead before
the words came outta their mouth, before | realised what was
going on. I'm starting to regret telling Eddy that immy said he
killed his wife. The lights were the simple signal. These gee-
zers, army specia-forces types, were plotted-up, camouflaged
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in a fuckin empty warehouse, in bins, locked office cabinets
and water-tanks. Four of our team are tooled-up. They never
even got to think about using them, which is probably just as
well cos once one person gets shot dead they’d just follow the
exercise through, do the lot of us. Eddy wouldn't be able to
fuckin stop them either cos once the switch is thrown, it's
goodnight Viennato anyonewho’ snot on their side. Thisother
lot have been in training, wishing and hoping for a fire-fight
likethisdl their fuckinlives. Life' snot fair, who said that? The
other guy from outta Eddy’s motor walks silently over to our
hired truck and starts the engine. Mister Troop has pushed the
button to raise the shutter again. They cover each and do
everyone' s hands with heavy-duty cable-ties, like the ones we
used as props yesterday to such good effect. | see it now, why
he put me off until three o’ clock. They needed more rehearsal,
time to get it off pat. | can see Mister Troop putting them
through their pacestill they had it drilled to perfection. Every-
thing’sdoneto asignal. It’ sall about co-ordination, everybody
being adesignated target.

This exact time yesterday JD was shaking my hand, telling
me he don’t like me but he really respects me, punching me
playfully on the top of my good arm and giving it ‘Cheers,
brother’. | feel angry now. | wannaspit. If thiscunt with apistol
to my head was gonna shoot me he woulda doneit by now so |
move over to Eddy’ s side window with my hands up.

‘Stay till! Do not move again!’ shouts the geezer with the
gun.

‘| wanna word with your boss, pal. You've got what you
fuckin comefor.’

‘Stand till!” he shouts again.

‘Look, they’ re going outta the door right now. See ya later,
next stop Tokyo.’

The truck moves dowly towards the door. Troop jumps up
on the running board, opens the door, climbsin, shuts the door
again and the truck speeds away. One of his comrades comes
shuffling up, throws me against the car, pats me down, searches
me for a shooter. Eddy motions with afinger, Roman Emperor
style, to let me to come to the window.
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Son, did you really think | was going to give you two and
one haf million pounds for those goods?

‘Why not? You can fuckin afford it, can't ya? It's called
commerce, pa.’

‘Listen, son, it'snot mewho needsthe lesson in the ways of
the world. By the time you get outta here, those goods will be
airborne’

‘So we are getting out alive. Isit Princess Charlotte’' s birth-
day so King Eddy’s granted an amnesty?

‘Don’t be cheeky. But seeing as you ask, young Charlotte’s
found God in Brighton, actually.’

‘I’d wondered where he' d been hidin. Where they goin, still
Tokyo?

‘Of course, via Romania. They're waiting for them. The
relief flight’s taxiing right now. They’ll go straight into the
cargo termind, straight through customs. They’ll be coveredin
red crosses by now. They're travelling out as medical supplies
as far as Bucharest then they miraculoudly turn into much-
needed exports for the journey on to Japan.’

‘That’ s fuckin out of order.’

‘Amoral istheword you' relooking for. And you can fuckin
talk. I've been thinking. Thursday | tell you Jamesis planning
on trading you to the forces of law and order and the very next
day someone as good as decapitates him with a gun that would
kill an elephant and, | hasten to add, shoots his fuckin pet dogs
aswell. Now that’s some kind of coincidenceis it not? Now |
knew Jimmy for forty years, from kids. | see these pills as
compensation for putting up with him al that time, not to
mention, if I'm honest, the sporting angle, of course. Do you
think 1’d get this kind of satisfaction chasing a fox around?
Wéll, do you?

‘“What makes you think we wouldn't come at yalater?

‘You'redl too clever, can see the way the odds are stacked.
Look at Gene and the big black guy, Mister Mortimer, they're
too long in the tooth to be rampaging around looking for
revenge. Drug-dealing’s meant to be easy money, not grief. |
don’t think they’Il risk life sentences, but as insurance maybe
I'll leave dossiers with my lawyers, to be opened if anything
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happens to me, destroyed if not. It's in your interests if this
thing finishes here today. Be your age, son. It's the way of the
world. They might not be the Maltese Falcon but those pills, or
tablets, or whatever they are, do have achequered past, so why
shouldn’t | be the one to make a killing, someone's going to.
I'll give my chaps a nice little Christmas bonus out of them. |
wasn't lying when | said they were a gift to the Japanese, |
promise you. You’'ve got a childish, sulky look on your face.
Be aman about it, put it down to experience. One day you'll
look back on this and laugh. In 1965 Dewey caught me with
about athousand lepers, purple hearts, half acrown each or five
for ten bob. Drugs were bad news back then. He called it
confiscating them, | called it theft, end of the day it makes no
difference. It spurred me on to better and higher things. |
wanted to get where he couldn’t touch me. Listen, you're a
smart guy, can tell just by looking, and one day you'll be sat
here, in years to come, in the back of the motor, telling some
young Turk the facts of life.’

‘And?

“You're born, you take shit, get out in the world, take shit,
you climb higher, take less shit. The higher you climb, the less
shit you take, till one day you get up in the rarefied atmosphere
and you' veforgotten what shit even lookslike. Welcometo the
layer cake, son.’

With that he pushes the el ectric window and without aword
the car moves off, swings round in a circle and goes out the
door, leaving seven of uswith gunspointed at our headsfeeling
very stupid indeed. It's al about power and when someone’s
got agun pointed at you, they’ ve got the power of life or death
over you. It'shumiliating and deep. Suddenly another two cars
swing into the warehouse and again on asilent signal the guys
with guns walk, don't run, covering us the whole time, to the
motors. They get in and they’re gone.

My old man used to have this speech off pat, his own
composition but rehearsed like some people learn an epic
poem, about if you think you're a tough guy there's always a
bigger, tougher chap somewhere. His theme was bullies and
bullying and it used to irritate me before | was old enough to
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even understand it but right now | can’t get it out of my head.
It's going around and around and around. There' s abig part of
methat feelssick to my stomach. I’ vejust lost four hundred and
thirty-two grand, in cold fuckin blood, but there’ s another part
of me that feels that what went down here in the last two
minutes was the work of an amoral class act, a fuckin master-
class, no two ways. There salso afeding that if you're gonna
hang around in this game, that’s where you gotta aim to be:
sitting in the back of the box-fresh Range Rover, with highly
trained ex-professional soldiers obediently doing your dirty
work, delivering the highly suspect philosophical lecture to
baffle the enemy and cover yer tracks, make them think you're
doing them a favour, contributing to their emotiona develop-
ment, and then away, at speed, back home to fuck the wife, or
the nanny if the missesain’t home.
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The End of the Road

It got abit dapstick, bit ugly, out at theairport. Thisafternoon’s
argy-bargy, push and shove, was for real. Recriminations and
pointy fingers aplenty were flying about. Some people pay
good money to be tied up and dominated but others, it fucks
their heads up totally, gets’em wild. It wasn't a group-therapy
situation and | got thefuckin very worst of it cosit wasmy deal.
That's why | was getting a fat chunk if it went right, serious
grief if itdidn’t. Terry seemed to think | wasjust abit too fuckin
pally with the swell-mob geezer, having alittle chat about this
and that, maybe even in on the fuckin swindle, brov, whilethey
were having shooters pointed at their heads. Good job the
Actionman Posse fucked off with the heavy weaponry, is my
thinking on the matter. And fuckin Cody still wants fuckin
paying for the drop of work yesterday. Fair enough, brov, but
your fuckin timing’'s a bit out, you fuckin pick yer fuckin
moments. Someone' sgonnaput onein hisfuckinnut if hedon’t
fuckin watch himself.

Eddy’s got Morty and Gene sussed dead-right. Although
they ain't saying it, it' sthe end of theroad for them on thisone.
Sometimes yer gonna say something or otherwise people are
gonna shit on yer but here and now, they’ve aready been shit
on, so it’ stime to wipe yer mouth and move on.

‘Nine letters, to be judged by results, beginning with P?
says Gene to himsdlf.

‘“Wassat, Gene? You al right? says Clarkie.

‘Pragmatic,’ says Geneall enigmatically.

‘Yeah, al right, mate, whatever you fuckin say, big man,’
says Clarkie, giving me awho’ s-your-mate nod.

Might take a little while to get over it but if Mister Eddy
Ryder ain't in their face al day long, hanging out in the old
neighbourhood, they will forget. It might take a good few
Guinnesses with the double-shot of brandy or in Morty’s case
afew lick and shines — that’s smoking rocks of crack-cocaine
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while a hooker sucks your cock — but the sting will go away
eventualy. | wish Terry and Clarkie had heard Eddy the
Swell’s little lecture cos something like this, getting rumped,
will definitely propel them both into orbit. I'm cutting out but
| can see Mister Clark especialy asthe geezer sat in the back of
the Range Rover in yearsto come.

Clarkie had to drive over to Terminal Four and get ataxi to
come back for some of us. Genetook Terry, Cody and Mickey
over to some boozer in Ealing to get them paralytic, calm them
down, cos it was looking to get outta hand, Cody and Terry
wouldn’t shut the fuck up. Me, Morty and Clarkie headed back
to Loveland to work out how to pay Cody’s little troop. It
looked like | was gonnahaveto tell Mister Lonsdale, my crafty
accountant, to find me some funds quick-smart, sell! sell! sell!
The blossom on the skinny trees that looked so full of promise
afew hours ago, like an omen of new life and hope, now looks
likeit'sjust taking the fuckin piss, wasting its fuckin time even
trying.

Aswe pull into the aley beside Loveland, Nobby’s outside
the back doors smoking a dlim panatella. He waks anxioudy
round to Morty’s side of the car and is looking in the window,
waiting for Morty to get out.

‘That's just what | don’t fuckin need, this cunt drivin me
fuckin mad.’

As he gets out, Nobby’s on him like a police dog.

‘Morty, I’ve been trying to ring you all day.’

‘I know, Nabby. | saw your number come up on my mobile
so | didn’'t answer it, okay? Does that solve yer little fuckin
mystery, Pops?

Nobby looks hurt. ‘It's just you took the wrong boxes this
morning. | tried to tell ya as you was leaving but you al just
waved and drove off.’

Morty and Clarkie are grinning. | am too. We're back in
business.

‘I fuckin love you, Nobby,” says Morty. ‘What was in the
box we took?

‘Well, it was all that shit you told me to send back to those
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geezers in Amsterdam. The boys parcelled it al up yesterday
after you give ' em the ruckin the other night.’

| can see it now. Eddy, all kimonoed-up, bowing from the
waist, down the number-one paper-tea-house in Tokyo with
wall towall geishagirlsand the Don of Donsfrom the Y akuza.
Eddy’ stelling him he' sgot alittle gift for him, you can make a
right few bob with these, but listen, my friend, if thingsain't all
that clever in the bedroom, you wannaget some of thiskit, take
the bullet train up to that little cottage you got tucked away on
the dopesof Mount Fuji and seewhat develops. | doubt if those
Japanese gangster types like being told they need a blow-up
doll or alife-like vibrating vaginato spark up the old lovelife.
It's al about face and dl that funny old Samurai code-of-
the-warrior shit. They’ll probably slice his bollocks off, cere-
monially, of course. Quite funny, really.

‘So, Nobby, listen to me now. Where Are The Other
Boxes? says Morty.

Nobby looks at his watch.

‘About now they’ll be landing at Amsterdam Airport. It
wasn't anything important, wasit? Bit of afuck-up, I'm afraid.
See, the two boys from the shop waslike ... scared, you know,
they wanted the job done, so they come in early and took them
down the cargo terminal themselves. Haveyou ever beenthere?
Heathrow? They told the Dutch geezers to collect them the
other end. Y ou're dways telling them to show initiative.’

‘Nobby, you're a complete cunt. Didn’'t you fuckin stop
them after you knew they were the wrong ones? says Morty.

‘I'm sorry, Morty. | went next door for two minutesto put a
bet on. When | came back they’re gone. They ain’t answering
their phone either.’

‘Here's what we do,” says Morty, pointy finger to me and
Clarkie. ‘“We get Gene, Terry and shit-for-brains Mickey who
loaded up the boxesin the first place. We get on a plane out to
Amsterdam, right now, tonight, and we go and crash the gaff
and get that fuckin parcel.’

‘You'd have to be a bit polite with these geezers, Morty,
they’reright bleeding heavy,” says Nobby.

‘And we're not heavy? says Morty, rolling his eyes.
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‘This lot are fuckin Nazis, you know, neon-fascists. That's
why they do al the po -

‘Their Fuhrer ain't ageezer caled Otto, ishe? | say.

Y ou must be telepathic, son. Do you know him?

‘We' ve never met.’

He beckons meto come closer, looksright and left. | can see
Donna bouncing around inside. Clarki€' s mobile rings.

‘Peoplereckon they’ reinto drugsand al sorts,” Nobby says.

‘Okay, Dad,’ says Clarkie, ‘he’shere now. I'll tell him.’

Clarkie puts the phone away.

‘Morty, Freddie Hurst just died. Thisisgonnacause compli-
cations.’

I’m outta here.
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Curacao
Twenty Miles Off the Coast
of Venezuela
1 April 2000
Life Goes On

When | woke up six weeks|ater, after floating through the dark,
running up tunnels with bright lights at the end then deciding
to run back down the other way, tripping out, seeing mysdlf
from above and dreaming guysin green overalls were messing
with my brain, | was told | was incredibly lucky to survive.
Lucky to be shot.

| better explain that. What happened was | was dueto leave
London on the Saturday, after laying low for a couple of days,
leaving instructions with my accountant Mister Lonsdale and
the guys who worked my properties and other businesses for
me, but on the Friday | decided to follow my gut instincts and
give Tammy aring. | thought that maybe after I’ d got based-up
somewhere funky she could come over for avisit and maybe
we could take it from there.

| arranged to meet her in a pizza gaff in Camden Town and
the second she walked in the door and skipped down the three
steps into the main floor of the restaurant | was hit with a
strange but brilliant sensation that come from my heart rather
than my dick. | could see us old together, a lifetime away,
surrounded by grandchildren and living out in Australia, well-
to-do and content, winking at our private jokes, children asking
how we met, a few business investments ticking over nicely,
shrimps on the barbie. It was to remain to this day amirage.

The redlity was that jealous Sidney had tailed her across
town and into the restaurant with a handgun. He walked over
before | had time to think, put three bullets into me, two into
my head and one into my chest. Thankfully they were quite
small calibre, point two-two. Piece of advice, Sidney, always
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use dumdums. Anyonewould think that if you shot aguy twice
in the fuckin canister it would be game over but that ain’t
necessarily true. | felt like something had picked me up by the
hair and thrown me across the room like | was nothing, a bitta
rag. They travelled between my scalp and my skull, they
weaved about for awhile and then stopped. | ain't saying that
they didn't hurt like fuckery but they didn’t fuckin kill me
either. As | was trying to crawl under atable, like a paraytic
drunk, he walked across the room, aimed, and put one in my
chest from about an arm’ slength away. He fired more times but
the gun was empty, click, click, click, like Geno's toys. |
remember the sound late at night if | can’t sleep. Then heturned
round to Tammy, who' s screaming hysterically, covered in my
blood, and said that she's coming home with him, he forgives
her. A team of have-a-go on-leave squaddies wrestled Sidney
to the floor and gave him akicking. A psychiatric nurse who
knew the basics put his hands over the wounds|ong enough for
aparamedic on amotorcycle to arrive.

My surgeon, Mister Masters, said it was a fuckin miracle
that I'm dlive, calculated the odds somewhere up in the mil-
lions. He showed me my X-rays, he showed al his mates my
X-rays, put them on theinternet for al the other surgeonsto see.
It's pretty impressive the way the bullet missed the heart and
lungs, whistled around the head like that. He started giving me
the *You are a very lucky man’ speech. Maybe | wanna start
believing him.

| finally woke up outta my comato be greeted by ateam of
the top old bill who wanted to ask me aloada questions. | was
plumbed into one of those machines that gives you a shot of
pure morphine when the nurse pushes the button. You hear a
bleep, you get your hit. I'd been coming-to sowly over the
previous couple of days, watching and feeling, semi-conscious,
then just awake but smacked outtamy head, looking forward to
the next bleep, afuckin junkie' sdream, on tap, one hundred per
cent pure, top-quality morphine. | could never see what smack-
heads saw in smack, all that goofing and gouging was never for
me, but | supposeif you’ ve got nothing planned, nothing going
oninyour life, it's agood enough cop-out as cop-outs go, just
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drifting along in your coma. | could hear through the fog,
Mister Masters marching them out, telling them only come
back when I'm well enough to be talked to. They argued of
course but he was very fuckin insistent, saying his only duty
wasto me, his patient.

When | did wake up one day to find just one cozzer on his
own, sitting next to my bed reading the Guardian, | was a bit
surprised cos usually old hill are pack animals and they are,
according to their working practices, meant to work in pairs,
but this one was, you could tell, a cut above your usua gather.
He' s got graduate written al over him. He's young, about the
same age as me, middle-class, wearing a navy Barbour. He
don't redlly look like old bill. | bet he didn’t spend alottatime
on foot patrol. This geezer is a product of the Met's dlite
fast-track promotion policy, outta university with the degree, a
couple of years on the beat, just so the foot soldiers don’t get
the hump, and then nudged upgtairs, into one of the creamy
sexy outfits who go up against professional criminals. Always
remember, only very stupid people think the police are stupid.

He puts his paper down and gets straight to the point. Don't
you say anything, just listen. We' ve thought about maybe
trying to get you to turn informer but you don’t really fit the
profile. We could blackmail you, we could use coercion, but
after the recent attempt to murder you | wouldn’t fancy your
chances of bringing in anything worthwhile anyway. Very
amateur dramatic, he was. He had a certain clipped delivery,
dry and passionate at the same time.

‘We are engaged in a war,” he says like we're in an old
black-and-white movie. ‘ The same way you are,” he goes on.
‘All isfair in love and war, but for you the war is over, you're
going into retirement, believe me, we're serious about this. If
you don’t accept thisand resume your pernicioustrade we'll fit
you up, as your fraternity would term it. We'll provide the
correct evidence, coach a scattering of witnessesfrom our pool,
have the chaps in our squad queuing down the Bailey to give
evidence. You'll do twenty years. Think I'm kidding? Call my
bluff. My governor will get you alife sentence if you want it.
Do you want it or do you get outta here when you're able, tidy

337



up your legit affairs and go away and remain inactive? And
remember, we'll be watching. Now, 1I'm going to ask you a
straight question, okay? Am | taking to a man in retirement?
Just nod your head if you agree.’

My head hurts like fuck but | can see I’'m the one getting a
bargain so | moveit owly up and down enough for him to get
his answer.

‘Good,” he says, ‘and this conversation never happened.
That' s part of thededl.’

He gets up, folds his paper and |leaves.

So did I. | left London. But one time | got in touch with
Tammy from a hotel in Lisbon. She says: girls like dangerous
guys but you're serioudly fuckin life-threatening. How many
girls do you know end up covered in blood, chief prosecution
witness in an attempted murder trial on their first date? | think
I’m gonnagive it amiss, mate. All the best, | wish you well.

Sidney got ten years, even with me on the missing list, cos
the old bill had two dozen witnesses. Make al the difference,
witnesses. He pleaded guilty.

| ended up here cos | ran outta places to go. Bought alittle
bar. Sometimes people from London come over to see me.
Morty brings the news and gossip from home. The law don’t
leave him aone because of the Freddie Hurst thing, know he
didit, just can’t proveit. Target criminal, but heliveswell outta
the three tom-shops he owns in prime locales. Mister Clark
Junior took over much of the businessthat we had going on and
it transpires that the geezer who did the business with Jimmy
Price would' ve dedt with young Clarkie if only he'd known.
The Clark family work tight around the youngest member of
the family and that apparently isthe only way to work back in
London now cos prices have tumbled but everyone still wants
to earntop dollar. People haveto go armed to drop off an ounce.
Costsabout agrand these days, but peoplethink it’ sworth their
whileto turn ya over. Guys have their bitta personal taken offa
them at gun-point.

Just to make things interesting, M16, who ain’t got no reds
under the beds to chase anymore, no cold warfare in Moscow
or Berlin, are after al the top firms, families and outfits. Drug
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trafficking ain't the lucrative giggle it once was. Morty reckons
it was one of these ex-spieswho come and give me my ultima-
tum in hospital. Old Man Clark had his suspicions about
Jmmy’s little sideline, or so he says now the whispers ve got
back to him. Everyone, villains and cozzers alike, are in the
dark about who did the hows-your-father on him. The South
East Regional Crime Squad was disbanded due to widespread
rumours of corruption. Every time the USA has a bitta grief
with any Middle Eastern country they whed out a head and
shoulderspicture of the systemsanalyst from Portland, Oregon,
and | have to duck cos it's still getting blamed on Muslim
fundamentalists.

Terry, who was working tight with Clarkie, got shot dead
after an altercation at a T-junction. After some verbal between
him and another driver, he got out to sort it but two game black
dudes — Y ardies? wassa fuckin Y ardie? — opened up, emptied
their pieces into him, twenty-six rounds. Thankfully he was
gonski before he hit the floor, gone to join al the other dead
heroes. Nobody, not the law or the Clarks, could find these
geezers, so nobody could work out if it was business or per-
sonal. Old-school London villains, black and white, yellow and
Turk, are bubbling up the new chaps from Jamaica, then com-
plaining that thelaw ain’t doing nothing about it. It sadifferent
game nowadays, it’sall about financia resources. Gene spends
alot of timein Irdland, catching up with his daughters. He's
squirrelled away a great deal of readies over the years, so he
liveswell.

A guy told meoncethat you never stop learning. Thisistrue,
but | never stop forgetting either. | alwayswanted to get in and
get out before | wasthirty, have my wedge neatly tucked away,
out of harm’s way, but I've got ameta plate in my head, fun
and games at airports, and people have to tell me their names
four or five times before | remember. Sometimes I'd start to
miss the bollock-tingling excitement of making ten grand for
an afternoon’s work, so | bought mysdf a huge red parrot,
called him Jimmy. He talks too fuckin much as well. | taught
Jmmy the Parrot a few of Jimmy the Don’s choice sayings —
“You'relookin at atwelve, son,” and ‘Why have adog and call
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him Fuck Off? —just to keep the mind from wandering back-
wards.

My name?

If | told you that you' d be as clever as me.
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