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             Prologue

         

         I grew up on a 1970s built council estate in Purbrook, Hampshire. Us locals always referred to it as ‘The Reservation’ even though there were no big game or Red Indians running around. It was known as the Reservation because of the wide range of people who lived there. Come to think of it, a few of them that I grew up with were like real animals. This is a factual account of growing up and coming of age in the early 90s on the Reservation. It’s also a fascinating look at the everyday life and the challenges often faced by those that lived on it.

         My journey represents just one of the millions of normally unwritten stories of human misery, dignity, escape and achievement in often remarkable and unseen circumstances of the country’s underclasses. I’m certainly no literary genius, but then again this is no novel, so the words here are hardworking, functional and honest ones from my own mouth. My reasons for writing this book are not social or political, it’s simply to document and share the often unbelievable stories of life on the Reservation. These events, experiences and places were destined to drift effortlessly into nothing but uncharted, distant memories for those that shared them as we grew up. I strongly believe that sometimes you need to lose yourself to find yourself in life and I certainly did both as I grew up here. The Reservation was like many other council estates that were built in the 1970s. You had row after row and terrace after terrace of houses. They all had white, wooden-clad fronts, dull, grey tiled roofs, metal windows and gardens without fences, spanning several miles. Each house was built identically but was very different in the way they were kept and the people who actually lived there. There were several local parks, some woodland and a few basic shops to cater for the many thousands of local inhabitants.

         I imagine some house designer somewhere thought it probably constituted a great design concept to situate so many new families all together with their open plan gardens and allotted green spaces. I’m sure on paper it looked like a great idea but in practice it was a melting pot for an increasing social population. This population explosion had created the need for families to be housed there in the first place. Most families had moved in with small children and now this generation was growing up in numbers that would never be repeated again.

         Before I ended up there I lived in Leigh Park, the largest council estate in Europe at the time. We managed to get a council exchange to the Reservation in the spring of 1983 when I was just 10-years-old. I used to be a very scruffy child, with long golden, blonde hair, a fantastic smile and bright blue eyes. I was the youngest of three brothers. My Mum was a single parent who did her best by us and raised the three of us on benefits. So that’s the background to my story. And how I ended up on the Reservation.

      

   


   
      
         

            Chapter One

            Burning Summers

         

         It was one of those clear and bright summer mornings in July 1985, as I scrambled out for school and firmly slammed the door shut behind me. I remember looking at the birds in the trees and wishing that I was a bird and could just fly to school. I started to run towards the woods knowing that I would be in a lot of trouble for being late yet again. I am one of those people who really hates being late but I had to carefully time my dash to school to avoid the groups of local bullies who used to chase me. Whenever the bullies would see me, it was like a lion chasing a gazelle across the open plains in Africa. I really felt like I was at the bottom of the food chain and had nothing but my primeval animal instincts and my legs to protect me. To this day I get easily stressed out and I’m sure it’s because I had to hone my basic ‘fight or flight’ instinct at such an early age. If you have ever been bullied in a way that you genuinely feared for your own life, then you will know just how difficult daily survival can be. You will do almost anything to stay well clear of your tormentors.

         As I was running towards the woods that separated my house from school, the thought crossed my mind that perhaps I should play truant again. I could hear my battered rucksack straps rattling  reassuringly behind me, in a strong rhythmic manner. Hearing that sound meant I was running almost flat out. I hated school and knew that none of my homework was done, yet again. I was a very poor student and never came close to realising my true potential. I would probably get a detention unless I could do it in earlier lessons.

         As I got half way through the woods there was a small clearing with an old park in it. Just as I was about to run into the clearing I heard voices: “Look, there’s mophead - get him.”

         Immediately I knew I was in big trouble. My adrenaline started pumping but everything felt like it had gone into slow motion. I was gripped by fear as I literally ran for my worthless little life. I knew the chase was on and I would need to divert every bit of energy I had, as well as completely focus, if I was to have any chance of escape.

         In my bid for freedom I ran as fast as I could across the clearing and headed for a fenced alleyway that led to the other side of the park and freedom. I took about another five steps before I was deliberately tripped and fell to the floor. As soon as I hit the ground the gravity of the situation gripped me. Instinctively I knew something bad was about to happen and my heart sank. I rolled into the foetal position as the first kicks from a few Doc Marten boots struck me all over. I yelped, screamed with pain and begged for my life like some kind of coward. But it just made them laugh. They kept kicking with increasing ferocity; the beating felt like it was lasting a lifetime. I closed my eyes and started crying and rolling around in the dirt as I tried to protect my face with my hands. 

         One of the boys was Chapman, or Chaps as we called him. Unfortunately I knew him only too well and he held me down with one of his boots. As he stood over me he laughed as he spat on me while the others went through my shabby ex-army rucksack, looking for anything of value. Apart from my schoolbooks I had nothing else worth anything. I got free school dinners because of our circumstances at home and I didn’t even have that many pens or pencils. So they just started ripping all my schoolbooks to pieces while I got the odd kick.

         Suddenly a voice rang out from someone walking their dog, who could see what was happening, and the bullies fled laughing, leaving me crying on the floor. The dog walker helped me to my feet and asked if I was okay. He then helped me pick up the torn remains of my school books and put them in my bag. “Bloody thugs,” he said. I thanked him and he walked off.

         I decided I would slowly amble along the last mile or so to school. Whatever the consequences, I had nothing else left to lose. At least I could try to pull myself together. I had cut knuckles from where I had my hands over my face, while being kicked, and I was covered in dirt and spit. I had a big, new hole in the knee of my already shabby and much too small school trousers that some of the other kids at school called ankle swingers.

         As I arrived late again my form tutor, Mrs Davies, looked at me almost in disbelief or perhaps sorrow as I was in such a sorry state. She did not even tell me off as she could see I was upset. After the bell rang and everyone left for their first class, she told me to wait behind. Then she asked if everything was alright at home. I said, “Of course Miss, great.” She asked what had happened to  me. I paused for a split second and thought about telling her. But I imagined the next beating and that would be even more vicious. I replied, “Nothing miss, I just got up late.” She gave me a sympathetic yet disbelieving look and just said, in a soft northern voice, “Go and clean yourself up a bit before the next class Martin.”

         I hated school. All too often I was singled out for being scruffy, dirty, smelly, having long hair or wearing ankle swingers. Poverty is a label that is very difficult to shake off when you are too poor to have regular hot water for baths, clean clothes or even money for a haircut. Often I used to look out the window at school and daydream about being a millionaire; having a big house and a sports car and showing everyone that I was perfectly capable of making my own luck. One day I would escape this place. Daydreaming was about the only thing I was good at. I mentally escaped school each and every day as often as I could. I remember another one of my teachers, also called Davies but he was a mister, who taught computer studies, saying that the only thing I would ever be good for, when I was older, was a ‘biro mechanic’. It was due to the fact that I used to nervously sit there playing with my pens in my teeth.

         Fortunately, the summer holidays were only days away and I was already anticipating the adventures I would have. But I also felt a deep loathing for losing all my friends from Leigh Park, barely a year or so before, and being bullied on a regular basis. I had several really good friends; one was called Paul Ashcroft and another was Paul Richardson. We used to spend hours playing in the local woods and I never got bullied there. I was even top of my class at infants’ school and used to really enjoy it. But now, since  the move, I was being forced to live like a coward, to avoid the pain and unwanted attention my social situation used to bring.

         Although hardly religious my Mum had had me ‘crash’ christened so I could go to a Roman Catholic school called Oaklands RC Comprehensive in Purbrook. It was a nice school as schools go. Originally an all-girls school run by nuns, it had ended up being a mixed comprehensive. The school was based around an old cream coloured house with an assortment of other buildings that had been added over the years. It was fairly strict compared to other schools at the time. The problem was that although it provided me with better education opportunities - as schools near the Reservation go - very few of the kids from the Reservation actually went there. It was a religious school so I was singled out as a Bible Basher. This only added to the long list of reasons to single me out for a beating.

         My social circle of new friends was a spatter of people from school who lived on or near the Reservation. Along with others who lived near me who I’d become friendly with over the previous year at my last year in middle school.

         On the way home I thought, “I’m not going back this term.” I hoped the bullying might go away during the long summer holidays. So I bunked off the remaining few days and spent the vast majority of the time in our shed at home, or hiding in the woods. Doing this was risky as the educational welfare officer had already been round my house asking about my truancy. And when I was in the woods I still had to avoid any of the bullies who were also bunking off. I would have to go all day without any food because I used to get free school meals. But it was worth it, as I counted  down the last few days to the start of the summer holidays.

         This, like every other summer holiday, was spent ‘trundling’ or cycling around the Reservation on our BMX bikes, trying to entertain ourselves. This would often consist of going camping on Purbrook Heath or in one of a few abandoned houses we knew of. I had about five people that I would call close childhood friends. Typically, at least one of us had run away from home at any particular time over the holidays. Escaping from one family problem or another.

         One of these friends was Phil but we called him Cotton. He was an accomplished shop lifter and used to drop in at a shop called W.E King’s in Widley to steal a range of chocolate, alcohol and porn magazines to help pass the time around the camp fire. Cotton was street savvy from an early age and very rugged. He had fair, bushy curly hair and would always get stuck into a fight if he ever got picked on. Cotton had a really tough time at home. His Dad was from Ireland and was not only a serious disciplinarian but also a raging alcoholic. Cotton never had his own bedroom so he used to sleep on the sofa or floor at home like some kind of dog. His Dad would come home from the pub and literally beat him black and blue just for the twisted fun of it.

         Cotton often turned up at my house without a shirt or shoes on, usually after he had done something wrong and had to run away from home. Out of my close friends I really think Cotton had the worst of it. He was both mentally abused and physically beaten by his Dad on an all too regular basis. Things could get very tough for me with bullying but I never had to deal with any kind of abuse at home. 

         Whenever the police went round, we all thought his Dad would go too far and one day literally beat him to death. His Dad used to make him recite the Bible while he battered him with his belt to the point he would almost pass out. Over and over again he would strike him with his leather belt with the metal buckle on the end. It must have been agonising. His Dad often found it satisfying to make him kneel down and pray for forgiveness with his hands together while he repeatedly struck him with the belt or punched him.

         Often, when getting changed for PE, you couldn’t help noticing that Cotton was covered in a range of yellow or fresher, black, bruising. I remember looking at him one day and thinking I’m not sure how I would cope with that. Nevertheless he was almost always cheerful and managed to more or less look after himself by stealing clothes from local washing lines or trainers from Hilsea Lido when people went for a swim. I remember on one occasion walking through Waterlooville town centre with Cotton when someone came up and demanded he give his top back. He had only stolen it off of this lad’s washing line. Cotton was ashamed so handed it over and wanted to avoid any unnecessary beating from this older lad. He then had to walk home in the dead of winter and in the rain without a top on.

         Another day he had got a pen knife from somewhere. He ran up to a tree and went to stab it into the bark, but instead of the knife going in the tree, it slipped and stabbed him in the leg. With most of the blade embedded in his leg. He stood there, realising he would have to pull it out. I watched as he did and a torrent of bright red blood started running down his leg. 

         It was a really deep stab wound but all we could do was compress it to try and stop the bleeding. It really needed stitches but no one had any way of getting to the hospital as none of us had a car. And Cotton was worried about getting into trouble so an ambulance was out of the question. Fortunately, after quite a long time the bleeding slowed down and as he had missed all the arteries, so he never bled out. But this simple accident could have ended up being fatal.

         In a last minute change from camping on the Heath, we all decided to camp in a deserted house behind a very high wall that stood on the side of Stakes Road, right behind a petrol station and next to a church. I believe the half derelict place we were in used to be something to do with a large old Vicarage that was still in use and close to the church. It was an old Victorian or Edwardian building that we were all hiding in. It was a rather elegantly designed period house with large windows and spacious rooms.

         It was not really derelict but not used either; it was somewhere in-between. The doors were always open so gaining entry was not a problem once you had scaled the wall adjoining the petrol station. I was with Cotton, Fizz, Dale, Swain and Gal. Everyone had nicknames. The one thing that kids knew how to do was to give each other the most hideous nicknames. I was known as Monty or Mophead because my hair was always long and a dishevelled mess. But I remember some of the local kids having nicknames like, ‘Big eared boss eyed bastard’ or ‘The Trog’ and so on.

         The house was completely empty except for piles of old schoolstyle chairs. I imagine they were only used for summer fetes that were held in the formal grounds of the Vicarage. The house  seemed like a great place to camp for the night. We decided the warmest and safest place to sleep would be up in the loft. That way we wouldn’t be visible through the bare windows to the building opposite. Otherwise we could probably be seen in the downstairs rooms from about 200 yards away. We all put our sleeping bags up there and set up a paraffin lamp. Then we started drinking a bottle of very bitter and still fermenting home brew that I had taken from home. We affectionately called it Gut Wrench.

         For breakfast we used to leave notes for the Milkman, in the early hours of the morning, on nearby doorsteps; we always did this whenever we were camping out anywhere. For example, ‘Please can you leave bacon today’ or ‘Can I have some eggs or bread today?’ I had gone out with Dale to place some of these notes in preparation for feeding us after the early morning milk round. Dale was very tall for his age and towered over the rest of us. He had dark, flicked hair and was always well-dressed. Dale considered himself a bit of a ladies’ man and was really into football. He lived off the Reservation and his Dad had been in the Navy.

         Dale was rich by our standards because his parents owned their own house, which even had a garage and a fitted kitchen. Dale was always very amiable and willing; later in life this eagerness to please and amiable nature would be his downfall. He was always up for a bit of a ‘trundle’ to put the Milkman notes out. That morning we left to go and place the notes as usual. It was just before dawn as we slipped the notes into empty milk bottles on people’s doorsteps. As we headed back to the house we both stopped to appreciate the warm morning glow and the light in  front of us. Then we realised it couldn’t be sunrise at this time of the morning, even in mid-summer. We both looked at each other. The speechless expression on our faces and hollow eyes said it all. After a pause, which felt like forever, Dale finally spoke: “Fuck, the wankers have burnt the house down.”

         The gravity of the situation immediately dawned on me as I started shaking like a leaf in the wind and my legs turned to jelly. As we ran closer thoughts of Fizz and Cotton being burnt alive crossed my mind. I ran to a local phone box and dialled 999. I was hyperventilating and could barely get any words out as I said, “Fire, right behind the petrol station in a house on London Road, Purbrook.” I immediately hung up. Dale and I noticed three dishevelled figures running towards us in the darkness as the police and fire brigade turned up. It was Gal, Fizz and Cotton. It was like a eureka moment as we jumped for joy, knowing they were all still alive. We then ran swiftly away from the scene. We could see how serious the situation was as the burning house was literally right next to the petrol station. You did not need to be a rocket scientist to realise that if the petrol station went up there would be a massive explosion and potential loss of life.

         We stopped far enough away that we could see the vague outlines of what was happening but hopefully would not be associated with the fire. Everyone was arguing over exactly what had happened and everyone was denying it was them. They knew just how serious it was. However, it was clear that a solid fuel camping stove, that was being used to cook food up in the loft, had set fire to the loft insulation and the whole place had gone up in flames. Everyone agreed we should never talk about it to  anyone and just deny it emphatically if we were ever asked.

         Over the coming days the fire at the old house was the talk of the Reservation. Rumours circulated about it being a tramp or arson. Someone mentioned to me that it had been in the local paper and that whoever did this would be locked up for a very long time. I just laughed, walked away and was sick. I feared being put into a Home even though I wasn’t there when the place actually caught fire but I was clearly associated with it. There was no way on earth I ever wanted to be another Oliver Twist.

         After a week or two we had almost forgotten about it. Unless, of course, we walked past and were reminded by the charred remains of roof joists and stained black rubble, which was visible if you looked over the wall. The rest of the summer holidays passed reasonably uneventfully. We would hang out sitting on the beams of a local church’s outside porch. getting drunk or playing the game Murder in the Dark in the graveyard at night. It was basically like Hide and Seek but as soon as you were found you got jumped by everyone else. We used to sit there drinking Gut Wrench or anything else we could get our hands on. To this day I can’t bear the smell of gin as Cotton stole a bottle from somewhere he burgled and we were all so sick on it that I have a lifelong hate of the stuff.

         At the very end of the holidays Dale and I stayed around Fizz’s house. He lived fairly close to me on the Reservation near a large smelly pond. It was basically a hole in the ground, about 200 feet wide and had probably been a feature when the estate was built. But now it was just full of algae, frames from stolen bikes and Tesco trolleys. Fizz was always saying how he was going to go out  with some really pretty girl or other but never did. He had wavy, blonde hair and was very opinionated and outspoken. I always thought he should be a politician or something like that when he grew up because he loved to debate everything in detail. His Mum was originally from the Seychelles and he had two sisters. Tina, the older one had long, dark curly hair and a figure to die for. We all used to enjoy going to his house to catch a glimpse of her. She was certainly one of the best looking attractions on the Reservation. Tina used to be a hostess on the Isle of Wight ferry at Southsea.

         One night we all got super drunk on Kestrel Super Strength. Dale had a fairly plentiful supply of money as his parents weren’t too badly off and Fizz was quite persuasive so was able to tap into this source. Dale could conjure up some strange reasons why people should give him some money. Failing that, his Dad used to collect customers’ money for the Co-op and he used to just help himself.

         Getting served was always a problem because we were only the tender age of twelve or thirteen. But we had devised a solution for it. I would borrow my older brother’s spare crash helmet with a tinted visor, then simply run in the shop wearing it on my head and holding some keys in my hand. I’d go over to the Kestrel Super Strength, pick it up, put it on the counter and pay for it using a deep voice. I was never ever asked for ID so we always got served. We’d always drink far more than we could handle. Kestrel Super Strength was like drinking high alcohol tar; the stuff was absolutely lethal.

         Before we went to Fizz’s that night, my Mum had cooked us  one of her special homemade curries. I say ‘special’, but not in a good way. Mum’s curries were basically leftovers with curry powder and rice, all mixed together, but the boys seemed to enjoy it. To give you an example of my Mum’s culinary skills, she once got a job at an old people’s home but lasted just one day before the residents bitterly complained and got her fired.

         Before hitting the Kestrel Super Strength at Fizz’s we had already been on the Gut Wrench at mine so it was a lethal combination. I was chatting to Dale in Fizz’s room when all of a sudden he started acting funny but we just laughed at him. He roamed around stumbling and mumbling to himself before he returned with a large carving knife and started waving it around, demanding we be quiet. Dale just kept laughing at him but then Fizz tried to stab him with the knife in his drunken rage. We managed to disarm him but then he walked off again and came back a few moments later with a toilet brush. He said: ‘If either of you makes any more noise I am going to shove this right up your arse.”

         We all had a laugh and then went to sleep. In my drunken stupor I could hear Fizz being sick pretty much all night.

         First thing in the morning we were awoken to the sound of his Mum screaming and banging on his door at the top of her voice. She was screaming: “You little shit, fucking clean all that bloody sick up, you are no son of mine.” The bathroom was completely full of Gut Wrench with curry. It was foul and that red Gut Wrench sure did stain. But the worst thing was that in the end he’d obviously decided to be sick out of his bedroom window, instead of bothering to go to the bathroom. So now the white-clad  front of the council house was covered in bright red streaks of Gut Wrench with bits of rice stuck to it.

         His Mum was still screaming as we swiftly left and was hitting him continually. As Dale and I headed for home I reminded him, “School tomorrow. That summer went quickly.” He just said: “I have some porn mags at mine if you wanna come and look? I stole them from my Dad.”

         We just laughed and went our separate ways, both dreading going back to school the next day.

      

   


   
      
         

            Chapter Two

            The Lines

         

         Swain lived off the Reservation in Cosham. He was heavy set with very thick, dark hair and when he got excited he would put his hands in his pockets and shake them around. It almost looked like he was masturbating and it was a habit he never grew out of, as long as I knew him. We got more and more friendly at school and used to jump over the fence at break times and go for a cigarette in the thick woodland that adjoined the school. The hidden smoking spot was by the Maths and Science block and used to get busier every year as more of the kids came for a smoke. Often at lunch time we used to roam around the woods. Deep inside there was a large lake called Diggers Pond. It was called this because it had recently been excavated by large diggers to make it into some kind of feature.

         One day at lunchtime we all thought it would be hilarious to get a load of old clothes and stuff them full of twigs and long grass and make a mannequin. We even tied gloves to it, put some old trainers on and a mask; it looked almost human! Previously we had found an inflatable canoe nearby, which was poorly hidden, so we took it and hid it somewhere else. Now we dragged both the canoe and the mannequin to the side of the lake and set about inflating the canoe. We took turns blowing it up while we shared  cigarettes. When it was inflated enough to float, two of us went out on the water, along with the mannequin.

         When we got to the centre of the lake, I tied some rope to the belt loop on the front of the mannequin’s jeans and tied the other end of the rope to one of those household bricks that had holes running through them. I then threw the mannequin and the brick overboard. It really looked like the drowned body of a child was floating in the water. At this point we had set the trap for the afternoon’s amusement as we bunked off double PE.

         After we dragged the canoe away we sat hidden in the undergrowth waiting for any passers-by who were using the footpath. The first came along with his dog and immediately ran to the side of the lake and shouted: “Are you ok?”

         You could tell he wasn’t quite sure if it was a dead body and now he was getting more and more agitated. He took his shoes off and rolled up his trousers to see how deep it was. This lake was extremely muddy. It was the kind of mud you sunk straight into and it was several metres deep in the middle. The passer-by walked into the water until he started to sink. So he retreated to the bank and sat for a minute pondering what to do. After a few minutes he stood up and had another look at the floating body, jumped up to try to get a better look and then put his shoes and socks back on and rapidly left.

         We all thought this was absolutely hilarious as we sat hidden, smoking and laughing to ourselves. About five or ten minutes later a woman with a pram came from the other direction. She also stopped to look at our drowned body but then slowly continued onwards. Then a few kids who were also bunking off from school  came along. They had quite the opposite reaction. Rather than seeing if they could help, they thought they’d check to see if it was real by throwing stones at it.

         As they threw their stones, the first guy with his dog came running back down the hill with a policeman; the school kids made a hasty retreat. The policeman started to run frantically around the lake, trying to look at it. He then used his radio to call for assistance, fearing the worst. We crept back a little further into the undergrowth and watched as more police turned up. Lots and lots of them.

         At this point we decided we needed to scarper back to the school grounds so we never got caught. In afternoon registration we could hear a raft of sirens and emergency vehicles going past the school and making their way into the woods. Our little practical joke had got way out of proportion. At least it was only a handmade mannequin. But we were all seriously scared we would get found out, as this was rapidly turning into a major rescue operation. But we never did.

         A few of us started going down to Cosham after school with Swain and would play on Hilsea Lines. The Lines were some old Victorian fortifications that were meant to protect us from invasions. We used to dream of breaking in and discovering wartime treasures and exploring the underground network of tunnels.

         Swain’s Dad was a solicitor who spent a lot of time away from home so his house made a great truant spot and backed onto a Masonic Lodge. One day, to our delight, we discovered a large delivery of alcohol which had been left outside the back of the  Lodge. We stole the entire consignment and everyone got really drunk every day for weeks and weeks. We had all kinds of beer, wines and spirits and every day at school we used to say to each other, “Let’s get pissed,” and laughed, knowing we had a stockpile of hidden alcohol that was enough to run a pub.

         I can remember once I was playing truant round Swain’s when there was a knock on the door. We all hid as a voice shouted through the letterbox saying, “I know you are in there, this is the education welfare officer”. Right there and then everyone thought, oh my God, that’s not good. We were all playing truant and had been admiring the mouldy, home brew container that we used to be sick in. We had just put the lid back on and were all fairly drunk from our ill-gotten goods when Swain calmly said, “Go away, I am ill.” The voice insisted he open the door but Swain stood his ground and repeated that he was ill. And he was definitely not allowed to talk to any adult strangers. Finally, the officer had no option but to give up and leave.

         Now the coast was clear we headed off to explore Hilsea Lines. It was great fun. You could explore numerous bits and there were old gun emplacements and brick-built corridors and courtyards. It was amazing. We found a business nearby that had loads of really cool helicopter parts and military surplus in the yard. It adjoined the Lines at the back and had a high wall covered with glass and vandal-proof paint. We snapped all the glass off with a school jumper and then climbed into the yard to grab some souvenirs. After filling our pockets with all sorts of weird and wonderful stuff we heard a voice ringing out, “Oi you little bastards.” In a hell of a rush to escape, the first two climbed up the pallets inside the yard,  and jumped off the wall, onto the grass bank on the other side. Swain got on top of the wall and turned to look, just as someone threw a lump of metal at him. He fell 10 foot or so onto the grass bank the other side, clutching his face.

         Swain had been hit so hard that his nose was smashed to bits and there was blood pouring out and going all over him. He was drenched in blood. His hands were clutching his face and the blood was dripping down his arms to the end of his elbows. He was in an awful mess and this was the most blood that I had ever seen in my life. We dragged him away because we didn’t want to get caught by the police or the angry and clearly violent yard worker. Swain just wanted to stay there but we knew we had to leave as fast as possible to avoid more trouble.
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