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Author’s Note
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This is not a history book. It is a hysterical book.

Crusty McGraw never existed—at least not officially. But in every pub tale, every exaggerated yarn, and every half-remembered story told by someone with a twinkle in their eye and a questionable grasp of geography... Crusty lives.

He is the embodiment of misadventure. A man who mistook a sandwich for destiny, a goat for a guide, and a baroness for a caterer. His journey spans continents, decades, and several questionable decisions.

This book is a tribute to the wanderers, the dreamers, and the accidental heroes. It is fiction, yes—but rooted in real places, real history, and the kind of truth that only comes from a well-told lie.

So, grab a cup of tea, a tin of peaches, or a jug of Elephant’s Whisper, and settle in. You are about to meet Crusty.

––––––––
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Chapter 1: Crusty and the Coal-Dusted Beginnings

Glasgow, 1883. The city coughed smoke like a chain-smoking dragon, its skyline a jagged silhouette of chimneys, cranes, and the occasional church spire trying to rise above the grime. The streets were slick with soot and sarcasm, and the people wore their cynicism like overcoats—thick, weathered, and slightly damp.

Crusty McGraw was born into this world with a squawk, a sneeze, and a mop of hair that looked like it had already been through a coal mine. His mother, a washerwoman with forearms like tree trunks, named him Crusty after the texture of his socks. His father, a man of few words and fewer teeth, nodded once and went back to carving a spoon from a lump of discarded wood.

Their tenement was narrow enough that turning sideways was a necessity, not a choice. The wallpaper peeled like it was trying to escape, and the floorboards creaked in Morse code. Crusty’s childhood was a blur of boiled cabbage, second-hand boots, and the constant sound of someone yelling “Oi!” from a nearby window.

He was not born with ambition. It was thrust upon him one foggy Tuesday when he mistook a dockworker’s lunch for a sign from the heavens. The sandwich—ham, pickle, and something suspiciously crunchy—was left unattended on a crate near the Clyde. Crusty, hungry, and curious, took it as a divine message.

“This is it,” he whispered, crumbs falling from his chin. “The world has more to offer than soot and sarcasm.”

He declared his intentions to his neighbour, Mrs. Flett, a woman who wore curlers like battle medals and had a voice that could strip paint. “I’m going to America,” he said, chest puffed out like a pigeon with a plan.

She threw a mop at him.

Undeterred, Crusty began his preparations. He packed a satchel with essentials: one sock (the good one), a spoon (his father’s finest work), and a map of Scotland drawn on a napkin. He practiced his American accent by yelling “Howdy!” at cats. He studied geography by staring at a globe in the local schoolhouse until the janitor chased him out with a broom.

His friends—mostly lads who hung around the docks and swapped stories about ships they had never seen—laughed at him. “You’ll be back in a week,” said Tommy Two-Toes, who had three toes and a talent for pessimism.

But Crusty was resolute. He began asking questions. Mostly to strangers. Mostly about boats.

He learned that ships left from Liverpool. He also learned that asking sailors about sandwiches was a quick way to get punched.

One evening, while loitering near the docks and pretending to be a barrel inspector, Crusty overheard a conversation about a cargo ship heading west. He did not catch the name, but he caught the scent of opportunity—fish, salt, and the faint aroma of adventure.

He returned home, kissed his mother on the cheek (she grunted), shook his father’s hand (he grunted), and left a note that read, “Gone to find the world. Back when I have conquered it.”

He set off southward, boots flapping, heart thumping, and moustache twitching like it sensed destiny.

The journey to Liverpool was less epic and itchier. Crusty hitched rides on carts, trains, and once, a funeral procession (he pretended to be a grieving cousin named Angus). He slept in haystacks, under bridges, and once in a pigsty where he woke up with a new appreciation for silence.

Along the way, he met characters who would shape his worldview: a preacher who sold miracle tonics that smelled like vinegar, a chimney sweep who claimed to be descended from royalty, and a woman named Maud who taught him how to juggle potatoes.

By the time he reached Liverpool, Crusty was thinner, wiser, and slightly more flammable due to an unfortunate incident involving lamp oil and a dare.

He stood at the edge of the port, staring at the ships bobbing like impatient giants. The air was thick with salt and possibility. He had no ticket, no plan, and no idea what he was doing.

But he had a spoon, a sock, and a dream.

And that, he thought, was enough.

Chapter 2: The Great Sandwich Revelation

It was a Tuesday. Not the kind of Tuesday that inspires poetry or revolution—just a damp, grey, slightly judgmental Glasgow Tuesday. Crusty McGraw stood on the edge of the Clyde, staring at a sandwich.

It sat alone on a crate, wrapped in wax paper, glistening slightly in the mist. Ham. Pickle. Something crunchy that might have been onion or might have been regret. To Crusty, it looked like destiny.

He glanced around. No one in sight. Just the distant clatter of shipyard tools and the occasional seagull screaming existential truths. He approached the sandwich with reverence, as if it were a holy relic. He sniffed. He poked. He whispered, “Are you mine?”

The sandwich did not reply, but Crusty took its silence as consent.

He devoured it in three bites, each one a revelation. The ham was smoky. The pickle was bold. The crunch was... questionable. But the experience was transformative. For the first time in his soot-stained life, Crusty felt something stir inside him. Not indigestion—ambition.

“This,” he muttered, licking his fingers, “is what life tastes like.”

He wandered the docks in a daze, sandwich crumbs trailing behind him like breadcrumbs for fate. He began asking questions. Not about sandwiches—he had learned that lesson—but about ships, destinations, and how one might go about leaving Glasgow without money, connections, or a basic understanding of geography.

He met a man named Fergus who claimed to have sailed to America on a boat made of barrels. Crusty believed him. He met a woman named Agnes who sold maps drawn on old wallpaper. Crusty bought one. It showed Scotland, America, and a large sea monster labelled “Probably Dave.”

He took the map home and pinned it to the wall with a fork. He stared at it for hours, tracing imaginary routes with his spoon. He practiced saying “Howdy” and “Y’all” and “I do declare” in front of the mirror, though his moustache often got in the way.

His mother noticed the change. “You’ve gone daft,” she said, stirring cabbage with the intensity of a woman who had seen too much. His father grunted in agreement, carving a new spoon with the word “WHY” etched into the handle.

Crusty did not care. He was a man reborn. A man with a mission. A man who had eaten destiny and found it slightly crunchy.

He began preparing for departure. He packed his satchel with essentials: the good sock, the spoon, the wallpaper map, and a jar labelled “Emergency Pickle.” He tried to sell his services as a “traveling philosopher,” but most people just threw turnips at him.

One day, while loitering near the docks and pretending to be a barrel inspector, he overheard a sailor talking about Liverpool. Ships left from there, bound for America, Africa, and places with names like “Port Misery” and “Can.” Crusty’s ears perked up. His moustache twitched. He had a destination.

He returned home and announced, “I’m heading south.”

His mother did not look up. “Take a coat.”

His father handed him a spoon.

Mrs. Flett threw another mop.

And so, with a satchel full of nonsense and a heart full of hope, Crusty McGraw set off toward Liverpool. He did not know how he would get there. He did not know what he would do when he arrived. But he knew one thing:

He was chasing a sandwich-shaped dream.

Chapter 3: Southbound and Sideways

Crusty McGraw’s departure from Glasgow was not marked by fanfare, farewell speeches, or even a proper breakfast. It was marked by a cabbage sandwich, a grunt from his father, and a final mop thrown by Mrs. Flett that missed his head but hit a passing cat.

He stepped into the morning fog with his satchel slung over one shoulder, his spoon tucked into his belt like a sword, and his wallpaper map folded snugly inside his coat. He had no ticket, no money, and no plan. But he had resolve. And a jar of pickles.

The journey south began with a misstep—literally. Crusty tripped over a loose cobblestone and tumbled into a puddle that smelled suspiciously like regret. He stood up, shook himself off, and declared, “A fine omen!”

He hitched a ride on a coal cart heading toward Paisley. The driver, a man named Hamish who spoke only in grunts and whistled through his nose, allowed Crusty to ride in exchange for stories. Crusty obliged, spinning tales of sea monsters, sandwich prophecies, and the time he arm-wrestled a priest for a bowl of soup.

Hamish laughed once, then sneezed for five minutes.

In Paisley, Crusty attempted to board a train by pretending to be a luggage inspector. He was caught, questioned, and released after convincing the stationmaster that his moustache was a government-issued navigational tool.

He rode south in stages—on carts, in wagons, and once in a hearse bound for Carlisle. He posed as a grieving cousin named Angus McGraw, weeping dramatically and offering philosophical reflections on the nature of death and turnips. The driver gave him a sandwich out of pity.

In Carlisle, he met a traveling tinker named Elsie who sold spoons, socks, and secrets. She taught Crusty how to haggle, how to whistle through his teeth, and how to spot a dishonest cabbage vendor. They travelled together for two days, sharing stories and pickles, until Elsie traded Crusty for a goat named Reginald.

Crusty did not mind. Reginald was a fine conversationalist.

He continued south, passing through Lancaster, Preston, and Wigan, where he was briefly arrested for impersonating a chimney sweep. He escaped by convincing the constable that he was actually a chimney psychologist, studying the emotional trauma of soot.

By the time he reached Liverpool, Crusty was thinner, wiser, and slightly more flammable due to an incident involving lamp oil and a dare.

Liverpool was a cacophony of clanging bells, shouting sailors, and the scent of fish, sweat, and ambition. The docks stretched like a maze of possibility, with ships bobbing in the harbour like impatient giants.

Crusty wandered the port, asking questions, dodging mops, and searching for opportunity. He met a man named Big Al who claimed to have sailed to New York on a raft made of cheese. Crusty believed him. He met a woman named Nora who sold “authentic American hats” made from old socks. Crusty bought two.

He tried to buy passage on a ship bound for New York but was laughed out of the office when he offered a spoon and a jar of pickles as payment. He tried again with a different spoon. Same result.

Desperate, he considered stowing away. He studied the ships, the schedules, and the guards. He practiced hiding in barrels, crates, and once in a pile of fish (he regretted that one).

One evening, while pretending to be a crate inspector, he overheard a sailor talking about a cargo ship leaving at dawn. Bound for New York. Lightly guarded. Full of pickled herring.

Crusty’s moustache twitched. His spoon gleamed. His destiny called.

He spent the night in a pile of rope, dreaming of sandwiches, saloons, and the Statue of Liberty. He woke at dawn, crept aboard the ship, and nestled himself between two barrels labelled “Fish—Probably Edible.”

As the ship pulled away from the dock, Crusty grinned.

He was no longer just a man with a spoon and a dream.

He was a stowaway with a plan.
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Chapter 4: Portside Panic and the Stowaway Shuffle
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The ship was called The Herring Queen, which Crusty found both promising and deeply concerning. It smelled like ambition, salt, and fermented fish. As it creaked away from Liverpool’s docks, Crusty McGraw nestled deeper between two barrels marked “Fish—Probably Edible” and tried not to breathe too enthusiastically.

The cargo hold was dark, damp, and populated by rats with suspiciously good posture. Crusty introduced himself to one named Sir Nibbles, who seemed unimpressed but tolerant. He shared a pickle with the rodent and whispered, “We’re going to America, old chap.”

The voyage began with optimism. Crusty had a spoon, a sock, and a jar of pickles. He had dreams of saloons, sandwiches, and shouting “Howdy!” at strangers. He had no idea what customs were, how immigration worked, or what “quarantine” meant—but he had spirit.

Day one was quiet. Crusty listened to the creaking of the hull, the distant shouts of sailors, and the occasional splash that sounded too large to be comforting. He nibbled on pickles and practiced his American accent. “Howdy,” he whispered. “Y’all. I do declare. Git along, little doggie.”
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