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Once on a summer afternoon, as I watched the young men wandering among the ranges of slag heaps outside Airdrie, I was foolish enough to wonder how it was that no sage or Mahatma had ever risen among them, for they seemed to me to have nothing to do but think.


Edwin Muir, Scottish Journey, 1935




PART I


Crucible


Young team: Term originally used by the East End razor gangs of interwar Glasgow. Sectarian and fiercely territorial, groups from different areas would engage in everything from casual one-upmanship to open street warfare.


The latter form – or, more specifically, the three letter acronym arising – is now used by ‘neds’ solely to give group identity to their immediate circle of friends.


The Urban Dictionary




Urban Legends


2004


The rain n wind ir fuckin howlin. We’re aw stood intae a wee corner oot the wet n away fae the eager eyes ae Strathclyde’s finest. At weekends our area is jumpin wae polis, aw lookin tae bust yi. They never wanted tae git their boots muddy walkin doon the Mansion but, so yi wur usually safe in here. There’s two community polis that sometimes ventured doon n busted cunts rollin joints, the fat wan called Muldoon n the skinny wan we aw called the Roadrunner, cos he’s rapid. The elder wans hud told us aboot the polis raidin it once, before we aw knew ae the place’s existence. Swore they came through the doors wae a big snappy German shepherd. The troops wur steamin, launchin themselves oot the broken windaes. A git told wan even salmon-leapt tae escape, but landed in a big fuckin pile ae jaggies. He says a big fat polis looked oot the windae n muttered ‘fuck that’ n left him lyin in the nettles.


The buildin we’re in is a beauty. Elder cunts hud ripped aw the copper n lead oot the place. Easy a few hundred quids’ worth n a big juicy copper boiler. There’s always the sound ae water runnin where they ripped a pressurised mains pipe oot. The constant wee flow, peaceful as it is, is testament tae the fact that no cunt gives a fuck aboot the place. It’s forgotten n left fur the woods tae take back. On the left ae the hoose there’s a big archway. When yi walk underneath it there’s a wee secret door that leads tae another room wae nae windae. We brought a few candles up n sat them aboot tae see in the dark. Should the polis huv appeared they wouldnae know if we wur tokin a half-ounce or conductin a fuckin séance.


The stables stand tae the right wae a big stone courtyard in front. Inside there’s aw the individual booths fur the horses. It’s aw wooden-built inside n there’s steps leadin up tae a wee balcony. The wee windae panes above ir aw dirty n a good few ir panned in. There’s roots n loads ae weeds growin fae the stone floor.


On the left side ae the courtyard there’s a big massive barn. The barn hus been plastered and emulsioned white inside but we spray-painted it aw wae our mentions, the Young Team symbol – a Y wae a T through it. YTP is painted anaw – that stood fur Young Team Posse. Every gang usually hus a second name, fuck knows why. Yi kin say either YT or YTP, it means the same. Elder wans tended tae know it as the YTP but, cos it sounded cooler n that. The Toi wans, our enemies, write Y TOI or TOI BOIZ or YTB fur Young Toi Boiz.


Rainy, pishy days like this, we always sit in the Mansion. Nae other young team aboot here hus a fuckin hideout like ours. It’s creepy-lookin, a mad dark hoose in the woods. Sometimes if yi walked roon yirsel tae meet the troops yi wid feel a bit para n hang aboot ootside smokin a fag before they showed up, then bounce in bold as brass. The light closes in around the broken corridors ae the Mansion at this time n the woods git darker outside. Wee Kenzie starts tellin a story. We’re aw watchin fur him hoggin the joint but he passes it over before startin, takin an extra big draw tae dae him. It makes its way roon the rotation, orange bombers fallin fae the tip. The tune playin oot a tinny bassless phone speaker is DJ Mangoo, ‘Eurodancer’.


‘Boays … the cunt is fuckin mental.’


‘Phhft … thinks he’s fuckin mental,’ Broonie shouts.


‘Naw mate … the cunt is actually aff his nut.’


‘Wit’s the script wae him?’ Finnegan says fae behind a Mayfair.


‘Well put it this way … he’s wan ae the tap men aboot here, ran aboot wae they Toi wans. Aw our elder wans caught him doon the street n he ran right intae them n started swingin cunts aboot. That’s how he became the tap man.’


‘A thought Matty n Div wur the tap kiddies?!’


‘Aye, but they’re only Tam’s age. These ir right elder cunts in their twenties.’


‘Aye, they two ir meant tae be some fighters, but that Jamesy Maynard is a mental cunt, man. A’ve heard ae him. He runs aboot wae heavy gangsters.’


‘Fuckin cardboard gangsters!’


‘Boys, A’m tellin yi, he’s a mental cunt! Tam used tae talk aboot him when he started high school, they wur aw still there. Noo that Jamesy’s a big dealer n sells nine-bars n swedgers.’


‘Aye right, man. Cunt’s no Al Capone, Kenzie! You hink everycunt’s mental!’ Danny says, laughin.


The rain is comin in the smashed windaes wae the howlin wind. It’s Friday 29 October. This week is a fuckin buzz cos yi huv Halloween and Guy Fawkes Night anaw. We wurnae goin oot guisin fur Halloween anymore but it’s a good excuse fur a swally n tae see some elder burds dressed up in wee costumes n heels n stockings. We’re in third year at high school n me n aw ma pals just started swallyin oot on the streets properly. Before that, it wis stolen beers fae yir maws n das, nuhin major. Noo, we’re oot gittin proper cargos wae the troops. Everywan in school wid be oot on-it at the weekend. Monday tae Thursday in school is aw aboot the tellin ae yir tales ae valour fae Friday n Saturday. How much wine yi drank, wit burds yi wur shaggin (or tryin tae shag), who yi wur fightin wae n wit drugs yi took.


Obviously, A’ve hud ma hole. A’ve never lied aboot it. A pulled an elder burd, ma big cousin’s pal. Paula Cook, hur name is. A wis only thirteen n she wis sixteen, wee bit chubby A’m no gonnae lie. Cook by name, cook by nature n aw that. She wis heavy geein me the eye. Ma cousin wis laughin hur heed aff. Yass! The wee man’s gonnae pop his cherry n that wis it. We went a walk back tae hur bit. She hud an empty, hur maw n that wur away on a night oot. Easy does it, man. The younger burds fae our bit ir aw goody-fuckin-two-shoes n don’t really run aboot the streets. The elder chicks ir wit it’s aw aboot. They’re the bad wans who smoke n drink n that. There’s a few absolute tidies that hang aboot wae the YT who ir worth chasin. They’re elder but n yi say awright in passin but we huvnae really spoke tae them yit.


There’s fantastical fuckin tales how cunts got their hole. At the caravans at Craig Tara? At yir grans in Glesga? Nae bor, mate. Next fur the Azzy boy wis Sophie McKay. She’s a couple ae year elder anaw n got ma number fae somebody n asked us tae meet hur. Same sketch again, doon tae hur bit n nae fuckin aboot. The elder burds didnae dae much outside. Right intae a nice warm gaff, Oasis on, dae it properly. Meant every time A heard ‘Champagne Supernova’, fae then on, A got a semi thinkin aboot it. Naw, yi huv tae treat the lassies wae respect n that. Fuckin hope cunts wid dae the same fur ma big cuz, Stacey. A kin obviously take the moral superiority cos A’m no a daft virgin n A dae on regular occasions. No a fuckin bully but – hate they cunts.


There’s six ae us in the stables. We’re the troops our age. Three ae us ir fourteen n the other three ir fifteen awready. There’s ma best mate, Danny Stevenson. We’ve been best muckers fae our maws planked us doon next tae each other on the playgroup mat in the village hall. We’ve grew up the-gither, drunk our first beers the-gither n our first bottle ae wine wis halved between us. He’s a tall thin cunt, always git a Lacoste tracky on n never git Nike Air Max trainers aff his feet. He’s a perfectly healthy cunt but he’s git a thin face n black pockets roon his eyes. It gees yi the impression he’s always growlin at everywan he looks at. The burds must like the scowly look cos he dis nae bad. His maw n da huv git a wee bit ae poppy tucked away, enough tae git a whinin Danny his fuckin Lacoste tracksuits. The spoilt cunt’s moanin fur a Berghaus jakit, a Mera Peak. The weather is pish here, especially the night, but our dossin aboot the streets doesnae qualify fur a high quality mountaineer’s jakit, complete wae storm flaps, a map pocket n Gore-Tex lining … two hundred and fifty bucks. A’ve asked fur wan anaw but it wis just a token request. Ask fur suhin daft n you’ll end up wae few score notes in yir hand. A prefer that anyway. A Berghaus wid be minted but. It’s the quintessential fashion piece ae the Scottish ned, n if yi huv wan, yir a made man.


The other troops ir Shaun Brown n John McKenzie, Broonie n Wee Kenzie, they git called. Broonie is a wee Nazi-lookin cunt. Always hus a skinheed n a wee devious look aboot him. He’s harmless but cos he’s thick as mince. Just a cunt always laughin his wee heed aff at suhin, or playin wae a lighter or matches in the corner. The kinda wee guy yi wouldnae leave yir goldfish wae. The wee cunt wouldnae even huv the initiative tae try n replace it, should it come tae a premature demise. Yi wid come back fae Santa Ponsa n he’d huv stuck a deep-sea diver wae a GONE FISHIN sign, but wid huv furgot the replacement fish. He’s always interested in stuff, pokin aboot n riflin through yir drawers lookin fur suhin or nuhin. Yi hud tae love him.


Wee Kenzie is a different kettle ae fish entirely. He’s a nippy cunt. Hair always gelled perfect n always wae a fitbaw tracky on n a pair ae magic gloves, regardless ae season. He wears a thick silver chain, at least five ounces, over the tap ae the tracky. The reason fur his confidence is hereditary. His da wis a fuckin mad cunt in a scheme years ago n his big brur Tam is the tap man. Obviously, Tam’s brand new wae aw us, cos we’re the younger wans. Always liked me tae, he says, thinks A’m a bold wee cunt. Big Kenzie he gits called, n that’s a name that cunts recognise aboot here.


The last two ir Stephen Finnegan n Paul Addison. Stephen’s both sets ae grandparents ir fae Ireland n he’s never git a Celtic tap aff. He’s wan bitter wee bastert, hell-bent on it. His big cuz taught him up n he kin roll joints n hus mad stories fae other schemes. Finnegan’s da is a butcher n done well so he always hus a fiver in his backburner tae put tae a bottle ir a packet ae fags. If it came tae fitbaw, it wis them n you. Apart fae that, he’s brand new. He’s quite a wee guy, skinny but still wae a wee bit ae veins showin where he’s done the dumbbells. He says he bench-presses ninety wae this big cuz ae his. Cough, fuckin bullshite, cough, cough. Addison is a quieter cunt. He wears the clothes n walks the walk but he keeps it on the doon-low really. His full family is quite middle-class n he stays on wan ae the new Legoland estates. He’s another tall cunt, but hus a skinny build, quite lanky really. He’s the youngest among us anaw, huvin just turned fourteen. Pure perfume boy but a sound cunt nonetheless.


Last but no least, there’s yir main man. Alan Williams. Azzy, A git called. Rangers doft, YT legend in the makin. A’m as tall as Danny, nearly six fit awready. A’ve git dark broon hair, shaved sides n both ears pierced wae gold hoops in. A’d say A’m gittin towards solid. Been dain ma sit-ups n press-ups every mornin n night. A’ve git a Fred Perry tracky on, a black Carbrini parka n Lacoste trainers. Who’s the tap man ae the younger wans? yir probably thinkin. Me n Danny ir the main contenders, but we’d probably never fight wae each other tae find oot. Yir best mate is always a sacred thing, even among the troops.


Everycunt is hunched in noo, listenin in again tae Wee Kenzie’s story. Noo n again the door wull bang in the wind n everycunt wull jump. A wee bit ae paranoia is healthy in here. Yi never know who’s gonnae come through the doors. If they’ve git a radio n a black uniform, A’d be first oot the fuckin windae. Salmon-leap tae freedom fur the Azzy boy.


‘Aye so where wis A? Aye so that Jamesy Maynard’s sellin shit n then the McIntires think he’s tryin tae muscle in n they tan him a beaut. Big dirty wan right doon his cheek, sir.’


‘Phhft! Heard it!’ Danny shouts.


‘Naw honestly. These boys ir the heavies, man. Different level ae crazy … where wis A, man? FUCKIN PASS THAT, YOU!’ The joint gits handed over wae a grumble. It’s a heavy bad twoz.


Danny’s mutterin fuckin calm it, Janet under his breath. Noted hoggin bastard, Danny is. ‘Bring them oan fuck sake and the Toi wans n we’ll smash them aw!’


‘Danny, shut up, mate, honestly. Yi cannae bounce aboot sayin shit like that aboot these cunts. Somecunt in school wull grass yi fur name-drappin. They’ve git cousins galore n cunts that work fur them.’


‘Ooft, man, wouldnae mess wae they cunts.’


‘How the fuck dae yi know aw this, mate?’


‘Cos Tam told us obviously.’


‘Your big brother’s a fuckin busy man. Think he’s been tellin you ghost stories, mate.’


Everycunt laughs n they start settin up another joint in the Highlander packet. The slab ae Tennent’s gits ripped open and we aw take a tin each n pass a bottle ae Tonic aboot that we aw chipped in fur. Yi huv tae take aw these stories wae a pinch ae fuckin salt. Most ae the wans yi hear ir total fuckin cow dung. A few ae them ir true but. Yi huv tae be careful wit stories yi believe and repeat tae cunts. Cos the grapevine is thick n fast aboot here. Wee Kenzie wisnae talkin pish aboot that.


‘Mate, believe wit yees want, but ma big bro’s been roon the block a few times. Tam’s bought bits tae sell aff aw them. The elder wans in his day wur mad cunts. Pure nineties battles where that Toi wan ended up gittin stabbed aff a Young Team wan. Yees musty heard ae that wan? Fuckin famous troops fae the YTP. Yees huvnae even ran aboot wae the team yit n been in a battle.’


‘Who plugged him then … Tam? Sorry, fuckin Bruce Lee, furgot you’d smashed aw the Toi wans yirsel!’ A say, laughin.


‘Kenzie, you talk as if yir the tap man yirsel, cuz!’ Finnegan says.


Everybody knows Big Kenzie is his wee brur’s hero n it’s an easy shot, so yi huv tae take it. He knew more than aw us cos ae his big brur, but he lived aff Tam’s coat tails. There is always the distinct possibility that some ae his stories ir true. There is mad cunts aboot here tae watch fur n by natural selection some ir our enemies, which makes yi para. The stories aboot our elder Young Team wans gee yi confidence n make yi feel brave n part ae suhin. That’s the yin-yang balance.


‘Wee Kenzie is faster than the fuckin Roadrunner when the trouble starts!’


‘Fuck up, Azzy.’


‘Kenzie, yir talkin pish, mate.’


‘Naw, A’ve actually heard ae a cunt called Jamesy that git slashed.’


‘Aye so yi huv, Broonie!’


‘Yir fuckin maw.’


‘Mate A think your big brother’s Pinocchio. That big fuckin beak ae his anaw.’


‘Ma big brur wid smash you if he heard you sayin that.’


‘Phhft mate, yir big brur couldnae beat eggs.’


‘Mate, ma big brur wid batter your cunt in n don’t doubt it.’


‘Yer maw, ya wee dick.’


‘You dae go on aboot yir brur like he’s a hero but.’


‘Yer maw.’


That’s the way yi learned. As a wee guy, yi hear snippets ae information aboot everyhin. They don’t teach yi how tae survive oot oan the streets in school, or how tae shag, or drink or fight – aw the important stuff. Yi learn fae those that ir elder than yi, the elder wans. Furget PSE, social education. Yi learn fae yir pals, n the army ae big cousins, brurs n elder wans who feel it their duty tae lead and mislead yi tae the form ae truth that the streets offer. Even wee practical things aboot takin drugs, or advice aboot pullin lassies, reads like a ghost story or an urban legend. Exaggerated as fuck, and probably no true, n designed tae scare the shite oot wee boys like us.




Billy the Kid and the KO at the Coral


It’s Guy Fawkes Night n on a fuckin Friday anaw, jackpot. There’s fireworks burstin aw over the place. The six ae us ir standin outside the newsagents, waitin on somebody tae jump in fur our drink. We’re aw on a bottle ae Tonic each the night. We see an eld alky stoatin doon the lane in boggin jeans n ripped trainers. A walk across the road n whistle him over tae us. The boys slowly walk over anaw tae join us. These kinda cunts ir mostly harmless, but if they hud been takin ten diazepam as a side order tae their daily cider dosage then they kin be a harmless cunt takin their pet Kitchen Devil a walk. A stoat up tae him but ma swagger makes the eld cunt a wee bitty nervous. A reassure him wae a friendly bit ae chat. ‘Fancy jumpin in the shop fur us, eld son, n we’ll gee yi a pound each fur a few cans, eh?’ A say, actin pure sound wae the eld boy.


He counts the heads, there’s six ae us. Six quid, jackpot. That’s his full weekend sortit. These cunts drank bottles ae pound nasty, pure gut-rot dry cider that cost a quid each. He kin barely hold his excitement back. Our part in the bargain is a quid each. We aw rustle in our pockets. Danny swaggers up n pulls a fiver oot his new red Berghaus jakit. Celtic fans only ever went fur either the red or grey, never blue.


‘Here yi go, ma man, don’t spend it aw in the wan shop!’


A shake ma heed it ma pal. The eld boy’s eyes ir as wide as two-pence pieces n as dark as them anaw. ‘Cheers, wee man,’ he says wae a pure crocodile smile.


‘Right, eld yin, in the shop fur six bottles ae Buckfast.’


‘Six bottles ae Buck. Nae bother boays, nae bother at aw,’ he says as he negotiates the lines on the road.


‘Fuckin auld cunt,’ Broonie says.


‘Fuck it, mate, that’s our drink sortit, ye ha!’


It’s always a nervous wait. Should wan ae yir maws or das come roon n huckle yi up the road, yir bottle is gone. Should two Strathclyde police officers appear, yir fucked. Should the eld alky steal the fiver and the six bottles ae wine, yir double fucked. Tense affair this n A kin see it on ma boys’ faces. This time he comes stoatin back wae the bag after a minute. There’s that wee moment ae euphoria, like yir first bottle again every time. Yir night ae madness wae infinite possibilities ae action n adventure lies within the cheap blue plastic bag, between a dirty hand wae long nails. He walks up n Danny snatches the bag right oot his hand.


‘Haw! There’s only four fuckin bottles in here.’


‘Four bottles wull be plenty fur yooz wee pricks.’


The other two bottles ir stuffed upside doon in his ripped and paint-covered jeans. We aw look at one another fur a wee moment. In the peckin order, yir still only a wee guy. Wan ae us hus tae say suhin but …


‘Listen, eld yin, git the fuckin bottles oot right noo.’


‘OR WIT, YA WEE CUNT?’ he roars in Broonie’s face.


‘Or yir gittin shot wae this fuckin firework, ya eld dick.’


We aw turn roon tae see Finnegan, hoddin a Sonic FX inside a long red chute. They’re single shot fireworks but the screech n the bang aff them is fuckin crazy. We aw stand back tae either side ae the lane. We hud aw seen them in action being fired at unsuspectin cunts n polis n fire brigade tryin tae put oot bonfires ae eld, built by our fair hands n defended bravely by the vanguard ae elder troops. Furget the fourth of July – Bonfire Night up here is fuckin Vietnam. The eld alky doesnae know wit tae say.


‘You try it, ya wee cunt … n A’ll … rip yi fae ear tae arse.’


‘Mate, you couldnae catch us in they eld chunky gutties! Ten-stripe turbos they ir oot Brantanamo warehoose!’ Danny shouts.


We aw burst oot laughin.


‘WIT? Yi think yir mad coz yir tall, wee man?’ the eld alky mutters n staggers away.


‘Fuck it, man, we’ve got a good swally here,’ Addison says.


‘Fuck that,’ Wee Kenzie hits back.


‘You’re right, mate,’ Finnegan says wae a nod.


‘HAW YOU, YA ELD ALKY BASTERT! LOOK AT YI WALKIN UP THERE WAE OUR BOTTLES LIKE BILLY THE FUCKIN KID,’ A shout. He stops n straightens up n sits his own bag doon. He spins roon wae his hands hoverin over the bottles.


‘A’M BILLY THE KID!’ he says in a drunken slur.


‘Aye, well guess wit, Billy Boy …’ Finnegan says as he pulls his lighter oot.


‘Gawn grab they bottles fuck sake, that cunt couldnae beat sleep,’ Danny says.


A crouch doon wae them aw laughin at ma back n run up silently n grab the fat end oot wan ae his pockets. The cunt is concentratin on every step he makes, avoidin broken glass n dug shite. ‘YA WEE PRICK,’ he shouts as he spins roon tae stop me n faws on his arse. There’s a bellow ae laugher n abuse fae ma pals up a bit. The other bottle rolls oot his pocket and by some miracle, doesnae smash. It bounces, slow motion, on the rim ontae a big fuckin juicy weed that cushions its arse n breaks its faw. A see ma opportunity. A dash like Indiana Jones fur his hat. A reach the big weed n dandelion heed. Billy the Kid tries tae grab ma leg but A snatch the bottle fae his talons n turn tae walk back. His white bag is lyin spilt aw over. Six plastic bottles ae pound nasty rollin oot. Next tae the lane is a big substation, the wans wae the transformer n the DANGER OF DEATH signs aw over it. A pick up his bag n fuck it right over the spikey fence. Ma pals ir aw gawn wild. Laughin like fuck. The eld boy looks through the fence n we see his heed lookin at the spikes. He’s thinkin aboot it. The warnin signs mean nuhin tae him, compared tae the six bottles ae happy on the other side. Everycunt goes quiet n A wait tae see wit he dis.


He goes fur it. A chunky trainer tries tae find purchase on the brick wall, behind the spikey fence. A know, fur a fact, that the gate doesnae lock. The big padlock is just decorative n wis fucked years ago. We used tae bounce in tae git baws that hud been skied. Keeps weans oot, but cravin alkies ir a different matter. They’re aw pishin theirsels at the eld cunt. A walk up by him. He’s on the deck noo wae his foot caught in the fence, troosers half fawin doon his fuckin arse. A put a hand through n open the gate. A step through n grab the bag. A put ma hand oot fur him tae grab. His eld paw comes up wae trepidation. He takes hold ae it n pulls himself up. His hand slowly goes tae the bag n picks it up. He fishes in his jakit pocket producin ten Club n hands them tae me wae his heed doon.


‘Fur yir troubles.’


A walk back up wae a wee bit extra swagger. Everycunt’s lookin at us.


‘Fuckin furget that eld cunt, it’s a sin fur him.’


The group ir momentarily enlightened n nod in agreement.


‘Aye, man, true.’


‘Fuckin pish fur cunts like that int it.’


‘It’s nae life, man.’


‘He’s lucky he didnae git this Sonic FX right up the arse,’ Finnegan says wae a toothy grin.


‘Mon, fuck it, let’s go n git these fuckin hings drank,’ A say wae a wee laugh, still thinkin aboot that eld boy’s empty two-penny eyes.


We go doon the woods and tan our drink. It’s aboot two hours later n we’re walkin up fuckin steamin, singin, shoutin n smokin snout, nae doubt, cos the fuckin Young Team’s about! IN YER AREA! OH OH, IN YER AREA! Y T FUCKIN P. Just lettin loose n gawn crazy. It’s dark n baltic, a right dry night wae a crispy scent, but fuckin frozen. The hot wine in our bellies is keepin us warm. The cold nips at our fingers n toes through black magic gloves n trainers. We’ve aw git the hoods up noo, n jakits zipped right up. The trick is tae tuck yir taps inside yir joggie bottoms. Means aw the layers heat up. A’ve seen maself oot in winter tuckin ma trackies intae ma fitbaw socks. No cause A liked that mad Nineties look either, just cos it’s fuckin roasty toasty.


We’re listenin tae tunes comin fae the tinny speaker in Danny’s Sony Ericsson Walkman phone, DJ Rankin, ‘D.E.V.I.L’. It’s keepin us gawn as we trek through the frozen field, aw crunchin underfoot as we walk. Every wan ae us is hyper. The caffeine in the wine has done its job. We’re aw natterin away like fuck, talkin shite aboot this n that. Wit burds we fancy n who we’ve awready went wae. There’s two solid joints gittin passed aboot between us. The dope is takin the edge aff the bottles, chillin everycunt oot a bit afore we go fur a few more pint-cans ae Miller n a bottle ae the orange or red MD 20/20 tae keep us mad-wae-it until we huv tae head in.


The bookies is on the corner. Runnin doon by it is the main road in our town centre. The Toi’s scheme lay between here n the high school. They’ve git aboot thirty cunts oot on a Friday, so we’re told, so there’s nae chance yi wid walk doon the street past there anymore. Yi cannae just stoat aboot ootside yir ain area aboot here. Yir both the lords n prisoners ae yir ain scheme. Doon the street is no man’s land, yi kin bang intae anycunt doon there – so yi huv tae watch.


‘Look! Who the fuck’s that?’ Finnegan shouts.


Me, Danny n Kenzie start tae walk doon. Next is Broonie n Finnegan n last Addison, on the phone tae some lassie. It’s Kenzie who speaks up.


‘Here boys, that’s fuckin Taz, ma brur’s mate.’


Taz is alone n runnin up the hill, gittin chased by aboot five cunts in trackies. We aw look roon at wan another. He’s wan ae Big Kenzie’s mates, wan ae the elder wans in the Young Team. Danny’s still takin a last swig oot his bottle but after he drinks it he stuffs it back inside the map pocket empty. Broonie’s still git his anaw. Taz looks as if he’s awready hud a bit ae a dooin. His jakit is ripped n he’s git blood on his face.


‘Mon, boys,’ A say, walkin doon towards the noise.


‘Fuckin intae them, bhoys! Time fur a skirmish!’ Danny shouts louder.


Broonie n that ir aw gem fur it. Wan ae our elder wans n a squad ae theirs. Taz’s almost at us noo, pantin like an eld dug fae runnin. A kin feel Addison shitin himself fae behind me. A kin see him in ma peripheral vision, still on the phone, but quickly sayin his goodbyes. Kenzie’s shoutin fur Addison tae git on the phone tae Big Kenzie n the troops n call in reinforcements. Big Danny is makin sure his trainers ir tied n A follow suit. Losin a trainer kin be deadly. Taz reaches us n the crowd behind him slows seein us. ‘Fuckin hell, boays … cunts jumped us … walkin up that backroad there. Backin’ us up, boays?’


Wee Kenzie struts in like the delegate in charge. ‘Aye, ma boys wull back yi up, mate! Nae sweat,’ he says lookin gem, but wae a wee nervous glance towards the cunts walkin up the hill.


Danny’s fuckin buzzin. A kin see him crackin his knuckles n rollin his shoulders. Broonie’s mad-wae-it dancin aboot on his tiptoes, swingin his arms in the air. Finnegan’s standin smilin like fuck wae his hand in his pocket. Addison’s fuckin shitin himself. They’re only a hundred feet away noo.


Taz’s caught his breath again. ‘Ah must be gittin eld, man. A dunno any yooz wee guys.’


Calm doon, Taz, mate, yir only seventeen, ya cunt, A think n don’t say. A’m fuckin buzzin anaw noo. The wine ae earlier is the drivin force. We’ve been buzzin aw night, cos ae the fireworks, the swally n the Friday Feelin. We kin see the cunts noo. There’s five ae them. A recognise a few fae school n A know two ae them. JP, Jamie Peters, who’s a year elder than us n a mad cunt, n Si O’Connor, wan ae their best fighters n a year elder anaw. His big brur, Matty, is the tap man doon there. Yi kin tell the two ae them ir the maddest. They’re powerin ahead, awready wae their arms in the air, shoutin the fuckin odds. The three others ir walkin slightly behind. A dunno them, but at least wan ae them looks aboot eighteen or suhin, a right elder wan. Taz’s confidence hus grown. He’s seen Wee Kenzie, n heard Addison phonin Big Kenzie. The rest ae the Young Team wid hear through MSN n an army ae wee thumbs tappin madly at mobile phone buttons.


‘Fuckin mone then, ya dafties, YOUNG TEAM!’ Taz shouts, walkin back doon. We aw share a wee smile n probably look chuffed as fuck. That second we aw go fuckin mental. The adrenaline gees yi that sick-making, dancin feelin in yir stomach that yi come tae love n dread simultaneously.


The five ae them ir walkin up the middle ae the road. A wine bottle comes flyin up the street n bursts in front ae us, leavin its green fangs lyin aw over the road. We’re aw walkin doon noo adjacent tae the bookies. A hear a fuckin hissin in ma ear. Finnegan sends the Sonic FX twistin n screamin doon the street at them. Taz looks like he’s gonnae lay a fuckin egg, the cunt. Finnegan’s laughin his heed aff, dancin aboot on the pavement. The rocket whines up the street towards them, hits a car windscreen and explodes mid-air, wae an almighty fuckin bang. The five ae them dive oot the way n pick themselves up fae the deck. There’s nae hesitation.


The six ae us sprint at them, still shoutin like fuck in the middle ae the road. Their two tap boys run up towards us wae their arms oot, geein it straight back, pure bold cunts. Taz grabs an empty wine bottle fae the pavement n swings it at that Si’s heed. The two ae them start punchin fuck oot ae wan another. Me n Danny run fir JP. He skuds Danny wae a beauty ae a right, but he’s a big cunt n rides it. BANG. Danny hits him a fuckin haymaker n he stumbles on the kerb. A jump up n hit him a triple combo, a big dirty right, a wee cheeky left n a finisher. The cunt’s eyes go funny as he hits the deck. He’s sparkled but he’s awright cos his sleeve is comin up tae wipe his splattered nose. Si n Taz are still scrappin over next tae a parked motor. Broonie n Addison ir chasin the two other cunts back doon the road. Their other mate, the elder wan, is pannelin fuck oot ae Finnegan. Danny sprints towards them first n A follow.


‘HAW YOU, YA FUCKIN DAFTY!’ he screams at the boy, afore skuddin him wae a right. The elder boy seems dazed. Danny grabs his jakit n pulls him forward, while aimin his forehead at the boy’s nose. He folds n lands next tae Finnegan, whose face is fucked. He laughs, showin a missin tooth, n kicks the boy in the face as he falls n lies back, wavin an invisible white flag. A turn roon laughin tae git a swift punch in the mooth aff Si O’Connor’s right hand. A barely feel it, just that dull thud n throb that yi become accustomed tae.


They aw start walkin back doon the way they came. Their shouts n threats still sound up the street. A KNOW WHERE YOU STAY, YA WEE DICK. Taz is handin the boys fags oot his packet n lightin them. WAIT N SEE IT SCHOOL, YOU’RE GETTIN IT! Y T FUCKIN B, YA WEE CUNTS! TOI BOIZ! He gathers us aw around him.


‘A’m fuckin proud ae yooz boays. That wis fuckin MAGIC, by the way! Wit a fuckin battle that wis.’


A turn tae aw ma ain pals, our wee six-man gang. Danny’s git a big daft smile on his face, wae a Mayfair cigarette in the corner ae his gub. He’s git a belter ae a black eye. A big purple doughnut roon his socket, puffy n tender-lookin, wae wee ring cuts in the corner. Finnegan’s face is fucked. That elder boy hud smashed him cos he hud a face yi kin only git wae a good few punches. Addison n Broonie didnae huv a mark on them, cos wan ae the wee cunts who sprinted hud the misfortune ae losin a trainer n trippin on his arse. Broonie n Addison kicked fuck oot him on the deck. His wee pal ran doon n skudded Broonie, but it wis just a token gesture. They knew they hud been done. As the adrenaline fades, Wee Broonie spews. Taz is laughin, in a proud paternal way, like his wee boy hud come aff his bike wae stabilisers. ‘That’s the adrenaline, son, doesnae mix wae wine,’ he says, pattin Broonie’s back as he heaves up a brown soup-like concoction. Ma face is sair anaw but A don’t care. A couldnae gee a fuck.


We aw turn away fae him being sick n there’s a mighty uproar, loads ae shoutin n bawlin. The rest ae the Young Team appears fae up the lane. Big Kenzie is at the front wae an aluminium baseball bat. They stop their stampede n survey the scene fae across the road. Their mate Taz standin the middle ae his wee brur’s pals battered fuck oot ae. We aw swagger across the road, faces stingin n red n bloody, but proud. The troops spot the Toi wans walkin doon the road n a few heads start sprintin doon after them but they’re long gone. The rest ae them stand roon our wee squad.


Danny turns tae me n whispers. ‘Look, sir! It’s fuckin Joe DiMaggio!’


A laugh before we reach them. Big Kenzie is first tae speak wae his usual growl.


‘Fuck happened here then, Taz?’


‘A git fuckin jumped walkin up the road, mate.’


‘Aye, they fuckin Toi wans?’


‘Aye, man, there wis six ae them, n just me maself.’


‘Well, no just yirsel,’ he says, lookin at Wee Kenzie n the rest ae us.


‘Fuckin right, mate, your wee brur n his pals backed us right up.’


Big Kenzie n the tap men survey us, wan at a time. They look at our clothes, builds n war wounds. Most ae them ir quiet, waitin fur Big Kenzie n Eck Green tae deliver their verdict. Eck is Big Tam’s best mate. Big bruiser ae a cunt, easy six fit two n aboot fourteen stone. Some ae the elder wans huv git jeans on n duffle coats n parkas. Big Kenzie isnae the eldest there. It’s fae aboot eighteen, nineteen doonwards, finally tae us at the bottom ae the peckin order. A few ae the eldest stand at the back, swiggin at cans ae Tennent’s n rollin a joint. They didnae really seem interested in the troubles ae the young team.


‘Wit fuckin even happened then?’ Eck says. Taz goes in tae great detail in the tellin ae the tale. He acts oot the sound effects ae the firework, n each punch, kick and flyin bottle. The audience sways n oohs n ahs at the right points, playin their part in the retellin ae our tale. There’s nae need tae exaggerate this story. It’s enough on its own. It wid live on in memory and legend.


‘So who the fuck ir these wee guys?’ another wan ae the elder wans says.


‘They’re the younger wans, fuck sake,’ Big Kenzie says.


‘Awright, nae bother.’


‘Fuckin proud ae yees, wee team, yees done well,’ Big Kenzie says as he grabs ma hand n shakes it hard wae his big paw. The two groups merge. Every wan ae us is buzzin. A few ae the elder Young Team wans stand tae a younger wan, aw givin us our due n listenin respectfully tae our wee story. ‘Wit’s yir name, wee man?’ echoes throughout the group. Hands ir shook n bottles and joints ir passed between them n us. No initiation here, just prove yirsel tae yir troops. They tell us aboot other battles n the elder burds we’ve only heard n dreamt ae.




The Boldness Inside


We wander up the lane, buzzin wae the Friday Feelin, a force wae almost supernatural powers. It’s obvious that last week is on everywan’s mind. This Friday we’re gonnae join the actual troops instead ae our wee mad squad up the Mansion. We wurnae oblivious tae the main gathering’s existence before. On Friday nights before we tended tae just say ‘awright’ tae them n go on our way. It wisnae an official thing, yir just fae that area n know them aw fae school. Then yi come ae age n it’s accepted that yi hang aboot wae them n become a YT wan, oot gittin a smoke durin the week n on-it at the weekend wae the troops n the tidy burds who hang aboot anaw.


They call theirsels the YT Burds or the Team Lassies. They huv their ain enemies, the lassies who jump aboot wae other young teams. They mostly move aboot the town freely. A tidy is a tidy, after aw – regardless ae wit scheme she comes fae. There’s gorgeous scheme queens n then the loyal crazy burds that ir practically troops. They’re mad anaw n would fight wae guys as easily, n wur nae less mental. Every young team hus at least wan burd who’s a juggernaut in a tracky. She wis never a looker but yi would never say it tae her face. If yi tried tae batter in tae her mad-wae-it regardless, she would probably punch yir cunt in … if yi wur lucky.


‘Mon, Addison, ya dick,’ Broonie says. Addison is standin on the phone tae a lassie. He wis always dain this. He’s a good-lookin, trendy kinda guy – a perfume boy drenched in Ultraviolet n always wearin the best ae gear. Popular wae the lassies, hence the constant telecommunications wae them, but that doesnae earn yi the respect ae the streets.


‘A’m coming, fuck sake, Broonie.’


‘Hurry up, mate.’


We reach the top ae the park. There’s nae park really. Crash mats cover the ground round the swings n they’re littered wae black n blue blobs, where wheelie bins hud been burnt n melted. The swings huv been vandalised tae the extent that the council huv removed the chains n seats. Noo aw that’s left is the bare frames, which ir like notice boards, aw penned n tippexed like fuck. The climbin frame is spray-painted like fuck anaw. YT, scrawled aw over it n names ae ghosts fae young teams past. The place is fucked, plain n simple. The council huv long since gave up tryin tae fix it fur the weans. It, like the whole place, is forgotten.


Aw the troops sit on the other side ae a wee metal fence behind a wee shelter belt ae trees. A kin see waterproof jakits n fitbaw trackies n a mix ae Rangers n Celtic taps. There’s a few lassies standin n we kin hear the din the rest ir makin, shoutin, singin n laughin. The elected edgy hus obviously alerted the team tae our presence. Big Kenzie, Eck n Taz appear at the front n somebody shouts, ‘Chill oot fuck, it’s only the younger wans.’ As this passes aboot the group, more heads appear fae behind the bushes n trees fur a swatch. There’s aboot twenty-five young wans congregated. Roughly fifteen guys, and aboot ten lassies. We walk through the trees the-gither, the six ae us. Our wee clan among these tribal chieftains and the eligible lassies. Wan ae the lassies is hoddin a wee MP3 speaker n switchin between ‘Dancing in the Dark’ n ‘I’ll Get Over You’. That’s the extent ae hur repertoire. ‘Fuck sake, we runnin a crèche noo, troops?’ some dafty says, gittin a laugh fae the crowd.


‘Well yir maw doesnae complain, when we aw turn up at hur door!’ A say wae a cheeky smile.


People ooh n ah, the lassies giggle, n Big Eck walks up tae me. A stand brave, still smiling. ‘YASS! You fuckin tell ’um, wee man,’ as he extends a hand. The guy who made the comment, Peter Dickson, walks forward, tryin tae growl at us. Eck slaps him across the face. ‘Sit doon, Dickson, ya fuckin dick.’ He looks ragin. ‘That’s Kenzie’s wee brur n his pals, ya dafty.’ Big Kenzie swaggers over at the mention ae his name.


‘HAW, YOOZ!’ Big Kenzie shouts, addressin the masses. ‘This is ma wee brur n his pals, nae cunt, n A mean nae cunt, gees them shite, understand?’ The crowd mutters assurances n goes back tae their own chats. Our six split n start mixin wae the troops. Eck winks at us, n him n Tam start talkin aboot an elder lassie who’s pickin them up in hur Seat Ibiza. The ages range fae us at fourteen n fifteen, right tae eighteen n nineteen. Big Kenzie n Eck ir seventeen n eighteen, respectively. They ruled the roost, but they’re aff. They both disappear, back up the red ash path n oot ae the park. Our only real friend left is Taz, but he’s distracted, tellin two lassies the tales fae last week. He waves me n Danny over tae chat.


‘Happnin, ma main wee muckers! YASS, these ir the boays A wis tellin yi aboot, ladies.’ The two lassies turn n smile at us. They’re both a couple ae year elder than us. A recognise the two ae them fae our bit. The first is tall fur a lassie, aboot five eight. She’s a brunette, wae fair highlights runnin through hur straightened hair. Hur long legs ir standin crossed against the cold. She’s git on a red puffer jakit, wae ripped, faded jeans. Hur face is gorgeous, high cheek bones n big green eyes. She’s git on the perfect amount ae make-up. Most lassies caked themselves in the stuff, their necks generally a different colour fae their faces. They huv that plasticky look, like somebody’s moulded them fae plasticine n smoothed oot the edges. Monica Mason is a stunner, nae denyin it. She’s git the kinda face yi turned back tae look at but she doesnae pure know it.


Guys around the other ir like flies around shite. Patricia Lewis always hus a wee entourage ae admirers buzzin around hur, usually the tap men n everyone else fallin in behind. Big blue eyes, natural platinum blonde, big boobs n slim. She’s git big hoop earrings n a cheek piercing. There’s a millimetre gap between hur two front teeth. Underneath an Inter Milan tracksuit top, there’s the green n white hoops ae a Celtic fitbaw tap. She’s wearin white Adidas tracky bottoms n wee pink Lacoste trainers. Hur lip gloss is pink and glittery. The two ae them pass a half bottle ae Glen’s vodka between them straight, then take a swig ae Irn-Bru tae git the taste away. A laugh as Monica screws hur face up. Patricia hands hur a draw ae a Lambert & Butler, which obviously helps. The two ae them look up at us. Patricia glares wae hur usual scowl, but smiles n winks. Monica gees us a wee cheeky smile anaw. Yolt. ‘Wit’s yir name then, wee man?’ Patricia asks us.


‘Azzy Williams,’ A say, aw confidence.


DJ Pulse, ‘Poison’, is playin oot wan ae their phones.


‘Nice tae meet yi, Azzy Williams,’ Monica says.


‘A’m Danny fuckin Stevenson – the wan n only.’ Two ae them laugh. He bounces away steamin tae talk tae another burd.


‘You one of the young wans that punched fuck out ae Big Si?’


‘Aye, fuck. We backed Taz right up n aw that.’


‘So yi mad then?’ Patricia asks us. This time A wink. Monica giggles. Patricia gees us the sexy scowl, like she’s kiddin on she doesnae fancy us a wee bit. A kin hear Danny talkin tae another wee burd behind me, Emma Black, huvin a similar convo aboot last week’s antics. A turn roon tae see him nippin her, two ae them standin under a tree. The lassies follow ma look n both laugh.


‘You hopin fur a kiss the night, son?’ Patricia says.


‘Ah never say never n aw that!’ A say, wae Monica catchin ma eye. She looks doon ever so slightly, n gees us this mad look. A hear a commotion. The two lassies’ heads turn n mine follows.


A hear Addison’s whiney fuckin voice, ‘Gees it back, ya dick!’


‘Yass, new phone fur me!’ an elder wan says, pretendin tae talk on Paul’s expensive new Cybershot. People ir turnin tae see him gittin victimised, defining him fae then on as a victim n someone who kin be bammed up tae further their own celebrity, in absence ae the tap men. Addison retaliates in the only way he knows how.


‘Get it back, ya fuckin tramp.’


Andy McColl, one ae this guy’s mates, steps forward and whacks him twice wae two right hooks. We watch in slow motion as Addison’s nose splatters n he folds. He’s on the deck, nearly greetin. The first dick, Mark Bailey, is still holdin the mobile phone tae his ear. The two lassies look at me cos they know it’s ma pal. A hand Monica ma wine bottle.


‘Gawn hod that fur us, wull yi?’


‘Wit yi gonna do?’ Patricia asks us.


A look aboot fur Danny, but he’s doon the field, away a walk wae that wee burd. Broonie is talkin tae a wee beachball ae a lassie aboot the same distance the other way. The only available hawners ir Wee Kenzie n Finnegan. The two ae them huvnae even noticed yit, or if they huv, they’re makin sure nobody knows it. That prick Bailey draws the boot aff Addison’s chops. He’s whinin n wimperin fae the deck, n cunts ir laughin at him or tryin no tae look. Paul’s lyin in a puddle, new tracksuit filthy n he’s git a bloody nose. He’s just a cheeky wee guy, so nobody cares. These two cunts, Bailey n Andy McColl, ir bold enough tae say suhin back n fall intae their roles as replacement tap men. Just fuckin bullies n A hate those cunts. There’s a wooden plank lyin on the deck. It’s a big bit ae skirtin, that somebody’s dumped doon the field. A pick it up n it’s all eyez on me. These two pricks huvnae noticed me approachin. Wan ae their mates, Matthew Whyte, tries tae step in ma way.


‘Fuck you gonnae dae wae that, wee man?’ A swing the board n hit him in the face. There’s a nail through the wood, just a wee wan, but big enough tae go intae his cheek, leavin a cut where it’s hit him. He folds on the deck.


A throw doon the plank n turn tae McColl. ‘Fuckin mon then, ya dafty. Come ahead!’ A shout at the cunt. He sees me as just a wee guy, a younger wan, so there’s nae fear. The two ae us start scrappin like fuck. A git landed wae a right, but A barely feel it, full ae wine n adrenaline. Even wae a burst nose, A grab him by the tracky tap n header fuck oot his beak. His nose is splattered. It gets split up n is over before it really starts. Whytey pulls him back n whispers that we’re Wee Kenzie’s pals n backed-up aff the big man. He walks away n shouts tae his wee squad tae bounce. McColl, Bailey n Whytey start walkin up the road. They’re shout-in doon, Yir a dead man, Azzy, ya wee dick! Wait n see after school! Yir dead, wee man! A’m geein them the finger n tryin no tae git para. Commotion over, everybody else goes back tae stand-in aboot in their ain wee groups, chattin n swallyin. A kin see a few cunts n burds glancin at us, wonderin who the fuck yi ir.


A turn tae Finnegan n Kenzie, who’ve appeared miraculously noo the trouble wis past. ‘Where wur yooz? Ya fuckin pussy bastards! Yir mate wis gittin set aboot n yees stood n done fuck all.’ Both ae them hide behind cigarettes n look towards the deck.


A kin see Danny n Broonie sprintin up ahead ae his wee lumber fur the evening. ‘Wit happened, mate?’ Danny asks us.


‘That Bailey n that wur tryin tae fuckin steal Addison’s phone, n whacked him.’


‘Fuck sake, man. That’s shite,’ Broonie says, shakin his wee baldy nut.


‘Bastard, man! Cannae fuckin believe A missed it!’ Danny says.


Repercussions start tae flood ma mind as the adrenaline fades. A kin see people lookin at me, n A kin hear ma name floatin aboot among the young team, celebrity noo – a rising star. Patricia n Monica come over tae our wee sub group. A wipe the blood aff ma ain nose wae ma sleeve n take a drink ae ma bottle n spark a fag.


‘Fuck sake, son, you didn’t half go tae town,’ Monica says.


‘A hate fuckin bully bastards.’


Aw ma pals ir star-struck as they look at the two nicest burds fae the team. Taz walks back up wae another lassie. Somebody tells him aboot the events which just unfolded n he jogs up tae our group wae a MD bottle in hand.


‘Well done, Azzy wee man. They three huv thought they wur mental fur ages,’ Patricia says wae a wee wink n ruffles ma hair.


‘Oi! Watch the gel, you! Aye, they wur bang oot anyways!’


‘Ah yi look fine, son! Is your face sore?’ she says, laughin.


‘Mine? Nah … just a scratch fuck.’


Taz is lookin nervous n it’s almost infectious.


‘Happnin, Taz,’ Wee Kenzie says quietly.


‘Fuck all, boays. A just heard wit happened, couldnae believe ma ears. You want tae watch, Azzy mate, that Whytey is Big Eck Green’s half-cousin. That’s how he gits away wae actin like a ticket.’


The hushed whispers n glances aw start tae make sense. A git that wee sick feelin in ma stomach but shrug it aff. There wis always somebody or their mad cousin gonnae smash yi or stab yi fur suhin or nuhin. That’s yir best n only defence aboot here, the boldness inside. ‘N fuckin wit, mate. A couldnae gee a fuck whose cousin it is.’


This wis obviously too much fur Taz tae hear in public. ‘Aye, well, nae bother,’ he says and makes a sharp exit.


‘Gonnae start callin him Casper,’ Danny says.


‘How’s aht?’ Broonie says wae a mooth fulla penny sweeties. The cunt wis always pocket munchin a fifty pence mix-up aff the van in a wee white paper bag.


‘Cos everytime there’s trouble he disappears, the cunt.’


‘Ha! Tazper the friendly ghost!’ Broonie shouts.


‘Taz is a shitebag fuck … ma big brur always says it.’


‘Aw here we go! The incredible tales ae Big fuckin Tam.’


‘Finnegan, shut yir daft mooth, mate. You talk aboot this big cuz tae no end! Dain they weights as if yees ir Scotland’s strongest men! Two ae yees ir built like bookie’s pens, man. Seen more solid burds in the Time Capsule swimmin! Skindiana Bones yees ur!’


Finnegan cannae come back fae that wan. ‘AHHH! SHUT DOON!’ everycunt shouts. We aw laugh. Even though Kenzie lives aff Tam’s coat tails, his ain patter is decent.


‘Calm doon, fuck. Am no worried anyways, troops! Know wit A mean?’ A say, glancin over tae the burds n winkin at the troops. The lassies laugh.


‘Welcome tae the team, boys. A think you’re goin to fit right in,’ Patricia says as she turns tae leave.


‘Aye, well nice tae meet yees again, by the way.’


‘You too, son, just be careful this doesn’t come back to haunt yi. Mon, Monica, A needty get up this road to watch ma wee cousin.’


‘Nice tae meet yees, ya cuttla stunners!’ Danny is shoutin.


‘Bye, Azzy Williams,’ Monica says, givin us that mad look again.


The re-enactments n the storytellin begin. A cannae be arsed listenin tae it the night. Finnegan n Broonie ir rollin a joint in the corner. A go over n chap a draw ae it. As the red n orange tip glows against the navy-blue sky, n the bombers fall like embers fae a campfire, ma story echoes like a ghost story roon our wee camp. People start headin hame or on tae elder wans’ flats n gaffs. Me n the boys walk up passin the joint between us, aw buzzin aboot our first night wae the troops.




Yankee Doodle Dandy


We’re sittin up the Mansion n it’s fuckin freezin, snowin n aw this. We’re tucked intae the room wae nae windae, aw sittin roon a big circular table, wae as many ramshackle chairs as we could gather. There’s a bar stool, a plastic school chair, an oil drum on its side n two breeze blocks n a railway sleeper makin a bench. The only light is aboot five or six tealight candles burnin on the wooden fittings ae the back wall. There’s a bucket kit in the middle ae the table n we’re pullin rounds wae it. We aw git para in here cos yi cannae see fuck aw ootside wae nae windaes. There’s a symphony ae shhh when suhin bangs in the wind or broken glass crunches underfoot. We’re aw chattin shite, tryin tae make light ae the drama fae the weekend.


‘Azzy, mate, A wouldnae worry aboot they three. They shat it fae you, mate,’ Wee Kenzie says wae a shark smile. The fact that he’s even tryin tae reassure me is makin me more nervous. It reminds me that there’s suhin playin on his ain mind n he’s tryin tae comfort himself by comfortin me.


‘Ah fuck it, mate, if they want tae come lookin fur me, they know where A’m ir.’


‘A hope they dae,’ Danny says. Everybody turns tae look at him. He’s smilin like fuck, but realises. ‘Aye no like that, obviously. A missed it last time, fuck sake!’


‘Mate, there’s nae point lookin fur trouble.’


‘Fuck them anyways, Azzy boy. Any shite starts n yir boays wull back yi up,’ Wee Broonie says. A know that tae be true but yi cannae help worry a wee bit. There’s Toi wans after us n noo A wis in-fightin wae our elder wans. A’m a sonar pulse on aw their radar. Me, Azzy Williams, the wee fuckin fly in the soup. The bold yin.


‘A’ll back yi right up, Azzy boy,’ Finnegan says.


‘You shat yirself, ya dick!’ Danny shoots back.


‘A know that, fuck sake, A got a wee fright. Next time A’ll be in aboot it, just you wait n see, Danny bhoy.’


‘A’ll be smashing the next dafty that tries it with me.’


‘Yir no a fighter, Addison mate,’ Kenzie says.


We aw look at him. It’s a race tae see who’s fastest.


‘Didnae see you dain much, eld son,’ Danny says.


‘Aye well same tae you, ya dick,’ he shoots back.


‘Least A wis doon pokin a burd, no fillin ma fuckin nappy!’


‘Shut it, ya dick.’


‘Yer maw, ya—’ He’s cut aff.


A hear voices outside n a rustlin comin fae the doorway. ‘Shhh! Fuckin shut it!’ A say. We aw sit in silence n ir reminded ae the tactical disadvantage ae a room wae nae windaes. Me n Kenzie’s git a bit ae dope each, n even though mines is only a wee tenner’s bit, the polis ir always mad keen tae git yir name in their charge book. That meant a charge, a letter hame tae yir maw n a report tae the Children’s Panel every time. Azzy Boy hud awready racked up a fair eld few, aboot ten so far. A put ma index finger tae ma lips n move quietly tae the door. Soon as yi try tae go intae Splinter Cell stealth-mode n start creepin, somecunt wid let oot a nervous fart n aw these chimps wid burst oot laughin. Yi wur as subtle as a fuckin circus wae these clowns. A peer oot, Tom Clancy material. Spy-club original Azzy boay. Amid the snow, two black figures. The wee blue squares ae a radio n the crunch ae footsteps on the frozen ground. ‘It’s the fuckin polis, nae joke, nae fuckin joke.’ A whisper back intae the room.


‘Wit we gonnae dae, man? We’re gonnae git busted wae this dope!’ Wee Kenzie says, para rippin.


A gee Danny ma dope tae hod. ‘Toss that if yi need tae, mucker. Git ready tae bail up the back rapid, troops.’ Danny nods n sticks it in his Mera Peak.


‘Wit yi gonnae dae, Azzy?’


‘Watch this.’ Azzy boy wid take wan fur the troops. A glance doon tae make sure ma ain turbos ir tied n walk quickly oot fae ma hidin spot. They’re too busy lookin in the debris fur stashes n rustlin aboot in the big barn runnin adjacent. A sneak oot tae the beginnin ae the woods, stayin close tae the wall aw the way. A kin see the troops hidin in the arch, pishin their self laughin. The polis huvnae noticed me yit. Danny n Broonie’s heads ir pokin oot tae see wit’s happnin. ‘FUCKIN YOUNG TEAM, YA SCUMMY BASTARDS!’ A roar, geein them two middle fingers. The two ae them shite theirsels cos ma shout n the fat wan faws on the ice. A nearly pish maself laughin n start runnin like fuck.
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