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The Acid House is a bizarre, disturbing and hilarious collection from one of the most uncompromising and original writers around.
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When Caesar’s mushroom is in season

It is the reversal of the mushroom season

As Caesar’s mushroom comes in March

The mushroom season is in September

Six months earlier

One half year

Equinoctal

Autumnal to vernal

Do you hope for more

Than a better balance

Between fear and desire

It’ll only be the straying

That finds the path direct

Neither in the woods nor in the field

No robes, like Caesar’s, trimmed with purple

Rather an entire street trimmed with purple

And every door in it

Wrapped in a different sort of christmas paper

The September mushrooms of midnight

Show the rhythms of vision

Can’t move for tripping over them

Wipe your tapes

Wipe your tapes with lightning.

PAUL REEKIE

‘When Caesar’s Mushroom is in Season …’


THE SHOOTER

— Lovely casserole, Marge, I remarked in between frantic mouthfuls. It really was good.

— Glad ya like it, she replied, her face screwing up in an indulgent smile behind her glasses. Marge was a good-looking woman, no doubt about it.

I was enjoying myself, but Lisa was pushing the food around her plate, her bottom lip curling outwards and downwards.

— Doncha like it, Lisa? Marge quizzed.

The child said nothing, merely shook her head, her expression unaltered.

Gary’s eyes burned in his face. Little Lisa was spot-on keeping her gaze firmly on the plate.

— Oi! You’ll bleedin well eat that, my gel! he snapped ferociously. Lisa buckled as if his words had a physical impact.

— Leave er, Gary. If she don wan it, she don need ta eat it, Marge reasoned. Gary’s gaze left the child. Seizing the opportunity, Lisa sprang from the table and left the room.

— Where do you think … Gary began.

— Oh leave er be, Marge snorted.

Gary looked at her and gestured manically with his fork. — I says one fing, you say another. No wonder I don’t get no fuckin respect in my own bleedin house!

Marge shrugged sheepishly. Gary had a temper and he’d been really uptight since he got out. He turned to me, pleading for understanding. — You see how it is, Jock? Every fucking time! Treated like I’m bleedin invisible! My own fucking house. My own bleedin kid! My own bleedin missus for Christ sakes, he moaned, pointing derisively at Marge.

— Take it easy, Gal, I said, — Marge’s done us proud wi this spread. Great bit of scran, Marge. It isnae Lisa’s fault that she doesnae like it, ye know how weans are. Different taste buds fae us n aw that. Marge smiled approvingly; Gary just shrugged and scowled into space. We ate the rest of the meal, punctuating our scoffing with stiff ritualised conversations; the Arsenal’s chances for next season’s championship were discussed, the merits of the new Co-op store in Dalston indoor centre were compared to that of the existing Sainsbury’s over the road, the likely parentage and sexual orientation of the new manager who’d taken over Murphy’s was ascertained, and the pros and cons of re-opening London Fields local railway station, shut down years ago due to fire damage, was passionlessly debated.

Eventually Gary sat back and belched, then stretched and stood up. — Nice bit of tucker, gel, he said appeasingly. Then he turned to me: — You fit?

— Aye, I replied, rising.

Gary answered the query on Marge’s quizzical face. — Me n Jock ere, we got a bit of business to talk about, ain’t we.

Marge’s face set into a tense snarl. — You ain’t thievin again are ya?

— I told ya I wasn’t, didn’t I? Gary aggressively replied. Her twisted mouth and narrowed eyes met his stare. — You promised me! YOU FUCKING PROMISED! All those fucking things you said …

— I ain’t thieving! Jock! he appealed. Marge fixed her large pleading eyes on me. Was she begging me to tell her the truth or to tell her what she wanted to hear? Gary’s promises. The number of times made, the number of times broken. Irrespective of what I said to her at that point, she’d be let down again: by Gary, or by some other guy. For some people there’s no escaping certain types of disappointment.

— Naw, this is legit. Straight up, I smiled.

My bullshit was authentic enough to give Gary confidence. Taking on an expression of injured innocence he said: — There. You got it straight from the horse’s maff, gel.

Gary went upstairs to take a slash. Marge shook her head and dropped her voice. — He worries me, Jock. He’s been so uptight lately.

— He worries aboot you n the wean, Marge. That’s Gal; he’s a worrier. It’s in his nature.

We’re all fuckin worriers.

— You ready or wot? Gary poked his head round the door.

We departed for the Tanners. I made for the back room, and Gary followed me with two pints of best. He set them down slowly on the polished table, with great concentration. He looked at the pints and said softly, shaking his head: — The problem ain’t Whitworth.

— He’s a fuckin problem tae me. Two fuckin grands’ worth of a problem.

— You ain’t gettin my drift, Jock. Ain’t him that’s the problem, innit. It’s you, his extended digit rigidly pointed at me, — and me, he said, drumming his finger heavily on his chest. — The fucking donkeys here. We can forget that dough, Jock.

— Like fuck …

— Whitworth’s gonna bullshit us, stonewall us, ignore us, until we just shut up abaht it, like two good little boys, he smiled grimly, his voice carrying a cold, implacable resonance. — He don’t take us seriously, Jock.

— So what’re ye saying, Gal?

— Either we forget it, or we make him take us seriously.

I let his words play around inside my head, checking and double-checking their implication, an implication in reality I had instantly recognised.

— So what dae we dae?

Gary took in a deep breath. It was strange that he was now so calm and reasoned, compared to his uptight state over the meal. — We teach the slag to take us seriously. Teach him a fucking lesson. Teach him a little bit of respect, innit.

How he proposed we did that, Gary made crystal clear. We would get tooled up and take a drive to Whitworth’s flat in Haggerston. Then we would knock seven types of shite out of him on his doorstep and issue a deadline for the repayment of the money owed to us.

I pondered this strategy. Certainly, there was no chance of resolving this matter legally. Moral and emotional pressure had failed to prove fruitful, and, Gary was right, had actually compromised our credibility. It was our money, and Whitworth had been given every opportunity to repay us. But I was scared. We were about to open an ugly Pandora’s box and I felt that events were spinning out of my control. I had visions of the Scrubs, or worse, concrete slippers and a dip in the Thames, or some variation on the cliché, amounting in reality to much the same thing. Whitworth himself would be no problem, he was all flash; mouthy, but not a man of violence. The issue was: how well was he connected? We’d soon find out. I had to go along with this. Either way I couldn’t win. If I didn’t go ahead I’d lose credibility with Gary, and I needed him more than he needed me. More importantly, someone would have my money and I’d be left skint and consumed with self-hatred for having capitulated so tamely.

— Let’s sort the cunt out, I said.

— That’s my man, Gary slapped my back. — Alway’s knew you had the bottle, Jock. All you fucking Jocks, all fucking crazy! We’ll show that cunt Whitworth just who he’s fucking abaht wiff here.

— When? I asked, feeling a bit nauseous with excitement and anxiety.

Gary shrugged and raised an eyebrow. — Ain’t no time like the present.

— You mean right now? I gasped. It was broad daylight.

— Tonight. I’ll call for you at eight with a motor.

— Eight, I agreed weakly. I had been feeling big vibes of anxiety about Gary’s unstable behaviour lately. — Listen Gal, there isnae anything other than money between you and Tony Whitworth, is there?

— The money’s enough in my circumstances, Jock. More than enough, innit, he said, throwing back his pint and rising. — I’m orf home. You should go too. You don’t wanna be knocking back too much of the Jonathan Ross, he pointed at my glass. — We got a job to do.

I watched him lumber away purposefully, pausing only to wave at old Gerry O’Hagan at the bar.

I left shortly after, taking Gal’s advice about the sauce consumption. I went up to the sports store in Dalston and purchased a baseball bat. I thought about buying a ski mask, but that would be too obvious, so I went to the Army and Navy and got a balaclava. I sat in my gaff, unable for a while to look at the purchases. Then I picked up the bat and began swinging it through the air. I pulled the mattress off my bed and stuck it against the wall. I thrashed at it with the bat, checking swing, stance and balance. The anxiety flowed from me as I swiped, lunged and snarled like a maniac.

It was not long in returning. It had gone eight and I thought that Gary may have had a bout of sanity and called the whole thing off, perhaps after Marge tippled that something was up and got on his case. At 8.11 on the digital clock radio I heard the car horn blast truculently outside. I didn’t even go to the window. I just picked up the balaclava and the bat and went downstairs. My grip on the weapon now felt weak and insipid.

I climbed into the passenger seat. — I see you’re prepared, Gary smiled. Even after he’d spoken, his face remained frozen in that strange smile, like a bizarre Halloween mask.

— What’ve you got? I feared that he’d produce a knife.

My heart stopped when, from under the seat, he pulled out a sawn-off shotgun.

— No way, man. No fuckin way. I moved to get out of the car. His hand fell on my arm.

— Relax! Ain’t fucking loaded, is it? You know me, Jock, for fuck sakes. Shooters ain’t my fucking scene, never have been. Credit me wiff a little bit bleedin sense, innit.

— You’re telling me that gun is empty?

— Course it’s bleedin empty, innit. You think I’m fucking daft? Do it this way, we don’t need no violence. No aggravation, nobody gets hurt. A geezer inside told me; people change when you point a gun at them. The way I see it is: we want our money. We ain’t bothered about hurting the cunt; we just want the dough. If you get carried away wiff that bat, you might make im into a bleedin cabbage. Then we got no money and a berth in the bleedin Scrubs. We terrorise him, we show him this – he waved the shooter, which now seemed like a pathetic toy, — and he’s shiting pound notes at us.

I had to concede that it sounded so much simpler Gary’s way. Scaring Whitworth was preferable to doing him over. Smash the cunt up and he’d possibly get a team together for revenge. If you scared the shit out of him with a shooter, the chances were that he’d know not to fuck with you. We knew the gun wasn’t loaded, Whitworth didn’t. Who would take the risk?

Whitworth’s flat was on the ground floor of a 1960s systems-built maisonette block in a small council estate off the Queensbridge Road. It was dark, though not pitch black, as we parked the car a few yards from his front door. I debated whether or not to put on the balaclava, then decided against it. Gary had no mask, and besides, we wanted Tony Whitworth to see who was pointing the gun. Instead I concealed the bat under my long coat as we stepped out the car.

— Ring the fucking bell, Gary urged.

I pressed the buzzer.

A hall light clicked on, shining through the gap at the top of the door. Gary stuck his hand inside his coat. The door opened and a boy of about eight years old, wearing an Arsenal tracksuit, stood warily before us.

— Tony in? Gary asked.

I hadn’t bargained for this. I’d made Whitworth into a cartoon figure, a mouthy ponce-spiv stereotype, in order to justify what we were going to do to him. I’d never imagined him as a real person, with kids, people who depended on him, probably even loved him. I tried to make a signal to Gary that this was not the time or place, but the young boy had vanished back into the house and was almost simultaneously replaced in the doorway by Whitworth. He wore a white t-shirt and jeans, and a beaming smile across his face.

— The lads, he grinned expansively. — Glad to see ya! I’ve got somefink for ya, if … he stopped in mid-sentence as his eyes grew bigger and the colour drained from him completely. The side of his face seemed to crinkle up as if he was having some kind of stroke.

Gary had whipped out the shooter and was pointing it straight at him.

— Oh no, please to god, I’ve got what you want, Gal, that’s what I was trying to say … Jock …

— Gal, I started, but he ignored me.

— We got what you want cunt! he snapped at Whitworth, as he squeezed the trigger.

There was a shuddering bang and Whitworth seemed to vanish into the house. For an instant, it was like some kind of theatrical illusion, as if he was never there. In that split-second I thought I’d been the victim of an orchestrated wind-up between Gal and Tony Whitworth. I even started laughing. Then I looked into the lobby. Tony Whitworth’s convulsing body lay there. What was once his face was now a broken, crushed mass of blood and grey matter.

I remember nothing after that until I was in the car and we were driving along the Balls Pond Road. Then I remember getting out, into another motor and heading back towards Stoke Newington. Gary started laughing and ranting like he was on speed. — Did you see the cunt’s fucking head?

I felt like I was on heroin.

— Did ya? he asked, then he grabbed my wrist. — Jock, I’m really fucking sorry, mate, sorry to have got you involved. I couldn’t have done it on my own though. I had to do it Jock, I had to waste the cunt. When I was in the Scrubs, you know, I heard all abaht him. He was round ours all the time, hanging around Marge, flashing his fucking wad abaht. Marge broke down, Jock, told me the whole fucking story. Course I don’t blame her, Jock, it ain’t that, it was my fault getting banged up. I should’ve been around; any woman skint with her old man banged up is gonna be tempted by some flash git with dough fussing over er. The cunt beasted little Lisa though, Jock. Made her go down on him, you know what I’m saying here, Jock? Yeah? You’d’ve done the same, Jock, don’t fucking tell me otherwise cause you’re a liar; if it was your bleedin kid, you’d’ve done the same. You n me, we’re the same, Jock, we look after each other, we look after our own. I’ll make the money up to you one day, Jock, I bleedin well swear I will, believe you me, mate, I’ll sort it all out. Couldn’t have done nuffink else, Jock, it just festered away inside of me. I tried to ignore it. That’s why I wanted to work with Whitworth, suss out the slag’s MO, see if I could find a way to get him back. I thought abaht hurting one of his kids, like an eye for an eye an all that bleeding cobblers. I couldn’t have done anything like that though, Jock, not to a little kiddie, that would make me no better than that fucking beast, that fucking nonce slag …

— Yeah …

— Sorry to drag you into this mess, Jock, but as soon as you got word of this fucking scam with Whitworth, you wouldn’t fucking leave it. Had to be involved, you did. Gis a stake, Gal, you kept saying; mates n all that. You was like my bleedin shadow, you was. I tried to send out the fucking vibes, but no, you didn’t pick them up. Had to cut you in for a piece of the action, didn’t I? That was how you needed to have it, Jock; mates, partners.

We went back to my place. My lonely flat, even lonelier with two people in it. I sat on the couch, Gary sat in the chair opposite. I put the radio on. Despite the fact that she’d taken her stuff and gone months ago, there was still traces of her here; a glove, a scarf, a poster she’d bought stuck up on the wall, these Russian dolls we’d got from Covent Garden. The presence of such articles always loomed large in times of stress. Now they were overpowering. Gary and I sat drinking neat vodka and waiting for the bulletins.

After a bit Gary got up to take a piss. When he returned, he came back with the gun. He then sat back down in the chair opposite me. He ran his fingers along the narrow barrel. When he spoke his voice seemed strange; far away and disembodied.

— Did ya see his face, Jock?

— It wisnae fuckin funny, Gal, ya fuckin stupid cunt! I hissed, anger finally spilling through my sick fear.

— Yeah, but his face, Jock. That fucking smarmy nonce face. It’s true, Jock, people change when you pull a gun on them.

He’s looking right at me. Now he’s pointing the shooter at me.

— Gal … dinnae fuck about man … dinnae …

I can’t breathe, I feel my bones shaking; from the soles of my feet upwards, shaking my whole body in a jarring, sickening rhythm.

— Yeah, he says, — people change when you pull a gun on them.

The weapon is still pointed at me. He reloaded it when he took that slash. I know it.

— I heard that you were seeing quite a bit of my missus when I was inside, mate, he says softly, caressingly.

I try to say something, try to reason, try to plead, but my voice is dry in my throat as his finger tenses on the trigger.


EUROTRASH

I was anti-everything and everyone. I didn’t want people around me. This aversion was not some big crippling anxiety; merely a mature recognition of my own psychological vulnerability and my lack of suitability as a companion. Thoughts jostled for space in my crowded brain as I struggled to give them some order which might serve to motivate my listless life.

For others Amsterdam was a place of magic. A bright summer; young people enjoying the attractions of a city that epitomised personal freedom. For me it was but a dull, blurred series of shadows. I was repelled by the harsh sunlight, seldom venturing out until it got dark. During the day I watched English and Dutch language programmes on the television and smoked a lot of marijuana. Rab was a less than enthusiastic host. Without any sense of his own ridiculousness he informed me that here in Amsterdam he was known as ‘Robbie’.

Rab/Robbie’s revulsion for me seemed to blaze behind his face, sucking the oxygen from the air in the small front room on which I had made up a couch-bed. I’d note his cheek muscles twitch in repressed anger as he’d come in, dirty, grimy and tired from a hard, physical job, to find me mellow in front of the box, the ubiquitous spliff in my hand.

I was a burden. I had been here for only a fortnight and clean for three weeks. My physical symptoms had abated. If you can stay clean for a month you’ve got a chance. However, I felt it was time I looked for a place of my own. My friendship with Rab (now, of course, re-invented as Robbie) could not survive the one-sided, exploitative basis I had re-modelled it on. The worse thing was: I didn’t really care.

One evening, about a fortnight into my stay, it seemed he’d had enough. — When ye gaunny start lookin for a job, man? he asked, with obviously forced nonchalance.

— I am, mate. I hud a wee shuftie aroond yesterday, trying tae check a few things out, y’know? The lie of the land, I said with contrived sincerity. We went on like this; forced civility, with a subtext of mutual antagonism.

I took tram number 17 from Rab/Robbie’s depressing little scheme in the western sector into the city centre. Nothing happens in places like the one we stayed in, Slotter Vaart they call it; breeze-block and concrete everywhere; one bar, one supermarket, one Chinese restaurant. It could’ve been anywhere. You need a city centre to give you a sense of place. I could’ve been back in Wester Hailes, or on Kingsmead, back in one of those places I came here to get away from. Only I hadn’t got away. One dustbin for the poor outside of action strasser is much the same as any other, regardless of the city it serves.

In my frame of mind, I hated being approached by people. Amsterdam is the wrong place to be in such circumstances. No sooner had I alighted in The Damrak than I was hassled. I’d made the mistake of looking around to get my bearings. — French? American? English? an Arabic-looking guy asked.

— Fuck off, I hissed.

Even as I walked away from him into the English bookshop I could hear his voice reeling of a list of drugs. — Hashish, heroin, cocaine, ecstasy …

During what was meant to be a relaxing browse, I found myself staging an internal debate as to whether or not I would shoplift a book; deciding against it, I left before the urge became unbearable. Feeling pleased with myself, I crossed over Dam Square into the red-light district. A cool twilight had descended on the city. I strolled, enjoying the fall of darkness. On a side-street off a canal, near where the whores sit in the windows, a man approached me at a threatening pace. I decided quickly that I would put my hands around his neck and choke him to death if he attempted to make any contact with me at all. I focused on his Adam’s apple with murderous intent, my face twisting into a sneer as his cold, insect eyes slowly filled with apprehension. — Time … do you have the time? he asked fearfully.

I curtly nodded negative, striding satisfyingly past him as he arched his body to avoid being brushed onto the pavement. In Warmoesstraat it was not so easy. A group of youths were fighting a series of running battles; Ajax and Salzburg fans. The UEFA Cup. Yes. I could not handle the movement and the screaming. It was the noise and motion I was averse to more than the threat of violence. I took the line of least resistance, and slipped down a side-street into a brown bar.

It was a quiet, tranquil haven. Apart from a dark-skinned man with yellow teeth (I had never seen teeth so yellow), who was wired up to the pinball machine, the only other occupants of the place were the barman and a woman who sat on a stool at the bar. They were sharing a bottle of tequila and their laughter and intimate behaviour indicated that their relationship went beyond that of publican-customer.

The barman was setting the woman up with tequila shots. They were a little drunk, displaying a saccharine flirtatiousness. It took the man a while to register my presence at the bar. Indeed, the woman had to draw his attention to me. His response was to give her an embarrassed shrug, though it was obvious that he couldn’t care less about me. Indeed, I sensed that I was an inconvenience.

In certain states of mind I would have been offended by this negligence and would definitely have spoken up. In other states of mind I would have done a lot more. At this point in time, however, I was happy to be ignored; it confirmed that I was as effectively invisible as I intended to be. I didn’t care.

I ordered a Heineken. The woman seemed intent on drawing me into their conversation. I was just as intent on avoiding contact. I had nothing to say to these people.

— So where do you come from with an accent like that? she laughed, her X-ray gaze sweeping over me. When her eyes met mine I saw a type of person who, despite their apparent camaraderie, has an instinctive drive towards manipulative schemes. Perhaps I was looking at my reflection.

I smiled. — Scotland.

— Yeah? Where about? Glasgow? Edinburgh?

— All over really, I replied, bland and blasé. Did it really matter which indistinct shite-arsed towns and schemes I was dragged through, growing up in that dull and dire little country?

She laughed, however, and looked thoughtful, as if I’d said something really profound. — All over, she mused. — Just like me. All over. She introduced herself as Chrissie. Her boyfriend, or he who, given his indulgence of her, intended to be her boyfriend, was called Richard.

From behind the bar, Richard stole injured glances at me, before I turned to face him, having clocked this in a bar mirror. He responded with a ducking motion of his head, followed by a ‘Hi’ in a dislocated hiss, and a furtive grope of a ratty beard which grew out of a pock-marked face but merely seemed to accentuate rather than conceal the lunar landscape it sprang from.

Chrissie talked in a rambling, expansive way, making observations about the world and citing mundane examples from her own experience to back them up.

It’s a habit of mine to look at people’s bare arms. Chrissie’s were covered in healed track marks; the kind where ugly scar tissues is always left. Even more evident were the slash marks; judging by depth and position, the self-hating, response-to-frustration type rather than the serious suicide-bid variety. Her face was open and animated but her eyes had that watery, diminished aspect common to the traumatised. I read her as a grubby map of all the places you didn’t want to go to: addiction, mental breakdown, drug psychosis, sexual exploitation. In Chrissie I saw someone who’d felt bad about herself and the world and had tried to shoot and fuck herself into better times without realising that she was only compounding the problem. I was no stranger to at least some of the places Chrissie had been. She looked as if she was very ill-equipped for these visits, however, and that she tended to stick around a bit too long.

At the moment her problems seemed to be drink and Richard. My first thought was that she was welcome to both. I found Chrissie pretty repulsive. Her body was layered with hard fat around her gut, thighs and hips. I saw a beaten woman whose only resistance to the attentions of middle-age was to wear clothes too youthful, tight and revealing for her meaty figure.

Her doughy face twisted flirtatiously at me. I was vaguely nauseated at this woman; gone to seed, yet unselfconsciously attempting to display a sexual magnetism she no longer possessed, and seemingly unaware of the grotesque vaudevillian caricature which had supplanted it.

It was then, parodoxically, that a horrible impulse struck me, which appeared to have its origins in an unspecific area behind my genitals: this person who repulsed me, this woman, would become my lover.

Why should this be? Perhaps it was my natural perversity; perhaps Chrissie was that strange arena where repulsion and attraction meet. Maybe I admired her stubborn refusal to acknowledge the remorseless shrinking of her possibilities. She acted as if new, exciting, enriching experiences were just around the corner, in spite of all the evidence to the contrary. I felt a gratuitous urge, as I often do with such people, to shake her and scream the truth in her face: You’re a useless, ugly piece of meat. Your life has been desperate and abominable so far, and it’s only going to get worse. Stop fucking kidding yourself.

A conflicting mass of emotions, I was actively despising someone while simultaneously planning their seduction. It was only later that I acknowledged, with some horror and shame, that these feelings didn’t really conflict at all. At that stage, though, I was unsure as to whether Chrissie was flirting with me or merely trying to tease the seedy Richard. Perhaps she wasn’t sure herself.

— We’re going to the beach tomorrow. You must come, she said.

— That would be great, I smiled lavishly, as the colour drained from Richard’s face.

— I may have to work … he stammered nervously.

— Well, if you won’t drive us, we’ll just go alone! she simpered in a little-girl manner, a tactic commonly used by whores, which she almost certainly once was, when she still had the looks to make it pay.

I was definitely pushing at an open door.

We drank and talked until the increasingly nervous Richard shut the bar and then we went to a cafe for some blow. The date was formalised; tomorrow I was forsaking my nocturnal life for a day of seaside frolics with Chrissie and Richard.

Richard was very uptight the following day when he drove us down to the beach. I derived pleasure from watching his knuckles go white on the steering wheel as Chrissie, arched around from the front passenger sat, indulged in some frivolous and mildly flirtatious banter with me. Every bad joke or dull anecdote which spilled lazily from my lips was greeted with frenetic peals of laughter from Chrissie, as Richard suffered in tense silence. I could feel his hatred for me growing in increments, constricting him, impairing his breathing, muddying his thought processes. I felt like a nasty child jacking up the volume on the handset of the television control for the purpose of annoying an adult.

He inadvertently gained some measure of revenge, sticking on a Carpenters tape. I writhed in discomfort as he and Chrissie sung along. — Such a terrible loss, Karen Carpenter, she said solemnly. Richard nodded in sombre agreement. — Sad, isn’t it, Euan? Chrissie asked, wanting to include me in their strange little festival of grief for this dead pop star.

I smiled in a good-natured, carefree way. — I couldn’t give a toss. There’s people all over the world who haven’t got enough to eat. Why should I give a fuck about some over-privileged fucked-up Yank who’s too screwed up to lift a forkful of scran into her gub?

There was a stunned silence. Eventually Chrissie wailed, — You’ve a very nasty, cynical mind, Euan! Richard wholeheartedly agreed, unable to conceal his glee that I’d upset her. He even started singing along to ‘Top of the World’. After this, he and Chrissie began conversing in Dutch and laughing.

I was unperturbed at this temporary exclusion. In fact I was enjoying their reaction. Richard simply did not understand the type of person Chrissie was. I sensed that she was attracted to ugliness and cynicism because she saw herself as an agent of change. I was a challenge to her. Richard’s servile indulgence would amuse her from time to time; it was, however, just a holiday retreat, not a permanent home, ultimately bland and boring. In trying to be what he thought she wanted, he had given her nothing to change; denied her the satisfaction of making a real impact in their relationship. In the meantime, she would string this fool along, as he indulged her boundless vanity.

We lay on the beach. We threw a ball at each other. It was like a caricature of what people should do at the seaside. I grew uncomfortable with the scene and the heat and lay down in the shade. Richard ran around in his cut-offs; tanned and athletic, despite a slightly distended stomach. Chrissie looked embarrassingly flabby.

When she went to get ice-cream, leaving Richard and I alone for the first time, I felt a little bit nervous.

— She’s great, isn’t she, he enthused.

I reluctantly smiled.

— Chrissie has come through a lot.

— Yes, I acknowledged. That I had already deduced.

— I feel differently about her than I’ve done about anyone else. I’ve known her a long time. Sometimes I think she needs to be protected from herself.

— That’s a wee bit too conceptual for me, Richard.

— You know what I mean. You keep your arms covered up.

I felt my bottom lip curl in knee-jerk petulance. It was the childlike, dishonest response of someone who isn’t really hurt but is pretending to be so in order to justify future aggression towards, or elicit retraction from, the other party. It was second nature to me. I was pleased that he felt he had my measure; with a delusion of power over me he’d get cocky and therefore careless. I’d pick my moment and tear out his heart. It was hardly a difficult target, lying right there on the sleeve of his blouse. This whole thing was as much about me and Richard as it was about me and Chrissie; in a sense she was only the battleground on which our duel was being fought. Our natural antipathy on first meeting had incubated in the hothouse of our continuing contact. In an astonishingly short time it had blossomed into fully-fledged hatred.

Richard was unrepentant about his indiscreet comment. Far from it, he followed up his attack, attempting to construct in me an appropriate figure for his hatred. — We Dutch, we went to South Africa. You British oppressed us. You put us into concentration camps. It was you people who invented the concentration camp, not the Nazis. You taught them that, like you taught them genocide. You were far more effective at that with the Maoris in New Zealand than Hitler was with the Jews. I’m not condoning what the Boers are doing in South Africa. No way. Never. But you British put the hatred in their hearts, made them harsh. Oppression breeds oppression, not resolution.

I felt a surge of anger rise in me. I was almost tempted to go into a spiel about how I was Scottish, not British, and that the Scots were the last oppressed colony of the British Empire. I don’t really believe it, though; the Scots oppress themselves by their obsession with the English which breeds the negatives of hatred, fear, servility, contempt and dependency. Besides, I would not be drawn into an argument with this moronic queen.

— I don’t profess to know a great deal about politics, Richard. I do find your analysis a tad subjective, however. I stood up, smiling at Chrissie who had returned with cartons of Häagen-Dazs topped with slagroom.

— You know what you are, Euan? Do you? she teased. Chrissie had obviously been exploring some theme while she was getting the ices. Now she’d inflict her observations on us. I shrugged. — Look at him, Mister Cool. Been there, done it all. You’re just like Richard and me. Bumming around. Where was it you said you wanted to head for later on?

— Ibiza, I told her, or Rimini.

— For the rave scene, the ecstasy, she prompted.

— It’s a good scene to get into, I nodded. — Safer than junk.

— Well that’s as maybe, she said petulantly. — You’re just Eurotrash, Euan. We all are. This is where all the scum gets washed up. The Port of Amsterdam. A dustbin for the Eurotrash.

— I smiled and opened another Heineken from Richard’s cold basket. — I’ll drink to that. To Eurotrash! I toasted.

Chrissie enthusiastically bashed my bottle with hers. Richard reluctantly joined in.

While Richard was obviously Dutch, I found Chrissie’s accent hard to place. She occasionally had a Liverpool affectation to what generally seemed to be a hybrid of middle-class English and French, although I was sure it was all a pose. But there was no way I was going to ask her where she was from just so that she could say: all over.

When we got back to the ’Dam that night, I could see that Richard feared the worst. At the bar he tried to ply us with drink in what was obviously a desperate attempt to render what was about to happen null and void. His face was set into a beaten expression. I was going home with Chrissie; it couldn’t have been more obvious had she taken out an advertisement in the newspaper.

— I’m shattered, she yawned. — The sea air. Will you see me home, Euan?

— Why don’t you wait until I finish my shift? Richard desperately pleaded.

— Oh Richard, I’m completely exhausted. Don’t worry about me. Euan doesn’t mind taking me to the station, do you?

— Where do you stay? Richard interjected, addressing me, trying to gain some control over events.

I flipped up my palm in a halting gesture, and turned back to Chrissie. — The very least I could do after yourself and Richard giving me such a good time today. Besides, I really need to get my head down too, I continued, in a low, oily voice, allowing a dripping, languid smile to mould my face.

Chrissie pecked Richard on the cheek. — Phone you tomorrow baby, she said, scrutinising him in the manner of an indulgent mother with a sulking toddler.

— Goodnight, Richard, I smiled as we made to leave. I held the door open for Chrissie and as she exited I looked back at the tortured fool behind the bar, winked and raised my eyebrows: — Sweet dreams.

We walked through the red-light district, by the Voorburg and Achterburg canals, enjoying the air and the bustle. — Richard is incredibly possessive. It’s such a drag, Chrissie mused.

— No doubt his heart’s in the right place, I said.

We walked in silence towards Centraal Station where Chrissie would pick up the tram to where she stayed, just past the Ajax Stadium. I decided that the time was ripe to declare my intentions. I turned to her and said. — Chrissie, I’d like to spend the night with you.

She turned to me with her eyes half shut and her jaw jutting out. — I thought you might, she smugly replied. There was an incredible arrogance about her.

A dealer, positioned on a bridge over the Achterburg canal, caught us in his gaze. Displaying a keen sense of timing and market awareness he hissed, — Ecstasy for the sex. Chrissie raised an eyebrow and made to stall, but I steered her on. People say that Es are good for shagging, but I find that I only want to dance and hug on them. Besides, it had been so long that my gonads felt like space hoppers. The last thing I needed was an aphrodisiac. I didn’t fancy Chrissie. I needed a fuck; it was as simple as that. Junk tends to impose a sexual moratorium and the post-smack sexual awakening nags at you uncompromisingly; an itch that just has to be scratched. I was sick of sitting wanking in Rab/Robbie’s front room, the stale musty smell of my spunk mixing with the hashish fumes.

Chrissie shared an apartment with a tense, pretty girl called Margriet who bit her nails, chewed her lower lip and spoke in fast Dutch and slow English. We all talked for a bit, then Chrissie and I went through to the bed in her pastel-coloured room.

I began kissing and touching her, with Richard never far from my thoughts. I didn’t want foreplay, I didn’t want to make love, not to this woman. I wanted to fuck her. Now. The only reason I was feeling her up was for Richard; thinking that if I took my time and made a good job of this, it would give me a greater hold over her and therefore the opportunity to cause him much more discomfort.

— Fuck me … she murmured. I pulled up the duvet and winced involuntarily as I caught a glimpse of her vagina. It looked ugly; red and scarred. She was slightly embarrassed and sheepishly explained: — A girlfriend and I were playing some games … with beer bottles. It was just one of those things that got a bit out of hand. I’m so sore down there … she rubbed her crotch, — do it in my bottom, Euan, I like it that way. I’ve got the jelly here. She stretched over to the bedside locker, and fumbled in a drawer, pulling a jar of KY out. She began greasing my erect cock. — You don’t mind putting it in my bum, do you? Let’s love like animals, Euan … that’s what we are, the Eurotrash, remember? She spun round and started to apply the jelly to her arse, beginning with the cleft between her buttocks, then working it right into her arsehole. When she’d finished I put my finger in to check for shite. Anal I don’t mind, but I can’t handle shite. It was clean though, and certainly prettier than her cunt. It would be a better fuck than that floppy, scarred mess. Dyke games. Fuck that. With Margriet? Surely not! Putting aesthetics aside, I had castration anxiety, visualising her fanny still being full of broken glass. I’d settle for her arse.

She’d obviously done this before, many times, there was so much give as I entered her arsehole. I grabbed her heavy buttocks in both hands as her repulsive body arched out in front of me. Thinking of Richard, I whispered at her, — I think you need to be protected from yourself. I thrust urgently and got a shock as I caught a glimpse of my face in a wall mirror, twisted, sneering, ugly. Rubbing her injured cunt ferociously, Chrissie came, her fat folds wobbling from side to side as I shunted my load into her rectum.

After the sex, I felt really revolted by her. It was an effort just to lie beside her. Nausea almost overwhelmed me. I tried to turn away from her at one point, but she wrapped her large flabby arms around me and pulled me to her breast. I lay there sweating coldly, full of tense self-loathing, crushed against her tits, which were surprisingly small for her build.

Over the weeks Chrissie and I continued to fuck, always in the same way. Richard’s bitterness towards me increased in direct correlation to these sexual activities, for although I had agreed with Chrissie not to disclose our relationship to him, it was more or less an open secret. In any other circumstances I would have demanded clarification of the role of this sweetie-wife in our scene. However, I was already planning to extract myself from my relationship with Chrissie. To do this, I reasoned, it would be better if I kept Chrissie and Richard close. The strange thing about them was that they seemed to have no wider network of close friends; only casual acquaintances like Cyrus, the guy who played pinball in Richard’s bar. With this in mind, the last thing I wanted to do was to alienate them from each other. If that happened, I’d never be shot of Chrissie without causing the unstable bitch a great deal of pain. Whatever her faults, she didn’t need any more of that.

I didn’t deceive Chrissie; this isn’t merely a retrospective attempt at self-justification for what was to happen. I can say this with confidence as I clearly recall a conversation that we had in a coffee shop in Utrechtesstraat. Chrissie was being very presumptuous and starting to make plans about me moving in with her. This was glaringly inappropriate. I said overtly what I had been telling her covertly with my behaviour towards her, had she cared to take note of it.

— Don’t expect anything from me, Chrissie. I can’t give. It’s nothing to do with you. It’s me. I can’t get involved. I can never be what you want me to be. I can be your friend. We can fuck. But don’t ask me to give. I can’t.

— Somebody must have hurt you really badly, she said shaking her head as she blew hashish smoke across the table. She was trying to convert her obvious hurt into feelings of pity for me, and she was failing miserably.

I remember that conversation in the coffee shop because it had the opposite effect to the one I’d wanted. She became even more intense towards me; I was now more of a challenge.

So that was the truth, but perhaps not the whole truth. I couldn’t give with Chrissie. You can never put feelings where they’re not. But things were changing for me. I was feeling physically and mentally stronger, more prepared to open myself up, ready to cast aside this impregnable cloak of bitterness. I just needed the right person to do it with.

I landed a job as a reception-clerk-cum-porter-cum-dogs-body in a small hotel in The Damrak. The hours were long and unsocial and I would sit watching television or reading at the reception, gently ssshhing the young drunk and stoned guests who flopped in at all hours. During the day I started to attend Dutch language classes.

To the relief of Rab/Robbie, I moved out of his place to a room in a beautiful apartment in a particularly narrow canal house in the Jordaan. The house was new; it had been totally rebuilt due to subsidance of the previous building into the weak, sandy Amsterdam soil, but it was built in the same traditional style of its neighbours. It was surprisingly affordable.

After I moved out, Rab/Robbie seemed more like his old self. He was more friendly and sociable towards me, he wanted me to go out drinking and smoking with him; to meet all the friends he’d vigilantly kept away from me, lest they might be corrupted by this junky. They were typical sixties time-warp Amsterdam types, who smoked a lot of hash and were shit-scared of what they called ‘hard drugs’. Although I didn’t have much time for them, it was good to get back onto an even footing with Rab/Robbie. One Saturday afternoon we were stoned in the Floyd cafe and we felt comfortable enough to put our cards on the table.

— It’s good to see you settled, man, he said. — You were in a bad way when you came here.

— It was really good of you to put us up, Rab … Robbie, but you weren’t the friendliest of hosts, it has to be said. You had some coupon on ye when you walked in at night.

He smiled. — I take your point, man. I suppose I made ye even more uptight than ye were. It just freaked me a bit, y’know? Workin like fuck aw day and ye come in and there’s this wasted cunt whae’s trying tae git oaf smack … ah mean I was thinkin, likes, what have I taken oan here, man?

— Aye, I suppose I did impose myself, and I was a bit of a leech.

— Naw, you wirnae really that bad, man, he conceded, all mellow. — Ah was far too uptight, likes. It’s just, you know, man, I’m the sort of punter who needs my own personal space, y’know?

— I can understand that, man. I said, then, swallowing a lump of spacecake, smirked. — I dig the cosmic vibes you’re sending out here, man.

Rab/Robbie smiled and toked hard on a spliff. The pollem was very mellow. — You know, man, ye really caught me out acting the arsehole. All that Robbie shit. Call me what you always called me, back in Scotland. Back up Tollcross. Rab. That’s who ah am. That’s who ah’ll always be. Rab Doran. Tollcross Rebels. T.C.R. Some fuckin times back there, eh man?

They were pretty desperate times really, but home always looks better when you’re away from it, and even more so through a haze of hash. I colluded in his fantasies and we reminisced over more joints before hitting some bars and getting rat-arsed on alcohol.

Despite the rediscovery of our friendship, I spent very little time with Rab, due mainly to the shifts I was working. During the day, if I wasn’t taking my language classes, I’d be swotting up, or getting my head down before my shift at the hotel. One of the people who lived in the flat was a woman named Valerie. She helped me with my Dutch, which was coming along in leaps and bounds. My phrasebook French, Spanish and German were also improving rapidly due to the number of tourists I was coming into contact with in the hotel. Valerie became a good friend to me; more importantly, she had a friend called Anna, with whom I fell in love.

It was a beautiful time for me. My cynicism evaporated and life started to seem like an adventure of limitless possibilities. Needless to say, I stopped seeing Chrissie and Richard and seldom went near the red-light district. They seemed a remnant of a seedier, more sordid time that I felt I had left behind. I didn’t want or need to smear that gel on my cock and bury it in Chrissie’s flabby arse anymore. I had a beautiful young girlfriend to make love to and that was what I did most of the day before staggering onto my late shift, strung out on sex.

Life was nothing short of idyllic for the rest of that summer. This state of affairs changed one day; a warm, clear day when Anna and I found ourselves on Dam Square. I tensed as I saw Chrissie coming towards us. She was wearing dark glasses and looked even more bloated than ever. She was cloyingly pleasant and insisted we went to Richard’s bar in Warmoesstraat for a drink. Though edgy, I felt that a greater scene would have been caused by cold-shouldering her.

Richard was delighted I had a girlfriend that wasn’t Chrissie. I had never seen him so open towards me. I felt a vague shame about my torturing of him. He talked of his home town of Utrecht.

— Who famous comes from Utrecht? I gently chided him.

— Oh, lots of people.

— Aye? Name one?

— Let me see, eh, Gerald Vanenberg.

— The PSV guy?

— Yes.

Chrissie looked at us in a hostile manner. — Who the fuck is Gerald Vanenburg? she snapped, then turned to Anna and looked at her with raised eyebrows as if Richard and I had said something ridiculous.

— A famous international footballer, Richard bleated. Trying to reduce the tension he added. — He used to go out with my sister.

— I bet you wish he used to go out with you, Chrissie said bitterly. There was an embarrassed silence before Richard set us up with more tequila slammers.

Chrissie had been making a fuss of Anna. She was stroking her bare arms, telling her that she was so slim and beautiful. Anna was probably embarrassed but was handling it well. I resented that fat dyke touching up my girlfriend. She became more hostile towards me as the drinks flowed, asking me how I was getting on, what I was up to. A challenging tone had entered her voice.

— Only we don’t see him so much these days, do we, Richard?

— Leave it, Chrissie … Richard said uneasily.

Chrissie stroked Anna’s peach cheek. Anna smiled back awkwardly.

— Does he fuck you like he fucks me? In your pretty little bottom? she asked.

I felt as if the flesh had been stripped from my bones. Anna’s face contorted in discomfort, as she turned towards me.

— I think we’d better go, I said.

Chrissie threw a glass of beer over me and began verbally abusing me. Richard held her from behind the bar, otherwise she’d have struck me. — TAKE YOUR FUCKING LITTLE SLUT AND GO! A REAL WOMAN’S TOO MUCH FOR YOU, YOU FUCKING JUNKY VERMIN! HAVE YOU SHOWN HER YOUR ARMS YET?

— Chrissie … I said weakly.

— FUCK OFF! JUST FUCK OFF! BANG YOUR SILLY LITTLE GIRL YOU FUCKING PAEDOPHILE! I’M A REAL WOMAN, A REAL FUCKING WOMAN …

I ushered Anna out of the bar. Cyrus flashed his yellow teeth at me and shrugged his broad shoulders. I looked back to see Richard comforting Chrissie. — I’m a real woman, not a silly little girl.

— You’re a beautiful woman, Chrissie. The most beautiful, I heard Richard say soothingly.

In a sense, it was a blessing. Anna and I went for a drink and I told her the whole story of Chrissie and Richard, leaving nothing out. I told her how fucked up and bitter I was, and how, while I’d promised her nothing, I’d treated Chrissie fairly shabbily. Anna understood, and we put the episode behind us. As a result of that conversation I felt even better and more uninhibited, my last little problem in Amsterdam seemingly resolved.

It was strange, but as Chrissie was such a fuck-up, I half thought of her a few days later when they said that the body of a woman had been fished out of Oosterdok, by Centraal Station. I quickly forgot about it, however. I was enjoying life, or trying to, although circumstances were working against us. Anna had just started college, studying fashion design, and with my shifts at the hotel we were like ships in the night, so I was thinking of chucking it and getting another job. I’d saved up quite a healthy wad of guilders.

I was pondering this one afternoon, when I heard someone banging at the door. It was Richard, and as I opened up he spat in my face. I was too shocked to be angry. — Fucking murderer! he sneered.

— What … I knew, but couldn’t comprehend. A thousand impulses flowed through my body, fusing me into immobility.

— Chrissie’s dead.

— Oosterdok … it was Chrissie …

— Yes, it was Chrissie. I suppose you’ll be happy now.

— NAW MAN … NAW! I protested.

— Liar! Fucking hypocrite! You treated her like shit. You and others like you. You were no good for her. Used her like an old rag then discarded her. Took advantage of her weakness, of her need to give. People like you always do.

— Naw! It wasn’t like that, I pleaded, knowing full well it was exactly like that.

He stood and looked at me for a while. It was like he was looking beyond me, seeing something that wasn’t apparent from my vantage point. I broke a silence which probably lasted only seconds, but seemed like minutes. — I want to go to the funeral, Richard.

— He smiled cruelly at me. — In Jersey? You won’t go there.

— The Channel Islands … I said, hesitantly. I didn’t know Chrissie was from there. — I will go, I told him. I was determined to go. I felt culpable enough. I had to go.

Richard examined me contemptuously, then started talking in a low, terse voice. — St Helier, Jersey. The home of Robert Le Marchand, Chrissie’s father. It’s next Tuesday. Her sister was here, making arrangements to take the body back.

— I want to go. Are you?

He scoffed at me. — No. She’s dead. I wanted to help her when she was alive. He turned and walked away. I watched his back recede into nothingness, then went into the flat, shaking uncontrollably.

I had to get to St Helier by Tuesday. I’d find details of the Le Marchands’ whereabouts when I got there. Anna wanted to come. I said I’d be a poor travelling companion, but she insisted. Accompanied by her, and a sense of guilt which seemed to seep into the body of the rented car, I drove along the highways of Europe, through Holland, Belgium and France to the small port of St Malo. I started thinking, about Chrissie, yes, but about other things, which I would generally never concern myself with. I started to think about the politics of European integration, whether it was a good or bad thing. I tried to marry up the politicians’ vision with the paradox I saw in the miles of these ugly highways of Europe; absurd incompatibilities with an inexorable shared destiny. The politicians’ vision seemed just another money-making scam or another crass power-trip. We ate up these dull toads before reaching St Malo. After checking into a cheap hotel Anna and I got roaring drunk. The next morning we boarded the ferry to Jersey.

We arrived Monday afternoon and found another hotel. There were no funeral notices in the Jersey Evening Post. I got a phonebook and looked up Le Marchand. There were six, but only one R. A man’s voice came down the receiver.

— Hello.

— Hello. Could I speak to Mister Robert Le Marchand?

— Speaking.

— I’m really sorry to bother you at this time. We’re friends of Chrissie’s, over from Holland for the funeral. We understand that it’s tomorrow. Would it be alright if we attended?

— From Holland? he repeated wearily.

— Yes. We’re at Gardener’s Hotel.

— Well, you have come a long way, he stated. His posh, bland, English accent grated. — The funeral’s at ten. St Thomas’s chapel, just around the corner from your hotel as a matter of fact.

— Thanks, I said, as the line clicked dead. As a matter of fact … It seemed as if everything was simply a matter of fact to Mr Le Marchand.

I felt totally drained. No doubt the man’s coldness and hostility were due to assumptions made about Chrissie’s friends in Amsterdam and the nature of her death; her body was full of barbituates when it was fished out of the dock, bloated further by the water.

At the funeral, I introduced myself to her mother and father. Her mother was a small, wizened woman, diminished even further by this tragedy into a brittle near-nothingness. Her father looked like a man who had a great deal of guilt to shed. I could detect his sense of failure and horror and it made me feel less guilty about my small, but decisive role in Chrissie’s demise.

— I won’t be a hypocrite, he said. — We didn’t always like each other, but Christopher was my son, and I loved him.

I felt a lump in my chest. There was a buzzing in my ears and the air seemed to grow thin. I could not pick out any sound. I managed to nod, and excused myself, moving away from the cluster of mourners gathered around the graveside.

I stood shaking in confusion, past events cascading through my mind. Anna put her arm tightly around me, and the congregation must have thought I was grief-stricken. A woman approached us. She was a younger, slimmer, prettier version of Chrissie … Chris …

— You know, don’t you?

I stood gaping into space.

— Please don’t say anything to Mum and Dad. Didn’t Richard tell you?

I nodded blankly.

— It would kill Mum and Dad. They don’t know about his change … I took the body home. I had them cut his hair and dress him in a suit. I bribed them to say nothing … it would only cause hurt. He wasn’t a woman. He was my brother, you see? He was a man. That’s how he was born, that’s how he was buried. Anything else would only cause hurt to the people who are left to pick up the pieces. Don’t you see that? she pleaded. — Chris was confused. A mess. A mess in here, she pointed to her head. — God I tried, we all tried. Mum and Dad could handle the drugs, even the homosexuality. It was all experiments with Christopher. Trying to find himself … you know how they are. She looked at me with an embarrassed contempt, — I mean that sort of person. She started to sob.

She was consumed with grief and anger. In such circumstances she needed the benefit of the doubt, though what were they covering up? What was the problem? What was wrong with reality? As an ex-junky I knew the answer to that. Often plenty was wrong with reality. Whose reality was it, anyway?

— It’s okay, I said. She nodded appreciatively before joining the rest of her family. We didn’t stick around. There was a ferry to catch.

When we got back to Amsterdam, I sought out Richard. He was apologetic at having dropped me in it. — I misjudged you. Chris was confused. It was little to do with you. It was nasty to let you go without knowing the truth.

— Naw, I deserved it. Shite of the year, that was me, I said sadly.

Over some beers he told me Chrissie’s story. The breakdowns, the decision to radically re-order her life and gender; spending a substantial inheritance on the treatment. She started off on a treatment of female hormones, both oestrogen and progesterone. These developed her breasts, softened her skin and reduced her bodily hair. Her muscular strength was diminished and the distribution of her subcutaneous fat was altered in a female direction. She had electrolysis to remove facial hair. This was followed by throat surgery on her voicebox, which resulted in the removal of the Adam’s apple and a softening of the voice, when complemented by a course of speech therapy.

She went around like this for three years, before the most radical surgery, which was undertaken in four stages. These were penectomy, castration, plastic reconstruction and vaginoplasty, the formation of an artificial vagina, constructed by creating a cavity between the prostrate and the rectum. The vagina was formed from skin grafts from the thigh and lined with penile, and/or scrotal skin, which, Richard explained, made orgasmic sensation possible. The shape of the vagina was maintained by her wearing a mould for several weeks after the operation.

In Chrissie’s case, the operations caused her great distress, and she therefore relied heavily on painkilling drugs which, given her history, was probably not the best thing. That, Richard reckoned, was the real key to her demise. He saw her walking out of his bar towards Dam Square. She bought some barbs, took them, was seen out of her box in a couple of bars before she wandered along by the canal. It could have been suicide or an accident, or perhaps that grey area in between.

Christopher and Richard had been lovers. He spoke affectionately of Christopher, glad now to be able to refer to him as Chris. He talked of all his obsessions, ambitions and dreams; all their obsessions, ambitions and dreams. They often got close to finding their niche; in Paris, Laguna Beach, Ibiza and Hamburg; they got close, but never quite close enough. Not Eurotrash, just people trying to get by.
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categories of sight, touch, taste, smell, hearing, these seeming

obsolete, yet him somehow able to
experience the exploding kaleidoscope of
colours beyond the gel that engulfed him;
to feel the movement and the resistance to
that movement.

It was growing darker. As soon as that

nis poisonous
infiuence to
other, keener
pupile. T an
roferring, of

awareness hit him, he noted it was pitch black. Coco felt fear.
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Colin Stuart Bryce, or Coco Bryce, the Pilton casual, as he
perceived himself to be, although he could not be too sure
anymore, floated in the heightless void of gel, toward its white
luminous centre. He became aware of something racing toward

him at great speed, approaching from that

Hibees here
Hibees there
Hi-bees every

far-off central point he had sensed. While

the now thick and solidifying gel had

begun to c the lfe-force that was

Coico: Boves.. il pibies chenes Mt il & vk
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S'at you away now, mate? Aye?
See ye then.

Distant Drums, eh mate!

What a fuckin nondy cunt!
Hud the daft cunt singin that
auld song.

Distant fuckin Drums, ya
cunt.

Becks then Skanko, Jist cause
ay the the boy gittin yin,
disnae mean tae say you
dinnac need tac. Short airms

n deep poakits this cunt, ch
Leanne?

Cheers! Tae rugby cunts;
fuckin poof bit herc’s tac
thum!
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DUH-DUH-DUH-DUH-
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Skanko! Kirsty! Hear the cunt!
Distant fackin Drums!

See Skanko, the cunt’s
awright. Sound fuckin mate
ay mines, by the way.

That's fi Alistair.

SING YA CUNT!

Thear the sound of distant
drums. Its easy. You're the
cunt wi degrees n that. Ye kin
understand that. I-HEAR -
THE-SOUND-OF-
DISTANT-DRUMS.

‘That’s better, hi, hi, hi.

Barry. Right. Mines a boatil
ay Becks mate. The mate n
aw. The burds ur oan
Diamond Whites. That’s
Leanne, Skanko thair's burd
ken?

Cheers, mate.

‘Whit did ye say yir name wis
‘mate?

Alistir, right
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‘Well, a trainee Accountint.

Naw.

Naw, the boy isnae a poof.

Whit d'ye mean leave the
cunt? Jist askin a simple
question.

Jist a question, see.

Aye, right.

Trainee Accountint,
Accountint, same fuckin

thing; tons ay fckin hireys.

Ahjist thoat that, mate, ken wi
you bein intae the rughy n
that.

Ye goat a burd, mate?

Eh?

‘Thoat ye sas ye wirnae a poof.
Ivir hud a ride?

Ivir hud a ride, mate?
Either ye huv or ye huvnae.
Jista fuckin question. Ye

dinnae huv tae git a beamer.

That's awright then.
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No that fixckin big, ch sas!

D'ye hear the cunt? No that
fuckin big.

Hear that Skanko! SKANKO!
C'mere the now. C'MERE
THE NOW, YA CUNT!

This cunt’ fuckin tellin ays
eh’s an Accountint.

‘Big hooses up thair mate. Bet
You've goat pleaty fuckin
POPPY-

Naw? Bit ye stey in a big
hoose bit.

No that fuckin big!

You stey in a fuckin castle!

Whits it ye dae, mate, ye
wurkin?

Aye, fuckin right ya cunt!
Aye . . . bit whit dis that make
ye? Whit’s it make ye whin yir
finished?

A fuackin Accountint!

Bh? What the fack you sayin?
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‘Goan gies a song, mate. One
ay they poof songs ye sing in
the rugby clubs before yis aw
shag each other.

Jista wee fuckin song then,
cunt!

Jist askin the boy tae giesa
fiackin song. Nae hasdle likes.

Gies asong, mate. C'Moan!

EH! SHUT UP W1 THAT
SHITE! Flower ay fuckin
Scotlin. Shite! Ah hate that
fuckin song: Oh fow-ir-ay-
Scot-in ... fuckin pish. Gies

a real song. Sing Distant
Drums.
Whit dae ye mean leave um?
Ab'mjist askin the cunt tae
sing, Distant Drums.
Eb?
Ye dinnae ken Distant fuckin

Drums? No? Listen tae me,
‘mate, a'll fuckin singit.

IHEAR THE SOUND
DUH-DUH-DUH-DUH
'DUH-DUH-DUH-DUH

'OF DIS-TINT DRUMS
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HIKIRSTY! AWRIGHT
DOLL! Be ower in a minute.
Jist huvin a wee blether wi ma
mate here, likesay.

Jist wi you bein intae rugby,
ken.

‘That's ma burd ower thair.

No bad, ch? Tidy, eh?

Eh! You fancy ma burd, ya
dirty cunt?

Eh! You tryin tae say ma burds
2 fckin hound? You tryin tac
git fckin wide?

Naw?
Jistis well ir you, ya cunt.

So ye like rugby, eh? Fitba’s ma
game. Ah nivir go bit. Barred
fae the fuckin groond.
Anywey, fitba’ fuckin borin
shite n aw. Dinnac huv tae go
tac the game. Maist ay the
action takes place before n cfii
the game. Heard ay the Hibs
Boys? The CCS? Aye?

Take the swedgin ootay fitba,
s fuckin deid.
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it’s not being kept in the picture that’s important to me. it’s him
that i resent the most. he seesme  getting it, after all the experience
as a glorified typist; never tells in the firm i've gained over the
me anything. not that i want to be years. and let’s be upfront about
a secretary forever, but i saw this it, it not only me that’ saying it,
aa stepping stone to something a most of my colleagues feel the
little more interesting. i’'m same; he simply isn’t up to the
planning to go to college and take job. it’s not the money i'm
the institute of marketing worried about, it’s just that good
diploma exams, that's if i get day numbers like that are hard to
release; which is a big if, working come by nowadays. mind you,
for him. and that’s if i even get the i'm not really that upset aboutit. a
chance to ask him for day release fair day’s work for a fair day’s pay:
in the first place. he's so sexist and. that's my philosophy; and with
patronising 2s well, if you know the sweeties they pay at that
what i mean. not like youmister bloody place, it means thar they
gillespie . . . sorry frank, of get the bare minimum out of old
course. am i embarrassing you frank gillespie here. i wouldn't
frank? you see it not that i'm a give you the bare minimum
big feminist or anything like that, though stephanie, but then
welliam, buti don’t believein you're special. i don't mean tobe
that brand of feminism that says crude stephanie, i'm not a coarse
it’s only men that are power- person, but when my passions are
crazed warmongers, i mean look aroused i say what i feel. i want





OEBPS/images/MyCoverImage.jpg
RANDOM HOUSI BOOKS

The Acid House

Irvine Welsh






OEBPS/images/ART_p146.jpg
Aye?

Aye, well we'ee jst some
fuckin islands tae these cunts,
think aboot it that wey.

Its right enough though, ¢h

mate?

Still, wir aw fuckin Scotsmin
the gither, ch mate?

No thit ah ken much aboot
rugby masel. S'a fuckin poof s
game if ye ask me. Dinnae ken
how any cunt kin watch that
fuckin shite. I’ true though,
it's aw fuckin queers thit play
that game.

Yirno a poof ur ye, mate?

Whit d'ye mean leave um? Jist

askin the boy if chs a poof or

no. Simple fuckin question.

Mibbe the cunt i, mibbe h

isnae.
Whair's it ye come fae, mate?
‘Marchmont!

Hi Skanko, the boy's i

ey
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See that big skinny gadge wi
the tartan skerf? Big Adam’s
aypil hingin ower the toap ay
it? Ah’m jist gaunny huv a wee
word wi the cunt.

‘Whit d’yis mean leave um?
Ab’m jist spraffin wi the boy,
aboot the game n that,likesay.

Hi mate, been tac the rugby?
Murrayfield, aye? Scotlin win,

aye?
Fuckin sound.

Hear that Skanko? Scotlin

fuckin won.
Whae wis it thi wir playin,
mate?
Fiji. FIJI? Who the fuck’s
that?!

FIJi? Some fuckin islands ya

doss cunt.
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at thatcher in the falklands, it'’s
just that i don't want you to think
*'m on some big dykey castrating
men trip here because it’s not that
atall. i really know how to please
aman frank, and how to geta
man to please me so why dont
you show me what you've got
frank, why don’t you give it to me
baby, why don’t you frank? i bet
it's 2 big one, yes! you can always
tell in a man, it’s something about
the way he carries himself . . . yes
itis big, and it feels good in my
hand, throbbing away like that,
but it would feel even better
inside me . . . frank . .. now
frank . . . OHHH
'YESSS! that feels so

wonderful, magnificent,
youreally . . . let’s

keep doingit like

this . . . getting there

already . . . thisis
OH...OH...

OH...

you to know that i'm a sensitive
guy and i don't go in for all that
caveman stuff, i see 2 woman as a
person first and foremost. if im
attracted to someone i'll just
come right out and say it. i may
not put a lot into my work these
days, but when it comes to
relationships, especially the
physical side of things, i've never
been found wanting, i know you
‘want it stephanie. is this what
you want? i think you want it
really badly. what about it then? is
this enough for you? I could tell
that you wanted it, right from
the very start, as much asi did . . .
god, your skin's so smooth . . .
you're so beautiful . . . i want to
fuck you, stephanie . . . let’s
justdo itbaby . .. OHHH it
feels so wonderful, oh god this is
beautiful, OH SHIT . . .i'm
FUCKING BEAUTIFUL ... .
OH...OH...OH...
OH..
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