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A sad end to put the weekend to bed, but never the less, I'd found myself here again. The last two standing. Fully tuned in, totally oblivious, and well worse for wear. Trudging down the rain sodden street.
Slowly, but surely finding our way home, sheepishly drunk, and more than a little sideways, on a cold, miserable and soaked, Sunday night. Me, after a hectic afternoon, unloading at the market and him, having run his sock off at football training. But both with a gallon of beer afterwards. 1 find myself thinking deeply, and sinking heavily, back into work thoughts all over again. Would I even make it there! And even if I did, could I carry it off?  More to the point, would I hear my alarm clock, anyway?

Monday looming. It so quickly comes around. After a very costly and short, alcohol induced weekend. At least it seemed that way, judging by the amount of coppers, weighing down in my pockets. Either way, it didn't seem to matter now.

Out enjoying myself, with my other like-minded individuals, as if there was no tomorrow. The pub finally shut, less than half an hour ago. Very heavily on the illegal side, but with such an obliging landlord, and they are, when you're lining their pockets. Who was to know or care any different? I'm just hoping I'm home soon. I'm followed closely, by the last of my 'Brothers in Arms' left, Birdy. A good mate from the estate, and my high school years. The newest, almost a fully initiated, and paid up fledgling member of the gang.

“Ste hold on, wait for us!” He shouted, now lagging heavily. At one point he was well ahead, due to my thorough 'watering' of a hardy perennial
“You goin the long way home Ian or what?”
Bad sense of direction had Ian, or birdy to the chosen few. Especially with a gallon of 'The Tippings Arms' finest, and the other nights libations inside him. He disappeared from my view, into some knee-high grass, behind the housing estate's shops. “You can get.... through... a no a short burfi!... pardon, cutere.” Ian slurred and burped, walking into some trees at the same time. I swished through the overgrown grass, and edged closer to his pole position, and promptly overtook him. An easy manoeuvre, due to his staggering and unzipping and a heavily listing bladders imminent release. We still hadn't a clue where we were going.

We surfaced from heaven knows where, straight into a private back garden. On the opposite side to our intended destination, the shopping parade. Strange territory, made even worse in my double vision. God only knows how he got us to this place. I stopped to do a quick ordnance survey. We were now at least a quarter of a mile in the wrong direction. I put it down to his head in the clouds boredom and alcohol abuse on both our parts. After quickly exiting the private property I soon found myself lagging well behind Ian. Cigarette duty always slows progress. Not for Ian though. He was now bounding through the scrub like a dog on heat, but still heading the wrong way. More to the point, I was following him. I paused, to figure his logic or reason and ultimately his destination. I felt a crankshaft click, or a light bulb switch on in my head. This was all for the girl... a very pretty girl at that! Everything in my head now dropped into place. An hourglass figure, blue-eyes and long, blonde hair. Jealousy creeps. Need I say more? I shook my head and smiled to myself, ‘Julia,’ I said aloud. Now agreeing with his tempters.

The most sought-after girl in her year at college. And not too young for me to have a dabble either. Dare I say so myself.

The love of Ian's life, apparently? This much of a pledge he constantly claimed. He never shut up about her. The simple fact that she already possessed a boyfriend, was courting strong, and was currently on holiday in Spain, with her hunk, couldn't be accessed by Ian's well-pissed floppy disk brain. He remained completely undeterred and continued in his slowly uncovering goal.

“Ste... see that house down there. Wos that say...? Glenbrook Avenue,

that on with, wite, conservatory fing? That's where she lives. . . Burp! Ser rouse that is.”

“What?... say that again Ian, you slurring bastard.” I look down the dimly lit road for visual clues, flicking my spent stump into the air.
“There look.... stood on its own, the big one, see? With a red Volvo in the drive?”
“Detached Ian, the detached house?”
I sighed and shook my head despairingly “Yeah, whatever.” 

“Look ste, she must be in, yes.... lights are all on yes, yes aaahhhh!”

“Bloody hell! Ian listen pal, People always leave lights on when they're away. It makes thieving bastards like Tommo think someone's in. So, they won't........” 

Ian wasn't listening. He reminded me of the happy rabbit in the cadburys caramel advert. Euphorically in love, but with added drunken grin. Or possibly, he just had a bad case of trapped wind after downing a more than a considerable amount of lager.

“Do's a fav Ste, knock for us, go on... just say I'm here like, want a word like. Go on.... please. Go on mate, I'll wait on't corner........” 

Ian, when sozzled, had a memory like a sieve. I had to get him up to speed.

“Fuck off Ian...! You've forgotten haven't you, you docile dick-head! She's away, abroad, in Spain. Even if she was in she wouldn't answer. Think about it Ian, were more than half cut, knocking after twelve in the pissing down rain. Come on, be serious. Even If she was in, what if he answered or worse her Mum or Dad?” 

I gave him a minute to digest the information. 

“Now come on. Let's fuck off home before they call the filth or sommat. We've already been pissing and loitering in someone's back garden.” 

I gave him another minute to think. He looked to be struggling on the Spain bit. I started walking, leaving him furiously scratching his head.
Putting some space between us might help speed him up. My bed had been calling me since way before closing time. I was knackered after unloading at the market too.
I shouted back. “Listen dipshit! I'm at work in a few hours, and you're in kindergarten later too.... That's If you decide to fuckin turn up that is? Let's get bloody home and get some kip.”

“Woah! hold on Ste, I'm fucked!” I turn around to see him slowly picking himself up from the rain-soaked flags, then slouching up at me from a wet garden wall, where he'd unhappily settled for what looked like the duration. Thanks to his drunken fall, he now looked like he'd just done a shift down the pit. He slowly rose up to his knees, then his feet. Running his fingers through his rain-soaked mass of black wedge cut hair, to get it out of his eyes. 

“Aw fock! Shit! I forgot abart Spain, basterd.” 

The reality had bit. Ouch! I laughed to myself. It must've had rabies when it bit him.

Ian was the youngest in the gang, and three years my junior. Still schooling, and studying art at college, on some sort of flexi- time. That was whenever he could be bothered going, or when Julia was definitely in art class, and he could go sniffing. Apart from that, he rarely made an appearance. Couldn't take his ale either. At this point, he definitely seemed to be struggling with his nights mega-alcohol ingestion. They don't make drinkers like they used too, I thought. Didn't matter. He would soon be whipped into shape. He had me, and the rest of the lads schooling him in that department. With such a reliable bunch of drinking (never miss a shift) mentors he couldn't fail. We'd have him transformed into a young Ollie Reed, in no time at all. I lit another cancer stick and waited. After another failed attempt to get going again, Ian had totally stopped, and was now silently hunched over. Hands on his stomach, and staring at the flags, as if he was waiting for something un-miraculous to happen. 

He looked auspiciously across at me and quickly turned back to the garden. With his head down, and leant precariously forward over the wall, he wrenched, and spewed his guts for all he was worth. He shuddered and shook, in-between his sick bouts. Looking possibly as if he was going to lose his balance and follow his sick, straight over the wall.

“I told you not to touch that Pernod, you dick-head! That stuff's lethal Ian. If you have a drink of water as soon as you wake up, you'll be drunk again. Pernod can do that!” He silently looked at me. Apprentices I mused.
“Ffuuuckotfh, you baassstard. Blaahhh, tuigh, yeuch oh-that's euch........!” 
He spat out what looked like the cheese and onion crisp, he'd added to his stomach’s alcohol mix earlier. 

I could smell them from two feet away! I decided to let him alone, and get on with it, and sat smoking, at the other end of the garden wall, until he'd finished. 

“Look at you Ian? You look like you're going in for a male wet t-shirt sick contest! Your piss-wet through with your own vomit. Why didn't you bring your coat out with you anyway, you numpty? It's been raining all night.”

Normally, I tried to be home at a reasonable time. Mam liked it that way. House rules. Especially week days. Mam, always early to bed, early to rise. Even more so on Sunday's with religion and all. She'd held a job down since she was fifteen. Her generation had hard graft Instilled in them. Probably since birth. There were three mouths to feed. Four if you count Shamus.

Even when I was running around in nappies, Nanny Peggy used to look after us, while mam went to the sewing factory. And at work, as at home, she was head down, arse up busy. I think she enjoyed work. Never complained, just got on with it. No questions asked. I don't think they make them like me mam anymore either? She paid the mortgage, and the rest of the bills and we needed to eat. It was as simple as that. Apart from my older brother John, and my pretty poor work pittances. She was the main house income now. This was all thanks to my Dads, nonchalant disappearance to pastures new. Another woman. According to our John, Dad had been unable to tie a knot in it for quite some time now. Which was quite an eye-opener for me? Particularly when he really did bite the bullet, divorced me Mam, and finally flew the coop. 

Ian had relinquished himself from his stomach drinks cocktail and had almost managed to catch me up. Mumbling his bad luck continuously as he neared. I didn't have a key to get in, I wasn't allowed one. I looked at my watch as the rain got heavier. Time was moving swiftly on. With no further closure on getting to my pit. Another ten minutes, a wet arse, and two more cigarette's walking went by. Stuff this, I thought. Enough's
enough. 
“Ian, I'm going to cut down Balfe road in a bit. That'll be quicker for me. Yours isn't far now, I can see your Dads car.” 

This was just a wee 'Giddy up' rouse. I'd already tried the 'bomb up his arse' routine.

“Wait... am comin nar... What's yer rush, yev never bothud befoure? Yeuch, that tastes orrible.”

“Yeah, I know Ian. But Mondays a really busy day. Worst one of the week, and a late finish too. If I've had no sleep, a day feels like it's never going to end. Plus, I've gotta get in the bloody house yet?”

“You mean tomowwo?” 

“No Ian, today. It's after midnight Ian you berk! Tomorrow is today?” 

“Shit, here we go again.... Is it worth, it, I thought?”

“Look, you pillock! I need as much shut eye as I can get, and that'll be next to nothing at this rate!” 

“Your John will be up on his CB radio, won't he?... He'll let you in. The bionic man. He never sleeps haha.” 

“That's if he's in, yeah, I just don't fancy waking me mam up. Do you know what I mean Dodo?” 

God this is hard work I thought. Was I talking in space, via broken satellite link up, in Welsh? Even though Ian was slightly more legible after his most recent sick up. He was still making little sense. 

After another further five minutes, listening to his Julia ramblings, we reached my cut off point. 

“See you sometime tomorrow then Ste? Soz bout the wild goose-chase like.... Ooh, I think I'm gonna be sick again?” 

“Yeah, you probably will until all that green Pernod shit's all out. I'll speak to you later then, Ian.”

I headed left and got about fifty yards further on. Behind me, mixed in with the constant pitter patter of the un-ending rain, the un-dulcet sound of Ian singing Simply Red's 'holding back the years' chorus, repeatedly in the dark. What a shit end, to a good night that turned out to be.

Some five minutes later, I thought I was walking faster. But not gaining any ground. One foot forward, two- back! The alcohol had really kicked in. Oooh, I thought. Now I know how Ian was feeling. I really don't need all this messing to get in now either. I wish I could just walk up to the door and turn a key like every other normal person. I suppose that's what I get, for getting regularly slaughtered, and losing three keys in succession. Mam had said she couldn't afford to have the locks changed again. She probably couldn't though. It always boils down to money, or lack of it.

Things were always very tight in our house. But we never went without. Not to worry, I thought as I slid over the back-garden gate latch. Little incidentals, like keys don't matter either. Even if our John's not home, I can get in. I always get in. When you want something bad enough, you'll always find a way. 

Most weekends and drinking nights, I'd leave the locking arm, on the kitchen window off. With the pane pushed closed, it looked locked. Since the frame wasn't fully square, it was still hard to open, unless you had the knack. It was a ritual I always went through before I went on a binge. The other most important, and flawless security device was; as Johnny Morris said 'Animal Magic'. Shamus, our trusty, long haired German Shepherd. He was eleven stone in growl alone. But a big softie once you got to know him. A proper dog! 

Another crucial point being that, after many thoughtless, pointless beatings, from my recently defunct Dad, Shamus was now transformed. A pure man hater. Present company accepted of course. 

He was totally devoted to his female owner, me Mam. Let's just say; I wouldn't like to be the thief breaking into our house. Once home, I quickly hushed his barking and yawning up. Feeling slightly aggrieved, I did the usual; climb through the window to get in routine. Closed it over, grabbed the biscuit tin, and left him happily crunching on some digestives, as I silently creeped up the stairs, to exit earth.
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I woke startled, to the blare of my radio alarm. My head was a self-instigated spinning haze. I fumbled madly around, for the clocks snooze button. I was still fully clothed, but now totally dried out. The radio alarm music had gained Illegal-security clearance. I'd denied any access to my REM sleeping brain, but it still shook my half-alive head awake! To my angry head, the sound of pure melancholy bullshit, emanated blankly into my senses;

“Morning has broken, like the first morning, Blackbird has spoken, like the first....”
BANG!
I thumped the insidious machine to silence. At the same time, launching into a full on, but whispered expletive ridden rant. 

“Aaarrghhh shit!... shut the fuck up... cat fuckin Steven's... you happy, mundane fuckin bastard!” I knew at this point, his tune was threatening to stick in my head, endlessly for the rest of day. I'd probably be annoyingly singing it at customers, and not even know I was doing it. 

I scratched my head and sat up. Realising what lay ahead of me. Things could only very quickly go from bad to worse. I stood up and turned on the light as everything went south and headed toward the bathroom. The full blown, whispered conversation with myself continued. 

“Oh no, no, fuckin no! What a friggin job. You must be totally off your chomp!” I turned on the hot water tap and waited. “You loser...! Even the Milkman doesn't get up this early.” I splashed the warm water into my face. “Ooh, I still feel drunk. Some bloody chance of driving a forklift today. I'll probably be over the legal limit, pulling a bloody handcart? Knowing you, which I fuckin do. You'll probably end up, running over yourself. Or someone else? You're a fuckin glockenspiel!” I sat down on the toilet seat. Angrily yanked the towel from the rail at the back of the door and dried my face and hair. Listening in to my brains internal hidden good and evil tempters counselling. I grabbed the toothbrush and laced it with Maclean's. Sleepily gathered my thoughts again and rubbed at my eyes.

“Stuff this, I'm not goin in.”

“You’re not?”

“I'm not.”

“You sure about this are you?”

“You watch me.”

“I'm watching.”

“I can't, I can't face it. Face them!” 

“Customers, the selfish bastards. Coming to destroy my day. Coming to annoy the shit out of me. I hate the fruit market. I hate my life!”

“Oh, come on now?” My good tempter appeased. “Surely It's not that bad?”

I stood and turned back to the sink mirror, and squinted at my half awake, gaudy reflection. Grabbed the hairbrush and pulled it through my hair. Replaced the toothbrush, into its holder. Gargled and spat.

“I know, I'll ring in sick, that's what I'll do yeah, that's it!”

At that moment, Reality knocked sharply on the side of my head.

“But there's no one going to be there until YOU get there, dummy!... Shit!” I walked back into the bedroom and lied back down on the bed. Closed my eyes, thinking for a minute. The minute must have radically increased tenfold. I must have nodded back off as the clock came back from its snooze. 'Return of the zombie alarm clocks (part deuce) this time it's personal'. The music this time was suitably better. 

A more soothing ditty, Madonna's song 'Rain', strangely lifted my ill mood. As I lay there, I echoed her words in my head. I opened my eyes. Is there a touch of 'déjà vu'? There could well be? I thought. I sat up, stretched forward, and reached over the bedside cabinet, peeping through the curtains, to view the impending situation outside. “Ten out of ten Madge” I mumbled. Madonna was right. It was still pissing down. 

Despite the cats and dogs weather, I decided I'd walk to work. It'd be much safer. Biking it last week, I'd very successfully managed; to hit a stationary car and snapped one of my pedals. Buckled the front wheel, so much so it would hardly turn. And last but not least; ripped both knees out of my best going out jeans. How I came to be wearing them on the way to work was the usual story.

The market wasn't far from home. But sadly, all uphill. I'd have to forget my usual departure coffee. 1 was already running late. This was nothing to do with me of course. It was his fault. “Yes you, cat bloody Stevens!” Stephen, you're talking to yourself again I mused. I put my cigs and lighter, and five quid in shrapnel, back into my pockets. Donned my tea cosy bob hat and made a sharp exit. 

This time unlike my entrance. In style, through the front door, resembling Benny from Crossroads. Minus miss Diane. I could usually get to work at a steady pace in fifteen minutes. That's from the front door, to the main gate. I quickly grabbed a cheap can of caffeine laden coke and fag before I shut the front door. The brisk rain and a cold breeze hit me. Thanks Madonna. Walking fast, I was soon feeling a tad more alive, compared to the lethargy I'd greeted when I woke. My thoughts were fleshing out the premise of a typical Monday morning at the Market. If there were such a thing? The pending customers, their wants, needs, ideal prices to make a sale, with adequate profit margins. So, on and so forth. Mmm blah, blah, fuckin blah. The usual bollocks I thought.

My needs, to get me through the expected car crash of a Monday were, minimal and straightforward. Cigarettes, coffee or tea or sometimes in the freezing or snowy winter months, Oxo. Things were always so hectic on the stall, and market, it was sometimes a trapeze act choosing when to take onboard and dispense of said refreshment in peace. 

I'd made up for the lost snooze time and was now almost at the top of Fulbeck avenue but bursting for a piss. I quickly crossed over the road, and made my way down the small alleyway, in-between the Ben Johnson back yard wall, and the old terraced houses. The Ben Johnson was a local boozer which stood at the top of the housing estate. I looked around stupidly as if there was going to be an audience down a back alley at this time of a morning. I quickly pissed, like I was on a parking meter. Then zipped up and crossed back over the main road again. Glancing back with a wry grin. I'd be in there later, with Paul and Tony. Sooner than later! with a bit of luck. The Market lads and me. 

When I arrived at the market, the main gates were closed. Mmm I thought, “I know you're twenty minutes late Stephen, but this is a first”, I said to myself. Terrible habit, that talking to yourself. This wasn't on the morning's schedule? This could push the whole day, further into utter turmoil. I'd have to have a fag and think about this. I looked up at the over imposing wall. 1 could scale over that, to get in and get the ball rolling. I lit my smoke, and looked over at the silent, lifeless stall. An even bigger concern, quickly dawned. The way twenty tons of bricks does! There was no movement, lights on, or usual sign of life. Where the hell was our nightshift? I had to do something quick.

I looked again, at the daunting, smiling rusty barbed wired wall. I threw my spent ciggie and slowly and unwillingly, began my ascent up and over. After three testing and traversing minutes, I'd somehow made it up, to the top of the brick gateposts. Mmm, I thought, panting. Halfway there. I carefully straddled over the sharp, rusted wire. Some headlights appeared. As if tracking my unsteady movements. A black car pulled up. 

I glanced down. Out got a familiar face, Bob Higham. The ever-organised swine, even had a torch in his hand. The most self-opinionated salesman on the market. Worked from another pitch, exactly opposite 'Churches'. Unlike myself Bob, a teetotaller who could be trusted was with his key. Too late for me though, I was almost over. I didn't fancy climbing back down either. I grabbed in-between the barbed spikes, closed my eyes and hoped for the best. I dropped to the concrete, on the other side of the wall to find my footing. My left leg chose to re-join terra-firma on top of a rotten spud. As I landed, it squelched and twisted my ankle in the process. “Aaarrghhh Shit, Bastard!”

Thank you so much Monday.

“Good morning Stephen?” Instantly came the cockney, sickly smarm, from the other side of the gates. He grabbed the lock and chain to put the key in.

“What's good about it Bob? Ouch, my fuckin ankle! What time D’you call this anyway, your fuckin late?” I checked my hands for muck and wire punctures. 

“Yes, must apologize. Sorry, Stephen. But Marjorie blocked me in with her car Stephen. Bloody women eh,” he moaned, pushing open the gate and smiling, as if he was enjoying my predicament.

“Blocked you in? Should have nailed you in a bloody coffin too! Will you stop calling me Stephen? Only my Mother is allowed that luxury.”

“That is, your christened name isn't it?” He needed seriously correcting.

“Now really isn't the time Bob, so listen very carefully. Inge or Steve will suffice. Fuckin got it, pal!”

My patience had now left the situation. 

“Oh, erm, okay erm. Now then Steve.” You could hear the uncomfortable tone in his voice.

“Are you ready to seize the day Stephen?” He felt his error.

“Just great, it's like talking to a brick wall with a personality defect this is.” 

I muttered under my breath. I felt something pulling as if attached to the back of my coat.

“Seize, Seize. The only thing I want to seize is my bed, or alternatively, your fucking neck Bob! What the fuck is that pulling my c —?”

“I beg your pardon?” 

Bob looked up from the lock to see me wrestling with some anaconda loose barbed wire embedded in my coat. 

“Fuckin neck I said! Are you deeef too Bob?” 

“Language Stephen, it's a virus ... Oops... sorry Steve.” 

I got the distinct feeling, he'd not listened to a single word I'd said. 

Just like Birdy on the way home earlier. 

Bob was one of those people, who really enjoyed the sound of his own voice. 

Smarmy bastard. He needed to be made fully aware of the seriousness of my situation.
“I'd really love to chat Bob but I'm a bit fuckin busy here, if you hadn't noticed.” As I pulled on my coat and released the wire from the material it sprang back on itself back toward the wall. 

“My nightshift hasn't turned in either.” 

“Dear oh dear, so I see, that's a bit of a problem for you, Isn't It Stephen?” He smiled.

“Are you taking the piss, you cockney shit?”

My rain-soaked coat was now ripped thanks to the barbwire and Bob's yakking.

“What is this; Breakfast with Frost? Just fuck off Bob!” 

“Not very reliable that Brother of yours is he Stephen?” He's loving every minute of this I thought. 

“Erm, no, you can't get the staff these days can you Bob?” He had to be humoured, just to get him to shut up, then I could get a move on. I walked away from him, and over to the stall shutter and shouted a dig back.

“Good luck selling your overpriced, rotted shit today pal.” 

Today was already becoming a nightmare.  

At Churches we were usually well organized. But with the morning's events so far, and zero nightshift to boot, it now had to be................ Lights! Camera! Action! 

After a two-minute, welter-weight bout with the shutter doors, that even more fuelled my anger, I made a bee-line straight for the phone. 

“Mam, where the hell's, nightshift, I mean our John?” 

Earlier, I didn't want to wake her. That was then this is now. She paused to brush her sleep cobwebs away.  

“He stayed out last night at Karen’s. What's the matter?”

“Shit! Do me a favour. Just get hold of him somehow? Tell him to get to work pronto! Preferably yesterday, ok mam? taarraa!” 

I didn't wait for a reply and bashed the phone down. Half in anger, half in haste.

​
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I quickly jumped into my bright yellow, PVC pants and jacket, and started stacking the over-night deliveries, quickly onto pallets. shell peas, beetroot, cress, mushrooms, etc. The deliveries had an annoying habit, of always materialising in the completely wrong place. Either slap bang, in the middle of the fruit and veg display veranda. Or worse, on next doors pitch. As I finished stacking the last of the boxes, it started to pour down even harder. Wet and soaked all day again. “Bloody great this Is”! I thought, pulling down on my hat. “Fuckin splendid!” 

I always talk to myself. Probably much more than the average person. Let's be honest, everyone does it? Sometimes, you're the only one around making any sense! 

Maybe it's an old family trait? Something we inherit from our parents? Wherever it comes from, It's always very orately visible, In all of my actions. I could be either, trying to entertain an audience pissed. Or in a club, trying to get into someone's knickers, and laying on the charm. Make an important sale at work. Or under pressure, From Dad. John, Mum or customers. Anything in that vein, 1 would simply sing, or just mumble nothingness to myself, or anyone who would be around listening. 

Alternatively, even whistle. No set tune or melody. That usually hides my little un-sureness or nervousness. It just happens, without actually happening, if you get my drift?  Maybe I'm just mental? It's probably just family mentality, genes or idiosyncrasies? Don't sit there reading this and tell me you're any different? Don't tell me you don't have good and evil Tempters either? Cos you know that that's not true!

I continue my nonsensical ramble, as I slide open the rest of the shutter doors, and jump onto the fully charged, and already pallet full forklift; 

“Well steveo, moving fast today boy, you cool dude you. Flying along, my old stringus beanus. (Bob cockney speak) But you must seize the day! Crack the whip my dear boy!  Take the bull by the horns. Let’s get this stall sorted. Think Ben hur hyah! Hyah! Do, do, do, do de..................................”

Just as I was emptying the perishables from the fridge cold store, I hear the faint revving of a Motorbike engine in the middle
distance. I look over to the other side of the market, to see Bob, only just opening the doors to his stall. “Bloody hell! I wonder if he's that slow on the job with the Marjorie? Probably, the tosser!” I carry on rushing out the paletted stall stock, as John switches his motorbike off, and parks it under the stairs. At the side of the coffee machine. My carrier pigeon had been swift and reliable. John arrived in less than ten minutes.

“What fuckin time do you call this John? Shagging all night again?” I could see him concocting. 

“Yes, no. Well erm... I was at Karen's. Forgot to set her clock like. Oh, and erm, I ran out of petrol about half a mile away. Anyway, I don't have to answer to you. You're not my boss. Peter's my boss.” 

After the shit I'd just endured, with Bob and getting in, a tempters voice in my head came to life. Launched into automatic rip-him-to-shreds mode. With free bonus levels, and full firepower. Including smart bombs after the first wrong word. 

“Oh, right I see, and pray dear brother, forgive my confusion, but how did you sort this minor petrol hiccup out? There's no fuckin garage open at this time of a morning!”

It would be so much easier, to teach him how to lie properly. i.e.; big believable story, etc.  Just like the one about going fishing and catching a whale (you know the one). Then be able to carry it off. Always remembering, whenever questioned, every last detail, of the complete pile of shite you've just uttered. But then, that would take away all the fun, wouldn't it?

In the bullshitting instance, my Brother was terrible. Too honest a soul. And yet somehow, always ended up convincing, no one else but himself, the whole story was true. Aren't you supposed to look up to your older siblings? What a load of old bollocks that is!

“Simple Ste. I siphoned some out of a car on the way here. Clever bastard me you know?” 

He smiled to himself as if he'd pulled it off. Mmm, I thought, think you're clever do you John. About as clever as fuckin Bob. Too much self- importance this twat's, I enthused to my tempters.

I began to goad him. Too obviously really.

“Wa haay! Good thinking John. But how did you manage that when your bike tank is clearly higher up than any cars petrol tank? What did you do? reverse-gravity feed it? What are you? some kind of fuckin magical Genie, you thick twat!”

“No, I sucked it into a coke can first you, shithouse!” Suitably annoyed, he kicked his helmet down under the bottom office desk, where he kept his motorbike crap. Aha, a reaction. I've got him. Our John was easy to wind up. Just like candy from a baby. 

“Oh, and the siphon tube, you had one of those with you, did you?”

“Course I did. I carry one with me all the time.”

“Aaah, would that be the one you told me is stashed under your seat?”

“Fuck off, smart arse, or I'll fuckin belt you!” He would too. Done it many times before. Mmm, I'd have to be pretty careful with his biting point here. He was rapidly getting pissed off with me.

‘Good’ said my devil side Tempter. ‘Good, good, good!’  

I looked over at him and smarmily smiled like Bob.

After a couple of minutes, John had seceded to the work ethic, and was zipping his skin-tight leathers off.

“Hang on John. One final question if you please?” 

He turned to face me.

“Stephen, enough now, or I'll fuckin hit you.”

I ignored his threat. This is a real question after all, I thought.

“Ok then. Let's say I believe you. But how the fuck does four-star, car petrol, run a two-stroke motorbike engine?” He looked up and shrugged his shoulders. 

“Don't know Stephen but it does. Terry Conway showed me. Besides, it's cheaper robbing it and I'm skint. I took Karen to the 'Hawk' last night. There was a band on. Spent up. She cost's me a small fortune she does. Bloody women?” 

“It's a good job she's alright in the sack then isn't it hahaha...?”

Hmmm, good choice of question. I congratulated myself as he rambled on meaninglessly to himself.

“So, your engines fucked now too then?” He pondered my question, climbing into his blue overalls. “Probably is...? don't care, anyway. It's goin soon. Getting a bigger one. A fuckin monster! Yamaha RD 350lc.

Mmm, Is that so......? Shouldn't have told me that now should you John? I mused to myself.

“Oh good, wait till I spill the beans on the estate then. You won't get a buyer for that fuckin boneshaker, this side of next year'. His winning smile dropped. Like the Hindenburg, on its maiden flight to Lake Hurst. He frowned like a road map and went to grab me. 

“You keep your gob shut D’you hear. Or I'll fuckin batter you!” 

Oh John, what sledgehammer wit, and repartee I thought.  

“Oooh, batter me, really? what big eye's you've got grandma.” 

My last snide comment had done it. He'd snapped, and chased me up and down the stall, three times, before cornering me behind the onion racks. 

“Ouch! get off, you, fuckin soft sod, I was only winding you up! I won't tell a soul if you pull your fuckin finger out. Get some work done, John and sharpish! We've fuckin loads to do yet and were running around like a pair of fuckin kids here.”

“Yeah, well, just fuck off, you wind up merchant.” 

Reluctantly, I had to agree.

And so endeth the lesson. Did him good though. It all ended with sibling smiles from both of us. Thinking he'd won the last word, he turned and walked to jump on his forklift. He always needed winning around when he'd lost a war of words. I was better with him on my side than against me.

COME ON JOHN! I funly shouted, lets KICK ASS! with this stall. Make it look like we're ready for them when they come. Or at least that you've been here all along, know what I mean?'. He Ignored me.

About half an hour later, John had speedily fork lifted most of the stock out, under the stall verandas out of rains way. Perishables had to be kept dry too. But easily inspectable to customers. The stall housed umpteen rack areas. In separate rows. Running from one end of the building to the other. They had just enough space between them, for a tight forklift access. Potatoes, onions, carrots and other veg filled one side. Tomatoes, all fruit and the walk-in fridge filled the other. I was putting the final touches to the display. A concept borrowed from the main fruit and veg market in Liverpool.

A simple, but effective visual statement of fruit and veg quality and availability. As I walked back in from the rain, John was huddled in the downstairs office. Shiftily sipping a coffee, near the small blowing heater, sat on a box of bananas. After what seemed to be the minimum amount of forklift work.

“Is that you finished is it? Where's my fuckin brew you tight sod?”

“In the machine shit-head! Peters here. I've just heard his car, round the back.” 

The un-mistakable wheel spin of his speed machine easily identified. A dream car. 2.8 Injection Capri. Or metallic blue 'Babe' magnet. John necked his coffee and got suddenly busy again. Doing tangibly nothing what so ever. Rearranging stock for the stocks sake as ever with his forklift. The stock must have felt pissed, it was being moved around that much. As long as it wasn't physically challenging, and could be done by forklift, John was your man. Two minutes later Peter walked in.

“Morning Peter?” I let him know I was alive. 

“Alright Inge, that's 24,32,96. Sorry Paul... I mean Inge. Where's the night delivery tickets? Was everything there? John! Get me a coffee lad. Inge, did we get any more restaurant orders in? Here's the one's I've got for this week. I mean, oh, not them ones. Sorry, hang on where did I put them now? At this point, Peter or H as he preferred to be called, was on another planet. Making no sense, to himself or anyone else. Frantically rummaging through his pockets. 

“Shit, where's them glasses now? I've forgotten my glasses? Ah no, here they are, got em. Where's that coffee John? Inge, while it's quiet, make a start on these orders here.” He handed me a crumpled bunch of tickets. While it's quiet? Humph. I've not fuckin stopped since I climbed over the fuckin wall, I thought.

“John! forklift the finished orders over to the onion store, when they're done. Oh, hang on,
there'll be fresh stuff on the wagon to add to them. Do not forget to finish them off when you get the other bits from the wagon. Start fosters order soon as you can. Just nipping to my car. Forgot my smokes. Back in a sec?”  
Soon as Peter was out of sight, John stopped. Got off his forklift and walked toward me.

“What a fuckin arsehole. Foster's friggin order. He's already doin my head in! What does he want fuckin blood? I've just about had it with this place, I'm gonna Jack and look for another job.” He angrily marched away. I was temporarily stunned into silence.  

“Erm, come on John, give him a few minutes to calm down. He'll settle down in a bit. It'll be fine.”  He wouldn't of course. With Peter, you can run, but you can't hide. John was just pissed off he'd have to do some more work. Couldn't hide or pretend anymore. He'd now have more than plenty to do. Peter came back from his car, furtively smoking. John looked over at Peter. Peter looked back at him and was readily given a dark scowl. If looks could kill, Peter was being lowered into the ground. 

“You know what he's like John, anyway you were late remember.” I whispered to him as he stormed past me. I watched them both, as John walked away into the office, flashed through his handful of fosters tickets, obviously trying to will the order to nothing. He walked back out the office, looking totally thwarted. He glared again at Peter, then disappeared toward the toilet, to have a good old chinwag with the cistern. I continued to amble away, regardless. Stacking sacks of carrots, onto an already overflowing pallet. I did feel a bit bad for our kid. Mondays order for Fosters was always massive. Seven tickets worth today. In all the time I'd worked here, Peter had put a lot of trust in me. Above most other
porters really. I'd made it to the sales book surprisingly quickly. God knows how? I was more often than not, half cut from the night before and half the time really didn't care, if I sold my soul, or nothing at all. Maybe I was just a good actor, or a damn good liar. 
Being in a position of trust meant more work, and longer hours. Therefore, starting before anyone else did. 

Opening up so on and so on. But with all the responsibility, came that bit of extra money. Beer tokens. This took the form of a brown envelope. Quietly and neatly dropped into my back pocket, usually around pay-day.
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The big market clock was showing four fifty-five. Paul and Tony were due in any minute. Two more motorbike graduates. The amount of times I’d pulled the three of them up, for talking motorbikes instead of working, couldn't be counted on centipede’s feet.

Paul was a human machine. A born grafter. Ask, give, or show him anything and no matter how big or small, a job or order, he'd make mincemeat of it. No questions asked. Tony, on the other hand, was the complete opposite. A totally psychotic individual. I was convinced of it. The missing patient from a hospital 'yellow van'. Asking him to do a bit of work well, waste your time and breath why don't you.

He always had to answer a question with a question. He would purposely leave Items
missing from orders, in the hope that in the end, you wouldn't ask him to do anything again. On the grounds, that you'd took enough 'fuck-up' cannon fodder from Peter, to kill a small army. 
The market clock said five. Soon we'd have a full staff crew. All hands-on deck. Thank god. I could hopefully grab a coffee and smoke in partial peace.
The early customers appeared in dribs and drabs. From far and wide all over Wigan, Lancashire and then some. Vehicles pitch parked in their usual places. Some customers opted for the far end of the market. Or even around the back, in complete darkness. Heaven knows why? It wasn't as if they were harbouring a fruit and veg nuclear secret. Loading up specially cloned vegetables, Or semi-precious mushrooms!

Some customers would buy one or two items, from the closest stall to where they'd parked. Then walk 200 yards and buy a ship-load of gear from us.

Obviously, this meant more legwork for us barrow boys. Except the illustriously work-shy John and Tony of course. Everything they did was with the forklift. The quickest way. So, John and Tony always led me to believe. Paul and I christened them the lazy brothers. Peter called them glass-backs. They're forklifts would get where water can't. Their lazy un-founded forklift actions, on a busy morning would more often than not, cause constant mayhem. If two of the stalls four aisles, were blocked at any one time, it would result in total chaos. They would both often win amazingly varied levels of vocal abuse from both customers and staff alike. In some cases, un-happy or potential customers, would just hurl a torrent of abuse at them, and exit the stall in protest, and alternatively take their trade to Conroy’s or Highams.

Five hours of 'good mornings' and plying our trade had simply flown by. Things had been going extremely well. The usual suspects, customers and clients had been in, and out and left reasonably happily, with their fresh cache. Orders had been rapidly compiled, stored and put ready for despatch. I was even enjoying my third cup of coffee. Work was still flowing as normal, until
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