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One


Garbage
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Monday the 6th of July, 2020. A grey-faced Jason Finnemore flung on his tatty denim jacket and quickly forced on his battered old Nike Air Max trainers before beginning to make his way out of the terraced house he shared with his dad, Glen. It was Jason’s 42nd birthday and his dad had given him £30 worth of crumpled £5 notes.

‘I know you’re gonna spend that money on that fucking garbage!’ said Glen as he stood in the kitchen waiting for the kettle to boil.

Jason shrugged at his dad and quickly made his way out of the back door, the eyes in his gaunt pale face lifeless as he was focused on his next fix.

The ‘garbage’ Glen was referring to was heroin. Jason had been addicted to heroin on and off for the past 15 years. Many rehabilitation programmes had failed and, although Jason had managed spells of staying off heroin, he had never managed to fully kick the habit.

Jason was well known on the estate where he lived and everyone in the area knew about his addiction.

There were many addicts scattered around the Leicester district of New-parks and even though they were treated with distain, for many people in the area the addicts had their uses. Jason, for example, along with others, was a prolific shoplifter and would sell items for half price to many of the folk on the estate. From washing powder to Whisky, Jason’s shoplifting skills would come in handy for many, especially around Christmas.

On this this day, though, Jason didn’t need to shoplift. The £30 was more than enough to score and it was tucked away nicely in his pocket as he went on his way.

Jason’s addiction had long turned him into a thief, a cheat, a liar. A degenerate not many people wanted to be associated with, but even though Jason was undeniably all of those things, he would always make time to go and visit a local elderly chap named Rod Deacon who lived just around the corner from him.
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Two


Old Rod
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For 30 years ‘Old Rod’ Deacon had run the local community boxing gym, Deacons Amateur Boxing Club.  The Club had been a special place for many of the young kids from the estate over the years. Rod had produced many top amateurs during his time running the gym and the club had served the community well, taking many youngsters off the street. If local youths were from a family that were short of money, Rod would let them train for free.

The gym had been closed for the last decade, and Jason and many of the locals felt like Rod had been forgotten by the community he once so eagerly served.

Jason himself had once been a very promising amateur boxer in his teens, tipped to go far in the professional ranks with Rod as his trainer and mentor. Rod had given Jason so much time and energy in the past, even a heroin addiction would not let Jason forget that. He’d do little favours for Rod such as fetch things from the shop or take his clothes to the laundrette.

He’d known Rod and his wife, Val, since he was a kid and he’d always thought highly of them. When Jason was young, Rod would always look out for him even outside of the gym and, on any occasion that Jason found himself locked out of the house, Rod and Val would give him somewhere warm to sit and a nice cup of tea.

Val was now in a care home and had been for the past year. Rod was 83 and struggled with his mobility which meant he couldn’t provide adequate care for Val who was in the early stages of dementia.

Rod  would usually make his way to the Willows care home every other day to see his beloved Val, but since the Coronavirus pandemic and Leicester still being in  lockdown restrictions, physical visits to the care home were prohibited.

It had previously been announced Leicester would remain in full lockdown when restrictions were to be eased on the 4th of July 2020. This was due to Leicester having the highest infection rates in the country, but after four months of lockdown it was tough going for the residents of Leicester. The news had been full of reports from the rest of the country where people were getting back to some kind of normality and featuring things like people having their first pint in a pub, but Leicester was now known as ‘Lockdown City’.

Because of the Covid 19 restrictions, Rod was only allowed to see Val from a distance outside in the communal garden but Val wouldn’t know he was there unless he was physically close. He could also talk to her through her room window but, again, she wouldn’t know he was there. This would crush Rod, so he had made attempts to speak to her on an iPad he was given by the care home while staff assisted her to talk to him, but she would not know he was there unless he was sitting holding her hand. Touch had become the most vital form of contact for Val. Jason had witnessed the anguish this had caused Rod but there was nothing he or anybody else could do and heroin would usually take away any bitter sting of reality.

***
[image: ]


Even though the sun was shining it was a particularly gloomy vibe on the locked-down streets as Jason made his way to see Rod as usual before he scored. As far as Jason knew, he was the only real contact Rod had. He eventually reached Rod’s house and gave his door a swift firm knock.

‘Yeah, who is it?’ shouted Rod in a strained voice.

‘It’s me, Jason!’

‘Oh it’s you, Jason. Come in!’

Jason pulled down the rusting brass handle of the door and made his way in. He would always try to put on his unclean shabby facemask if he remembered to put it in his pocket, which he rarely did so he would usually lazily cover the bottom half of his face with his t-shirt. Rod would always protest and tell him not to bother covering his face.

He made the short few steps through the hallway into the living room and immediately saw Rod who was slumped on his settee. Rod’s house was in a bit of a sorry state. He had an old glass table with his pouch of tobacco and a few ready rolled roll ups that were coated in spilled fag ash on the table.

There were lots of cups on the table that looked as though they had been there for a few days. The room was filled with thick cigarette smoke that, over the years, had caused Rod’s ceiling to turn a dark yellow. The old wall paper in the living room had begun to peel off in places and the 1980’s style floral carpet had faded in colour and had long lost all vigour.

Jason noticed Rod had begun to look more unkempt as the weeks had passed. It seemed he was making less effort and looked as though he was giving up. Rod was unshaven and his grey, almost-white hair had started to grow down behind his ears. Jason also noticed that Rod was still in the same clothes he’d been in a few days ago.

‘Rod you look uncomfortable, mate. Let me help you up a bit.’

‘My knees have gone again and my back is playing up!’ said Rod as he squinted in discomfort.

Jason leaned forward and tried his best to pull Rod up into a more comfortable position. He managed to lift Rod from under his arms and position him higher up.

‘There you go Rod, mate,’ said Jason, satisfied that Rod now looked more comfortable.

‘You’re a good lad you are, Jason.’

‘Tell you what, let me get rid of a few of these cups for you, mate. I’ll do you a brew as well, Rod,’ said Jason as he gathered the used cups from the table.

‘Cheers, Jason!’

Jason washed the cups in the kitchen, after which he made a cup of tea for himself and Rod. They sat there watching This Morning whilst they sipped their drinks. Phillip Schofield and Holly Willoughby were talking to a doctor and questioning him about the pandemic.

‘Oh, turn this shit off! It’s all they go on about all fuckin’ day and all fuckin’ night!’ growled Rod.

Jason grabbed the remote, noticing that it felt sticky and switched over the station to a programme that featured bailiffs going to people’s houses to collect debts.

‘There you go, mate,’ said Jason.

‘Cheers, I can’t be doing with listening to them. All they want to go on about is this lockdown. It’s alright for these celebrities they’ve got their big houses and gardens and their money,’ said Rod waving his hand at the telly dismissively.

‘How’s Val?’ asked Jason before taking a big gulp of his tea.

There was a pause before Rod answered. His eyes began to well and his voice began to croak as he spoke.

‘I don’t know, Jason. They won’t let me see her! I’ve tried to talk to her on that iPad thingy but she doesn’t even know I am there!’ said Rod in despair.

Jason didn’t want to talk about it further. He didn’t want to push Rod and upset him and he didn’t really know what to say. There were always people on the estate moaning about the lockdown and the fact that the rest of the country were enjoying an easing of restrictions. Jason had heard gossip on the estate about people being denied access to see their loved ones in hospital and such things, but he couldn’t be arsed to give it too much thought. The way he saw it is there was nothing he could do, so why bother?

Jason finished his tea before getting ready to go on his mission to score.

‘I’m off now, Rod. Do you want me to pick you up anything from the shop, mate?’

‘No, I’m alright for now, mate. Cheers, Jason you’re a good lad!’

Jason made his way to the kitchen and washed up the two teacups before giving Rod a pat on the shoulder and setting off on his way.

‘I’ll see you later then, Rod,’ said Jason as he popped his head around the door.

‘Yeah see you later then, pal,’ replied Rod as he gave Jason a quick wave. Rod always enjoyed Jason’s visits. He didn’t really have any family as he and Val only had one son who lived in New Zealand. Most of Rod’s old mates had passed away and other than Jason’s visits the only other human interaction he had was saying hello to the neighbours as he stood on his doorstep in the mornings. The locals on the estate would warn Rod about Jason and suggest that Jason would end up thieving from him for a fix, but Rod would always dismiss them with the words: “He’s always been a good lad to me!”
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Fucked Up Friends
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Jason had picked up his bag of smack and shot up at the flat of a friend of his, a girl called Wendy Cartwright he’d known since school. She lived in the flats facing the Co-op and the strip of shops on the estate. Wendy didn’t take Heroin, alcohol was her thing and occasionally a bit of Charlie. She was a real sweetheart and very giving but had a history of instability and bad relationships. Jason would sometimes go to her flat and give her free stuff that he had lifted from the Co-op in exchange for her letting him shoot up there. Wendy didn’t mind as long as he cleaned up after himself.

Wendy liked to have company at her flat. Her only daughter, Alissa, was 23 and would visit her once a week, but Wendy particularly liked male company as she had been in a volatile relationship with a well-known local nutter named Andy Wilkins. It was the usual sort of thing with a bloke like Andy Wilkins. He’d get pissed and then start getting petty and jealous, and soon find a reason to become spiteful and nasty.

He was a typical bully and had bashed Wendy around on occasions during kitchen drinking sessions.

Andy had recently moved back in with his ex and had not been the usual thorn in Wendy’s side for a while, but she never knew when he would show his ugly face again, expecting to just turn up with
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