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It was a mad world coz I couldn’t even get a fuckin’ job and the government wanted to stop me dole. I wanted one, mind ya – yeah, it wasn’t that I didn’t want work, coz I did. I knew ya had ya lazy cunts – the ones who’d bin on the rock ‘n roll for as long as they’d bin alive - but I could tell ya, I wasn’t one of ‘em.

So there I was, goin’ to some meetin’ – well, it was more than a meetin’, coz it was a trainin’ session or summat. What the tosser had actually told me at the dole office was that I’d be learnin’ how to write a proper cv and conduct meself in interviews and stupid bollocks like that. Well, I’d bin told if I didn’t go, I wouldn’t get me dole money so I thought what the fuck, it’d save walkin’ round the streets all day doin’ nothin’. It was gonna take a week, Monday to Friday, nine in the mornin’ till one in the afternoon, tea, coffee and rich tea biscuits provided.

Ten minutes to nine and I was waitin’ outside the Osborne Road community centre in Erdington, cold as fuck coz it’d started pissin’ it down and Einstein here had forgotten to take a coat. 

There were four other blokes waitin’ with me: one fortyish fat cunt with glasses, a half-caste kid in his early twenties, and two blokes who looked like they were mates coz they were talkin’ to each other and laughin’. 

At nine some trampy caretaker opened the doors and told us to go through to the hall and take a seat. 

When we got inside there were loadsa chairs arranged in a circle like in them meetings ya see for the A.A. or summat. I took a seat. There were nine seats in all, plus a whiteboard – fuck, I was just prayin’ we weren’t goin’ back to school. We were eyein’ each other up, as ya did, coz nobody knew nobody except for them two. 

Some bloke then walked in, all smart like in a shirt and tie, so I was guessin’ he was our trainer or summat.

“All right, lads,” he began to the four of us sittin’ there. As he said that two more blokes walked in and sat down quick like. “Well, yes, my name’s Ian Smith, and I’ll be your instructor for the next week... But anyway, you can all call me Ian,” the trainer added.

And it was funny and I was surprised – Ian spoke normal, like us, and he wasn’t ya posh wanker as I’d bin expectin’ who’d gone to school at King Edward’s grammar in Aston or somewhere like that.

“I’ve got a list of your names here,” Ian went on, “but I’m going to hand round a piece of paper and a pen now and I’d like you to write down your name and surname on it, okay?”

Ian handed the piece of paper on a clipboard to the bloke closest to him. The bloke wrote his name down and then he passed it on to the next man.

The last bloke handed Ian back the clipboard. He looked at it. 

“Excuse me, lads, but which one of you is Diego Van Bollocks?” he asked.

“That’d be me,” one of the two mates said. 

“I haven’t got time for jokes – you understand?”

“I aiyn’t jokin’ – that’s me name.”

“Come on, what’s your real name?”

“Ya said ya’ve got it already, so ya dayn’t need it, d’ya?”

“I tell you if that’s going to be your attitude, you may as well just leave right now,” Ian said, pissed off and sighin’.

“I would but then ya’ll stop me fuckin’ dole.”

“Anyway, this week’s session is going to be about interview techniques and ways to prepare the best C.V. to impress potential employers.”

Well, that was a right mouthful.

“Are ya gonna help us get a job?” one of the blokes who’d just walked in asked.

“I hope I can help in some way,” Ian answered.

Ian talked for twenty minutes about some borin’ stuff and then he told us we had to get into groups. He split us into three groups: two with two blokes and the group I was in with three of us. I was with the fat bloke and a young kid who musta bin only eighteen. We sat there at first in silence and said fuck all to each other coz ya knew how it was when ya didn’t know nobody. After five minutes fuckin’ around with summat, Ian came up to us with a clipboard, some A4 paper and a pen each. He told us all together we had to write down five things that we thought stopped us from developin’ ourselves when it came to findin’ a job. We only had two-odd minutes to write ‘em down. Knowin’ that like, I got crackin’.

“What ya got?” I asked the other two after only thirty seconds in.

The fat bloke had fuck all on his paper and the kid didn’t even wanna show me nothin’

Ian asked us to talk about our choices for a few minutes within our groups before presentin’ ‘em individually to everybody.

“So, what ya got?” I asked the fat bloke.

“Well, nothin’,” he answered.

“And you?” I said to the young lad who was keepin’ everythin’ to himself.

“Fuck all as well.”

I was with two spacers.

“How are you all getting on, lads?” Ian asked all happy like, poppin’ his head into our little circle. 

“Great,” the fat bloke said, scratchin’ his arse.

“Any good ideas so far?”

“Nah, nothin’.”

A skinny bloke with an orange anorak and a pair of National Health glasses walked in and he looked a right fuckin’ trainspotter.

“Sorry I’m late,” he said.

Ian went up to him and said summat. The bloke then joined one of the groups with two people in it. He’d only sat down when the smell exploded into the room. It musta bin him coz the fuckin’ stink only started when he’d walked in: a mingin’, stomach-retchin’ B.O. stink that was beyond words to describe. The dirty cunt hadn’t probably had a wash since they’d invented fuckin’ soap. I looked at the other two blokes and I could tell they were thinkin’ the very same thing that I was.

Well anyway, breathin’ in through me nose, we talked a few minutes about Aston Villa’s latest form in the league and totally forgot about what we were supposed to be doin’. Ian brought us all to attention by clappin’ his hands.

“Okay, lads, if you’d just stop what you’re doing now and put your pens down!” he shouted.

I looked at the blank piece of paper in front of me with a few doodles on it: a pair of bird’s breasts, a square, AVFC, and to top it all off like, two words: FUCK OFF.

“Well,” Ian went on, “who’d like to get the ball rolling and start for us?” We all stared at one another, coz nobody wanted to say fuck all in case it meant we’d have to say summat first. “So, no volunteers – that’s a
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