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To Phillip, the
youngest of our brood, for all those times you were left with the
orange flavoured sweets and, most of all, for being with us still.
Love from Eddie.

 


 


 



When a Drawer is
Nothing Other Than a Draw

 


 


In this book, I make
full use of the version of English spoken by people from an area
that takes in south London and north Kent. That does mean you will
sometimes need to turn the other cheek when given offence by what
would otherwise be seen as a grammatical error. Perhaps the best
example of this, and certainly the one most often highlighted to
me, is the use of the word draw in place of drawer.
If this is the kind of thing that gives you sleepless nights then
you might want to look elsewhere for your next read.

 


All the best,

 


 Ben Westerham.
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Don't ever tell
me a good girl can't do bad. And I'm not talking about being late
for work or telling someone a whopping big lie. If you ask me, good
girls can be the baddest there are, if the fancy takes them. Maybe
it's because they save it all up for one big splurge, then go mad
bad. I don't know, but what I do know is that anyone who tries
telling you some little darling of theirs wouldn't say boo to a
goose is either stupid, misinformed or both. Any goody two shoes
type should carry a health warning: 'Danger, Good Girl. May go bad
at any moment'. At least then you'd know to be on your guard and
ready for a nasty turn of events, instead of running the risk of
getting caught out.

So, what, you
might ask, brought about this unhappy view of the world? Well, for
one thing, my little sis, Kim, is a good girl; there's no doubting
that. But I know her inside out, back to front and upside down and
I saw what she got up to when she was little. Knock and run, chilli
powder in the food of the neighbour's dog and telling her best mate
that the school hunk had the hots for her, when really he thought
she looked like the proverbial back-end of a bus. Evil. Pure evil!
If you could leave it at that, you'd still think all good girls
are, well, good, but that's not really how it is and recent
developments will back me to the hilt in this respect.

Wednesday
afternoons are pretty quiet down the High Street in Peckham. Half
the shops still close early and everyone's too grumpy to be much
interested in spending, because it's the middle of the week and the
weekend still feels like it's a long, long way off. Work does that
to you; makes you grumpy. She was tall, dark and slim as a
lamp-post and when she walked past me the world was filled with the
smell of pineapple. I know, I know, but what can I say. She whiffed
of pineapple and I mean that in a nice way. Well, she could have
stunk of plenty of other things that would have been a lot worse.
She didn't notice me, or pretended she didn't. I thought the smile
I gave her was unmissable, but maybe not. Her jeans-clad
tickety-boo bum and long legs had me staring happily and there was
so much dark hair piled up on her head you could have housed a
small family in there without anyone noticing. I was temporarily in
love, or something along those lines. It had happened before, would
happen again and wouldn't last long this time; once she was gone,
that was that. Next please.

Funny, though,
how these moments can come back to haunt you. It took less than a
minute for her to disappear from sight and out of my life. Or so I
thought. A woman I'd never seen before and probably wouldn't see
again. Blimey, I thought, imagine the bloke who gets to see her
every morning. He must wake up thinking life can't get much better.
But I was wrong. As I ambled smiley-faced along the pavement
towards my afternoon cuppa, dreaming naughty thoughts, I'd have
felt a whole lot less cheery if I'd known what she would end up
doing before the month was out. Good girl gone bad ain't the half
of it, believe me.

 


 


 


 



 Part Two

 


 


“He's got all
me money,” she sobbed, her face buried in a damp hanky.

“What a git,” I
replied, thinking I'd heard this particular story so many times
before that I'd long since lost count. “It never ceases to amaze me
how nasty some husbands can be to their wives,” I added in a deeply
sympathetic tone.

“I used to love
him,” she said, followed by more tears.

“And now?” I
asked.

“Now?” she
stopped sobbing and looked confused. “What do you mean?”

“Do you still
love him? After what he's done?”

Tracey Launch
had made herself an appointment only that morning. In her
mid-twenties, short, too big a belly, chubby legs and more make up
on her face than you'd find in a small branch of Boots, she didn't
do herself any favours wearing a green nylon tracksuit that had
seen better days. Her black, bobbed hair needed a wash and it was
hard ignoring the stale cigarette smell on her breath. Not the most
appealing bird I'd ever met, but a punter's a punter and work is
work, so who was I to complain. Get too fussy about who I take on
as a client and I'd soon end up with none.

She'd been
spilling her guts for the last ten minutes, a simple case of
marriage gone bad. Simple, that is, to you and me, when we're
looking in from the outside. For Mr and Mrs Launch it was anything
but simple. It hardly ever was for those involved, even when they
thought it was. Everyone's got their point of view and who's to say
which one's right; maybe they're all right, in their own way, or at
least in their own mind. To Tracey Launch's mind it was all as
straightforward as it got. Her used-to-be-darling husband had been
shagging one of her mates and now all their cash was gone. She'd
put two and two together and come up with a big number; over three
grand was now benefiting her former mate and she wanted it back, or
at least her share of it; which seemed fair enough to me.

“Well … I ...”
she looked meekly down at her hands before owning up. “Yes, I still
love him. Can't help it,” she said quietly.

Funny, isn't
it? Her old man has been shagging her friend for months and now
he'd run off with all their cash, but despite all that she still
wanted the money and the man back. Why, you have to ask yourself,
would a sane person want that? The answer is as simple as my cousin
Ralph; she's a member of the human race. We can't help ourselves.
All those emotions swishing around inside us have a nasty habit of
tripping us up and rubbing our sore little nose in the dog dirt,
after which we jump right up and say 'thank you'. We're powerless
to stop it. You've got more chance of shagging one of the girls out
of Bananarama
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