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Part 1

Rimer








﻿   All is lost and all is won
within a person’s time,

The gaze of fate decided
all but tongues were cut too fine,

My literacy and
creativity they rest hand in hand,

But in a world of
concrete power there is no demand,

Suns will rise and suns
will set but still the day will stay,

I will never sleep at
night until I’ve found my place,

And that’ll be a place
where all will breathe air,

Where all people dance
and nobody ca…








Chapter 1 A
Cold Beginning


﻿﻿﻿﻿

“Oi Rimer!  Put down that bloody book and get ready! It’s
nearly the morning rush.  Get ready for the punters!”

  Rimer sighed before closing the leather book.  He
placed it in his left jacket pocket, making sure to put it in
sideways to stop it falling through the large hole at the
bottom.  The pen, he had been holding, found its’ usual place
behind his ear, which was then sheltered under the matted hair that
dropped over it.

“That time already?  Cor!  You know what, Marko? 
I must’ve slept so well last night on my cozy floor that I dozed
off,’.

  Rimer gave a tired smile before pulling out a pack of
Mayfair and lighting a match.  Marko turned, did the same and
replied.

“Yeah, I don’t think Sniff has let us off for the whole
‘mushroom’ thing yet.  Or else we’d still have a proper cozy
bode there,”

They both gave a small chuckle and took a pull.   As
the sun started to rise and fill the underground exit, Marko stood,
stretched his arms wide and looked towards Rimer.

“Right.  Enough banter then m’lad!  It’s your turn to
be the unlucky sod today.  What’ll be your pick of the
day?”

Rimer’s eyes scouted the pavement, as if the answer lay within
the cracks.

“I’m not too sure really.  I could go for the old ‘ill
mother trick’?  Perhaps even be very dramatic today and go as
far as to say, that without the spare silvers of the good men and
women in suits, I will undoubtedly die.  However, today being
a Wednesday, I’m feeling the classic of a broken leg.  I’ll go
lay on that bench over there while you sell the story.  Maybe
I’ll even manage to get some sleep now the suns come up”

Marko rolled his eyes, spat out his gum and nodded to Rimer.

“You start taking advantage of it though and you won’t be
faking!”

  Rimer walked slowly over and rested his head on the
bench, the frost biting at his cheek. He cringed until he had
become numb and accustomed to the cold.  With this arms
crossed, and his body wrapped in an oversized green
parka jacket, the bustle of the commuters invaded his mind as
he began to drift into a thick sleep, being the result of number of
bad nights.

  It was early November so it was cold; very cold, and it
was only going to get worse. Rimer had come to terms with this and
had just accepted that there was no way to make things any more
comfortable, within possibility of course.

  Rimer sighed, shivered and slept.

 

———————————————————————————————————————————————————————

 

“Rimer?  You awake?”  Although soft and raspy, the
voice still gave enough of an impact for him to open his eyes with
sudden intensity.  The familiarity of the Russian accent,
however, allowed him to wake with a smile as he looked up into
Olga’s eyes.

“Oh sorry!  I didn’t mean to startle…”

“No no it’s alright!”  Rimer replied, still smiling to the
extent of crows feet becoming attached to his wide, tired
eyes.  He continued.

“I’m glad to see you whenever, you know that.  Especially
now, considering how busy you seem to be getting these nights…
”

  Olga looked towards her stiletto bruised feet, and paused
for thought before a quick look up and an answering smile.

“I guess you could say that London has been giving me all the
opportunities it had promised.  It would be silly not to
accept!”

  Not that Olga had many other options though.  The
motherland hadn’t been too kind and wasn’t prepared to love a child
who had lost their way.

  Olga smirked before being given a chuckle back from
Rimer.  If something could be said in a way that wasn’t too
blunt, it would normally be the natural option.  It was their
way of avoiding the truth.  The truth being that Olga
wasn’t someone who was making the most of London.  She was
someone who was being made the most of herself, by the lowest of
the low.  Those being the ones who could pay for sex from a
stranger before going back home to their family.

  With a groan, Rimer began to leave the bench, brushing
the frost off of his patchy coat and, taking Olga’s arm, they
started their walk to the local park.  His comfort was soon
broken, though, with a shout across the street.

  “Rimer?! What the bloody hell are you playing at?!”

 It was Marko, standing next to an apparently unimpressed
businesswoman.  His face was tight with a frown and his arms
wide in question.  Rimer thought what could possibly be such a
problem to deserve such a loud shout.

  Then he realized.

“Oh crap!  My broken leg!”


 

—————————————————————————————————————————————————————



 

Although cold, the sky was mostly clear.  It seemed to be a
confused form of weather.  A summer’s day that had been lost
in winter.  It looked nice, but really, it was particularly
cold. 

  Both Rimer and Olga had been walking for a while now,
covering the usual topics.  It ranged from items such as what
they had seen, who they had seen and the places they had
been.  Rimer explained his recent run in with Sniff and his
mistake in taking mushrooms with the guys and how bad feelings had
come from his inability to find the toilet and, ‘making do
elsewhere’. 

  Olga spoke of the men she had encountered, not being at
all shy about explaining all the details.  She could see Rimer
smiling but began to think about the situation that happened only
last week.

  It was in the same place they stood as well.  Right
next to the algae-ridden pond and the deserted bike where the rust
had covered any original colour that was there before.  What
happened last week was Rimer had plucked up the courage to
eventually ask Olga out.  It had only take him five
years… 

With this in mind she bluntly ended her story and looked forward
towards the route.  It had been on Rimer’s mind as well and,
although he was confused about the abrupt finish, he was not
prepared to start the conversational torture again and be
further induced to the cringe worthy stories of other men enjoying
her company in such a way.  They brought back home the
annoyance of how he had all the love in the world to give her but,
in fact, he only needed a sum of cash to spare.  Not that it
would be appropriate after five years of knowing each other.

“Hey, Olga.  I don’t suppose we could sit here for just a
bit?”

Rimer suggested a path towards a naked tree just on the edge of
the walkway.

“Err sure.  Yeah”

“I just wanted to write a few things down in my note book”

Olga nodded in agreement.

“Thanks,”

Rimer smiled before pulling out the dog-eared, and not to
mention dog-bitten, notebook, again pulling the pencil from behind
his ear.

“Oh but on one term!”  Olga rushed to say it.

“You read it to me this time??

Rimer’s heart pounded.  He had never read to Olga
before.  Even after five years she had never been giving
any insight as to how well he could potentially write.  To be
fair it had taken a mistake after four of those years for her
to even know he wrote in the first place.  It had always been
an incredibly personal hobby and a personal outlet.  Besides,
most of the poetry had been about Olga, and to recite certain
love-fueled phrases seemed like social and romantic suicide in his
eyes.  When she did find out it was through accident as she
picked up the notebook a year before.  Before she could even
open the front cover though, Rimer had snatched it off her as if it
were the most important thing to him, which in fact, it most
certainly was.  He explained to her what it was but in no way
of a boastful nature, but instead out of embarrassment and the
intention of giving her no further motivation in curiosity as to
what laid within the brown pages.  Naturally, Olga was only
then keen to discover the poetry that was in there but was not the
sort to rummage through something as personal.  She understood
that sort of thing completely and respected his wishes.

“Well I’m not sure Olga.  I’m not feeling particularly
inspired today and…

“Oh excuses excuses!  You know I’m going to hear one of
them someday.  That day should be now!”

Rimer nodded before clicking the pen into position.  The
sweat had already started to form as he attempted his up most to
not allow the anxiety to block the pathway into the poetic part of
his mind.

  ‘What have you got to lose, eh?  It’s only one
person.  If she doesn’t like it then hey so what?  Not as
if she’s the girl you’ve fancied for the past few years?’  His
mind wasn’t helping so he went with his old thought attitude which
had normally helped in the past.  This being the abrupt,
albeit essentially helpful saying of ‘Fuck it.  Lets just do
it!’

After nodding, again, Rimer began to write with the occasional
frown marking thought, as well as a regular glance around for
inspiration.

Olga laid down, resting her head on her hands and shutting her
eyes.  The night had been busy so now seemed the perfect time
to be catching up on sleep. 

  About an hour later, and ten minutes after Rimer had
actually finished his poem and was now prepared to perform it, she
was awoken to hear something she had hoped to hear for a whole
year.

“I could make excuses as to why this isn’t my best, or set a low
standard just to raise the chance of it being a success or…”

“Just do neither and get on with it,”

“Bingo.  Fuck it.  I’ll just do it”

 

I wonder if she knows that I love her,

I wonder if she knows that I care,

Does she see me as I hope that she sees me?

Does she think of me when I’m not there?



One day I’m going to tell her,

All the things that go on in my head,

All my hopes and my dreams and my worries,

All the things that I haven’t yet said,

 

Tomorrow’s the time for action,

To find out where I stand,

Because I want to walk with her,

And do it while hand in hand,

 

By the ending line, Olga’s jaw had dropped about an inch and her
eyes were glazed as she stared at Rimer.  Picking up on this
vacant gaze he became apprehensive.  He still had a few lines
to go but felt now had already been more than enough.

“Sorry… Have I bored you?  There normally better I
promise.  It’s just you asked me to read it to you so I was
pressured and…’’ Olga, shocked by his interpretation, quickly
interrupted.

“Rimer!”

“I’m sorry what?!”  He was now close to tears.  His
poetry was the only thing that kept him going.  It was his
piece of gold in a pile of dirt.  If that gold became
tarnished there really was nothing left.  29 years of practice
could all have lead to nothing.  All the more reason why this
moment had been the start of something of such an importance with
it being considered the most important of Rimer’s life.

“Your poetry… is amazing,”

Rimer’s face sprung into life as he tried his very best to hide
the smug smile that was doing it’s very best to showcase how proud
he was to have been praised by, possibly, his most important
critic.  It became even more difficult as he attempted even
harder to contain outright joy in his voice as he replied.

“Thank you!  Thank you very much Olga!  Did you really
like it then?! What was it you liked about it?!”

Rimer became just like a child showcasing a parent s picture
he’d done at school.

“Yes.  I’m really shocked.  I never knew you could
write so well.  After all these years and years of you writing
and I’ve never known it.  I’m just…speechless,”

No longer trying to hide how much it meant to him, Rimer beamed
and gave Olga one of the most deserved hugs of her life.

“Rimer you’re so stupid.”

Rimer’s smile collapsed in confusing and disappointment. 
Olga continued quickly as she quickly grasped how it had initially
affected him.

“No no I mean why haven’t you done anything at all with
this?  For all this time you’ve had this…this talent and
you’ve kept it in that tatty book?”

The confusion still continued?  Was this a criticism or a
compliment?  If the latter then it was possibly the strangest
one he had ever gotten.

“Look.  There’s a poetry club I know just off the street
over there.  Just past the telephone box your friend uses as a
toilet,”

“You don’t mean ‘The Blooming Rose’ do you?”  Rimer
questioned, hopefully.

The Blooming Rose was a nice place.  In fact it was a very
nice place.  The lights were glossy and, even in the early
morning light; it seemed to still shine somehow.

This was most probably because light tends to bounce off gold
painted metal very well.  It was too nice.

“Yes Rimer.  Yes I do mean The Blooming Rose.  What’s
wrong with that?”

“Have you seen how nice that place is?!  There are velvet
curtains, glass doors, everyone who goes in wears suits while other
men in red suits even open the door for you.  They won’t let
someone like me in…”

Looking down at his attire brought a feeling of self-pity to his
stomach.  His shoes were from a bin in an alley near the
park.  The left one had developed a new tongue but instead on
the bottom as the sole was only centre meters away from falling off
and joining the same fate as the other shoe. 

  His beige jogging bottoms were from a bin near the tube
station off of the main street.  Beige was a difficult
colour.  To Rimer it just seemed to look like a dirty white
and that white had only got dirtier over the years. 

  Then up towards his jacket, which was found next to a bin
around the back of a shut down, cheap clothes store.  It
seemed as if it was an experiment by someone to create an item of
clothing out of purely tennis balls.  The material was matted
and falling off regularly and the buttons were a cheap feeling
rubber.  However it was thick, and it was essential during
these months, especially considering Rimer hadn’t been able to find
a decent t shirt to wear underneath it for a long while. 

  None of them were long enough to cater for his curiously
large height with a matching skinny physicality.

“Ok well maybe it is a bit fancy for your sorts, no offense of
course, but don’t worry as I know people there so getting in isn’t
a problem.”

“Really?!  How is it you know them that well?  I
didn’t know you were into those sorts…” Again, the analogy of
needing only a bit of cash swamped him.

“Rimer. Remember what I do.”

“I know…”

Olga continued to drive the point home.

“I’m only into them as they’re my type and my types are the ones
who’ve got the money to spare and mean I can have a meal most
nights”

They sat quietly for a few minutes.  Olga’s job was not
something she was not proud of but she ensured she didn’t show
it.  Rimer wasn’t going to question it, as there was no
need.  They both understood it was just glaze.

“There’s a show tomorrow.  We’re going to do it
tomorrow,”

“Tomorrow?!  But that’s…tomorrow!  So soon!  I’m
nowhere near ready to do it by then!  Lets just please do it
later please.  Maybe next week,”

“Maybe 5 years time?  Going by how long it takes you to get
anything done I’m putting my foot in.  You’re doing it
tonight, even if it means I have to drag your sorry ass up that
lovely red carpet,”

It wasn’t open for discussion.  The choice literally lay on
the idea of going tonight or never.  If Rimer refused to go
tonight and even go to such lengths as to hide, Olga was most
definitely not going to offer the favour again  ‘Now or
never.  This could be it.’ he thought.  Hesitantly he
looked at Olga in the eyes and replied.

“Fine.  Tomorrow…”

Olga’s tough love subsided as she gave Rimer his congratulation
cheek kiss and throwing her arms around her.

“I’m proud of you Anthony.  Trust me.  You’ll be
completely fine,”

She had used Rimer’s real name.  That was a good
sign.  ‘Maybe this could actually go well.  Maybe this
could be the point I do what I’ve always dreamed of.  Maybe
even show Olga how much I love her.  Need to stop getting
ahead of myself.  Still though, a man can dream…’

“Oi Rimer!  Put
down that bloody book and get ready! It’s nearly the morning
rush.  Get ready for the
punters!”

  Rimer
sighed before closing the leather book.  He
placed it in his left jacket pocket, making sure to put it in
sideways to stop it falling through the large hole at the
bottom.  The pen, he had been holding, found its’
usual place behind his ear, which was then sheltered under the
matted hair that dropped over it.

“That time
already?  Cor!  You know what,
Marko?  I must’ve slept so well last night on my
cozy floor that I dozed off,’.

  Rimer
gave a tired smile before pulling out a pack of Mayfair and
lighting a match.  Marko turned, did the same and
replied.

“Yeah, I don’t think Sniff has let
us off for the whole ‘mushroom’ thing yet.  Or
else we’d still have a proper cozy bode there,”

They both gave a small chuckle and
took a pull.   As the sun started to rise
and fill the underground exit, Marko stood, stretched his arms wide
and looked towards Rimer.

“Right.  Enough
banter then m’lad!  It’s your turn to be the
unlucky sod today.  What’ll be your pick of the
day?”

Rimer’s eyes scouted the pavement,
as if the answer lay within the cracks.

“I’m not too sure
really.  I could go for the old ‘ill mother
trick’?  Perhaps even be very dramatic today and
go as far as to say, that without the spare silvers of the good men
and women in suits, I will undoubtedly die. 
However, today being a Wednesday, I’m feeling the classic of a
broken leg.  I’ll go lay on that bench over there
while you sell the story.  Maybe I’ll even manage
to get some sleep now the suns come up”

Marko rolled his eyes, spat out
his gum and nodded to Rimer.

“You start taking advantage of it
though and you won’t be faking!”

  As Rimer
rested his head on the bench, the frost bit at his cheek. He
cringed until he had become numb and accustomed to the
cold.  With this arms crossed, and his body
wrapped in an oversized green jacket, the bustle of the commuters
invaded his mind as he began to drift into a thick sleep, being the
result of number of bad nights.

  It was
early November so it was cold; very cold, and it was only going to
get worse. Rimer had come to terms with this and had just accepted
that there was no way to make things any more comfortable, within
possibility of course.

  Rimer
sighed, shivered and slept.

 

“Rimer?  You
awake?”  Although soft and raspy, the voice still
gave enough of an impact for him to be started. 
The familiarity of the Russian accent, however, allowed him to wake
with a smile as he looked up into Olga’s eyes.

“Oh sorry!  I
didn’t mean to startle…”

“No no it’s
alright!”  Rimer replied, still smiling to the
extent of crows feet becoming attached to his squinting, tired
eyes.  He continued.

“I’m glad to see you whenever, you
know that.  Especially now, considering how busy
you seem to be getting these nights now,”

  Olga
looked towards her stiletto bruised feet, and paused for thought
before a quick look up and an answering
smile.

“I guess you could say that London
has been giving me all the opportunities it had
promised.  It would be silly not to
accept!”

  Not that
Olga had many other options though.  The
motherland hadn’t been too kind and wasn’t prepared to love a child
who had lost their way.

  Olga
smirked before being given a chuckle back from
Rimer.  If something could be said in a way that
wasn’t too blunt, it would normally be the natural
option.  It was their way of avoiding the
truth.  The truth being that Rosie wasn’t someone
who was making the most of London.  She was
someone who was being made the most of herself, by the lowest of
the low.  Those being the ones who could pay for
sex from a stranger before going back home to their family, kissing
their wives with the same perverted, dirty lips that had kissed
Olga’s.

  With a
groan Rimer began to leave the bench, brushing the frost off of his
patchy coat and, taking Olga’s arm, they started their walk to the
local park.  His comfort was soon broken though
with a shout across the street.

  “Rimer?!
What the bloody hell are you playing at?!”

 It was
Marko, standing next to an apparently unimpressed
businesswoman.  his face was tight with a frown
and his arms wide in question.  Rimer thought
what could possibly be such a problem to deserve such a loud
shout.

  Then he
realized.

“Oh crap!  My
broken leg!”


 



 

Although cold, the sky was
mostly clear.  It seemed to be a confused form of
weather.  A summer’s day that had been lost in
winter.  Basically, it looked nice, but really,
it was bloody cold. 

  Both
Rimer and Olga had been walking for a while now, covering the usual
topics.  It ranged from things such as what they
had seen, who they had seen and the places they had
been.  Rimer explained his recent run in with
Sniff and his mistake in taking mushrooms with the guys and how bad
feelings had come from his inability to find the toilet and,
‘making do elsewhere’. 

  Olga
spoke of the men she had encountered, not being at all shy about
explaining all the details.  She could see Rimer
smiling but began to think about the situation that happened only
last week.

  It was
in the same place they stood as well.  Right next
to the algae ridden pond and the deserted bike where the rust had
covered any original colour that was there
before.  What happened last week was Rimer had
plucked up the courage to eventually ask Olga
out.  It had only take him 5
years…  With this in mind she bluntly ended her
story and looked forward towards the
route.

  It had
been on Rimer’s mind as well and although he was confused about the
abrupt finish, he was not prepared to start it off again and be
further induced to the cringe worthy stories of other men enjoying
her company in such a way.  They brought back
home the annoyance of how he had all the love in the world to give
her but, in fact, he only needed a sum of cash to
spare.  Not that it could be arranged in that way
after 5 years.

“Hey, Olga.  I
don’t suppose we could sit here for just a bit?”

Rimer suggested a path towards a
naked tree just on the edge of the walkway.

“Err sure. 
Yeah”

“I just wanted to write a few
things down in my note book”

Olga nodded in
agreement.

“Thanks,”

Rimer smiled before pulling out
the dog-eared, and not to mention dog-bitten, notebook, again
pulling the pencil from behind his ear.

“Oh but on one
term!”  Rosie rushed to say it.

“You read it to me this
time??

Rimer’s heart
pounded.  He had never read to Olga
before.  Even after 5 years she had never been
giving any insight as to how well he could potentially
write.  To be fair it had taken a mistake after 4
of those years for her to even know he wrote in the first
place.  It had always been an incredibly personal
hobby and a personal outlet.  Besides, most of
the poetry had been about Olga, and to recite certain love-fueled
phrases seemed like social and romantic suicide in his
eyes.  When she did find out it was through
accident as she picked up the notebook a year
before.  Before she could even open the front
cover though, Rimer had snatched it off her as if it were the most
important thing to him, which in fact, it most certainly
was.  He explained to her what it was but in no
way of a boastful nature, but instead out of embarrassment and the
intention of giving her no further motivation in curiosity as to
what laid within the brown pages.  Naturally,
Olga was only then keen to discover the poetry that was in there
but was not the sort to rummage through something as
personal.  She understood that sort of thing
completely and respected his wishes.

“Well I’m not sure
Olga.  I’m not feeling particularly inspired
today and…

“Oh excuses
excuses!  You know I’m going to hear one of them
someday.  That day should be
now!”

Rimer nodded before clicking the
pen into position.  The sweat had already started
to form as he attempted his up most to not allow the anxiety to
block the pathway into the poetic part of his
mind.

  ‘What
have you got to lose, eh?  It’s only one
person.  If she doesn’t like it then hey so
what?  Not as if she’s the girl you’ve fancied
for the past few years?’  His mind wasn’t helping
so he went with his old thought attitude which had normally helped
in the past.  This being the abrupt, albeit
essentially helpful saying of ‘Fuck it.  Lets
just do it!’

After nodding, again, Rimer began
to write with the occasional frown marking thought, as well as a
regular glance around for inspiration.

Olga laid down, resting her
head on her hands and shutting her eyes.  The
night had been busy so now seemed the perfect time to be catching
up on sleep. 

  About an
hour later, and ten minutes after Rimer had actually finished his
poem and was now prepared to perform it, she was awoken to hear
something she had hoped to hear for a whole
year.

“I could make excuses as to why
this isn’t my best, or set a low standard just to raise the chance
of it being a success or…”

“Just do neither and get on with
it,”

“Bingo.  Fuck
it.  I’ll just do it”

 

I wonder if she knows
that I love her,

I wonder if she knows
that I care,

Does she see me as I
hope that she sees me?

Does she think of me
when I’m not there?



One day I’m going to tell
her,

All the things that go
on in my head,

All my hopes and my
dreams and my worries,

All the things that I
haven’t yet said,

 

Tomorrow’s the time for
action,

To find out where I
stand,

Because I want to walk
with her,

And do it while hand in
hand,

 

By the ending line, Olga’s jaw had
dropped about an inch and her eyes were glazed as she stared at
Rimer.  Picking up on this vacant gaze he became
apprehensive.  He still had a few lines to go but
felt now had already been more than enough.

“Sorry… Have I bored
you?  There normally better I
promise.  It’s just you asked me to read it to
you so I was pressured and…’’ Olga, shocked by his interpretation,
quickly interrupted.

“Rimer!”

“I’m sorry
what?!”  He was now close to
tears.  His poetry was the only thing that kept
him going.  It was his piece of gold in a pile of
dirt.  If that gold became tarnished there really
was nothing left.  29 years of practice could all
have lead to nothing.  All the more reason why
this moment had been the start of something of such an importance
with it being considered the most important of Rimer’s
life.

“Your poetry… is
amazing,”

Rimer’s face sprung into life as
he tried his very best to hide the smug smile that was doing it’s
very best to showcase how proud he was to have been praised by,
possibly, his most important critic.  It became
even more difficult as he attempted even harder to contain outright
joy in his voice as he replied.

“Thank you! 
Thank you very much Olga!  Did you really like it
then?! What was it you liked about it?!”

Rimer became just like a child
showcasing a parent s picture he’d done at
school.

“Yes.  I’m
really shocked.  I never knew you could write so
well.  After all these years and years of you
writing and I’ve never known it.  I’m
just…speechless,”

No longer trying to hide how much
it meant to him, Rimer beamed and gave Olga one of the most
deserved hugs of her life.

“Rimer you’re so
stupid.”

Rimer’s smile collapsed in
confusing and disappointment.  Olga continued
quickly as she quickly grasped how it had initially affected
him.

“No no I mean why haven’t you done
anything at all with this?  For all this time
you’ve had this…this talent and you’ve kept it in that tatty
book?”

The confusion still
continued?  Was this a criticism or a
compliment?  If the latter then it was possibly
the strangest one he had ever gotten.

“Look.  There’s
a poetry club I know just off the street over
there.  Just past the telephone box your friend
uses as a toilet,”

“You don’t mean ‘The Blooming
Rose’ do you?”  Rimer questioned,
hopefully.

The Blooming Rose was a nice
place.  In fact it was a very nice
place.  The lights were glossy and, even in the
early morning light; it seemed to still shine
somehow.

This was most probably because
light tends to bounce off gold painted metal very
well.  It was too
nice.

“Yes Rimer.  Yes
I do mean The Blooming Rose.  What’s wrong with
that?”

“Have you seen how nice that place
is?!  There are velvet curtains, glass doors,
everyone who goes in wears suits while other men in red suits even
open the door for you.  They won’t let someone
like me in…”

Looking down at his attire
brought a feeling of self-pity to his stomach. 
His shoes were from a bin in an alley near the
park.  The left one had developed a new tongue
but instead on the bottom as the sole was only centre meters away
from falling off and joining the same fate as the other
shoe. 

  His
beige jogging bottoms were from a bin near the tube station off of
the main street.  Beige was a difficult
colour.  To Rimer it just seemed to look like a
dirty white and that white had only got dirtier over the
years. 

  Then up
towards his jacket, which was found next to a bin around the back
of a shut down, cheap clothes store.  It seemed
as if it was an experiment by someone to create an item of clothing
out of purely tennis balls.  The material was
matted and falling off regularly and the buttons were a cheap
feeling rubber.  However it was thick, and it was
essential during these months, especially considering Rimer hadn’t
been able to find a decent t shirt to wear underneath it for a long
while. 

  None of
them were long enough to cater for his curiously large height with
a matching skinny physicality.

“Ok well maybe it is a bit fancy
for your sorts, no offense of course, but don’t worry as I know
people there so getting in isn’t a problem.”

“Really?!  How
is it you know them that well?  I didn’t know you
were into those sorts…” Again, the analogy of needing only a bit of
cash swamped him.

“Rimer. Remember what I
do.”

“I know…”

Olga continued to drive the point
home.

“I’m only into them as they’re my
type and my types are the ones who’ve got the money to spare and
mean I can have a meal most nights”

They sat quietly for a few
minutes.  Olga’s job was not something she was
not proud of but she ensured she didn’t show it. 
Rimer wasn’t going to question it, as there was no
need.  They both understood it was just
glaze.

“There’s a show
tomorrow.  We’re going to do it
tomorrow,”

“Tomorrow?!  But
that’s…tomorrow!  So soon!  I’m
nowhere near ready to do it by then!  Lets just
please do it later please.  Maybe next
week,”

“Maybe 5 years
time?  Going by how long it takes you to get
anything done I’m putting my foot in.  You’re
doing it tonight, even if it means I have to drag your sorry ass up
that lovely red carpet,”

It wasn’t open for
discussion.  The choice literally lay on the idea
of going tonight or never.  If Rimer refused to
go tonight and even go to such lengths as to hide, Olga was most
definitely not going to offer the favour again 
‘Now or never.  This could be it.’ he
thought.  Hesitantly he looked at Olga in the
eyes and replied.

“Fine. 
Tomorrow…”

Olga’s tough love subsided as she
gave Rimer his congratulation cheek kiss and throwing her arms
around her.

“I’m proud of you
Anthony.  Trust me.  You’ll be
completely fine,”

She had used Rimer’s real name.  That
was a good sign.  ‘Maybe this could actually go
well.  Maybe this could be the point I do what
I’ve always dreamed of.  Maybe even show Olga how
much I love her.  Need to stop getting ahead of
myself.  Still though, a man can
dream…’










Chapter 2

 


“Bloody hell
mate.  You’re really bricking it ain’t
ya?”

Marko chuckled as he watched Rimer
rock back and forth on the bench.

“Look, not today
O.K?  This means a lot to me and its happening
in…”  He quickly looked at the rusted clock on
the town hall.

“Only another
hour!”  Rimer was in panic. 
His face was dripping with sweat and although it was cold anyway,
he would’ve still been shivering regardless of the
weather.  Marko tried to help in his own sort of
way.

“Ohh for God’s sake calm it
down.  It’s only some stupid bit of
poetry.  The sort of people that go there are
right ponces.  Don’t worry about their almighty
criticism as they’ll have their heads so far up their own ass
they’re not going to even hear what you’re going to say, let alone
take the piss outta you for it,”

“Some stupid bit of
poetry?  How can you say that? 
You were the first person I told about this all those years
ago.  You personally know how long I’ve been
writing, hoping for something like this to
happen.  To think we used to write
together,”

“Yeah mate.  It
was a long while back.  I started to think about
something that matters though.  Like how to scam
half of London out of their change so we can
eat.  Judging by today’s complete screw up
though, I guess it’s not been on your mind too
much,”

  Although
it completely infuriated him to realize it, Marko did have a
point.  Even after all these years Rimer was most
certainly not street-wise.  Many a time he had
got accidentally involved with a wide range of gangs ranging from
small bully-crews of about three, up to the large organization’s
who secretly had just that more control over the town than
everyone, even the police.  Rimer had lost count
of the times Marko had saved him, either through his snake-like
speech allowing him to speak their way out, or with his buffalo
like strength keeping them at bay until they got the
idea.   

  While
Marko had been making connections, bench pressing off of benches
and finding as much as possible about everyone worth knowing about,
Rimer had been looking for inspiration in the emotions of
loneliness, views from particular benches and alienation, and when
the necessities of food and safety were at stake it was the first
batch of skills that were really going to
help.  It wasn’t hard to understand why Marko
tended to look down on the time-consuming
poetry.  Still, their friendship had been strong
for years and it was something that seemed impossible to break down
as at the end of the day, poetry and prostitute love interests
aside, all they really had was each other.

  Marko
began laughing .

“By Christ
though.  I admit it was bloody funny looking at
that business birds face as you just casually walk off with your
supposed broken leg!  You bloody
nuttah!”

  Rimer
joined in with the laughter.

“Yeah, yeah
alright!”

It was a brilliant
distraction from the enclosing event.  They both
wiped the tears from their eyes and smiled at each
other. 

  It’s
often the little disputes that bring people closer
together.  Any friendship without arguments has
something wrong with it.  It’s a sign that people
aren’t being completely true to themselves while in company with
each other.

“Ahh Rimer my
man.  Don’t look now but here comes salty lips
right your way.”

  Olga was
walking down the main street in what seemed to be completely new
clothes.  Her leather high heels shined and
clopped as she walked while her black sequined dress caught any
streetlamp it could find before using it to dazzle. He turned
around to the clock and wondered why she could have possibly needed
to be there so early.

“Olga, we’ve still got 40 minutes
to go!  I’m still not ready!”

“Yes I know what the time is,
Rimer.  We’re not going yet”

She smiled before pulling out a
case of cigars, each wrapped in shiny red paper.

Marko’s eyes lit up before almost
drooling over them.

“How the hell did you manage to
get those buggers?!”

“I’ve met myself a
man.  A nice man with a nice big wallet as
well.  He decided to treat me today and I’ve got
these lovely clothes and those gentlemen’s cigars to show for
it,”

Suddenly, the cigar seemed much
less appealing to Rimer.

“Not for me
thanks,”

“Cor, do my eyes fool me or has
Rimer the chimney actually turned down tobacco?”

Rimer turned towards Olga before
pulling face with little emotion other than
inquisition.

“No. 
Seriously.  I’m alright.  So
Olga.  You’ve met this man today and he’s buying
you clothes and cigars?  That’s awfully strange
for a first date don’t you think Marko?”

With his eyes still staring at the
cigar in her hand, he was not listening particularly
intently.  His ears were
elsewhere.  Already half way through the cigar in
his own mind, all of his senses had been dedicated to the
approaching moment.

“Err yeah sure. 
Whatever mate?  Now Olga how’s about that
cigar…?”

She was now in a full
staring battle with Rimer.  It was already
obvious to her that he would cotton on very
quickly.  He would quickly work out that this
wasn’t the love fuelled shopping spree she had depicted it
as.  It was the shopping spree of a man
determined to save his, already-failing, marriage by buying off a
mistake he’d made in a difficult
week. 

  Olga
didn’t believe he would be so rude to make such a thing out of it
though.  Especially when considering what she was
just about to do for him.

“Fine, Rimer. 
Be like that.  Here you go
Marko.  Someone who’ll appreciate
it,”

The eye-lock
continued.  From one way was disappointment. The
other one was an attempt to show apathy towards that
disappointment. 

 
Eventually, the deadlock was broken as Rimer gazed down to the end
of the shuttered street.  There were more
important things at hand and, although not able to do anything
about it, he realized he wasn’t really angry at Olga for
blackmail.  That was irrelevant in the whole
truth of things.  He was just venting anger that
she had brought this very situation on him and it was happening
in…well they’d probably take about 15 minutes to get
there.  They’d have to avoid the alleys in such
low light, meaning the main roads were the only
way.

  They all
stood in silence, but not in the shape of an awkward
one.  It was perfectly in tune with the rest of
the high street with every broken lamp and burnt bin keeping itself
to itself as were Rimer, Olga and
Marko. 

  Rimer
had his nerves to occupy his mind.  It held
strong meanings but more importantly it was another chance at
mental escape from the bitter cold truth of the big matters that
they were always trying to sweep under other
troubles.  In fact, this often tended to be the
most important element for him because he held on to his own life
with fingertips.  It was difficult to keep
holding on and what made it even worse was the mocking motivation
to just let go and end the struggle as fast as
possible. 
 

  When
left on his own to wonder, some thought trails came to awful
conclusions.  ‘Why would you hold on for so many
years when the situation you were in was nearly
unbearable?’  ‘Why put in so much effort if all
that comes out of it was this pig sty of a reward?’
 

  Rimer
wasn’t stupid and understood the harsh realities of all
matters.  He was a lot smarter than Olga who
often couldn’t really articulate or completely understand the
situation.  Despite this though, Rimer still
followed Olga’s idea of avoiding the problem and tried his very
best to ignore being too clever.  His poetry had
been a God send and it greatly helped towards the
distraction.

  A few
minutes passed before the quite was taken away by
Olga.

‘’Well enough of this small talk
then,’’ she shrugged sarcastically.

‘’Come on
Rimer.  We need to go now’’

Rimers eyes swelled within
their sockets as realization kicked in.  It was
the exact words he knew she would say and they had been spinning
and circling his mind to insanity producing
levels.  It marked the point of the start of the
event.  No more comfort of it being in the
future.  No more chance of avoiding it in his
mind.  Now Rimer had to truly focus and do his
best to get his head into some working order but he was completely
exhausted and it was near-impossible to muster up the strength to
really try and turn his thinking
around. 

  Being
nervous had been the reason for his lack of
energy.  The anxiety had wanted so very much and
all day it had been eating and devouring all comfort and logic
inside of him in it’s bid to completely take
control.  So far it was doing well, playing
perfectly on the system of ‘flight or fight’.  It
wanted Rimer to give up.  Escape.
 Be pathetic.  Make him give up
his dreams so it could enjoy watching his embarrassment and
disappointment in
himself. 

  It was
time to kick it up a notch and take the bull by the
horns.  He had realized fear didn’t get him
sympathy from Olga.  She looked down on it and it
was this that motivated Rimer to really do his best to brave the
nerve-storm.  With this he jolted into position
and lead the way towards The Blooming Rose. 
Olga’s head followed in a slight confusion but quickly
followed.  After they had gone a few paces, a
lapse in Marko’s concentration on the cigar allowed him to realize
their departure.

‘’Oh you’re
off?  Good luck mate!  You’ll
own it!’’

  Little
was said on their way.  They both had a lot on
their mind.  Rimer was shaking as he walked and
he was becoming to feel exhausted from his mental
barrage.  However, he was not too busy to notice
that Olga had begun to shake and was walking in zig
zags.

“Olga?  What are
you doing?,”

  All he
could hear was small snippets of her words which were wrapped
inside, an otherwise incoherent, mumble.  Rimer
knew exactly what she meant though.  It was the
fact that her words made no sense that made it sound as loud as it
did.

“What is it you’ve
taken?!”

The words began to creep out
slowly from her limp mouth.

“Oh. 
Bloody.  Comedown. 
Fuck”

Rimer pulled her to sit on a
bench, his mind entirely fixed on making sure Olga was going to be
ok.  He held her head up and spoke to her,
imagining what he’d like to hear if he was 10 minutes away from
hitting back down to the coldness of reality.

“Just take it
easy.  Ride it out.  Just ride
it out.  I’m here and everything’s
fine.  Everything’s fine.”

   It
seemed to be working and Olga’s neck gradually started to hold the
weight of her hard rather then to throw it to her
knees.

  After
getting to her feet, she stared towards the nothingness and let her
mind adjust to where she was standing, getting used to, again,
thinking in the present and being responsible and knowledgeable
about what was happening, rather than being 10 minutes in the past
where nothing is in your control, therefore it not being anything
to do with you.  In theory
anyway.

  She
turned from watching the end of the street to a silver watch on her
right arm, much to Rimer’s surprise.  Now wasn’t
the time for confrontation.  Olga’s mind would be
in a very delicate place and the slightest stress could push
everything into panic.

  “We’re
late…”  She paused and looked as if
confused.

  “Are we
not going?”

Rimer asked cautiously but he was
certain they still wouldn’t be going.  Her mind
was halfway to collapsing and she would need to find somewhere to
sort it all back again as the depression.  Still,
it needed to not come across too arrogant or she’d become
annoyed.  It didn’t matter that all his dreams
would now probably be put on hold for another
week.  His nerves could be put to rest until
then.

 
“No.  We’re still
going,”

The backs of Rimer’s eyes bulged
as he felt all his anxiety swell back inside
him.  How could she possibly feel comfortable
taking herself across town he thought.  He
watched her slowly climb to her feet, take a deep breath, turn
around and begin walking without any need of a
reply.  Rimer rubbed his face in sheer
disappointment and followed her.  Just like a
child following it’s mother to school.










Chapter 3

 


“Look at you. 
You bleedin’ mess.  You aren’t coming in like
that I’m afraid.  Come back when you don’t look
like you’ve dressed from a rubbish bin”

It was an ironic choice of words
but Rimer wasn’t particularly interested in that as he stared back
into the aging mans cold eyes.  They perfectly
matched his red coat in colour, and they weren’t going to back down
from the stare.

Olga slunk into the conversation
and stared directly back on account of Rimer.

“It’s okay
Roger.  He’s with me,”

Roger’s face drooped in surprise
as he gazed to Rimer in his bin attire and then to Olga in her
expensive sequined dress a number of times before finding the words
to say.

“You’re going in with this
disgrace of man?  What happened to that nice lad
you were with last week Olga?  You can do much
better,”

Completely demoralized, Rimer
looked towards his shoes.  He was a sensitive man
and, however hard he tried, he couldn’t help but take things to
heart.  Since his father had told him he’d amount
to nothing day after day, he’d begun to do the worst thing of
starting to believe it.

  When
inside, Rimer kept himself to himself.  Olga
greeted the odd person in there and seemed to know a considerable
amount.  Unsurprisingly, a lot of them were dodgy
looking guys, treating her as if their encounter had been something
different to every other one that night.

  This
carried on until they were only 5 minutes away from his performance
a sudden sensation took over the whole of
Rimer.

‘’Oh bloody
hell…’’  His whole face dropped as if completely
numb.  Olga immediately caught on with the large
rumble being her clue.  She whispered so to not
raise any suspicion.

‘’Look.  Stop
your games and get ready.  You’re on after this
guy,’’

‘’No…No I’ve got to go…right
now,’

  Before
Olga could stop him he had already dashed to the other side of the
grand hall, not feeling trapped at all by the condescending stares
being placed on him. 

  She
stood there politely brushing off her embarrassment with a smile
which said as best as it could…  ‘Yes, I
understand my friend has actually just ran to the toilet
in a way which does not leave any need for imagination for the
reasons behind it and, although you can easily sense the
embarrassment from me, I can, and will, still pretend I don’t
care,’

  But
despite it’s cringe-fulfilling abilities, it was a good example of
another phase left out of the ‘fight or flight’
system.  Many people tend to forget the third
word that deserves as much as a place as the other two and that
word being the fittingly sounded, ‘shite’.  The
nerves had now moved to his bowels as the energy gave way flooding
his mind with dread and something else being worryingly close to
flooding his pants.

  Rimer
sat and sighed.  This brief moment of relief was
only a small island of calm amongst a sea of
worry.  He pulled out his notebook throwing the
pages aside until he got to the poem he was to read
out.  As he read it out his mind criticized every
single line as he imagined people’s reactions.
 

  The
mental bullying continued until Rimer decided to pull his trousers
up and get on with it.

  As he
left the room Olga appeared from around the corner of the toilet
door and grabbed his shoulder

“Everyone’s been
waiting!  Get up there now!”

  Rimer’s
mind came to the mortifying conclusion that the whole room had been
sitting there all that time, with only their imagination letting
them wonder why it had taken him so long to
appear.  He guessed around 50 people all sat
round expensive polished black tables which were surrounded by men
in expensive suits and women in expensive dresses who sat on
expensive leather seats.  Of each of those people
Rimer could feel their eyes and as he made his way up to the stage
his feet became incredibly heavy with every move feeling incredibly
unnatural.

  Rimer
pulled the tall stool towards him and carefully maneuvered himself
onto it.  He opened the notebook and began
flicking towards the page in a time that, to him, felt like an
eternity.

  Still
the deathly silence continued.  Not even a slight
rustle from anyone.  Everyone’s attention was
undivided, interested into why and how this dirty, smelly being had
even managed to be allowed through the doors, let alone sit on
their stage and read out his equally shabby
poetry.

  Rimer
had found the page and stared at it for a few
seconds.

‘Fuck it,’ He
thought.

 

Our paths have crossed
and tangled into mess,

We only took the road we
felt was the best,

There was so much that
we wanted to gain,

But our hope was lost
along the grain,

 

You saw it all but you
needed more,

You invite me in but
then lock the door,

And you say I should
have more fun,

But you don’t see this
harsh loaded gun,

 

Unfortunate is not
enough to describe,

There is no joy that I
can prescribe,

When you look at me what
do you see?

Do you understand all
you’re doing to me,

 

Is breaking my
heart?

 

He’d pushed every one of the
words out. After shutting the book he forced himself to look up at
the crowd.  Nothing.  Not even
a slight rustle.  There’d been claps before but
there was just silence.  A tumbleweed would have
seemed entirely
appropriate. 

  Rimer
swallowed down his tight throat and stepped off the stage before
walking to Olga.  Not sure what to think he just
stared at her for any form of judgment on his
performance.

  Olga
said nothing.  However, she soon smiled and gave
him an embracing hug.

“I’m so proud of
you”

  What
happened next though, was something that stayed with Rimer for a
very, very long time.  The moment was then
tainted by a man from across the way.  He felt
like he was saying exactly what everyone else was
thinking.

“Well, I’m not
proud.  That was a load of rubbish, so get your
dirty hobo body out of here and come back when anyone gives a
crap,”

  Although
no one backed up his point, no one disagreed with it
either.  This was more than enough to throw
Rimer’s emotions into a pit.  They sunk down
lower than he knew they could.  Down to the very
bottom where it’s almost unbelievable that it could ever climb its
hopeful way back up.

  His eyes
swelled.  His face was blood
red.  His throat was dry.  His
voice was non-existent.

  It was
quite for a few minutes.  Olga turned to Rimer
before being hit with the obvious turmoil he had gone
through.  To her, that was one of the bravest
events she had witnessed in her entire
life.

 Rimer
dashed for the door with a lump in his throat. 
It was his worst fear happening to him right there and
then.  It was most definitely reality but the
power and disappointment swelling his mind made it twist and turn,
telling himself that ‘this can’t possibly be
real.  Nothing can possibly be this
bad.  Right?’

  The
point was that this wasn’t just a bad poetry reading to a bad crowd
for Rimer.  This was the ending of an
era.

  Before
he managed to escape though, he felt his shoulder being
held.  The hand was soft though and Rimer turned
to see a woman of about 30 looking at him.  She
spoke to him in her equally soft and shy
voice.

“Hey.  Erm, if
it means anything to you.  I thought it
was…really good actually,”

Emotions begun to bubble and
swell.  This was what he
needed.  It was all he needed. 
It would be all he needed for the next 15 years.

“I’m Rosie,”

“I’m…Rimer,”

They awkwardly shook hands and
both blushed slightly.

“Well Rimer.  If
you ever have the time, I’d love to hear more from
you,”

Rosie handed over the card with
only the best intentions possible.

 

This was what he needed.  It was all he
needed.  It would be all he needed for the next
15 years.










Part 2

Olga








Olga had just slipped on her trousers before lighting a
cigarette.

“Th-th-thank you?”

He stumbled out the words, unsure whether it was
appropriate.

“Whatever, creep,”

She didn’t even give him the satisfaction of a glance.  The
balding man’s lip quivered as he quickly decided against talking
again.  Her personality had changed drastically over the past
two minutes.  Confused, he rushed his trousers and shoes on,
before dashing from the alley with his suit jacket over his
shoulder.

  After making sure the dirty man had gone for good, she
pulled out a phone from her top and begun searching it
thoroughly.

‘Mm.  A wife.  Two Children.  A cozy job at
Bannems Corp.  This guys a lost sap.  Definitely not a
regular to this sort of thing.  He’s perfect.  Family,
easily strung mind and, most importantly, money.  Lots of it
too.  Here we go then…








Chapter 4

 


It was
3:56am. 

Well, according to the rusted
clock upon the town hall anyway.

Olga slumped onto a bench next to
the fountain.

‘It’s been a very long
night’ she thought before looking into her jacket
pocket.  She felt more
drastically.  Still nothing.

‘Ah that’s all I
need,’

Olga put her lighter away and
sighed.  She put an alarm on for 6:00am on the
balding mans phone before pulling her jacket over
her.

“Good night me” she
whispered.

Her work was relatively lonely and
just to hear any noise that didn’t involve sex made her life seem
all the more human.

  Olga
closed her eyes and let her mind take
control.

 


“Olga?! 
Olga”

“Yes, Ma I’m
here!”

 
Sertuinov put her hand over her heart and
smiled.

“Oh
my.  You look beautiful my little
swan.  Your Father would have been so proud of
you!”

  No
reply.  There was a sharp contrast between Olga’s
flamboyant, Russian-made dress, and the bitter frown above
it.

 
Without the need for explanation Sertuinov immediately
understood.  Her daughter always had to be
difficult.  She just wasn’t normal like the other
girls.  Every other person had bought their
daughter a beautiful dress for the occasion and she watched in envy
as they all ran up to their Ma with tears of
joy.  Olga had just shook her hand before kicking
her shoes off and placing her feet back in her thick, leather
boots.  Sertuinov had felt the other parents
stares but had decided to pretend like she
hadn’t. 

  She
loved her darling Olga so very much but had been given apathy and
indifference in return.  A mother’s love never
leaves but it can deteriorate slowly and, in some eyes, it can turn
them insane to witness it.

“Ma, this is so bloody
uncomfortable!”

Sertuinov gasped before
clipping her ear with her hefty, sausage fingered
hand.

“You mind your
language!  Kovine will not shake the hand of a
girl who has such a dirty mouth!”

“Yes
Ma…”  Olga looked downwards. 
She understood how much this meant to Ma but she could never come
close to understanding why this man was so important that he
deserved twenty young girls to line up for him. 
To be honest, she found it quite
sick.

“I know you haven’t
exactly been looking forward to this but its
tradition.  That’s all you need to
know.  Now.  On with your other
shoes and off you go,”

 

“BEEP! BEEP! 
BEEP!”

6:00am.  It was
time to get a move on before the place was flooded with grey
blurs.

  She
lifted her jacket and let fall onto her shoulders and headed off,
staggering to keep the balance on her heels whilst in her tired
state.

  After a
quick glance into her bag, Olga’s eyes lit up.  A
clump of money rest on the jet black material at the
bottom.

‘O.K, O.K.  6am.
Quick trip to see Sniff and then catch that man just before he gets
into work.  Going to take ages though in these
bastard heels…’

  Olga
reached down and kicked off her stilettos, placing them with the
money.  She had always hated that sort of
thing.  Pretty, girly, purely for looks rather
than comfort, but with the line of work she was in, it was
essential to make at least a little effort, especially as she was
hitting 27 within the year.  The wrinkles were
getting harder and harder to cover with drugstore
foundation.

  As Olga
walked, the cold quickly numbed the pain of the jagged gravel on
her feet.  No one would give her any looks so she
felt completely comfortable walking on her tights, which had worn
away from the bottom.  Everyone in town at this
time was a bit strange, and for someone to judge her would be both
unlikely and hypocritical.

  On the
way to Sniff’s house, many examples of this were
found.  The outside of the run down and deserted
bargain clothes store was home to a tramp who perhaps fancied
himself as the next number one recording artist. 
He would casually sing at the top of his voice and today he was in
full spirit with an old Sinatra classic.

  ‘He most
definitely hasn’t got the looks of Sinatra and, as far as I know,
he wasn’t tone deaf but still; that mans got the volume
sorted…’

  “Any
spare change darlin’?”

He broke mid-line as soon a he
caught a glimpse of her.

“You’re asking the wrong gal
Frank,”

  The
singing man gave a puzzled face before looking back up to the sky
and starting right back from where he had
stopped.

  Olga
continued on her way, somewhat surprised at how content she
felt.  Maybe it was the clear blue sky
above.  Maybe it was the feeling of excitement at
the plan she was about to perform, something which she’d thought
about for a very long time.  Maybe it was just
the fact that she had the money to buy whatever she
wanted.  The question of what to get though
occupied her mind as she walked.

 
‘Charlie?  Too short lived. 
This is a celebration.  It needs to make it last
as long as possible.  Skag? 
Too powerful.  I won’t be able to move for God
knows how long.  I’ve got things I need to do
today.  Billy?  It’d keep me
awake, chatty and buzzing for hours. 
Perfect.’

  Olga
dreamed the upcoming moment vividly.  The smell
of it coming out of its wrap.  The look of the
needle being tapped.  Watching it slide so easily
into the arm.  All of it seemed perfect and
glazed over her mind.

  Her feet
glided towards the flat where she’d find Sniff’s
room.  The door to go inside was always
open.  If people were planning to get inside, a
lock wasn’t going to stop them, so after the first 12 break ins,
the council marked it as a lost cause and left it to it’s own
devices, much to Sniff’s satisfaction.

  The walk
up the substance stained stairs continued until the top floor
where, again, the door was left only on a latch with enough of a
gap to see exactly what was going on.

  Olga put
her face right up to the whole and gazed round. 
One.  Two. 
Three.  Four.  She could
immediately see four people all lying on the cushioned floor,
encapsulated in their own mind and enjoying every second of
it.  None of them were Sniff
though.  He would be making sure to stay stable
so to keep a sobre eye on things.

“Sniff?  Sniff!?
,”

  A face
immediately filled the gap with it’s nose and lips folding
outwards.  The face turned until one eye was
showing.  The suddenness of the appearance
startled Olga.  The expression quickly turned
from curiosity to relieved happiness.

“Olga!  Oh it’s
good to see you!  Good to see
you.  Erm.  Would you like to
come in?..”

“Yeah, it would be nice
Sniff,”

  He stood
back and Olga listened to the scratch of the door opening, followed
by it’s creak.

  Sniff
lead her with his yellow hands to a kitchen separated from the main
lounge where the four others laid.  It was a
large contrast and was always kept incredibly
clean.  It was essentially the work office of the
house and provided enough stable and flat surfaces to do business
at.  They both sat down on deck chairs around a
glass garden table.  Sniff
fidgeted.

“So…   How are
you?”  He didn’t even look into her eyes as he
spoke, looking directly at the fridge with the words ‘buy milk’ in
coloured magnetic letters.

“Why do we insist on the small
talk?  It’s not needed.  I know
why I’m here.  You know why I’m
here.  Anything else is just
unnecessary,”

Sniff’s eyes gazed straight into
hers.  With a face wrinkling frowned he
replied.

“It’s called customer
service.  I read it in my
book.  It’s meant to make most people happy with
me and come back to me.  Gain a bit of
loyalty,”

“Sniff, I’m a Russian prostitute
here to buy speed.  I’m not most
people,”

He let up his frown and his eyes
returned to the fridge before quickly glancing
back.

“Point taken. 
Speed you say?  Speedbomb or
sniff?”

“Neither,”

“Inject??”  His
frown turned to mountains.  Olga nodded in
agreement before giving a cheeky smile.  Sniff
continued, seeming genuinely enthralled at the
proposal.

“Hardcore,
woman!  That’s what I like to
see!  Roll your sleeves up. 
Higher,”

  Olga
watched.  She smelt it as it came out of the
wrap.  She watched the needle being
flicked.  She watched it slide into her
arm.  She shut her eyes and waited for the
rollercoaster.

 

 
There were mothers and daughters everywhere all looking at each
other in admiration.  Olga had decided to look
down as much as possible, hoping no one she knew from school would
see her.  If they did her reputation would’ve
been lost.  How would she scare anyone into
anything  if they knew she was just a
dress-toting, tiara wearing ‘princess’ like the rest of
them?

“Olga you look
beautiful,”

“Thanks
Ma,”

She replied
apathetically and continued to make herself as inconspicuous as
possible.

“Today could be your day
Olga!  Look up and
smile,”

There was no
reply.

“Please
darling.  Please.  Do it for
me?”

‘Ah how could
she!?’  Olga thought.  ‘How
dare she use the ‘do it for me’ card!

 
Hesitantly, Olga looked up towards the festival
road.  It wouldn’t be long before dozens of
floats would be gliding down it, all in the name of needless
self-advertising.  It happened every year but, in
her opinion, it only ever got worse.  Be that
because of her cynicism getting stronger with her growing maturity
or it being the case wasn’t relevant.

 
Suddenly the sound of trumpets could be heard in the near distance
as the floats began to travel closer and
closer.


  Beautiful
girls lead everything as they danced around, flying their ribbons
around, spinning like flowers in the wind.  This
was followed by all the important figures that, standing atop the
vehicles, were being imitated.

  All
of these passed by with little interest to Olga. 
She was indifferent and uninterested in all its faux
patriotism.

 
Eventually, the main event that everyone had been waiting for came
into fruition.  Kovine was walked down to the end
of the road, carried on a gold looking, cushioned platform held up
by four men with the poles that protruded from
it.

  Olga
was lightly pushed by Sertuinov towards the developing line in
front of him.  There was twelve girls in
total.  All in their best dresses, with all their
mothers in high pride and excitement. 
Reluctantly, Olga joined the line at the
end.

 
Kovine was lowered down and, calmly, took to the
floor.  Left foot first.  Then
the right.  Slowly, he walked towards them,
plainly judging every single one.

  Olga
remained still, not making much attempt at catching his
eye.

 He
had gone up and down four times now, before stopping and tuning to
make it the eventual choice.

 
Everywhere was completely silent and Kovine stood with his arms
crossed eyeing them all.

He pointed towards Olga
and smiled.


“You,”

She delayed her
response.  Maybe for effect. 
Maybe out of nerves.

“No,
thanks,”

The crowd gasped as
Kovine’s face sunk to the ground.  This was not
the smartest thing Olga had done, and she wasn’t going to be
treated too kindly for breaking the tradition that had been going
for 94 years.










Chapter 5

 


Olga sat on the stone wall only a stones throw away from the
entrance of Bannerns Corp.

  Now it was a waiting game.  Olga could wait
though.  Everything was now kicking in and she could feel
herself becoming attached, but not stuck, to where she was.

  The bright yellow taxis began flooding the small drop-off
point out the front but all carried on forward, too much in their
own dull comfortable routine to ever notice the high woman
slouching over herself so nearby.

  Her eyes were sharp, eagle-like, ready to catch the one
guy in the suited, tight knit blur of grey.  A number of times
Olga’s brain flickered with harsh excitement of success before
realizing it was just yet another man who had lost his hair and
happened to also be wearing a grey suit.

  ‘Clones.  All of them.  All doing the same
thing.  How the hell am I going to find the man?!’  She
thought.

  A few minutes passed but still there was nothing. 
Shapes started to drip in anxiety as her confidence in the
situation started to melt.  Maybe this wasn’t going to be as
easy as she had first believed.  Still, Olga’s eyes continued
to flick between left and right, rapidly, in succession.

  Eventually her patience was rewarded.  A lone black
taxi pulled up towards the entrance before a clumsy man stumbled
over the curb out of it, obviously in a rush.

  Olga knew it was him straight away.  She could tell
by the way he rushed.  .  The way his trouser flies were
undone.  The messy way in which he had done his tie.  The
way he dragged his suitcase out of the door.  The way he
dropped it, spilling all the papers out across the floor. 
This was most definitely the clumsy man she had seen the night
before. He was the prey, and Olga was going to take him out like a
lioness.

  Bearing in mind he was pre-occupied with the countless,
dull documents on the floor.  She unstuck herself from the
wall before casually strolling towards him with a catwalk. 
Olga was looming over him.

“You need help?”

Without looking up he answered.

“Oh.  Y-y-yes.  Yes, thank you”

With this, she took the invitation and crouched down, right to
the level of his eyes and pierced right into them to grab his
attention.  The man looked up briefly, then within a split
second after looked again as his face drained of colour.

“Y-y-you!”

Olga smirked.

“Why hello.  So you remember me then?”

“Of course!  W-w-what are you doing her?!”

She stood up before looking down on him.  It was the
perfect way to show that, again, she was the dominant one and she
was in control.

“I’m here to strike a deal, my good friend,”

The man’s face turned to more of a puzzled look.

“W-w-what sort of deal?  W-w-why is there any need for a
deal?”

  Olga pulled the phone from out of her top and begun to
throw it up and down, catching it each time, but still keeping her
eyes fixed on him.  His jaw dropped as he gasped.

“My phone!”

“That’s right.  So let me get straight to the point
Mr…”

She gestured with her other hand for a reply.  There seemed
surprise from him at the inclusion of formalities into this
conversation.

“Erm…  It’s T-t-trotter,”

  Olga nodded and continued.

“O.K then Mr. Trotter, let’s talk.  I have your
phone.  Your phone has rather a few numbers.  Of which,
one is your lovely darling wife, Anna.  Unless those texts are
misleading?  There isn’t yet another woman in your life is
there Mr. Trotter?”

“N-n-no!  Please!  Don’t talk to her for God’s
sake!  I-i-it’s not me!”

“Oh I know it’s not you Mr. Trotter.  I know all
too well that’s not the real you, as you might put it.
 I’m glad you see where I’m going with this though,”

She was enjoying this level of control far too much.  She
loved standing over this bumbling man, basically telling him that
he did exactly what she wanted him to do.

“So here’s the deal.  Weekly, you keep me financially
secure and I will keep your marriage secure.  How does that
sound?”

Mr. Trotter was lost for words.  How could this have
possibly happened?  He made one mistake and suddenly
everything had been turned to dirt.  His mind was in
loops.  ‘How was I supposed to know it could come to
this?  What if I hadn’t seen this manipulative women that
night.  What if I’d decided to go straight home after work,
rather than the off-license.  What if Anna hadn’t been seeing
that bastard behind my back?’  What if, what if, what
if.  It was how everything was starting him his clouded
head.

  This thought process was halted though by
impatience.  Olga lost her smug grin and adopted a more
forceful attitude.  She needed a result fast.

“So?!  What is it Mr. Trotter?  Your money, or your
life?”

“How will I know you’ll keep to your w-w-word?  G-g-give me
my phone!”

Mr. Trotter’s adrenaline had really started to flow and he
pushed himself to argue.  Olga realized this and make sure her
assertiveness was known.

“You aren’t in a bargaining position right now you slimy
mess!’

He couldn’t help but look down like a small child being told off
by his mother.  Her Voice relaxed however.

“But here you go.  You can have it,”

Olga passed the phone back to Mr. Trotter.  He was confused
but ecstatic at the same time.  Was this some awful joke she
had played?  A twisted form of banter between a prostitute and
her client?  He considered a thank you but left without. 
Besides, his heart was only about to sink again.

“But remember Mr. Trotter.  You may have your phone. 
But I still have your numbers in my head.  And that, I’m
afraid, you can’t have.  We’ll be in touch,”

Olga turned round and gave a Cheshire cat grin.  She had
pulled it off.  So far so good.  As she walked on, all
she heard was the sobbing of Mr. Trotter as he slid his feet
towards another day at the office.










Chapter 6
New Chapter


Today was the first meeting Olga was to have with
Kovine.  Her excitement was less than jumping as she, again,
begun to put on her elaborate outfit.

  The door jolted open and Olga naturally covered
herself up.  It was Sertuinov.

“Oh sorry darling!”

Olga shrugged her answer back.  Sertuinov carried on
with a beaming smile.

“I know you don’t understand it yet, but you will be as
proud as me one day.  You will look back in great nostalgia
and realize how important this is,”

  Olga spoke for the first time that day.

“I know ma.  Just, I find it hard to care about
something so unimportant to me O.K?”

  Sertuinov looked at her trying, but not hard enough,
to hide the disappointment on her face.

“Well, try to O.K?”

  The truth was though, that Olga really did care. Not
with hidden excitement, but with an apprehensive fear.  She
had seen a lot of girls go and see Kovine and come back
different.  Not a good different either.  They looked
fine on the outside, but looking in their eyes made you really
wonder.  You couldn’t help but feel that something had come
loose inside their head.

  Olga thought back to Lucetta.  They used to be
such good friends to each other but after she came out that palace,
she was definitely not the same person.  Not as bubbly. 
Not as funny.  Not as talkative.  She’d had left a part
of herself there and filled the gap with bitterness.

  In case of hurting her feelings, Olga wouldn’t want
to tell her what she thought of the Lucetta that had then stood
before her.  It was certain though, she thought, that Lucetta
had already realized it anyway.

“Get those shoes on! Chop chop!  You are already
exceedingly lucky he even wants to see you with your little
stunt.  Don’t make things even worse.  For goodness sake
Olga, why in the world did you do it?  And give me a straight
answer this time,”

Again, Olga just shrugged her shoulders.  She wasn’t
prepared to tell her it was so he’d change his mind.  In
Sertuinov’s eyes, for someone to be so rude just in the pursuit of
personal gain would be considerably looked down on.  Olga
could hear her Ma now.  ‘That’s unacceptably selfish!’ 
Before she’d list who it’s selfish to before her classic
catchphrase line, ‘You never think about what I want!’, the irony
being that it was in fact very rarely that Sertuinov genuinely
thought about what Olga wanted.  She lived her life through
her daughter.  She had grown up particularly masculine as a
woman but had somehow given birth to a daughter of natural
beauty.  To have her daughter picked as the most respectful
and beautiful girl in the town, allowed Sertuinov to further
imagine what it’d be like for herself.

  In her eyes she was helping Olga by letting her do
‘what was for the best’ as ‘she doesn’t know what’s good for
her’.  A common parental mistake is to underestimate the
contents and sprit of their child.  This mistake is
particularly dire when it your daughter is Olga Malkovich.

  They both walked towards the palace and stood at the
gate, looking in awe.  Sertuinov turned to Olga, before
kissing her on the forehead.

“Make me proud Olga.  Do it for me, please,”

Olga didn’t reply and went into the palace, her imagination
twisting from what could possibly be in there waiting for
her.

 

Morning.  It had come round quick.  Olga thought back
to the night before but the pictures came in a distorted
fashion.

  It was those first few moments in the morning that she
often used to do her checks.  Today’s results went as so.

 

1st Question:  Am I injured in anyway?

1st Answer:    Minus the off cut and
bruise I seem fine.  Nothing too unusual.

 

2nd Question: What can I remember about last
night?

2nd Answer:    It’s not in the right
order but I remember Sniff, the feeling of sex, the feeling of
drugs.  How they all fit exactly together I’m not sure but it
doesn’t take a genius to work out the overall puzzle.

 

These checks were as good as they needed to be for Olga to stand
up from the bench with a clear mind.   

  Next on the agenda was the decision of how to feel the
long day though would be head of her.

‘I only saw Trotter yesterday.  I do want to be on his back
but I don’t want to turn him insane.  Maybe I should see how
Rimer’s doing.  It’s been a long time since I’ve seen him.

  With this, she decided to place her heels back on her
feet and leave for Rosie’s house.  She knew it’d be the most
likely place to find him.

  The two of them had gotten sickly sweet with each other
over the past couple of years.  It was often a bit much for
Olga to see any two people as close as that but she wasn’t exactly
left with many other friends.  Marko had recently begun
talking to seedy people around the area so they were who she would
see by default, rather than a choice.

  These thoughts took the routine out of the walk.  It
had been done many a time and there were only so many times you can
look at the scenery and find it interesting enough to hold your
attention.

  Olga begun to think about her life on a scale she never
really had the time for.  Her mind was completely sober and it
felt revitalizing to be using so much of it, rather than dulling
it.

‘I hope Marko is O.K… It has been a number of weeks since I’ve
seen him.  The rumors are he’s been working for The Cilleti
family.  I find it hard to believe though.  Marko was
also so against working for anyone but himself.  The number of
times I’ve had to calm him down just even if someone asks him for a
favor.  I’ve been surprised by him before though.  It
could happen again I guess.  But then again, Marko wasn’t
exactly a quiet guy.  It wasn’t like him to go quiet for so
long.

  The thought of Marko caused worry and curiosity but it
also brought her to Rosie’s flat.  Olga walked up the flights
of stairs, watching for any shards of glass.  There never were
any but it had become habit to look when you never wore your
shoes.

  Poised and ready to knock, she checked to see if they
were in.  The door opened on a latch before Rosie peered her
eye through the gap.  ‘Always, always on a latch.  Don’t
people trust the look of me or something.

“Oh Olga.  It’s you.  Erm, please come in,”

  The invitation was perhaps redundant though because as
soon as the latch was let off, Olga bounced into the room like a
dog being let out of it’s cage, pushing Rosie back slightly.

“Hey Rimer.  Are you about?”

Rosie spoke in her usual whisper.

“Erm he’s in the kitchen,”

“The kitchen?!  Ha!  Rimer can’t cook,”

Soon after her reply, Rimer poked his round the door of the
kitchen, allowing the sweet smell to escape into their living
room.

“Actually Olga, it’s baking,”

Olga’s face frowned to a look no also dog- like.  She
looked him up and down.  His hair was tied back into a neat
pony tail.  There an apron with a picture of three kittens on
it.  There was oven mitts on his hands, holding cookies in the
shape of…yes…they were most definitely love hearts.

“Bloody hell Rimer.  Look at you.  What has…happened
to you.  I leave you for a year and this is what happens,”

  Olga only got a response of laughter from both of
them. 

“A year’s a long time Olga.  Things have changed now. 
Rosie got me a job at the paper she works for.  I write a
poetry column for her.  It’s not brilliant pay but it gives me
something to do,”

This wasn’t the Rimer, Olga had grown to know.  Her comment
was treated as a joke but she certainly wasn’t joking around. 
She was serious and she wasn’t going to finish with just a
laugh.

“I know what’s happened to you.  She has.  She’s the
cause for all this bull crap.  You’ve changed and I don’t like
it.  Remember your roots Rimer!  Remember who was with
you before you sold out to this crap!”

  Rimer dropped the heart shaped cookie to the floor,
breaking it into two.  This was now a country mile away from
being a joke.  He dragged Olga past, the now crying, Rosie
before taking her outside the flat, locking the door behind
him.  The tone was immediately set by Rimer.

“What on the world are you playing at.  I don’t see you for
a year and you come back and with this as your first
response?  Now I’m not sure whether you’re doing this because
you’re jealous of my new-found life or your jealous of Rosie,”

  Olga laughed and spat back.

“Ha!  Jealous of that pussy cat?  I know that you
probably still love me.  She probably knows it too.  Look
I’ve been thinking.  Maybe we could sort something out
eventually.  I know you’d want to as you’ve had your eyes on
me ever since I met,”

Olga kept her eyes staring straight into Rimer’.  In her
own cocky, shielded way, she had admitted her years-long love for
him and just hoped she hadn’t been too late.  She made sure to
keep her heart hidden in her throat.  Rimer gave his answer,
much to the jaw-dropping disappointment of Olga.

“No Olga.  You never loved me two years ago.  You
never loved me when I asked you to be my partner.  You only
seem to love me now that you realize I’m slipping away and that
I’ve really started to make something of my life while you still
scrape the barrel.  You didn’t seem to realize that, at the
time, I was the only one who could still love a woman who fakes it
to three other men a night,”

  Olga started and although no emotion was shown in her
face, a tear trickled down her left cheek.  Rimer had done
it.  He had smashed the glossy cover completely and it was now
past repair.  Everything that meant anything to Olga had been
spoken into reality, with all the truth bubbling up from the pit of
her stomach.  She sat down on the floor just beside the
entrance to the flat and rested in her head in her hands,
sobbing.

  Rimers face dropped and a feeling of sickness grew from
the mental pain he had clearly given her,”

“Olga.  Look I’m sor…”  Olga interrupted. 
Talking to her feet.

“Please.  Don’t speak.  You’ve said enough to remind
me of who I really am.  A girl who will never find love from
anyone but you.  But now that I’ve realized it, it’s too late
and I won’t ever feel what it’s like to be loved and not have to
pretend to feel the same.  Rimer.  I love you,”

  Olga’s face left her hands, giving Rimer the sight of a
red, wet and hopeless puppy dog face.  There was so much that
needed to be said but Rimer’s mind had shut down, overloaded from
the power of the emotions inside him.

  The silence was broken as Olga’s eyes twinkled.

“Mr Trotter!  I… I can’t do this to him.  If he
feels…this feeling for his wife than he would break if she found
out.  Not to help himself.  It’s to help her.  If
she found out, she would be devastated.  She would leave
him.  That would be…awful.  He isn’t to blame for my
past.  He isn’t to blame for Kovine.  Kovine is to blame
for everything.  There is such thing as trust and honest
love!”

  Rimer stood in amazement.  He couldn’t remember any
other time Olga had seemed so focuses, so enthusiastic, so
overtaken by anything that wasn’t a drug.  Needless to say
this only brought on more confusion.  He shut his eyes, trying
to process and make sense of anything she had just said.

“Olga.  What the hell are you on about?  Who’s ‘Mr
Trotter’?”

 

His reply was too late though as, before he could get a reply,
she had begun dashing down the stairs as fast as her tights could
carry her.

 

‘Knock , knock, knock’

  Olga waited outside the door, looking it up and
down.  It was most certainly grand.  No one came to the
door for a while so she let her eyes follow the intricate design
running up, then around the top and then trailing back down
again.

  After a while, the elaborate door opened, albeit
slowly, with a characteristic creak.  It was dark inside but a
voice bellowed out.

“You may come in,”

“Don’t mind if I do,” Olga replied.  She was adamant
she was going to maintain an arrogant air about her.  ‘A lot
of others would have walked through here with their mouth wide
open, looking like they’d walked into the biggest toystore they’d
ever seen.  I’m going to walk through here as if I’m walking
through the street,’

  Olga followed the doorman up a golden looking
staircase, which had a red carpet running down the middle. 
The banisters displayed different animals and flowers and made
Olga’s mouth become just that bit closer to the floor.  She
heard a voice that immediately turned her attention.

“Ah there she is!  The problem child!  I see
you’re admiring the design,”

‘Damnit!  He caught me!’

  Kovine was stood at the top of the stairs leaning on
the door he had come out of.  Continuing to the stairs, he
then began feeling the patterns himself.  Olga just watched in
confusion.  It was a weird sight.

Kovine seemed to catch light of what he was doing and turned
to her.

“If you’d like to just step into my room, we can start this
process of making sure you become a real and beautiful
women,”

A hand gestured her inside before Kovine shut the door,
locking it behind him.

‘A locked door..?  Why would there ever need to be a
locked door?’

“Now Olga.  To begin with, it is important to see how
far you have already come to being a women,” Kovine walked over and
started to feel the silk of her dress between his fingers.

‘This…can’t be right.  This doesn’t feel
right.’

“Don’t be shy my child.  This test only quick and
quiet.  Don’t even need to speak of it.  We wouldn’t want
to ruin the surprise for the others would we?”

‘This is not right.  This is not right. 
Let.  Me.  Out.  Now.’

 

A tear dropped to the floor.  The doorman looked down
at the puddle, trying to concentrate on his sobbing.  It was a
much better to concentrate on his own guilt and pain rather than on
the crying and screaming from the office behind him.










Chapter 7

 


Still running, Olga could now only
hear her deep breathing as she sprinted towards the town
centre.  If she was fast enough, she would catch
him as he came out of work.  This time, the
journey was completely on the job.  She was
focused and certain to do what she needed to do. 
Ignoring all who stared at her as she passed by she sprinted to the
entrance of Bannerns Corp.

  She
caught her breath as she watched them all leave the
office.  Keeping her eagle eye for Mr. Trotter
coming out.  As she caught a glimpse of him, her
energy had just come back so she rushed towards him, grabbing his
arm to get his attention.

“Oh no, oh no, oh
no!  Not you again!  Please you
have to stop!  My wife…she got all the calls you
sent her last night!  She’s really starting to
think I’m lying when I tell her there just
pranks  She wonders where you got the number from
seeing as I have my phone back.  For goodness
sake, heres half of my earnings.  Don’t make me
lose my wife!

‘Oh God.  He is
willing to pay that much just for his wife to still love
him.  What have I done to this poor, poor
man.  I must have made calls in my drugged up
state.  If I’ve ruined this marriage and this
feeling for him, then I’m not going to be able to sleep for
weeks…’

“Mr Trotter please just calm
down.  Look…I’ll stop the
calls.  Take the money back. 
That’s it.  It’s over. 
I’m…sorry,”

Mr Trotter looked
confused.  He treaded carefully knowing he had
been given this trick before.  Hopes set high,
just to be brought back down with a bump. 
Clocking the confusing and disbelief in his eyes, Olga assured
him.

“Look.  I know
you it doesn’t mean much from a drugged up prostitute but you have
my word.  My word that I don’t want to do this
anymore.  I couldn’t possibly cope with being
responsible for ruining something so beautiful that you might have
with your wife.  This is the last you will ever
hear from me Mr. Trotter. 
Please.  Enjoy your life,”

  Olga
walked off into the wind, her mother’s grin, beaming from ear to
ear

 

The result had finally
happened.  Olga had eventually decided to open up
her heart, rather than her legs.










Part 3

Marko








 

So there he was, the poor bastard.  Just lying there like a
limp, dying maggot.  Not much that could be done for
him.  With that circling in my mind I just left him, letting
fate decide whether he was going to make it through the night or
not.

  I knew it wouldn’t be a long time before he would be done
for, so I left the blood stained snow and trunched towards the
nearest exit of the park.

  Whether this was the feeling of regret, pride or power I
wasn’t sure, and it was already way too natural to numb my mind
before it caused too much of a dilemma.

  I brushed the cold off my jacket and pulled out a fag,
letting the nicotine do its work in relaxation.

  What the hell was I meant to think?  We’re all in it
for the money but a guy’s got to play by his own rules right?

“Yeah.  I guess so Marko,”…








Chapter 8

 


The first night was down that mucky grimey, pub.  The one
off of Diamond Street.  I doubt you’d know it.  It
doesn’t have a name as the sign fell off before anyone could care
to remember it and no one ever goes there sober.  And I mean
no one.  That’s why I’d filled myself with enough drink to
kill a horse before I’d even got there.  It was only a couple
of hours before I’d gotten that wallet but I needed to use that
card as much as possible before the daft bugger got home from work,
took off his coat and couldn’t find it.  Ha, it still makes me
laugh even thinking about.  Thank god for Dimble Street. 
That place is so crowded; everyone’s already bumming each
other.  I mean, you could feel someone’s leg up and, for some
reason, it’d be acceptable in that amount of people.  So I
just took it.  Casually walked off and that was that. 
Not sure why I didn’t think about doing it before…

  Anyway so I walked in there, nearly slipping over on the
piss and drink spewing out of the door way.  I didn’t know
anyone in there but apparently Sniff hangs around there.  I
think I took a quick look about but there was no one I knew. 
I remember a few people talking to me, but I think they were taking
the mick.  I went up to the bar and asked for a drink.

“Pint of lager cheers mate,”  I said.

He then came back with.

“I’ll get your pint.  But I ain’t your mate”

I didn’t do anything about it though.  He was holding my
drink right?  I didn’t want any more in it than the drink if
you know what I mean?  He then goes.

“£3.15,”

So I got out my…sorry the guy’s, card and gave it to the bar
tender.  I was halfway through my drink before I saw him hit
the register a few times.

“Oi.  Your card.  It ain’t working,”

“Well it was working an hour ago.  Try it again,”

That was when he started getting a little too close.  He
got right up in my eyes spitting with very word, saying the last
bit slow and angry like.

“I’ve tried it 3 times.  It.  Ain’t. 
Working,”

So I just told him.

“Oh.  Well I’ve had half of it now.  Guess this one’s
on the house then eh?”

I was laughing.  He wasn’t laughing.  He was pissed;
and not in the joyful, make a tit of yourself, sort of way.

  He got my shirt collar and bought me even closer.

“No mate.  If you can’t pay, you’re going to just
have to bring it back up,”

Now.  I admit this was possibly not the best idea, but I
had to get in there first! I ain’t no spack.  I went straight
for him.  Headbutted him right there and then.  I
remember it well as the adrenaline quickly sweated out the
alcohol.  I was alert and well aware that the roughest pub in
town was ready kick the living crap out of me.  There must’ve
been only twenty in the pub but that was more than enough to send
me out.  I tried it on with a few guys.  Probably took
down about 4 of them but then I saw this one bloke pull a massive
stonking lead pipe off the wall.  The others looked to follow
him, like part of his group and all that.  About five of them
all stood together.  The leader with his pipe.  Two with
chairs.  One holding his glass.  The last guy pulling a
knife from his jacket pocket.  Everyone else in the room
seemed to just stand there in shock at them.  They looked the
serious business.

  So I went for Plan B.  While the bartender was
holding his bleeding nose, I jumped over the bar, all fancy like,
and smashed a bottle before holding the jagged half to his
throat.  I think it got a lot of peoples chest’s tight. 
It was probably a bit more than they were expecting.  They
liked an excuse to fight but not if the man serving the drinks was
in any danger.  I guess he’s their only ticket to enjoying
that rubbish joint.  I walked him towards the door with me,
grabbing my pint for the journey.  It could only have been
about another 5 steps and then…

SMACK!

That was it.

The next thing I knew I was waking up in a large ditch off of
Ridgemond Street with a sting in the back of my head.  It was
raining and cold.  I had been left for dead and was lucky to
have come back to movement.  It was probably because of the
rain.  There was a sour taste in my mouth.  It weren’t
just blood though.  I’ll admit that they may have marked their
territory on me.

  The next thing that happened though was weird.  It
was where it all started.  How I got into this whole
mess.  A man in grey walked over to me and just stared at
me.  His face was a shriveled and unshaved mess and the water
seemed to take an age just go over all the wrinkles before falling
to the ground.  The man spoke and his voice seemed to just
bellow from inside his skinny trench coat.  He goes.

“I saw you in The Lavine earlier,”

I was bricking it thinking oh man.  This guys the coward
who’s now gonna take his turn with me while I’m down.  Kick me
right in the face.  I was too exhausted to move.  Too
much in pain to even tell him to back off.  Thank god my first
impression was wrong.  He saved himself, in my opinion, with
what he said next.

“You handled yourself well.  Wise move not taking on The
Rattman Family though.  Shame about the sneaky bastard with
the glass at the door mind,”

I felt the back of my head and pulled out a shard that was,
luckily, only resting in my hair rather than in my head.  I
then realized why everything had suddenly got dead silent for a
while.  After coughing up a mouthful of blood I spoke right
back at him, into his dead white eyes.

“Who are you?  And who the hell is the Rattman Family?”

The cheeky sod laughs at me so I asked again.

“Oi, I asked you a question,”

As I think about it now, it probably wasn’t the best plan to try
and threaten a guy while your only 2 feet away from his feet, with
the fattest headache you can’t even imagine. 

“I’m surprised.  But I guess the less you know about them,
the better.  If you knew The Rattman Family you’d
have ran for your God damn life rather than play them like
that.  Now, I understand why you didn’t brick it. 
Still.  You’d work well in our little…family.  You’ve got
potential,”

The idea of working for anyone but me really gets on my nerves
and, no matter what the situation, this guy was not going to tell
me that I was his bitch.

“I ain’t joining no family, mate.  I work alone and that’s
that.  Take your poxy sitcom-life and stick it somewhere
else.

  The guy frowned and his hand went into his
jacket.  I swear to God, I felt my throat close.  It felt
like an age passed as he started to pull his arm out possibly
holding the last thing I was ever going to see.  In reality
though, the tease pulled out a card, throwing it in my direction
and it landed just inches from my face.

Now, what he said next was the turning point. The whole reason
I’m telling you this at the moment.  I thought it made so much
damn sense.  Everything was suddenly a black and white matter
and made me think about it for the rest of the cold night.  So
damn simple.

He goes…

“Look.  In this town you’re one of two things.  You’re
either dealing the crap, or the one eating it.  When you
decide which one you are, you drag your sorry ass to the address
and get yourself a proper life,”

He then turned round, and walked off into the back of a swanky
black Merc.










Chapter 9

 


The morning after was brutal.  I wasn’t sure whether it
came down to how much I’d drank or the blow to the back of my
head.  I guess either way it came down to the bottle
right?

I was sitting in the bench outside of the park.  The same
one you call your ‘bed’.  I remember sitting there for, what
must have been, hours just staring at that card.  It kept
going back and forth.  The idea of doing anything with my
life, other than struggle, didn’t seem the worst.  On the
other hand though, to be shining anyone else’s shoes was against
everything I’d ever thought before.  I mean, not wanting to
benefit anyone else is why I’m here in the first place.  It’d
almost seem pointless to decide I was wrong now, putting all the
stuff I did earlier in my life as ‘bad decisions’.

  I wasn’t exactly sure where it was either.  I knew
the street but was surprised at how far it apparently was. 
192 Cranwell Street.  The furthest I’d seen was only about 60
at that point.

  I remember the weather was kinda good.  Was a big
difference compared to the night before and it got me in to a good
mood y’know?

So I set off on my way.  Not exactly bouncing with
good-will, but I had a good feeling.  Like a gut feeling that
this could be my thing.  My road for escaping
everything.  An idea I’m sure you’re aware of right?

  But yeah so I was just getting there at my own
speed.  That bloke never really said a time so I left at,
probably, about 6 in the morning.  I wasn’t going to get any
more sleep and I was brain-dead with boredom and pain.  There
was nothing else to do.

  I won’t bore you with the details as not an awful lot
happened.  No one was really about.  Apart from,
obviously, all the other sad cases hanging about asking for change
and, for some reason, thinking I had some to spare.  Ha. 
I forgot what it was like to have spare change a long,
long time ago.

  After I got to the street I looked around as I walked
down it.  I remember the houses gradually got worse and
worse.  The number of broken panes of glass doubled every 5
doors down.  After a little bit, it looked like every house
had been broken in to at least twenty times.  Poor
buggers.  Judging by the rusted tricycles and moldy paddling
pools, there were definitely little’uns that lived around there
too.  Man, they must constantly bricking it, as well as their
parents I guess.

  But back to the point.  I eventually got to 190
Cranwell Street.  Yeah, I know I said 192 but that’s where the
street just stopped.  I’m telling ya.  There were no
houses after that.  With that in mind I was pretty
nutted.  It’s pretty far away.  Probably took about half
an hour to get there, and it looked like it was just a wild goose
chase.  I first started worrying that I’d just been mucked
about.  My head then made the link why a guy would do
this.  I was well in my rights to think that I’d been set
up.  This was the place they were going to really do their
worst.  The street would have been the best place for
something like that.  Police probably gave up on the area a
long time ago.  No one would call the police and I wouldn’t be
able to.  I don’t have a bleedin’ phone.

  I then heard a car driving up the street.  Without
really thinking about it I hid round 190, on the opposite side to
where the car was coming from.  Yeah I admit I could’ve
thought of somewhere better but I was panicking.  Not to
mention exhausted.  I couldn’t think straight under the
pressure. 

  Anyways, to my relief, they parked at 190 without driving
past, meaning I was still unseen.  Curiosity got me, and I
couldn’t help but peek my eye round the corner.  What I saw
really told me, firstly, that this was definitely the place and,
secondly, to get the hell out of there as soon as possible.

  I saw that same black merc pull up outside the
house.  I’m sure it was the same as I remember the license
plate.  Was an S redge and I recognized the last 2 numbers, 3,
3.  Four people got out.  All wearing black suits. 
No balaclavas or nothing like that.  Looked fancy.  White
shirt.  Black tie.  All of them.  They all had red
handkerchiefs poking out their breast pocket though.  All of
them.

  Then they dragged out a fifth guy.  Except this guy
wasn’t looking so smart.  He wasn’t wearing a suit.  He
was wearing a blood stained polo and was being dragged out by two
of the suited men.  He looked like he’d really been done
in.  His face was completely battered and I remember seeing
the blood just poor from his face.  They all brought him
inside and I heard the door slam.

  That was when I decided to go for my second idea. 
Getting out here as far as possible.  Just before I started to
turn away though,  I heard the worst sort of noise you could
imagine hearing.  It was so obvious what it was that it just
smacked me in the face with panic.

‘CLICK’

It was only a bloomin’ gun pointing at the back of my
head.  I didn’t know what to do.  I just kept quiet and
naturally put my hands up.  I heard him talk.  He goes
something like.

“What the hell are you doing here?”

I didn’t know what to say so I just kind of sat there saying
nothing.

“Hey!  I asked you a question, you punk!”

I then heard him pull back on the gun.  He was going to
shoot if I didn’t say anything.  So I let it slip.

“I got a card!  Look!”

The guy was jumpy though.

“Get your hand away from yer pocket!  Don’t take me for an
idiot.  I find it all too offensive and, lets be honest, you
ain’t in a great position right now as it is, so don’t go offending
me.  Now, keep your hands up and turn round,”

  I turned round and it was only bleedin’ Josef.  Of
course I didn’t know him and, more importantly, he didn’t know me
at that point.  At that point I’d just heard his voice and it
was full of bass.  The sort of voice you can feel in your
chest.  It still didn’t set me up to see how big he was. 
I turned round slowly, not knowing what to expect, and there he
stood.  He was so damn hefty he blocked the sun.  He was
wearing a suit too, wearing a black tie, to match his skin.

  I reckon he saw it in my eyes.  I knew when not to
pick a fight and he knew I was smart enough to know that.  He
was confident in just putting his .44 down by his side, and using
his other hand to go into the pocket I’d just tried to go
for.  Eventually, he pulled it out and looked it over.

  Now, remember, I still didn’t know if I was out of the
woods yet.  On the one hand I might have saved my ass by
showing him I knew that guy, but on the other hand I might have
just advertised the fact that I’m meant to be in that house right
now, getting my head smacked in.

  He held that card for too damn long just looking at it,
just saying nothing.  After ages of waiting, he pushed me
forward keeping the gun to the back of my head, and lead me to the
front of the door.

  There was not a single window open.  Everything was
lit up with little lamps around the walls.  From the outside
it looked like it was going to be a rubbish heap but inside it was
a real posh looking bode.  They walked me through a lit-up
corridor which was just straight from the front door.  I saw
nothing else just the door at the end which Josef pushed me
through.

  Inside there were the four suited blokes sitting
round a table.  All just looking at me with a face like a
slapped ass.

  I just stood there clenching my fists, not planning on
starting something, but not planning on looking like a complete
push-over.  Just in case y’know?

  Josef goes.

“Where’s the Boss?”

The guy that replied him from the room had a voice that was a
bit nasal and immediately it got on my nerves.  I never did
ask for his name.

“He’s in the other room.  Who’s this punk?”

I was annoyed by this in a big way, but I held my tongue. 
If he didn’t know who I was, then it meant he wasn’t at the pub the
night before, wanting to settle a score.  It didn’t get rid of
all the doubt, but it was something just to hold on to for a
bit.  I let Josef reply for me.

“Not sure.  He’s got a card,”

He then walked around to look me in the eye.

“What’s ya name?”

“Marko,”

The guy butted back in again with his damn piercing voice.

“Boss gave this guy a card?  Look at him.  What type
of name’s Marko anyway,”

Man it was hard for me to not nut him right there and
then.  I imagined it and he was just in the right spot for a
swing across the chops.  The man with the gun to my back got
him for me though.

“Well at least it doesn’t sound like some ladyboy’s like
you,”

The guys around the table had sniggered.  I kept a straight
face though.  It still felt tense.  We stood in silence
for a bit before I heard a chain flush.  Everyone was looking
at the door as he came out.  It was the same guy I’d seen last
night.  As he came out he did his classic face and looked at
the boys.

“What you hell are you looking at?  Can’t a guy take
a…”

  He stopped somewhere about there as that was when he
caught my eye.  The Boss just looked at me.  His face
still looked angry and he spoke right at me.

“Who the hell are you?”

My mind was jumping.  How in the world had this guy
forgotten me between the 9 hours that had passed since we
met?  But, before I could have my word, again, Josef did the
talking for me.

“He says his names Marko.  He had a card.  If it’s an
accident I’ll take care of him,”

The Boss goes.

“Hang on a second,”

He then looked at me with that cold stare.

“So.  How did that card get into your hand?”

I told him straight.  It was embarrassing saying the
situation but it was my life on the line y’know?

“It was last night.  I was on the floor in that heavy rain
last night.  You showed up in your merc, said something about
working for your little…family,”

It wasn’t enough to get me out the hole.

“I say that to everyone I hand it to boy.  You better start
being more specific or I’m going to start getting more
violent,”

“You said something about..err…The Rattman Family!  You saw
me at the…what’s it called… The Latrine?  The Labrine? 
The…”

I saw the Bosses eyes spark.  It had all clicked into
place.  I was out of that damn confusing mess.  He smiled
at me and laughed, but I still wasn’t happy at showing one
back.  This man had threatened to kill me just for ‘not being
specific’.

“Ha!  You!  You’re the sorry son who had his head
knocked in the other night?  I didn’t recognize you without
the urine on your face,”

He was joking but obviously I didn’t find it funny.  The
urine had long gone in the rain but I still nearly rubbed my face
off trying to wash it in the pond at the park.  He carried on
anyway.

“I didn’t expect you so early.  Damnit, a part of me didn’t
expect to see you at all, let alone at 7 in the morning,”

I remember him laughing again.  No one else joined
him.  Knowing him though, he probably didn’t care.

“So then.  Are you a polite man Marko?”

The boys around him smiled.  I still hadn’t spoken to him
and I didn’t want the first thing I said to be me falling for a
trick question.  I took a guess.  By matter of
elimination mind.  I felt saying yes wouldn’t have seemed
rough enough.  Something like that anyway. So no it was.

I remember the Boss seemed shocked by this.  Then they all
started chuckling like kids again.  He then went.

“I’m surprised Marko.  That’s the right answer.  Takes
a lot of guts to say no.  Any other ass kiss would have said
yes.  I like that.  But based on that, I see you’re here
for work,”

I eventually piped up.  I’d already done the right thing
and I was now certain they weren’t there to beat me to an inch of
my life.

“What makes you so sure?”

At first I thought I’d ballsed it up.  The guys around the
Boss seemed to be shocked by it all.  The Boss wasn’t smiling
anymore so I went back to keeping my stupid words in my stupid
head.

“I wasn’t finished Marko and, although I don’t like an ass kiss,
I don’t like someone that doesn’t know their place,”

I remember really thinking that was it.  I’d gotten
overconfident and stepped over the line.  He was right as
well.  I was outnumbered five to one now and I wasn’t exactly
in the best conditions for a fight.  Thank God the Boss was
only a rash man on the surface.  He told me it got better
results from people if you can give the impression of being too
triggerhappy.  The truth of it though, was that he was pretty
darn calculated.

“I know you want work as, if you were a polite man, which we
have already established you aren’t, then we know you wouldn’t be
polite enough to come tell me you didn’t in person,”

I still to this day have no idea what that ‘established’ word
meant but I got the jist of it.  The Boss then smiled.  I
saw this as genuine and let down my guard and spoke.

“I guess that’s right,” 

The Boss wasn’t ever that talkative with me really, so he got
straight to the first job.  He seemed like a guy that really
made a split between his business life and his home life, despite
calling us his family.  We were definitely co-workers
though.  I guess you do have to split then when you’re in that
line of work.  I didn’t know it at the time, but turns out his
wife had no idea what he thought he was doing, let alone his two, 3
year old twins.   My point though, is that you have to
really split them up so you don’t slip up.  You can’t let you
stories mix.  The Boss was calculated enough to not let this
happen.

“Honey how was your day at work?”

“Hard work darling!  Roger from the finance department
decided to show me all the accounts today and asked me to work out
ratios,”

“Isn’t that his job?”

“Yes dear.  That’s exactly what I said,”

But then something can suddenly pop up and you can’t stop every
clue from getting out.  The best you can do is, knowing how to
worm out of it.

“Oh honey!  What’s that on your shirt?  Is that
blood!?”

Now, most people would start freaking.  It’d catch them off
guard and they’d just panic.  Saying the first thing that
comes into their head.  Most normally that’s the dumbest
thing.  Someone like the Boss though would keep cool. 
He’d probably laugh and say something like this.

“Oh this darling?  No that’s not blood!  One of those
red pens you gave me leaked in my pocket!”

Sure, it isn’t mind blowing excuses he’ll make, but how simple
they are is what makes it all the more believable, as it fits in
the rest of dull ol’ reality.  That man knew it and, I’ll
admit, I learned a lot from it.

  But yeah, where was I?  Oh right.  Yeah he went
straight into the job.  Right there and then.  No extra
soft small talk rubbish.  The way he described things was
never completely factual.  He liked to spice it up a little
bit.

“So Marko.  Here’s your fist job then.  I’ve seen you
in action.  You took out as many as you could handle but you
knew when to quit.  You’ve got a fighters mind and that’s why
you’re here now rather than me hiring a thug just off the
streets.”

I didn’t dare do it out loud but I thought that was pretty
ironic, so I at least laughed in my own head.  The thing was,
I was basically a thug off the streets as far as I was
concerned.  I mean damn, I almost aimed for it.  Still, I
wasn’t going to tell him that and I just let him continue.

“Because of that Marko I want you to do this for me.  I’ve
got an associate who is carrying a high amount of something that I
want.”

For that moment, I thought I’d been asked to kill him.  He
read that off my face though.

“But before your head makes a jump though, I’ll tell you that I
want you to look after him, not kill him, and bring him here. 
If the crap hits the fan there’s going to be a large amount of
people wanting to make friends with my associate.  It’s your
job to take out who gets in your way but make sure you don’t get
too caught up in everything.  You don’t need to kill
everything that breathes and I trust you’re a guy who’d understand
that,”

I’ll admit.  It was all seeming like a bit much.  What
he said next though made it seem all a bit more inviting.

“Of course your work won’t go unpaid.  You’ll be given a
car to work with.  That one out there.  You like it?”

It was that black merc.  Naturally I said yes.

“Well you’ll use that for the job and when you’ve
finished.  You’ll keep it,”

  Obviously, this made the job seem that much more
good-looking.  It didn’t make it any more believable. 
The day before I was pick pocketing wallets and getting into fights
at the local.  That day, the Boss was asking me to protect
someone with the reward of a car worth more than I’d earned in my
entire life.  It was one mother of a step up.

  He must’ve seen the surprise in my eyes though, as he
laughed and spoke to me.

“She’s a beauty I know.  Everything you need for the job is
in there.  One being a suit.  You’ll wear that. 
It’s your work uniform.  Make sure the red goes inside the
pocket.  The rest in that car you’ll find out for
yourself.  Remember though, you won’t necessarily need all of
it.  Don’t be needlessly rash,”

I just nodded at him.  I was pretty lost for words at this
point.  The scale of it all was still getting to me.  I
remember us standing in silence for a few seconds.  Maybe
awkwardly.  I’m not too sure.  He then caught me off
guard a bit.  He really didn’t know me too well.

“So, Marko.  We’re going to drop this off to you
tonight.  Give me your address and it’ll be there at 9. 
On the dot,”

  At first, the fact that it was happening tonight
completely caught me off guard.  It added to the feeling of
urgency around it all.  It caused me to have a while before I
had to decide whether to tell the Boss a fake address for the car
to be dropped off, or that I didn’t have an address at all.  I
went for the first option.  Out of haste I said Sniff’s
flat.  It was the only place I’d had to remember the whole
thing for.

 

49 Brick Lane,

HL1 0KL,

 

  So that’s what I told him.  The Boss looked
surprised as soon as I said ‘Brick Lane’.  He goes.

“Brick Lane?  That’s an unfortunate residence.  You
keep these errands like clockwork though and you’ll be able to
leave that street soon enough.  For now however, that is where
we will drop it off.  9 ‘o’ clock sharp,”

  I was starry eyed.  At the time I wasn’t sure how
much dosh he was offering but he was hinting it was enough to move
house and, as I’m sure you realize, that’s not a cheap thing.

  I just stood there, not knowing whether to shake his hand
with a grin or not.  I almost decided to nod, turn away and
leave, all gangster style y’know?  Decided not to though just
yet.  Didn’t really trust the whole room full of men with guns
a glimpse of my back.  So I just looked back at him.  The
Boss then sniffed.  Looked me up and down then went.

“I sense that you are taking this seriously, so I will follow
suite.  You refer to me as ‘The Boss’.  Not ‘Your
Boss’.  Or ‘His Boss’.  Or ‘Their Boss’.  It’s ‘The
Boss’.  You pull of your first job and you become part of our
family with all the benefits that come with that. 
Security.  Wealth, etc. etc.”

He then stopped pacing round the room and looked right at
me.

“You doing anything to upset my brothers though and you’ll have
your head shoved up your ass before you can tell us how much of a
sorry piece of nothing you are,”

He relaxed and then gestured our conversation was finished.

“But I hope that won’t be the case.  Now.  Off with
you and good luck,”

“Cheers,” I said back.

I then nodded and turned away, all gangster like.










Chapter 10

 


When I walked past the clock in town, it said twenty to eight,
so I knew, by the time I got to Sniff’s flat, it would have only
been about ten to.  It was harshly cold though, so I wanted to
get warm and it only made sense to walk in this direction.

  That was where I saw you that time.  No.  I
didn’t think you’d remember.  You’d just come of those doors
of the flat and were completely off it.  It doesn’t
matter.

  The point was, the car pulled up at, what was most
definitely, nine sharp, just as the Boss had promised.  I
tried to keep a straight face when I saw Naomi roar at me. 
That was what I eventually named her.  You know Naomi
Campbell?  No?  Never mind then. 

  But yeah only one guy stepped out.  He gave me the
keys and was just about to walk past me before I went.

“How are you getting back?  D’ya need a lift?”

He looked back at me with a scrunched face.  I don’t think
these guys are too used to small talk, let alone actual help.

“Erm.  No thanks mate.  I know a guy here.  Need
to make a collection and then I’m getting a lift from someone
else,”

  He was going to see Sniff.  No doubt.  I was
surprised to find out how seedy his customers had gotten
though.

  But anyway, the guy turned away and I got into
Naomi.  The smell of her leather was new to be but it’s still
as good now as it was back then.  I remember her roar as I
turned the ignition.  Was music to my weary ears, I’ll tell
you that.

  I just sat there for about five minutes.  Admiring
her company big time.  To be honest though, I was bricking it
over what I was meant to be doing.   I still hadn’t earnt
Naomi yet and stealing her didn’t seem like an option.  Those
guys were calculated.  They’d catch us in a matter of
hours.  A man’s got to know when to say no and I did.

  As I had guessed, everything I needed was in the glove
compartment – passenger side.  What I hadn’t guessed though,
was what was going to be inside.

  I kid you not.  There was 9mm in there.  Fully
loaded with a silencer lying next to it.  I know the Boss said
I wouldn’t need to use everything but if I had to be given
a fun, then theres a chance I need it because every other sods got
one too.  I’d handled one before for intimidation factor so I
pulled the top back and placed it on the leather seat to me left,
ready to go.

  Under the gun was an envelope which had all the info on
the job in it.  I saved it for later and decided to get in to
the suit first, which was hanging up on one of those hooks over the
back window.

  I drove Naomi to a little alley nearby.

  That suit felt damn fine.  It fit in all the right
places and the only smell on it was clean.  It felt wrong
putting my rank body into something so nice but it wasn’t going to
stop me.

  Feeling professional and important, I then opened the
envelop and read through the letter inside, all
business-like.  Here we go.  Here’s the letter. 
Read it for yourself.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Marko,


           
The man I spoke of earlier lives in the North end of town. 
The address is already listed and ready in the Satellite Navigation
System, so I won’t bore you with the tourist information.

  This man goes by the name of Mr. Lapelle and it is of
the utmost importance that he is in your sights at all times. 
For this mission you live and breathe off of Mr. Lapelle’s welfare
and whereabouts.  You are going to be his pajamas.

   You will drive to his location, knock on his
door, take him to your designated car and take him to the location,
also marked on your Navigation System.

  Although this will sound straight forward to some, I
hope you understand that it is essential to the well-being of both
of you that you keep a strong concentration on the
surroundings.

  It is not in my interests to lie, so I shall inform
you that a rat in the family may have let details of this mission
go astray to others.  Your old acquaintances, The Rattman
Family, for example.

  With this in mind, I’m sure you will keep your firmly
eyes open at all times.

 

The Boss

 

P.S.  You’ll find in this envelope your red cloth,
which you will place in your jacket as a sign of
respect. 

 

  It was all very professional and dead-serious.  I
didn’t want to humor him so I placed it back in the envelope,
keeping it neat.  I took out the key and placed it in my side
pocket, just before folding that red cloth up and putting it where
those other guys had.

  I remember staring for a bit.  Just in a bit of daze
at it all.  I then thought.  ‘Fuck it’.  And started
to drive to the location.  I got that advice from Rimer. 
It makes me laugh thinking about the time he told me that. 
He’s such a poetic and polite fella, so for him to even swear
seemed outta place.  It works though and gets your mind into
the right gear.

  Naomi was taking each corner like a Goddess on the
journey and we were a match made in heaven.  She did
everything I wanted her to and, don’t think me a bad hubby, but
that’s what you want deep down right?

  It was about half nine.  My heart sunk though. 
It started to snow.  Of all the times it was now.  God
decided to place it infront of me.  I could feel the nerves in
Naomi starting to rattle.  A simple driving escort could get
very interesting if I’ve got to do it over a sheet of
ice.  Luckily though, it was late so there weren’t that many
cars around in a work rush.  I kept my eyes firmly open just
like The Boss said, checking every corner to make sure no one was
going to pull a fast one one me.  To be honest though, I
didn’t really know what I was looking out for.  For all I
knew, any one of those people walking the streets could have been
part of that Rattman family.  When I first saw their ugly
mugs, I was too out of it recognize anything about their
face.  Besides, I was too distracted by what was in their
hands rather than what was on top of their meaty necks.

  The sat nav, as I was told, took me right through to the
North end.  The nice bit of town.

  Mr Lapelle was a Cuban man.  He stood there in a
Hawaiian shirt, shorts and sandals.  I thought the guy was a
complete pillock.  It was February and he just stood there
like it was the middle of July.  The only thing I can guess
was that he’d just come from his home country and just didn’t
prepare in any way for a weather change.  Stupid man no matter
what the answer I guess.  Thing is, I couldn’t ask him what
the answer was as, I kid you not, the man didn’t speak a word of
English.  I just said to him…

“Mr Lapelle?  Are you the man I’m after?”

He just looked at me and tilted his head like a dog.  Being
the perfectly English guy I am, I said it again, just louder and
slower.

“Are.  You.  Mr.  Lapelle?”

  Again, he just shrugged his shoulders before saying,
probably, the equivalent of ‘I have no idea what you are saying
Englishman,’ in his mother tongue.

  Eventually the man caught the red cloth in my suit.

“Si!  Si!”  He goes, jumping up and down.  He was
a strange, strange bloke.  He grabbed my hand, shook it and
ran inside.  I stood there for a bit having a quick gander at
the inside.  Looked very very expensive.  There were
things in there I didn’t even know the name of, let alone the
price.  It must’ve been high in the zeros though.

  Mr Lapelle eventually skippeded his way out of the house
with a black hard suitcase in his hand and ran to the merc, pulled
open the door and sat in there.  Cheeky bugger wasn’t showing
respect and lit a cigar, blissfully unaware how rude he was. 
I thought, you can do that in your country mate but you’re not
doing it here.  I walked round the other side of the car, got
in.

  I started the engine but just seeing the smoke stink up
the leather got my nuts twisted.  I still remember his face of
complete shock as I robbed that cigar off him, took a pull and
threw it out the window.  Mr. Lapelle slunk back into that
seat and I started moving the car.  I couldn’t tell him why
I’d done that but we didn’t both need to be speaking the same
language for him to understand.

  It was dead silent for the first couple of turns, so I
turned on the radio to break it.  Who the devil would come
on?  It was only blooming Thin Lizzy.  Cor took me right
back it did.  Mr. Lapelle probably didn’t enjoy the lack of
maracas though, or whatever those Cubans are into.

  My eyes were open wide but I admit I probably had that
song up a bit loud.  I don’t think I could really hear what
was going on outside those doors.  A shame really as it would
really have helped the situation go a bit smoother.  I got to
a red light and stopped behind this silver car.  I was on the
far left of the road and I then saw the same sort of car on the
right.  Then another of the same silver car stop to the right
of me.  Believe it or not two other of the same car stopped up
behind.  At the time I thought it was some amusing coincidence
that, even though it was dead in town, all of these same makes of
cars had stopped in the same place.

  What a pillock I was to think of it as a
coincidence.  Nothing like that could happen by chance.

  One person got out of each car.  Their faces smacked
me between the eyes.  I recognized every single one of those
buggers.  It was the guys from The Lavine and they didn’t look
too pleased.  I’d been locked in that spot by all of them and
had been too busy with that radio to properly think about
things.  I was seeing them but my mind was elsewhere stuck in
the 70’s.

I’m sure I don’t need to tell you this but Mr. Lapelle was
bricking it by this point.  All over his seat shouting his
panicked Cuban nonsense.  To be fair to the guy, I wasn’t
exactly calm myself.  I revved that baby up as fast as I could
and, like a right madman, pushed that car through to the back of
theirs, and hard too.

  Now I reckon I got off lightly here.  Their car in
front gave way and, despite the battering to Naomi’s face, it
wheeled off giving me just the right amount of space to speed the
hell out of there.  I’m pretty sure the bloke had his
handbrake off.  I can only imagine the ass-whipping he got
afterwards because I most definitely wasn’t going to wait around to
find out.  It was especially when I heard the back windows
going from bullet shots I really pushed the pedal to the
floor.  I shoved Mr. Lapelle’s head right down to his own
crotch to make sure that, firstly he wouldn’t get shot and,
secondly, that it’d maybe muffle his damn loud voice.

  It didn’t take too long to be completely out of sight
from them.  I’d had a head start while they’d gotten back into
their cars and I knew this town a lot better then they did. 
They probably never set their poncy feet on some of this ground but
I’d walked down the tightest, grimiest, most isolated alleys
possible.  Weaving in and out them was more than enough to get
away from them.

  I ended up down that skanky alley down the side of the
bargain store.  The one just of Witcham Street.  You’ve
probably never even clocked it walking past.  It’s the sort of
secret that will never be found and doesn’t need to either.

  We just sat there for a bit.  Dead silence apart
from Mr. Lapelle panting like a damn dog.  He’d been acting
like a bitch since the whole thing started.  I’d offered him
one of my fags.  I owed it to him for the cigar I threw out
but more importantly I hoped it would calm the lad down. 
Obviously I made him stand outside with it but I went with him so
he probably wasn’t too offended. 

  We had nothing to say.  There was definitely
conversation but there weren’t the words to put it into.  He
stubbed out his fag and seemed to calm down.  Cheeky bugger
then went and shook my hand like he was man.  I let him off
though and accepted it.  I guess it would’ve been worse if he
didn’t give a flying care.

  I moved him back into the car and started to rev
up.  I put him in the back this time though.  The windows
were tinted and I really begun to start thinking about what I was
doing this time.

  We drove Naomi calmly and smoothly, not wanting to draw
to much attention too myself.  Again I took all the back
alleys.  Only just squeezing it through.  I guess you’d
know all about squeezing it in back alleys though right?  Ha,
fine.  Don’t take a joke then.

  The journey jack was a piece of fluff compared to other
way, and we were back at the Boss’ house.  I pulled up and Mr.
Lapelle was dragged in by the guys.  The Boss stood and spoke
to me as he watched him being walked in.

“I’m impressed Marko.  Not even a scratch.  The last
time was a disaster.  If he’d have been any closer to
death…”

I finished it for him.

“He would have been dead.

The Boss turned his eyes to me and this sticks in my mind and
breaks my little heart.

“You know what Marko?  I think we’re going to get on
pretty, damn well.”










Chapter 11

 


The Boss sat in the back with me while we drove to my
reward.  It was probably the happiest I’d ever seen him come
to think of it.  He goes to me…

“Marko.  My good man!  You wouldn’t believe how
difficult it is to find good men these days.  The business we
work in is…unique and therefore requires such a special set of
skills.  I haven’t seen something so immediately adequate in
such a while,”

The Boss loved his long words.  I didn’t really understand
all of it, but it only sounded good.  Maybe it was to do with
the champagne, but I like to think that he meant those words. 
He then goes to me…

“Shut your eyes Marko,”

So I go, just jokey and all that obviously.

“You gonna go and bloody kiss me now eh Boss??  I wondered
why the sweet talk!”

The car roared with laughter.  I was in there…family,
now.  Completely accepted.  It felt good and made that
champagne taste even sweeter.

  I did as the man said though and shut ‘em. 
Eventually I felt the car stop and pull up.

“Right then Marko, my good man.  Look to your right,”

  So I opened them and did as the man said.  My eyes
had opened.  My jaw opened and apparently heaven did as
well.  Stood to my right was the place I’d be for the next 15
years.  That beautiful gorgeous bode I’d been dreaming of ever
since the Boss described it.

  It was like the sort of house you’d imagine being on a
massive billboard for a town just being built.  It had fancy
reddish brickwork.  All the windows were in place.  The
gate was still part of the fence.  It had a garden with grass
in it, rather than empty bottles.  It was perfect.  You
remember that I shared that wealth around.  You and Rimer both
we’re allowed over.  I made dinner.  I gave you somewhere
to sleep.

 

I really made my home there and grew to that place as well as
the Boss.  I did a lot of jobs for that fella.  I
scratched his back and he scratched mine.  It was a perfect
partnership.

I’ll never forget the 5th January though.  That
was when the big incident happened, in the snow.

The Boss had given me a call and told me that he wanted me to
see something, so I turned off the early morning-time crap they put
on TV and went to the park.

  When I eventually made it along the snow to the middle I
was met with a pretty scary sight.

  The Boss had a shaggy looking man in front of him with a
bag on his head.  I looked at him and felt pretty
confused.

“Boss?  What is it?  What’s the story with this
mug?”

He goes…

“This rat of a man here is a theif,”

Now I wasn’t too annoyed.  I could relate to
thieving.  I thought it was fair to do if a man had no other
of way of getting what he wanted, so I said.

“There’s a lot of thieves Boss.  What’s so wrong with this
one that you’ve made such an effort?”

The Boss cocked his gun.

“This man disgusts me because he has stolen from one of our
brothers.  He has disrespected me by disrespecting this
man,”

He went on and on for ages.  Spitting with pretty much
every word.  He was wound up tight.  I knew he was
normally very calm and calculated but he had definitely lost a
screw somewhere because of this guy.  He convinced me. 
He made me angry to even look at this pile of crap.  It turns
out he’d been making the use of this guys house.  Going round,
eating there dinner, sleeping in their house.  That was fair
enough I thought.  But it also came to their attention that
he’d been taking more with him.  The odd trinket on the window
sill.  A pair of shoes from the cauboard.  An old phone
from out of the drawer.  I thought something like that was
just taking the mick and was damn rude.  This guy needed to be
taken care of.  He had no respect and I remember thinking ‘If
Olga or Rimer did anything like that I’d have them.’  Funny
when you think about.  I told the Boss what I just told you
and then asked him…

“What fella had his stuff pinched then Boss?”

“Marko.  It was you,”

That was all I needed to know before it was lights out for
him.










Chapter 12 A
Cold End


“So there he was, the poor bastard.  Just lying there like
a limp, dying maggot.  Not much that could be done for
him.  With that circling in my mind I just left him, letting
fate decide whether he was going to make it through the night or
not.

  I knew it wouldn’t be a long time before he would be done
for, so I left the blood stained snow and trunched towards the
nearest exit of the park.

  Whether this was the feeling of regret, pride or power I
wasn’t sure, and it was already way too natural to numb my mind
before it caused too much of a dilemma.

  I brushed the cold off my jacket and pulled out a fag,
letting the nicotine do its work in relaxation.

  What the hell was I meant to think?  A guy’s got to
play by his own rules right?”

“Yeah.  I guess so Marko, but really, you chose to kill him
over the other?”

“I had to.  A man’s got to know his roots but a man’s also
got to know when they’re not right.  He was a good man I
know.  But I just couldn’t believe the guy would do it. 
It  just isn’t worth it anymore when it gets to that
point.

You’ve got to remember Olga, that we’re all after that same
thing.  We’ve all got the same dream to escape this mess and
we’ve all done it different ways.  I understand a good
friendship but I’m not going to be the mug that lets someone else’s
road overtake mine.  You don’t agree I know.  But Olga,
if I didn’t kill him, he would’ve killed my dream,”

“So you’re telling me that when you lifted off the bag and saw
Rimer’s face you still like it was the right choice?”

“You know that was a shock for me O.K so don’t play your games
with you love.  The Boss had reminded me to not let anything
so empty as feelings rubbish get in the way of a good
decision.  It did take a while to get over my regret.  I
admit that.  But deep down I believe that was the right
decision still,”

“Rimer had lost his job and he was losing Rosie.  Can you
not even understand why he did what he did?

“A thief’s a theif in my book.   He stole from me and
broke my barrier of trust after I gave him so much of what I
got.  He deserves what he got and I can finally stop giving to
that bugger,”

“I don’t agree with you but I won’t argue with you
anymore.  You’ve made your decision and your case.  Let’s
just see if the Judge sees it’s the same way,”

There was a bitter silence as they sat either side of the glass
window, talking through the phone.  They gazed into each
other’s eyes before Marko’s begun to glaze.  He then broke the
silence.

“I’ve made the biggest mistake of my life Olga.  And I know
it.  I tried to escape this whole thing. 
Everything.  But here I am.  Stuck again, just in a
different place

“Olga.  We all went wrong.  Our mistake was our
attempt at escape.  We didn’t need to leave it all
behind.  All we had to do was make the best of what we had and
make a genuine effort to feel content with everything we had. 
We are never going to be completely content.  No one ever will
be.  But it’s that strive for it that’s going to get us as
close as possible.  Just remember that you run as fast as you
can from the past to chase the light, but your always going to
catch yourself back up.  You might as well run with it.”

“Bloody hell, Olga.  I hate it when you do that smart talk
thing.  That’s exactly the sort of thing Rimer would say.”

“That’s because he was the only one who ever got it right. 
He never changed what he did.  He just made the most of what
he could with his poetry.  Always just going for that and he
did a pretty good job until…well, you know what,”

“Maybe you’re right…”

“Maybe?  I’m damn right!  I’m just glad I found out
before it was too late,”

“I wish I could say the same Olga,”

“I’m sorry Marko but I need to leave now.  I need to make
the most of what Rimer’s shown me.  Maybe set up a home for
the homeless.  Maybe help those who had to resort to
prostitution to get by.  I can help people and I’m going to do
it because I can and y’know what?  It’s going to give me my
life back,”

“So there he was, the poor
bastard.  Just lying there like a limp, dying
maggot.  Not much that could be done for
him.  With that circling in my mind I just left
him, letting fate decide whether he was going to make it through
the night or not.

  I knew
it wouldn’t be a long time before he would be done for, so I left
the blood stained snow and trunched towards the nearest exit of the
park.

  Whether
this was the feeling of regret, pride or power I wasn’t sure, and
it was already way too natural to numb my mind before it caused too
much of a dilemma.

  I
brushed the cold off my jacket and pulled out a fag, letting the
nicotine do its work in relaxation.

  What the
hell was I meant to think?  A guy’s got to play
by his own rules right?”

“Yeah.  I guess
so Marko, but really, you chose to kill him over the
other?”

“I had to.  A
man’s got to know his roots but a man’s also got to know when
they’re not right.  He was a good man I
know.  But I just couldn’t believe the guy would
do it.  It  just isn’t worth it
anymore when it gets to that point.

You’ve got to remember Olga, that
we’re all after that same thing.  We’ve all got
the same dream to escape this mess and we’ve all done it different
ways.  I understand a good friendship but I’m not
going to be the mug that lets someone else’s road overtake
mine.  You don’t agree I know. 
But Olga, if I didn’t kill him, he would’ve killed my
dream,”

“So you’re telling me that when
you lifted off the bag and saw Rimer’s face you still like it was
the right choice?”

“You know that was a shock for me
O.K so don’t play your games with you love.  The
Boss had reminded me to not let anything so empty as feelings
rubbish get in the way of a good decision.  It
did take a while to get over my regret.  I admit
that.  But deep down I believe that was the right
decision still,”

“Rimer had lost his job and he was
losing Rosie.  Can you not even understand why he
did what he did?

“A thief’s a theif in my
book.   He stole from me and broke my
barrier of trust after I gave him so much of what I
got.  He deserves what he got and I can finally
stop giving to that bugger,”

“I don’t agree with you but I
won’t argue with you anymore.  You’ve made your
decision and your case.  Let’s just see if the
Judge sees it’s the same way,”

There was a bitter silence as they
sat either side of the glass window, talking through the
phone.  They gazed into each other’s eyes before
Marko’s begun to glaze.  He then broke the
silence.

“I’ve made the biggest mistake of
my life Olga.  And I know it. 
I tried to escape this whole thing. 
Everything.  But here I am. 
Stuck again, just in a different place

“Olga.  We all
went wrong.  Our mistake was our attempt at
escape.  We didn’t need to leave it all
behind.  All we had to do was make the best of
what we had and make a genuine effort to feel content with
everything we had.  We are never going to be
completely content.  No one ever will
be.  But it’s that strive for it that’s going to
get us as close as possible.  Just remember that
you run as fast as you can from the past to chase the light, but
your always going to catch yourself back up.  You
might as well run with it.”

“Bloody hell,
Olga.  I hate it when you do that smart talk
thing.  That’s exactly the sort of thing Rimer
would say.”

“That’s because he was the only
one who ever got it right.  He never changed what
he did.  He just made the most of what he could
with his poetry.  Always just going for that and
he did a pretty good job until…well, you know
what,”

“Maybe you’re
right…”

“Maybe?  I’m
damn right!  I’m just glad I found out before it
was too late,”

“I wish I could say the same
Olga,”

“I’m sorry Marko but I need to leave
now.  I need to make the most of what Rimer’s
shown me.  Maybe set up a home for the
homeless.  Maybe help those who had to resort to
prostitution to get by.  I can help people and
I’m going to do it because I can and y’know
what?  It’s going to give me my life
back,”
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