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FOR MY FAMILY
CHAPTER 1
“Soon be home time,” he muttered under his breath as he rubbed his cold hands together in a vain hope of heating them through his fingerless gloves.
It had been a long night, though the work wasn’t hard the travelling was. Three and a half hours along narrow roads heading south into the Uplands was almost half his shift but Christmas was coming.
“Half hour to go Sandy,” the tall figure of one of his fellow travelling workers said with a large grin stretched across his face.
“Yeah,” Sandy smiled up at the tall younger man as he slipped another sealed plastic container into its cardboard envelope that told you what was inside. He glanced again at the clock knowing the time had changed little from moments ago when he had last looked he also guessed that the rest of the shift would drag.
He dropped the salmon and dill sauce into the breadbasket with the others to make six the magic number for each basket. As he clipped the handles up into position, a head appeared at the hatch from where the sealed containers had come.
“Rose,” Dave the head said, “is Rose there?” Dave pushed his head further through the hatch.
“Rose, Dave wants you,” someone from behind Sandy said loudly as Rose came through the large double doors after taking the last load of trays to dispatch.
“Yeah,” Rose said as she moved towards the waiting face.
“That’s the last of the dill sauce coming through now.”
“What about the temps their bus isn’t for another,” she looked up at the clock above the opening, “twenty five minutes.”
“They’ll just have to wait up in the cafeteria till their bus is ready to leave,” Dave said then vanished as quickly as he appeared.
“Okay you lot you heard him start cleaning up sooner you get that done, sooner you get for a smoke. I’ll finish these off,” she moved forward to take over from the tall youth and Sandy.
Sandy and the youth began clearing the rubbish from under the counter before sweeping the area clean of the dross that found its way under the rollers and machines.
As soon as the work was done both headed for the stairs and the sinks next to them. They crossed the large cavernous work hall once emerging from the back packing area that echoed to the voices of the cleaning crew that were getting everything ready for the next shift.
After they washed their hands, they eagerly ascended the stairs with each step home seemed closer. At the top they entered the changing room kicking off the wellies, overcoats were torn off then cast into the laundry basket sitting in one corner. Each shift required fresh boots and overalls.
Sandy collected his trainers from the rack and made for the door putting on his shoes as he went. A hot cuppa before the bus to chase off the chill from below was the only thoughts to run through his mind.
Leaving his shoes untied as he made his way through the labyrinth of corridors to the smoke room and the blessed coffee machine followed closely by the tall youth.
After obtaining his plastic cupful of watery coffee, he looked around at the long narrow room. Seeing some of his friends from the bus Sandy made his way down the aisle. “Hi,” was all he said as he took a seat.
“You look shagged,” big John said with a smile sitting across from where Sandy took his seat. John was a large man older than Sandy with a broad face. He also sported a thick caterpillar under his nose that drooped down in a seventies fashion.
“I wish,” Sandy, laughed.
“I bet you do,” Billy sniggered, “but the locals have hid the sheep round here.”
“Yeah they heard you were coming,” Sandy smiled wider before everyone burst into guffaws of laughter.
As the laughter died conversation turn to what they’d done that night big John and most of the others worked in the smoke side of the fish factory. Others of the transient workers slaved in side five a place few wanted to work but had few choices other than the dole queue.
Those who sat around Sandy were glad it wasn’t them for they wouldn’t be sat here now if it were for they were worked to the last minute. Even if the work dried up Scary Mary, as the supervisor in side five was known, had them cleaning up though this wasn’t strictly their job. She always found something to keep everyone busy.
CHAPTER 2
Sandy looked at the clock above the door he’d come though a short time before. The time had past faster than he’d thought it would earlier. He was happy to be wrong though.
“That looks like its time for the bus lads,” big John said with a half smile as he looked at the other clock at the opposite end of the room.
“Don’t look so unhappy about it.” Billy smiled his youthful cheeky smile as he rose with the others and began the trek along the maze of corridors.
Their coach was waiting with its softer seats and if they were in luck, it would be warmer than the factory they all hoped. Though it wasn’t as cold in the rest areas, it wasn’t by much. The chilled environment began at the door as you entered pervading every area in the place. Only the cafeteria seemed to have any heat in it.
As they exited the premises, the group of men passed from one chilly site for another as they’d worked through the night into the small hours the snow had descended. The whitened land made the scene before them brighter adding to the joy that they felt at finishing another shift.
The bus sat as always parked just beyond the car park gate. However, the driver stood at the security gatehouse talking to the uniformed figures through a window a cup in his hand that steam still grew from. The uniforms nodded and watched as the workers made their way through the light cold night, the driver gave a half smile. “Just open the door it might be cold for the heat won’t come on till the engine starts up,” the driver said as the group passed.
“No prob’s mate,” one or two of the group gleefully answered as they passed.
“At least we’ve got comfy seat,” another laughed.
The cheery group made their way onto the bus, most of the younger ones headed for the back. The others took up the middle of the bus collapsing into the large soft seats.
Outside the light breeze pushed the shallow snow towards the gutter as Sandy sat down looking out of the window as he did. Sandy watched as the breeze washed away their tracks creating a pattern on the road surface that reminded him of the beach and the wavy look the sand had early in the morning before anyone ran across it.
“By the way where’s wee Tommy?” Sandy asked looking round at big John as he sat down in his usual seat next to him.
A smile spread wide across John’s face. “Oh right you wouldn’t know and I didn’t think till now.” He chuckled to himself at the thought.
“Well, he didn’t get sacked for being off last night?” Sandy queried a bewildered look plain for all to see which brought more mirth.
“No,” more sniggers escaped as Sandy looked even more mystified, “no, no Derek nabbed him as we were finishing up and got him to empty the bins.”
Derek was one of the line managers in the smoke side. John began to laugh louder as did the Billy in the seat in front of them as he kneeled on the seat to face them.
“I don’t get it,” Sandy shook his head.
“Derek told us that Tommy would have to go to the other side of the factory to put the rubbish out.” At this, Sandy joined the others in the joke for he knew that was the long way to go. “Don’t say anything when he comes on the bus just to see what he says.”
“As if I’d say something,” Sandy said trying hard to appear as if butter wouldn’t melt in his mouth.
“Enough you,” big John said wagging his finger as he spoke, “you just behave yourself.”
“Yeah you forget we know you,” Billy quipped in.
As they sniggered, figures came into view from the side of the factory. The side five workers made their way towards the bus as quickly as they could be bothered. Their night had been the longest rapping frozen sticks of varying fillings in paper-thin sheets of smoked salmon in one of the coldest parts of the factory. To add to this they also had Scary Mary one of the hardest line managers in the place willing to sack you for the least indiscretion.
One unlucky person had been working for less than a week before being let go for not being fast enough for Scary. To add insult to injury he’d been forced to make his own way home, as he wasn’t allowed on the bus and at one in the morning that meant a cold night on a train station bench.
CHAPTER 3
The side fivers crossed the road to the back of the bus then walked the length of the bus to the door. They crowded on a few joked or talked loudly but looked tired with a blankness in their eyes. Most headed for the back some sat to the front. Three grabbed seats near to big John and Sandy the rest spread themselves in the remainder of the seating. Last on came snake boy the snitch Mary’s best friend, or so it was rumoured, taking his usual place near the driver.
The driver followed close behind the workers but taking the front route to the door. “Is everyone here,” the uniformed figure of the driver said as he reached the top step.
“No Tommy is still to come,” big John called out before Sandy had time. The driver didn’t look pleased but took his seat to wait.
“He’s taking his time he should have been here by now surely,” Sandy thought aloud.
“See it’s like this cause he’s a lazy cunt when he is here Derek sent him the long way,” John laughed a little, “all he had to do was go out the door where you get the crates and round back but Derek sent him through all the factory and you know what a maze that place is.” Again, John couldn’t help a snigger, as did all who were listening, “He had to have walked a mile.” He knew Billy and Sandy knew this but thought he’d just say it for the ears of those close by so they could share the joke.
The laughter grew as at last Tommy rounded the building looking as cold as most felt even in the shelter of the bus. He made for the front of the bus then flew up the stairs his normal half bewildered look plain to see as he glanced up the aisle.
He began moving down the passageway, everyone held their laughs in, their faces as straight as possible, as he did so.
He took the seat next to Billy in front of John. “Aw look here boys they’re at it again. Can’t you two put each other down,” he said with his wide little boy smile, looking from John to Sandy, though he wasn’t by any means young. At forty-four he some how kept the child inside letting it show with a glint in his eyes that brought it to every corner of his being.
“Is everybody here now?” the driver asked as he twisted round in his chair then turned back to face forward on receiving the answer he was looking for from the snake at the front of the bus.
“You shut it you or we’ll give you to the snake Lochside,” Sandy beamed.
Lochside was Tommy’s nickname, after the area in Ayr that he came from. Not everybody on the bus came from Ayr most came from Kilmarnock and all the way to New Cumnock.
CHAPTER 4
The driver tried to turn the engine over but it gave only a strangled neighing sound. From all there came jeers as the memory of the previous night’s breakdown in the middle New Cumnock came back.
The driver attempted again at first it gave the same sound before it fired up roaring as it did, the vibrations felt through the floor. Cheers quickly replaced the jeers as the brakes were released. The coach began to ease forward to the corner before making the sharp left bend.
“Hey Lochside what kept you the night?” Sandy sniggered as he asked, as did those in near by seats.
“Don’t even ask,” Tommy said at first, “and you lot can laugh but they’ll get you too.” He said with a mock seriousness that brought more hilarity.
“So tell us did you enjoy the walk?” John managed to ask between his merriment.
“Oh what a cheeky bastard that Derek is he sent me the long way to put the rubbish out. Its not even supposed to be us that empty the bins.” He protests only brought more guffaws from the eager listeners. “I’m glad you all find it funny cause it wasn’t. Then I find out I could just went out the door where you get the crates and walk round the building.” More laughter followed bringing tears to some eyes as he continued his lament. “That’s it laugh but I didn’t find that out till I got back to the smoke side.” It was too much for most, faces turned red as the audience grabbed at their aching sides. “That’s it laugh you sods.”
“Stop you’re killing us,” laughed Sandy tears streamed from the corners of his eyes.
Heat had started to permeate through the carriage as it made its way through the empty high street of Annan. The shops stood silent lit by the street lamps that towered high and gave everything an orange tinge that masked their true colour. The bus rolled on along the town’s main road toward the bridge that marked its boundary.
CHAPTER 5
The coach lumbered across the old bridge leaving the small border town behind. The fields on either side of the road were light by the snow that lay on.
Hedgerows appeared as dark, almost black, lines. The farm animals held in by the boundaries could easily be seen as the travellers rolled past. Most fields though seemed devoid of life.
The large vehicle gathered speed on the empty road. The driver knew the route well having volunteered for the assignment when it first came into the office. The extra money was always handy at this time of year. He didn’t have to like it or his passengers. Like everyone else his mind was of the coming seasonal festivities.
The smell of hash drifted from the back following on the heels of the tall lad that worked beside Sandy. In his hand was a tape.
He approached the driver knowing this was the grumpy driver, “Hi mate, any chance I can put this on?”
“What is it? It better not be that crap you had last night,” the driver answered sharply.
“No, no it’s another tape,” he said hopefully not wanting to sound cheek.
“If you have too,” the driver said a little disgruntled, as he knew he had to keep them happy.
Last week all the drivers doing the special contract were told straight that if there were any more complaints from the passengers then the company would lose the contract. This wasn’t good news for without this run all the drivers would certainly lose their Christmas bonus.
As the tall lad began back down the bus, music drifted down the behind him. “Sandy, John see we’ve got old sad sacks the night.” He said this but didn’t wait for their reply.
“Yeah,” was all he got though, for they had already known he was as it was too far for there to be a different person to take them home.
John took out his pouch to roll up. In moments, he breathed in a lungful of smoke with a feeling of relief.
“Can you still get cheap tobacco John?” Billy asked as John took another lungful.
“The guy I get it from said he’d have more in by next week, so I’ll get it for you then if you still want it?” As he said this he took a bit of paper from his coat pocket whilst he searched the other for a pen his roll up held firmly in his lips.
“Can you put me down for two pouches and can you get me a hundred cigarettes as well?” Lochside put in.
“Put me down for a pouch,” Sandy said the others looked at him because they knew he didn’t smoke, “it’s for my brother in law,” he added on seeing their surprise.
“I’ll have ……” the orders fell from all sides whilst John struggled to keep up having to double check once or twice with those asking.
The bus slowed as it came to a lit junction. For a moment they were again illuminated from outside as they turned onto the A75 heading for Dumfries.
Snow drifted down from a strangely lit sky on this early December morning. The breeze gently pushing it across the road into the beams of the headlights, as it swirled across the road almost as if dancing to the music.
“It’s snowing again boys,” Lochside commented as he looked to the front of the bus. Others looked but most gave no more than a sideward glance as the bus left the intersection behind. The light from outside faded leaving only the dull coach lighting or overhead lamps.
The side windows had begun to steam as the passengers started to feel the heating sinking through their garments. As John finished taking his notes, Sandy noticed people using jackets for a cover as they tried to catch forty winks. He laid his head against the high headrest closing his eyes as he did. He knew he wouldn’t sleep but just wished some quiet time to let his mind drift for five minutes.
“Look at sleepy,” Lochside joked, “the big boys keeping baby awake,” he said this last part child like for effect.
“Go shag a sheep,” Sandy said bring a chuckle or two.
“No I’ll leave that for Billy here,” Lochside came back pointing with his thumb at his intended victim, “but I did shag you’re wife last night.”
Sniggers were heard from all sides. “Yeah she said you were a lousy fuck,” Sandy said it so casually that it caught everyone by surprise and brought hoot of laughter from those listening to this nightly exchange of slagging.
It took the usual quick Lochside a moment to answer and wasn’t to his standard repertoire. “That what she said to me that you were a crap shag.”
“Sorry Lochside but she said that you couldn’t fuck a Barbie doll with yours,” as if to demonstrate he raised his hand pinkie up, with the rest of his fingers down, rotating it anti-clockwise. More laughter rose from the others.
“It’s not the size it’s what you do with it and I’ve not had any complaints yet,” Lochside came back smugly.
“Not to your face cause they didn’t want to hurt your feelings you being such a wee fella,” Sandy grinned widely as he said this. The cackles became almost riotous as some almost fell from their seats.
“No, no,” protested Lochside only to more chuckles, everybody was enjoying the tables being turned on him, “the women I’m with always say they’ve never had it so good.”
“Yes but they meant the good sleep they had whilst you were busy,” Sandy couldn’t help laughing himself this time.
“Hey, hey I’ll let you know they don’t sleep not while I’m on the job,” the boyish older man smiled back.
“That’s what you say not them.” More giggles followed this comment.
“Give it up Lochside he’s hit you with both barrels,” John managed between his guffaws of laughter.
“He’s right you’re cold in the water mate,” Billy piped up.
“Oh look Billy somebody’s left a sheep in a field they couldn’t have heard you were coming this way the night,” Lochside had found an easy way out of the ribbing and now turned to the old sheep shagging jokes that Billy had got since he started all because he came from New Cumnock. He took it well though always ready to give as much as he got if he got the chance.
“The way I hear it you were the one shagging the sheep last night,” Billy quipped back.
“How’s Dolly these days by the way Billy,” Sandy couldn’t help himself joining in and laughed as loud as the others.
Billy looked at him quizzically for a moment then understood the meaning. “What is this pick on me night,” he said mouth open but still smiling.
The merriment continued as the snow stopped drifting down and the bus pick up a little more speed in the improving conditions.
Out the right side windows Carrutherstown’s street lamps could be seen. The hotel appeared quickly the sign on the roof unreadable in the light, even though the snow made it seem brighter outside.
“Did you hear though he’s fell out with Dolly,” Sandy said as the chortling began to die away, “yeah, she caught him with her sister Bolly.”
“Bolly, where the fuck did you come up with that one?” Billy asked between his sob of glee.
“Oh so you’ve been hiding that one from the boys,” Lochside mocked.
“You’ve nothing to talk about hamster shagger,” Sandy turn once again on Lochside.
“Hamster shagger,” John wheezed from the mirth.
“Well that’s all he could fuck with his.” Again, he waggled his pinkie for all to see.
“Nothing wrong with a hamster,” Lochside said trying to look serious. “Trouble is though you have to put some sticky tape round them.”
“What,” John blurted surprised by this statement, “tape?”
“Yeah or they burst to soon,” Lochside said again trying to sound earnest but this time a smile spread across his face with a small chuckle.
The laughter filled the bus and all look in the direction of the hysterical group.
“Well you don’t want them bursting before you shoot your load,” he giggled. The picture filled the heads of those listening resulting in gasping for air as tears flooded from eyes.
As the crowd began to regain their composures John sniggered, “I always thought there was something odd about him.” He turned the corners forced his mouth down in a disapproving manner.
“Imagine the mess,” Billy managed to quip.
“Poor wee hamster I’ll need to report this!” Sandy raised his voice so it could be heard at the front of the bus. The snake’s ears twitched.
“Yeah cruel bastard!” John saw what Sandy was up to. “To think and we thought he was a nice person and he does that, terrible!” He only raised his voice near the end of each sentence so the sleaze at the front didn’t know what they were talking about.
“The hamsters have a fair old time,” Lochside, said again smiling from ear to ear like an over grown schoolboy.
“Now we know why he smells so bad,” Billy fail to be funny.
“Think of the mess,” John sniggered.
“No mess the tape keeps it all in like a small parcel,” Lochside again appeared to be serious.
“Sick that’s all I can say!” Sandy said nodding towards the reptile near the driver who had moved to the aisle seat, looking out the far window and every so often looking in the group’s direction with a disapproving look.
Billy glanced round. As he turned back he asked, “What’s he looking at?” He seemed a little annoyed at the intrusion into his fun.
“He’s just being nosy,” Sandy smiled smugly. Then he glanced across out the opposite window to see a wintertime panorama as the land at that side of the road fell away into a long glen stretching to the Solway Firth. Hedgerows out lined white coved fields, houses stood scattered in the landscape under powdered white roofs.
Lochside hadn’t looked round, “Does he mean shit for brains?”
John nodded, “He’s been looking round for a bit now.”
Sandy smiled again, “Ignore him,” he said as he looked back to his friends.
“Who the pervert that likes hamsters,” John grinned widely.
“Him as well,” joked Sandy.
“That’s a bit harsh,” Lochside tried to look hurt.
“But there also the one that has the funny wellies with the pouch at the front,” Sandy said pretending to be earnest trying hard to keep his face straight.
“Yeah their everywhere these days,” John continued the charade.
“What did I say?” Billy appealed.
“It’s not what you said it’s what you do with the sheep,” John mocked.
“Hamsters are a lot worse,” Billy, said this before he’d thought how it could be turned by the two other men.
“See there you go John he even admits it now,” Sandy pounced sounding a little self-righteous.
“I know Sandy, a self confessed sheep shagger and a mass murdering hamster molester,” John gave a small chuckle.
“No, no I revive them,” Lochside said, as Billy shook his head in bewilderment. “Why have a hamster for one time only bring them back for another go and then when they’ve had it stick them in the oven for a tasty snack.”
The others couldn’t help themselves almost choking from glee as snow began to fall again.
CHAPTER 6
The driver slowed the vehicle. Dumfries’ light appeared as the bus came round a large sweeping bend. Gritters had been out keeping the road from freezing over but sludge was still clinging patchily in places; now fed by the fresh fall that was growing heavier as the bus ploughed on.
A Little Chief sat to the left, a sign advertised a caravan park just before it. On the right an industrial estate could just be made out under its lights as a wall of cotton wool descended. Ahead the roundabout to the by-pass faded to reappear momentarily from behind the curtain flung up by the snowstorm. The road seemed to begin to lose the fight as the slush became white topped across its breadth.
“It gets worse,” Sandy finally managed still breathless.
“Well they do say you begin to look like your pets and he does look a bit like a hamster,” John laughed.
“Or in his case his pet, lover and tasty snack,” Billy slipped in to everyone’s added mirth.
The bus slowed as the driver checked the road for other vehicles using the circa. The snow made this difficult, considering it safe he took the coach round to the right branch onto the by-pass that saved him from going into the centre of the city.
“You really think,” Lochside, grinned widely bring more grasping of sides.
“Stop,” John pleaded, “my side, o-o-oh,” he held his side as he gained composure pleasure and pain written across his broad moustached features. He hadn’t laugh so hard for a long time.
The driver took them as quickly as he dared wanting to get home himself. He moved them along slowly for a main thoroughfare the conditions warranted it though. Ahead he could barely see more than ten or twenty yards.
“Look at the snow for fuck sake!” A voice bellowed for the rear seat. Eyes turn outward to watch the large flakes drift down.
“It’s a pity it didn’t snow like this earlier,” Billy said.
“Why?” Sandy asked.
“Cause we’d have been snowed in and the company would have to pay for a hotel for the night,” Billy looked cheerful at the thought.
“Where did you hear that?” Sandy didn’t want to be stuck in Annan he had his family to get home to. That was the only reason for travelling so far was to get Christmas paid for. He’d been unemployed for four years so this would be the best year for his children they’d ever had.
“It was one of the guys I work beside,” Billy said. “Has nobody told you?”
“Yeah I heard the same,” John piped up.
“No and I never even gave it a thought,” Sandy didn’t want to think about either.
“Imagine the free booze,” Billy got carried away with his own dreams.
“You’d not get free drink you daft cunt,” John shook his head in astonishment that Billy thought you would.
“All you’d get is a small damp hole if you were lucky,” Sandy added not liking the thought of it.
“More likely is you’d have to sleep in the canteen,” add Lochside.
“They wouldn’t do that,” the news wasn’t what Billy had expected, “would they?”
“You better believe it,” John said grimly.
Sandy nodded his agreement after all who would arrange it. The agency office staff was all away home as they started their shift and the other bosses left before that. So he knew John was right.
CHAPTER 7
The bus took the next roundabout with similar caution to the last but this time the driver headed for the exit opposite to continue to circumvent Dumfries.
The group fell quiet as each descended it their own thoughts. From the back came the only voices to be heard from the young men as they smoked their dope, enjoying the long hours however they could.
It was the same at the next turnabout the coach continued on as the snow eased. The bus followed the road round passing over the dark snaking river twice before entering Dumfries’ fringes passing a large DIY superstore.
On under a pedestrian bridge with it’s unique arm reaching high into the snowy sky, taught wire fingers reaching down and out across the overhead expanse to the other side went as the friends thoughts still drifted. Toward still another great island intersection the metal beast carried them.
“Lochside your home mate,” Billy suddenly broke the silence.
“I wish,” was his reply at the attempted jib.
“No it’s the other half of his family that stays here,” John said.
“Yeah Hilda, Agnes and Esmeralda,” Sandy contorted his face as he said the last name at the same time dropping one shoulder and raising the other.
“You should stick like that it suits you,” Lochside defended.
“Really you think I thought it was more like you as you’re chasing Esmeralda with the pan fried face,” Sandy smiled, “oh that’s right she got the hump because now you’ve got the hamsters.”
“Pan fried face,” John said heartily not really knowing where Sandy got all these funny sayings but not caring either.
“Well she’d need to look like she’d been smacked in the face with a pan if she were related to him,” Sandy motioned at Lochside explained. The others sniggered shaking their heads.
“I’ll let you know that the women that I go with are all gorgeous,” Lochside sounded self confident.
“What you mean the furry kind,” Sandy saw the opening so couldn’t prevent himself from using it.
“I can just see him now candle lit dinner for one straight after a two second shag,” John added.
Lochside looked puzzled for a moment. “What do you mean? I’ll let you know I can go all night shagging the one hamster,” he said pretending to be hurt by their slurs.
“Humping it at tea time then in the morning as you get up isn’t all night,” Billy joined in.
“Sting,” John said touching the air then pulling his hand back as if burnt.
The bus had speed up as it came out of the roundabout. The Mac Donald’s lights still shone brightly across from the flats to the rear of the bus. The snow fell thickly but lazily as the bus continued it journey.
“That hurts,” Lochside fawned hurt to the younger man next to him, “and I thought you were my friend. That’s it I’m not going to take you to Sandy’s now.” He stuck his nose up as if to snub Billy.
“I’ve already been,” the youthful man said as he looked at Sandy with his mouth splitting his face in a playful way.
“And she told me to tell you your not to come round again if your bringing the blow up sheep,” Sandy had an equally wide grin.
“She wasn’t complaining at the time,” Billy tried to hold his laugh but it escaped through his teeth making a hissing whistling sound.
“Well she told me you were so engrossed in the blow up dolly she didn’t get a thing off of you,” Sandy smirked.
“Well what do you expect he’s from sheep shagging country,” Lochside threw in as the bus passed from city to countryside. The snow began to hurry from the sky again, slowing their passage home.
“You’re just as bad,” Sandy kidded, “what you did to that hamster sickened her. She’s so traumatised every time she goes pest the pet shop she burst into tears.”
“You both should be ashamed,” John pretended disgust, “and not one of you even thought to ask me.”
Sandy couldn’t help but laugh.
“What you want to go, if I’d known,” Lochside joked, “there’s only one thing though.” He paused for a moment, “you’ll have to show your pervy side.”
“Oh, no problems I just get out my dress,” John followed the track of the ribbing whilst Sandy could do nothing but laugh as they rounded on him for their shared pleasure.
“Is that the flowery one?” Billy asked as Sandy sat back beaming from ear to ear.
“Yeah,” he replied with a hearty chuckle.
“Does he look good in it, does he?” Lochside raised then lowered his eyebrows in a Groucho Marx way looking from Billy to John.
“Wait till you see him he looks ravishing,” Billy said raising his voice a pitch.
“Thank you dears,” John acted as if he were a bashful maid.
“Now I’m getting worried I think I’ll just keep my arse stuck to this seat,” Sandy face unable to hide the fun they were having.
“I don’t know lads I think I fancy a bit of cherry but,” Lochside said this so earnestly that John thought it almost believable, giving a great laugh at his friend.
“Well it won’t be mine,” Sandy managed between guffaws.
“I don’t know with that woolly jumper you’ve got on Billy just might mistake you for a sheep,” John heehawed at himself.
“Well he has been looking at me kind of funny all night,” Sandy pulled a wary face as if to say he were worried it was true. Billy took it well being as red faced as any.
“Hey, we can’t be far from Hollywood,” Lochside said as the hilarity had calmed. The place he was talking about was actually Holywood or rather a road sign someone had seen on the way to work a week ago. It had then become a standing joke because of the miss pronunciation.
“Wonder if we’ll see Ken,” Billy brought up the mislaid member of the group who was often absent.
Ken had made some outlandish claims least of these was made two days before. He’d claimed he had been late for the train when he had been sent home ill so hitched a lift all the way to Holywood in less than half an hour to get the train there. He even went on to say he’d done the last two miles on foot. Of course nobody put any credence to what he said.
“Yeah, he’s going in for over time,” Sandy sniggered.
“But he missed the train and he had to hike,” Billy added.
“And he only left the house ten minutes ago I bet,” Lochside gave his cheeky face. “No you laugh but look at it this way the only time I’ve seen him move is out the door.”
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