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AND ON THE
SEVENTH DAY... GOD LOST PATIENCE

 


 


 


 


MONDAY

 


There was
laughter, song and dance…and falling down outside the Police
Station.

 


 


FADE IN -
DELIRIA

INT. COURTROOM.
DAYTIME.

 


Jobson sprang
to attention and saluted. "Guilty as charged, love."

 


“Silence, Mr
Jobson!”

 


“Well! I
just—.”

 


“Silence! Mr
Leppin-Lewis, please instruct your client to hold his tongue. Any
further outbursts from the prisoner and he will find himself in
absentia during the rest of the proceedings.”

 


“My sincere
apologies on behalf of Mister Jobson, madam magistrate,” the
Solicitor said. “My client is a very sick old man. Possibly, he's a
familiar face to members of the Bench . This is not his only
appearance before the Court for a serious, indeed heinous offence
but I hope you will—.”

 


Jobson,
best-dressed in a Tesco track suit, leaned across and whispered a
complaint to the young Solicitor: “Dear me, Leppy, are you sure
you're on my side?”

 


“Shh! Quiet!
And, call me Mr Lewis,” he said out of the side of his mouth.
“Sorry, madam Chairwoman, may I continue with the mitigation
plea?”

 


“Do carry
on.”

 


“Madam, my
client has been mostly homeless since his divorce some years ago;
no job, no fixed abode and not even the proverbial pot to micturate
in.”

 


“I’ve got no
end of bloody pots,” Jobson muttered.

 


“Silence! Move
on, Mr Leppin-Lewis.”

 


“It’s all down
to the demon drink,” the Solicitor continued. “However, my client
has helped the Bench by pleading guilty and he is now content to
rely upon your mercy.”

 


“Well, we've
noted that this is not Mr Jobson’s first offence,” the Chairwoman
said. "Nor his second."

 


“This same
Court took a lenient view of his first offence,” Leppin-Lewis
reminded her. “You may recall my client was discovered urinating
from on top of a Red Pillar Box. I understand that he got up there
for a bet then couldn’t get down.”

 


“Verdigris,”
Jobson said, tugging at his sleeve. "And, mention my diabetic
bladder."

 


“And the second
offence?” she asked.

 


“Ah, this very
Court again, madam.” Leppin-Lewis replied. “A conditional discharge
and a fifty pounds fine for exposing himself at the Women’s
Institute.”

 


“It was for my
charity calendar," Jobson claimed.

 


“Silence!”

 


He shrugged and
slurred: "Goose for the sauce, love."

 


“A final word,
if madam will allow,” Leppin-Lewis interrupted quickly. “This
latest offence is directly due to my client’s unhappy divorce. Yes,
he did climb on to the roof at number 17 Newtown Street. And, yes,
he was up there for six hours, crouched on the slates and
displaying his ar-, erm, nether regions to passers-by. But, I ask
the Court to note that his ex-wife resides directly opposite at
number 12 Newtown Street.”

 


“With her
ethnic lover, the rastaman ,” Jobson added.

 


"I think we've
heard enough," she said. "Does Mister Jobson wish to add a final
few words?"

 


"We're all in
the gutter on the roof, love, but some of us are baring our arse to
the stars," Jobson told her. "That's Oscar Fry to the
uneducated."

 


The three
Magistrates huddled and quickly arrived at a decision. “This man is
obviously an incorrigible drunk with no intention of leading a
respectable life. He is also a clear danger, or at least a
nuisance, to all decent women. A custodial sentence is required. Mr
Jobson will serve three months, long enough for him to think twice
before he exhibits further lewd, disgusting behaviour."

 


“Middle-class
cow,” Jobson shouted.

 


The officer
dragged him away before he could pull down his lycra trousers.

 


FADE OUT -
DELIRIA

 


# # #

 


 


 


 


TUESDAY

 


He met a former
student at AA... after the meeting, they shared three litres of
vodka.

 


 


FADE IN -
DELIRIA

INT. SCHOOL
CORRIDOR. DAYTIME.

 


Jobson sat down
on the bench, the one outside the Headmaster’s Office, the hard one
usually reserved for naughty students. He sucked hard on a third
mint and wiped his sweating hands on his leather elbow patches. Not
for the second time, the jumped-up bastard was keeping him waiting.
Three years at Oxford and the bloody toffs think they rule the
world. Agh, problem was, the swines did rule the world.

 


Mrs Kimmy, the
Headmaster’s secretary opened the office door. “The Head will see
you now, Mister Jobson.”

 


“Yeah, lucky
me.” Oh God, an early tactical error. Well, everybody knew that Mrs
Kimmy and Horace Brown were at it like bloody meerkats on heat. But
it was too late to take back his sarcastic words. Once again, his
sense of humour could land him in trouble. And, with two written
warnings, trouble might be only five minutes away. Jobson followed
Mrs Kimmy into the Headmaster’s Office.

 


 


INT. OFFICE.
(CONT).

 


Brown, the
Headmaster, was seated behind his oversize desk. “Take a seat,
Jobson,” he said. “Mrs Kimmy will be taking notes.”

 


“Is that really
necessary?”

 


“I think you
know the process by now,” Brown said. “Ahem, it’s been reported to
me that you’ve been drunk again during timetabled hours.”

 


“Never,” he
said “Who grassed on me this time?”

 


“Grassed?"

 


"Bloody
informers."

 


"We don’t
reveal sources of information,” Brown replied. “All I can say at
this stage is that one member of staff has complained and two
parents have been in to see me.”

 


“Agh, it’s that
O’Malley,” he guessed. “Miserable Catholic blitch erm, bitch.”

 


“Ahem, have you
been drinking this morning, Jobson?”

 


“No, no, I’ve
driven up the gink.”

 


Brown turned to
Mrs Kimmy by his side. “Take an accurate note of his responses, Mrs
Kimmy.”

 


Jobson used his
sleeve to wipe the sweat off his forehead. “I shouldn’t really be
in school today. Doctor’s orders. I’m too loody bloyal for my own
good. I wanted her upstairs-in-bed to phone me in sick but she told
me to f-f-fish off.”

 


“Don’t flatter
yourself, Jobson,” Brown said. “You’ve had a written warning about
your attendance record. In fact, you’ve broken the staff record for
missed days and we’re only three-quarters of the way through the
first term.”

 


“It’s my M.E.,
you know, mygallic, erm, ensyphilis.” Jobson explained. "It's like
Multiple Skidosis only twice as difficult to spell."

 


Brown opened a
blue file and took a moment to shake his head above the contents.
“Twice last week, you were caught teaching Third Year boys the
finer points of the Gay Gordons.”

 


“No, no, it was
actually Latin American, Pasta Doobli to be precise,” Jobson told
him. “And nobody can say I’m not qualified. Back in eighty-six at
the Palais—”

 


Brown
interrupted. “Yes, yes, but three of the boys have complained.”

 


“They’ll thank
me for it when their nads descend.”

 


Brown turned a
page and continued. “Yesterday afternoon, you organised an
arm-wrestling contest for the same class.”

 


“Ah, there was
a good reason for that.”

 


“Who actually
won the contest, Jobson?” Brown gestured to Mrs Kimmy with his
pencil. “Get it down word for word, Mrs K.”

 


“Erm, it was
all won fair and square,” he said. “Well, I’ve always been stronger
than I look with all my clothes on.”

 


“And, what
happened to young Anthony Oliver?”

 


“It was either
him or me,” Jobson replied. “And, the hospital nurse said it was
only a minor dislocation.”

 


“But you were
timetabled with that same class for an hour of English Literature,”
the Headmaster reminded him. “Becket’s ‘Waiting for Godot’, I do
believe.”

 


“Agh, Samuel
Godot is so bloody boring," Jobson said. "It's all Pongo and Bongo
and forever waiting for f-f-bugger all to happen.”

 


Brown extracted
a letter, passed it to Jobson and closed the file. “You’ve been
suspended on full pay until the School Governors make a decision on
your case. You’ll need to stay away from the school unless you get
permission from the Governors. Clear out your desk and be off the
premises within the hour.”

 


Jobson got to
his feet. “I’ll not stand for this.”

 


“Well, there’s
always the Appeals Procedure, of course,” Brown said. “But, do try
to be sober if and when you appear before the Tribunal.”

 


“You’ll be
hearing from my Sussilitor,” he slurred.

 


Brown stood up,
ignored Jobson and gazed out of the window. “See Mister Jobson out,
Mrs Kimmy.”

 


“I’ll see you
in Court,” Jobson shouted “Oh yes, I’ll see you in Court.” For some
unknown reason, he ran out of the Office, sprinted down the
corridor and carried on running until confronted by a pair of
friendly oak doors. Ah, thank God, he was just in time for a double
vodka. Agh, bollocks, it was the local Job Centre.

 


FADE OUT -
DELIRIA

 


# # #

 


 


 


 


WEDNESDAY

 


After the
Consultant’s last warning, he stopped drinking ... for two
year-long days.

 


 


FADE IN -
DELIRIA

INT. HOSPITAL
ENTRANCE. DAYTIME.

 


His old mother
always knew best and was never afraid to advise him. “There’s only
two occasions in life when you need to dress up,” she had advised,
wagging an arthritic finger. “That’s Doctors’ appointments at the
Health Centre and visits by the Coop when you’re laid out in the
front room.” Well, his early-morning appointment with the
Consultant seemed worthy, hence the bowler hat and leather brief
case.

 


It took him
four attempts to open the glass door: push left, push right, pull
left, pull open. Agh, it was always bloody so. He was no sooner
through the door than a grey-haired crone slowed his progress.
“Good morning, sir. Can I help you?”

 


“Er, someone in
psychiatry,” he told her.

 


“First right,
second left, then ask at the Nurses’ Station,” she instructed,
sniffing at the air.

 


Agh, one smell
of the cheap wine on his breath and they stopped calling a man sir.
Jobson set off along the bare, soulless corridors but saw no sign
of a Nurses’ Station. It was a full half-hour before he found
himself back in front of the crone. The bitch had surely
mis-directed him on purpose. “Good morning, sir.” She showed no
signs of having met him before.

 


“Psychiatry?”
he queried, holding on tight to his briefcase.

 


“First left,
second right,” she told him.

 


“But—.”

 


“Hurry along,
we're very busy here.”

 


 


INT. RECEPTION
DESK. (CONT).

 


“Thomas Wartkin
Jobson to see the Consultant man,” he announced in his most
cultured voice. “Quick as you like, my dear, I’ve got other
appointments this morning.”

 


“Thomas…?”

 


“Thomas Wartkin
Jobson,” he repeated.

 


“Wait a moment,
Mister Wartkin.”

 


When she
disappeared behind a screen, he could hear loud girlish giggles.
“I’ve heard all the jokes, missy,” he called out. “That’s a good
old English name after ancestors on my father’s side. Wartkin, as
in 'son of wart'.”

 


She returned to
the desk and stroked the computer keys. “You’re over ten minutes
late Mister er, Wartkin. I hope you realise this isn’t a Bus
Stop.”

 


“Eh? Bus
Stop?”

 


“If you miss
your Consultant, there isn’t another one in ten minutes,” she
explained. “Last month, we wasted twenty-seven million hours in
missed appointments.”

 


“But—.”

 


She interrupted
his mental arithmetic. “Ah, I see you don’t do statistics.”

 


“Erm,
well—.”

 


“Don’t waste
any more time, Mister Wartkin,” she interrupted again. “Just sign
this form and we’ll say no more about it.”

 


Jobson examined
the form but hesitated. “Erm, Twelve-Step Program?”

 


“Just sign it,”
she said. “Last month, we lost an alcoholic in the M.R.I. Scanner.
Every week, the alcoholics cost us more hours than missed
appointments and smokers added together.”

 


“Really?”

 


“It’s
statistics,” she confirmed.

 


He signed the
form. “Just tell the man that I’m here, miss.”

 


She pointed
over her shoulder to the glass-walled corridor. “You want the
second door on the left. I’ll take care of your belongings.”

 


“No need, my
dear.”

 


“It’s
compulsory,” she advised him. “And, I’ll need your jacket and
shoes.”

 


Jobson passed
over his bowler hat and briefcase then backed away. “I’ll keep my
clothes on for now, if that’s okay.”

 


“You’ve already
signed the waiver, Mister Wartkin,” she told him. “And, we don’t
want to lose you in the Air Conditioning Unit.”

 




"You mean the
M.R.I. Scanner?"

 


"Don't be
silly."

 


He tried to
move towards the corridor but a steel grill descended to bar his
access. “It’s Rules and Regulations,” she claimed.

 


“Ah yes, I like
to keep the Rules,” Jobson said as he removed his jacket and shoes.
“Erm, sorry about the state of these socks.”

 


“Eugh, sweat
rot. Oh, we see all kinds of dirty people in here,” she said with a
grimace.

“Some of them
don’t even wash their filthy hands after masturbation. As for the
hours lost due to swine ‘flu…”

 


“Agh, I‘m most
particular about personal hygiene,” Jobson assured the nurse before
looking down at his filthy feet. “No, that isn’t your actual dirt
in the usual sense,” he insisted quickly. “It’s what the qualified
podiatrists like to call foot discolouration. In fact, I’ve always
been a great believer in foot hygiene, ever since mixed gym day at
the Grammar School.”

 


The nurse
sneered at his explanation and pointed to his rear. “You seem to be
suffering from a bad case of spinal discolouration as well, Mister
Wartkin.”

 


He reached
behind his back and felt only bare skin. Oh God, this was his
reserve shirt with the long split down the back. And, his poking
finger revealed a distinct lack of underpants beneath his thin
trousers. “Agh, I must have put on the wrong shirt this morning,”
he explained to the smirking girl. “Honestly, I’ve got no end of
suitable shirts in my wardrobe. No end.”

 


She snorted in
disbelief. “They all say that.”

 


“Surplus shirts
on my rail.”

 


She caressed
the keyboard again. “I’ve put it on record that you've shirts in
the wardrobe.”

 


“Right, thank
you.”

 


“With your
socks?” she asked with a smirk.

 


“It’s no more
than the gospel truth,” Jobson insisted.

 


“All right but
it doesn’t believe you.” Her computer monitor flashed and beeped.
“It’s having a good laugh,” she told him. “Anyway, you’re now
eighteen minutes late for your appointment, Mister Wartkin,”

 


“Well, you
haven’t helped,” he complained.

 


“It’s nineteen
minutes now,” she sneered. “One more minute and you’ll be
removed

by
security.”

 


“Eh?”

 


“It’s the
twenty-minute rule.”

 


Jobson left
behind his belongings and set off at a run down the glass-walled
corridor. "Now then.” He searched in vain for a break in the smooth
walls. “First on the left,” he muttered but another steel grill
restricted his further progress. And: “I knew that was there,” when
a black door appeared close to where he first started out. He
tucked in his torn shirt, pressed on the bell and opened the
door.

 


 


INT. SMALL
ROOM. (CONT).

 


As he crossed
the snow-white floor tiles, his dirty feet left behind dark
footprints. In the right corner, a stained Belfast sink held a mop
and bucket. There was no desk, only a small stand to hold the
electric kettle and a single mug. Jobson winced at the sight of his
footprints, retrieved the mop and began to clean the tiled floor.
He was using the mop to clean his feet when the door opened and a
young man entered. “Erm, just helping out with the swine ‘flu,”
Jobson said to him. “I’m Thomas, er, Wart..., er, Jobson to see the
man.”

 


The sun-tanned
stranger crossed to the far corner and pulled back a curtain to
reveal a wooden stool beside a single bed. He pushed the stool
towards Jobson and stretched out on a paper sheet. “Sit yourself
down, Jobson,” he said. “Hurry up now, sport, nobody likes a tardy
punter.”

 


Jobson frowned,
confused by the Consultant’s odd manner. Punter? Sport? These were
not the words of an educated professional. And, why was he wearing
a long brown coat rather than a Saville Row suit? “I was held up at
Reception,” he explained. “It won’t happen again, sir.”

 


“You’re also
improperly dressed,” he told Jobson.

 


“Sorry, sir, I
explained all that to the computer.”

 


“Yes, the dirty
feet,” he said. “Show me a pair of filthy feet and I’ll show you a
punter with any number of embarrassing moments.”

 


“Erm, yes, but
an army marches on its feet,” Jobson said.

 


“What else
could they march on, sport?”

 


“You're right,
sir.”

 


“No need for
formalities, pal, you can call me Mister Davies.” He rolled off the
bed and tapped Jobson on the shoulder. “Ah well, let’s make a
start. Just take your trousers off and lie on the bed.”

 


“Eh? Is that
really necessary?” Jobson asked.

 


“Are Rules and
Regulations necessary?” he countered.

 


“Erm, yes, I
suppose so.” He removed his trousers.

 


Davies moved
the stool closer to the bed and licked at his pencil lead. “By God,
sport, is that a wart on your scrotum?”

 


“Eh?”

 


Davies laughed.
“Is that a wart or are you just glad to see me?”

 


“It’s not
funny, Mister Davies.”

 


“It’s like a
small aubergine,” he said, still laughing.

 


“Agh, it was
next to nothing when I used to indulge,” Jobson replied. “No more
than a button in my heyday.”

 


“Did it ever
cause you any embarrassment?”

 


This Davies
fellow obviously had some kind of psycho-obsession. Ah well, he
probably had good diagnostic reasons. Jobson tried to change the
subject. “Still, if you can’t help me with it…”

 


“Mm, have you
considered a merkin?” Davies enquired.

 


“Eh? What's a
merkin?”

 


“It’s a pubic
wig,” Davies explained. “It will cover that aubergine, no problem.
You can get them in pink if you’re that way inclined.”

 


“I’m not.”

 


“Well, ginger
is also very popular, especially for the older gents,” Davies
advised. “And, I can give you an address to avoid any
embarrassment.”

 


“I’m not in the
least bit embarrassed,” Jobson lied. “I used to teach ‘sexual
health’ to teenagers. It’s not in my nature to be embarrassed by
such matters.”

 


“Plain brown
envelope?”

 


Jobson raised
his voice. “No thanks.”

 


Davies stood up
and sat on the end of the bed. “Show me a man with an unusual
protrusion and I’ll show you someone who is well used to
embarrassing moments.”

 


“Eh?” Was this
Davies qualified? More like the bugger needed his own psychiatrist.
Jobson began to get dressed.

 


“Well, Mister
Jobson?”

 


“Erm,
what?”

 


“E.g. An
example of an embarrassing moment?”

 


When Davies
stood up and unbuttoned his coat, the old man noticed his ragged
jeans and green wellington boots. Ah, maybe he was a surgeon.
Jobson scratched at his head. “Sorry, you’ve lost me there, Mister
Davies.”

 


“Oh, come on,
Jobson, I bet you’ve had a few hot flushes in your time,” he
sneered. “Yes, you’ve dropped the odd bollock, haven't you?”

 


“Not me.”

 


“Yes, surplus
bollocks, sport.”

 


“Is this
relevant, Mister Davies? Erm, is it even appropriate?”

 


“Come clean,
Jobson,” he insisted. “If not, well, you’re wasting my time. I
suggest you go back to Reception, make a further Appointment and
come back in three months.”

 


Agh, the man
was clearly an impostor. “Can I have words with the man at the
top?”

 


“I’ve just told
you, try again in six months.”

 


“Six
months?”

 


“I’m afraid
you’ve failed the first test,” Davies explained. “Show me a man
with dirty feet, no underwear and an aubergine protruding from his
bollock-sack, a man who denies embarrassing moments and I’ll show
you a bloody liar.”

 


“Agh, but I’ve
blanked them all out,” Jobson claimed.

 


“Yes, all
right, we’ll see you in twelve months.”

 


“But..., what
about my Appointment?” Jobson fastened his belt, moved towards the
door and then hesitated. “Erm...”

 


“Yes? Yes?”
Davies interrupted eagerly.

 


“Well, erm,
there was this slight upset many years ago. You know, just an
example that’s stuck with me down the years. I suppose a lesser man
would have been embarrassed.”

 


“Good man.”
Davies exclaimed. “Let’s have you back on the bed and I’ll take a
few notes.”

 


Jobson returned
to the bed and stretched out on a fresh paper sheet. “You must
understand, Mister Davies, things were very different in the early
sixties. Totally different in that terraced house. I mean, we
didn’t have any underpants at Junior School. They were rationed
after the war. Some of us were still in short trousers at Grammar
School. Some of us had home-made trousers. Agh, those chapped
bloody legs. My old lady held my dick when she rubbed in the cream.
Yes, that was very embarrassing. Will that embarrassment do
you?”

 


When the old
man tried to get up from the bed, Davies raised a hand. “I’ll need
more than that, sport,” he insisted, licking at his pencil. “And,
get a move on to the good stuff, we haven’t got all bloody
day.”

 


“Agh, okay
then, I was only fifteen, straight out of school,” Jobson began
again. “Oh, I could have stayed on but the old man was a boozer. I
mean, there was no money in the house. Anyway, I got this first job
at Bury Textiles, three pounds a week and all the bits of coloured
cloth you could stuff down your pants. I began as the tea-boy, that
was the tradition back then. Ah, I can remember it like
yester—.”

 


Davies yawned
at great length, waving a hand to interrupt. “Bloody hell, it’s
like bedtime with Alan Bennett. Speed it up, I’m dropping off
here.”

 


“Three times a
day, I had to wheel this big tea urn round the looms,” Jobson
carried on. “There was tea and coffee, oh, and various cakes on the
bottom—.”

 


“Get on with
it, for God’s sake.”

 


“Those women
loved their cups of tea,” he recalled fondly.

 


“Women?” Davies
queried, pen raised.

 


Jobson nodded.
“Oh yes, eighty or ninety women. In fact, there were five or six
women for every man in the mill.”

 


“Young
women?”

 


“Yes, why?”

 


“Show me an
embarrassed man and, somewhere close by, there’s always a lurking
woman,” he explained. “Usually a young woman with smooth arms and
liquid breasts.” Davies slapped hard on his notebook. “Get on with
it then.”

 


“Agh, it still
haunts my dreams, even after all these years,” Jobson told him.
“I’d just turned sixteen when it happened. I was shy as a squirrel,
so backward in coming forward. I mean, girls were not just a
different sex, they were a different bloody planet. I mean—.”

 


“Move on,
Jobson,” Davies shouted.

 


“This is not
easy for me,” he explained. “There was this lovely young girl who
worked in the Patterns Office. She was my very first crush. She had
such beautiful white teeth with a tiny chip at the front. Ah, so
attractive. And, unusual in those days. Well, we didn’t have the
toiletries in the sixties. Toothpaste and such. Deodorants and the
like. Agh, we didn’t even have the benefit of boxers or y-fronts
back in the so-called good old days. Well, maybe we had the odd
y-front.”

 


Davies sighed
and raised a hand. “Can you please get to the meaty part? I’m due
off-shift in three bloody hours.”

 


“Right, sorry.
Where was I?”

 


“Solomons.”

 


“Eh?”

 


“Grundys.
Undies,” he reminded him wearily. “Move on, for God’s sake.”

 


“Agh, they
didn’t even have the sennacot in the fifties,” Jobson
complained.

 


“Senna
what?”

 


“Erm, senna,
ex-lax, you know, laxatives.”

 


Davies pulled a
face. “I do hope this isn’t going to be distasteful.”

 


“Well, you
wanted to know, Mister Davies.”

 


“Yes, but I was
hoping for something of a sexual nature,” he said. “You know, young
girls ready for plucking.”

 


“It was nothing
like that,” Jobson continued. “I’d been there about four months and
never missed a single day. I had to see Lorna every day. Agh, she
was on my mind from early morning until last thing every night.
Milky tea and a penny fairy cake, she had, always the same, twice a
day. Agh, I just couldn’t work up the courage to speak to the girl.
Well, we weren’t so forward in the sixties. No confidence really,
that’s what it was. I mean, we didn’t even have an inside toilet
before sixty-three, never mind fancy underwear.”

 


Davies yawned
“Yeah, so you keep saying, Jobson.”

 


He winced at
the memories and hesitated. “Erm, well, I’ll get to the point. I’d
made up my mind to ask Lorna out to the pictures.”

 


“Pictures?”

 


“Cinema.”

 


“Carry on.”

 


“It was Gone
With the Wind at the local Plaza,” Jobson explained. “I thought,
that’s over three hours long, maybe on the back row. So, I got up
that morning, put on my new jacket and dipped into my old man’s
Brylcreem.”

 



“Brylcreem?”

 


“For the hair,”
he told him. “Oh, and I put on my brand new white pumps, all the
fashion they were, only one and sixpence a week off the
clubman.”

 


“Spare me so
many minor details, sport.”

 


“I’m nearly
there,” he said. “Anyway, I was halfway round the looms, nearly up
to the Pattern Office when I got taken badly short, you know,
desperate for a—.”

 


Davies raised a
hand again. “I do know what it means.”

 


“Agh, I’d been
constipated for two bloody weeks, worse than a blocked drain,”
Jobson continued. “Well, we didn’t have the greens like today. It
was all jam butties and chips from the Chip Shop. I blame my old
mother, she was no kind of cook. So, I parked up the tea urn
outside the Pattern Office and sprinted off to the works’ toilet.
And the facilities were not up to scratch in those days. I mean,
there were none of your fancy toilet rolls, no double-ply or hello
bloody veronica, er, vera.” Jobson sat up on the bed, close to
tears. “Agh, it was so bloody primitive in those days.”

 


Davies looked
up from his note-taking. “Calm down, sport, no need to get
upset.”

 


Jobson paused
to regain control. “When I got back to my tea urn, there were about
twenty women in line, all waiting for their tea or coffee. But I
only had eyes for Lorna. She was first in the queue, and lovely as
ever. ‘Tea and a fairy cake, Tommy,’ she said, smiling. ‘Bags of
milk.’ Aaaagh.”

 


Davies noticed
the old man’s distress and reached across to pat his arm. “Take
your time, sport.”

 


“I gave her the
milky tea and tried a subtle approach. ‘Have you seen that great
film at the Plaza?’ I asked Lorna. That’s when I made my mistake.
That’s when I decided to show off my brand new white pumps, all the
latest fashion. I lifted my left foot and placed it on the edge of
the cake trolley. Aaaagh.”

 


“Steady now.
And?”

 


“It still
bloody hurts after all these years.”

 


“Just pretend
nobody’s listening,” Davies advised.

 


Jobson closed
his eyes and finished his story. “It was sitting there on the
rubber toe-cap of my new pump.”

 


“What was?”

 


“Dark brown on
shiny white,” Jobson added with a small sob. “A perfect sphere of
fresh motion.”

 



“Excrement?”

 


“No, it was
just ordinary shit.”

 


Davies tucked
the notebook into his breast pocket and moved towards the door.

“That’s easily
the most disgusting thing I’ve ever heard and I’ve heard a few in
my time.”

 


Jobson stood up
from the bed. “Hang on, I haven’t finished yet.”

 


“Surely it
can’t get any worse,” Davies said.

 


“Lorna, the
girl, screamed it across the mill at the top of her voice,” he
recalled, wincing again. “They probably heard her all over the loom
shed. ‘Tommy’s got a turd on his toe-cap,’ the little bitch
screamed. Then she ran into the Pattern Office to tell all her
colleagues. Aaaagh”

 


“What happened
to those white pumps?”

 


“I chucked them
in the canal on the way home.”

 


“Really
disgusting,” Davies decided. “Is that the full story then?”

 


Jobson nodded.
“That was the end of my first job. Well, I couldn’t go back to Bury
Textiles after that, could I?”

 


Davies opened
the door. “I think you really need to see a psychiatrist.”

 


Jobson frowned,
confused. “But, I thought… erm, my Appointment?”

 


“Oh, you were
far too late for that,” Davies told him. “All of the late
Appointments are passed on to me for my project.”

 


“But, I mean,
what do you do?”

 


“Me? I’m Senior
Executive in charge of waste disposal.”

 


“Eh?”

 


“The
caretaker.”

 


“Not the
Consultant?” Jobson shouted with an angry scowl. “Well, what was
all that nonsense about embarrassing moments then?”

 


“It’s not
nonsense, sport,” he answered. “I’m doing this weekly blog on the
internet about major embarrassments. I had over seven thousand hits
last month and twelve hundred twats on me twitter.”

 


“Oh, I’ll not
stand for this,” Jobson told him. “It’s, erm, you’re invading my
privacy, it’s a breech of—.”

 


Davies
interrupted and showed him the door. “Frankly, I won’t be using
your story. In fact, it’s more disgusting than embarrassing.”

 


“I want to see
your immediate superior,” Jobson requested.

 


“Show me a man
who dreams of shit and I’ll show you someone who definitely needs a
head doctor.” Davies reached to the nearby wall and flicked at a
switch. “Calling Doctor Lorna Marston, Doctor Marston,” he said
into an intercom. “Please report to the Caretaker’s Closet where
Mister Thomas Wartkin Jobson wishes to make a complaint.”

 


“Lorna Marston?
My Lorna from Bury Textiles?” Jobson pushed him out of the way and
dashed into the corridor. “Oh shit, agh, too much.”
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