kebab

Slumped in the window recess of a gormless
seventies office building, the young city buck rocked like
a griever, groaning woeful deep into the lace-holes of his
vomit-skin shoes.

The terylene tongue that hung from his neck, like
a tool that had recently killed him, was tugged way to his
tits, its walnut knot choking the wacky pattern blue, con-
torting the high-pitched cocky mouse and dumb dog into
a mangled brace of glassy-eyed road kills.

His pissed suit was off the rack and ruined.

His berserk shirt came with the kebab.

As evening-on-the-rat fingers combed through a
head-shot fringe, smoky bacon dandruff rained down on-
to the night-stained faux-marble slab that lay cold morn
beneath his crotch. The night had been lager-long, that
much he eighth remembered.

Big drowsy, he hid his yawn. Smelt his dabs. Fin-
gered his eyes. Scooped out glue. Gobbed out slop.
Raised his watch arm. Pulled his sleeve. Measured the
amount. It overflowed.

“Fuck. Fuckohfuckohfuckohfuck..” he droned.



The puppeteer was still swigging from the bottle
as the young buck clambered down to pavement level.

On Bambi pins he faltered, straight as poss, dust-
ing and palm-ironing his jacket.

As he looked to the heavens the first drop of rain
got him in the eye and he screwed up his face with the
sting. Quick on its tail, a mad pack and clowder chased
down soaking him in a second to the skin.

Sentence passed, he hung his head and sighed.
Shuddered. Nearly heaved. Took in air. Coaxed it back.
Looked the idiot swallowing at the shattered egg-timer
jammed in his throat. Winced at the grating pain. Nearly
heaved. Moved a little. Stopped. Moved again. Staggered
over the crack of dawn and into the working day.

At salted-slug pace he headed hopeful in the di-
rection of the Underground, a sure enough mile up the
road.

The remaining dregs of his spirit spilt with every
scrap of litter that overtook him on this wet and windless
day.

By the time he arrived it had ceased pelting, and
the sun was parting the clouds.

Hot as hell now, he sweated cobs.



Facing the station clock, a huge digital alloy prism
that was new to him, he raised his arm to compare the
amount.

Tugged at his sleeve. Found himself gripping no
more than a tatter. A stained and shredded rag that hung
from his limb as a sheet of dead flesh.

Stared at his watch. Found the face heavily
scarred. Leant in close, his eyesight muddy. The glass
muddy.

Beneath, he could just make out the second-
hand, oxidised, eyelashing up at him. About its roots, the
minute and hour hands, warped a little, were fixed fossil
at ten-to.

Thereabouts.

Ten-to. Ten. Ten-to-ten.

He glanced up at the big station clock. It contra-
dicted his own muddy version with a bright red clear and
beaming ten-past.

And fourteen seconds.

He looked back down. Down at his relic. Noticed
the mossy fur covering the strap, staining his boney wrist
a dullish green.

Ten-to. Ten. Ten-to-ten. Thereabouts. He looked
up. Ten-past. And twenty-one seconds. Looked down.

Ten-to. He looked up. Ten-past. And twenty-seven sec-



onds. He looked at his shoes. Cardboard. Looked at his
hands. Oak.

“Ten-past...” he muttered, scratching at his chin,
itchy under the bush, a nicotine-stained full o’ rubbish
frizzbeard that grew to his scrote.

And thirty-eight seconds

On the dull-grey gum bombsight that surrounded
the news-stand he clocked a crushed-out cig and with
base urgency shuffled over to claim his prize. The old
newspaper padding beneath his stinking shirt was like
rusty armour, and bending down and getting up was a ca-
reer.

“Ten-past, ten-past...” he muttered, popping the
dogend in with the rest.

And fifty-three seconds.

“Ten-past, ten-past, ten-past...” he muttered, star-
ing through the date on the still warm Sun.

And ten years.

The station began to fill with human forms. Wear-
ing too much scent.

“Fuckohfuckohfuckohfuck...” he droned.

They avoided him like the plague.

“Fuckohfuckohfuckohfuckohfuck...”



