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slippery surface 
 

 

 Had a face like a slapped penis did the MAKESENSE 

supermarket Replenishment Manager, Danny McCart-

ney. 

 10am and his bulbous arse was doing the rounds. An 

arse accentuated by the shine on the seat of his standard 

issue MAKESENSE management black slacks. Walked 

with a lumbering gait. An awkward waddle sponsored by 

the weight-worn lopsided heels of his over-polished loaf-

ers, straining at the join of the upper and the soul as they 

wrestled to contain his swollen plates. Fat grey lumps of 

meat sweating cheese death inside a pair of threadbare, 

decade-old socks.  

 A mountain range of sleeping boils swept across the 

back of his bloated neck. Their peaks rising above the 

rim of his collar, once white, now cream. Stained by regu-

lar eruptions of cold custard sebum. 

 Just gone 10am and Danny McCartney, Replenish-

ment Manager, stood by a refrigeration unit, berating an 

unlicked cub of a trainee. Simon. Tall lad. Nervous and 

stiff in his crisp MAKESENSE blue nylon coveralls. 

 Danny McCartney moved in close, clipboard in-hand-

on-hip. Barking loud enough so everybody could hear. 

Showing it off to passing shoppers and to the girls on the 

deli counter. Who hated him and his fat shiny arse,  

 “And what do call that on the floor?” asked Danny 

McCartney.  

 “L..L....”, stammered Simon. 
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 “Come on, l..l..lad!” mimicked Danny McCartney. 

 “L..L..L...” 

 “Well?” 

 “L..L..L..” 

 Fuckin’ lunatic, thought Danny McCartney. 

 “L..L..L..” 

 Fuckin’ mong. 

 

         ***** 

 

 Simon was six foot four by age fourteen. Sixteen now 

and near three inches on top of that. Lanky, pale and 

wan. Stooped so like he could topple any time. Short 

black hair. Cut by his mum. A spent match. Shy since a 

foetus. His life-squirm compounded by a dad who would 

struggle to remember his name and by a stammer that 

seeded early and had gone, as his dad would have put it, 

“from b..bad to f.. fuckin’ w.. w..worse.” 

 “Well?” shouted Danny McCartney. 

 But the word was well stuck and he was doing his best 

not to choke on it. 

 “L..L...L..L…..L…..”  

 Gormless cunt, thought Danny McCartney. 

 “..litter.” 

 “Give the boy a banana!” announced Danny McCart-

ney to no one in particular. He turned back. 

 “And what was it I asked you to do not twenty minutes 

ago? Well?” 

 Simon stood statue.  

 Danny McCartney moved in close again and strained a 

vicious whisper through his teeth. 

 “To-clean-this-shit-up!” 
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 Simon began to feel dizzy. Some words came up only 

to stumble awkwardly along the ridge of his thin, drying 

lips. 

 Danny McCartney cupped his ear cartoon-style before 

swapping his clipboard three times against Simon’s 

chest.  

 “Clean  -  it  -  up!” 

 Danny McCartney took in a deep breath. One he didn’t 

need. He looked to the floor and let it out as one long 

sigh. 

 “You did an exact similar thing yesterday, didn’t you.” 

 Simon shook his head. 

 “I w..w..wasn’t in y..yester..” 

 “Don’t argue with me, lad. Or you’ll find yourself down 

the job shop with your PhD in shelf-stacking!” 

 Danny McCartney liked that one. He darted his eyes to 

the deli girls, checking if they liked it too. They stared 

blankly back at him. He gave them a smile. One of his 

cocktail bar smoothies. The one tagged with a wink. 

 “So, are we going to get on with it? Mm?” 

 Simon nodded. 

 “Good. And I’ll be back in fifteen to check you have! 

Geddit?” 

 Danny McCartney looked him up and down. 

 Useless twat, he thought. 

 

        ***** 

 

 Danny McCartney swaggered over to the cheese sec-

tion where he stopped to take inventory of the mozzarella 

and to tidy up the Jarlsberg. The pulp of his fat pink fin-

gertips gaining purchase in the cheese’s trademark eyes.  
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Reasonably pleased with his dairy display, Danny 

McCartney drifted along the unit, giving cursory check to 

the margarines and low fat spreads. He arrived at the 

butters and after a few seconds of study, repositioning 

the blocks until they formed a perfect gold and silver wall.  

 A few yards further on though, at the bacon section, 

Danny McCartney stood aghast, hands on his hips, shak-

ing his head at the chaos that faced him. Streaky 

Smoked was mixed in with Economy Back and some of 

the Dry Cured had tumbled down to mix in with the 

Gammon Rashers. Danny McCartney hissed. 

 “Fuckin’ punters. Fuckin’ pigs.” 

 He began to sort out the bacon, stacking the packets 

neatly in their place before turning the corner of the unit 

into the adjacent aisle where the cooked chicken fillets 

and other cold meats awaited similar attention. 

 He tidied up the flans and unshuffled the sliced meats 

before approaching the pork pies, noting down in his 

clipboard a dramatic shortage of the Melton Mowbray 

miniatures. He put this down to shoplifting. Easy to slip 

into the pocket or shove down the trousers, were the tiny 

pies. Simple to graze as well. You could polish off two or 

three in a matter of minutes without the security camera 

picking up any discernable movement of the cheeks or 

gullet.  

 Danny McCartney was always on the lookout for the 

grazer.  

 Then he saw it. Turning into aisle 3, (Shampoos, 

soaps, toothpaste, mouthwash, lady’s hygiene, first aid), 

in amongst the plasters and the antiseptic creams. There, 

on the shelf, glowing like it was alive under the terrible 

lights. There. With a small bite chunked out. Mocking 
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him: An iced giving-him-the-finger bun. A sickly six-

incher, its sticky pink top melting down one side, dotted 

unevenly with a stingy sprinkling of hundreds and thou-

sands. A vomit bomb, too disgusting even for the grazer 

and so dumped. There. In amongst the neat, sterile 

items.  

 Stuff discarded and then left hither thither riled Danny 

McCartney enough, but this was his top number one pet 

hate. A dumping grazer. Yesterday, it was a soft drink 

carton husk dribbling away its last over the prawns. The 

day before, some biscuits, Jaffas, spat out in a wine bin. 

Later a can of lager, contents consumed, crushed and 

ditched in with the end-of-line perspiring closed cup 

economy mushrooms.  

 Danny McCartney’s disgust turned his sweat bitter, his 

fury simmering to his shoes. 

 

                                          ***** 

  

 Having swept the rubbish into a pyramid of folded 

cardboard and industrial cling film, Simon rested his 

broom and skipped to the stockroom for an empty box to 

pack it up in. Gone not two minutes, he came back to find 

his beautiful neat heap all over the show, mischievously 

kicked and tossed about the place. Shredded cardboard 

had been scattered in amongst the chicken fillets, whist 

the cling film, draped over a strip light, had melted into a 

long, hot sheet, that had climbed down to fuse with the 

cellophane packaging stretched tight over the cold, hor-

ripilant, mutant turkey drumsticks. Stained at the ankles 

from standing in its own burning piss and shit. 
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                                          ***** 

 

 Danny McCartney scooped up a trodden-on toilet rim 

refill and gave it a good, long sniff. Sea Burst. The cloy-

ing scent seeping through its burst blue cellophane 

wrapping. He much preferred Forest Fern, but still treated 

himself to a couple of dabs on the pulse points before 

rubbing it across the grey skin behind his ears. 

 

                                          ***** 

 

 Simon could well have added his breakfast to the mess 

when he saw it. Had to swallow back down the steamy 

lumps of gluey porridge that were rising, wanting out. As 

were the silent screaming creatures of panic that darted 

behind his eyes, scurrying in every direction, crashing in-

to each other in a desperate attempt to flee the madden-

ing blood rush. 

 Some customer did this, maybe. Some kid or that cra-

zy old man that smells and talks to himself, and who only 

yesterday, came at him with a tin of mandarins. Or may-

be it was a workmate. ‘Mate’. He had no mates here. No-

one liked him much, apart from maybe the girls on the 

deli counter, though he couldn’t be sure of them. No, 

none of them liked him. From day one. Always taking the 

micky. Snickers and whispers always in his ears. And the 

pranks. Ham removed from his sandwich and replaced 

with toilet tissue. His apple reduced to the core. Just like 

back in school. 

 

                                          ***** 
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 Danny McCartney checked the date on the last re-

maining packet of seafood selection. Mussels, prawns, 

scallops and squid, lying in their coffin slop, still with a 

few hours to go. Danny McCartney ticked it off before 

moving along to the smoked mackerel, salmon steaks 

and trout fillets. 

 

                                          ***** 

 

 Simon had to fight back the rest of his breakfast when 

he thought of his dad or his headmaster or Mr McCartney 

turning the corner of the aisle to find this mess, a mess 

far worse than before, a mess he was ordered to clean 

up a thousand years ago. His knees buckled at the idea 

of him being ordered to the headmaster’s office. For raw 

punishment with a heavy leather belt. Humiliated in front 

of the whole school. Screamed at with everyone on the 

shopfloor laughing. The girls on the tills. The lads stack-

ing. The girls on the deli counter. His relatives. Even his 

grandmother. Laughing her teeth out of her dead mouth. 

Right at the front. Knitting away in the shadow of the guil-

lotine.  

                             

                                         ***** 

 

 Danny McCartney jotted some dog food inventory 

down in his clipboard before checking his watch. Time to 

see how that giant idiot was doing with his mess-and-a-

half. Worse than before, he’d bet. He’d put his 

MAKESENSE company pension on it. 

 He allowed himself a smug little grin at what he was 

sure he’d find. Slipped his pen back into the breast pock-
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et of his shirt. Rolled up his sleeves. Those grazing half-

inchers,. Those dumping shits. They were all going to get 

it. That freak was going to get it. He’ll skin him alive. 

 

                                          ***** 

 

 Simon flustered. His attempts to speedily clean up the 

carnage just made things worse. As he frantically scythed 

the broom about the mess, the end of the handle caught 

the sauces on the opposite aisle and sent a line of family-

size bottles of ketchup crashing to the ground, some of 

them exploding as they hit the deck, their contents shoot-

ing out like Kensington Gore between the shards of glass 

and torn label. Dumping his broom, he got down on his 

knees to start gathering the broken remains with his bare 

hands, the glass slicing his fingers and palms, thin blood 

pouring from the deep cuts to wash over the surface of 

the thick tomato relish, making it look even cheaper. Ever 

more plastic and industrial. 

 Danny McCartney turned into the aisle. The Aisle of 

Horror. Stood for a good minute taking in the view. 

Savouring the terrible vista. A sight to behold. There in 

front of him. Down on the floor. Squatting with its boney 

knees around its big ears. Rocking like a broken child. 

Groaning low. Sniffing back a whole skullfull of tearful 

snot. While all about it, broken glass, torn paper and 

cardboard. Soaked in blood and sauce. And the smell of 

it all. The stench of melted plastic a note below the 

sweeter tone of ketchup, and beneath that, the iron of 

blood, faintly tracing its metal mark across the front of his 

hard, upper palette.  
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 It went straight to Replenishment Manager’s loins. He 

almost got a semi. 

 Danny McCartney held back for a few seconds before 

starting in with a round of sarcastic bullet ‘tuts’. Stepping 

forward, his ample moobs rolled over his folded, pasty 

white arms. His clipboard sticking out like a shield at rest, 

he shook his head slowly from side to side, licked his lips 

and cleared his throat. Took in a bucket of breath, before 

letting it out slow and heavy. 

 “What-the-hell-is-this!!” 

 His words could not have been any bigger, forming a 

line that blasted out, in slow motion, globules of hot spit-

tle, his utterance managing to stop several meandering 

shoppers in their stride.  

 “Well?!” 

 Simon didn’t reply. Couldn’t reply. His head hurt real 

bad, and his hand, still bleeding from the deep cut, 

banged out his heart rhythm so heavy that he thought the 

whole works was going to shoot out through the gaping 

slash any moment.  

 “I-said what-the-fuck-is-this!?” 

 Danny McCartney moved in closer, treading carefully 

so as not to get any of the spilt ketchup on him.  

 “You-fucking-mong!!” 

 ‘Mong’. That word again. It cut clean through. Entered 

his head, distracting him from the pain. Numbed him like 

a shot of something. Mong. The old nickname. Mong. 

The name which even the odd teacher would get him 

with. Haul him in front of the class and ‘mong’ him out. 

The whole class laughing and ‘mongin’ along. For as long 

as he could remember he had been the Mong. The Vil-

lage Idiot. The Retard. The Dunce. Thicko. Freak. Dim-
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wit. Dolt. The Mong. A Simpleton. An imbecile. Dropped 

on his head as a baby, he was. Brain damaged, that boy. 

Brain damaged? What brain? Pea brain. No brain. Thin 

air between his big ugly ears. Lights on but nobody 

home. A buffoon. A moron. A cretin. On top of that The 

Mong was Mad. A nutter. A loon. Doolally. Loco, that boy. 

Bats in his belfry. A screw loose. Crackers. A fruitcake. 

Cuckoo. A cuckoo and a Mong.         

 “Well, you stupid oaf?!” bellowed Danny McCartney, 

loving this. Something like electricity coursing through his 

body, now.  

 “Eh? Mong?” 

Mong. Monster. Lurch. Frankenstein. Watch it though. 

Could turn at any minute. Strength of ten, The Mong. At-

tacked this kid with a section of railing once. Yeah. Had 

to be prized off by three grown-ups. Poor kid’s still got 

paint embedded in his scar. Over one eye, a quarter-inch 

flake of council grey to forever remind him of the day he 

pushed The Mong. The Mong that lives with his mother, 

The Witch. The Hag. The Slut. The Tart. With that tuft of 

grey hair growing from her purple chin-mole. Just the two 

of them. In that stinking house with the stained walls and 

the cracked windows and the curtains that are always 

drawn. It’s reckoned there’s bodies in the cellar. At 

No.32. The door with the screwdriver scratch. Painted 

over but still shouting the name. MONG HOUSE. Where 

the Mongs live.  

 Danny McCartney moved in to give Simon a sharp, 

shoe-tip jab on his bony little ankle. Nudged him next in 

his side with a knee, collapsing him into the glass and 

sauce.  
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 Simon lay still. Knees to his chin. His trembling head 

clamped in a dripping red vice. His boney fists, covering 

his ears, shifting from red to pink, to blue to white. A blur 

as an array of charged chemicals born from the shear-

fear centre of his brain were released to flood his long 

muscles and his wafer skin. 

 Danny McCartney’s disgust blossomed at the sight of 

this pitiful creature curled up into a ball on the floor in a 

mess of his own making.  

 “You! My office! Now!” 

 But Simon did not budge. 

 “Are you deaf as well as thick you stupid-fuckin’-

mong!?” 

 The one millionth MONG seeped deep into in Simon’s 

marrow. 

 Danny McCartney dug in his shoe again. Got him in 

the ribs this time, the toe-end slipping sharp into the meat 

and nerves like a knife. Simon clenched his teeth hard 

and a molar, giving way, shattered in his mouth like a 

brittle mint.  

 “Well, mong?!” 

 Simon swallowed down a mouthful of warm glick; a 

thick mixture of new blood, old breakfast, tearful snot and 

fragments of tooth and amalgam. 

 “You! Mong!” 

 One more MONG for the bones. One more 

 “Mong!!” 

 for his uneven haircut and his bad breath. A 

 “Mong!!” 

 from the past. A  

 “Mong!!” 

 for the future.  
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 One more MONG for the liver. A MONG for the rising 

bile. 

 “You pitiful fuckin m..” 

 ONG! Straight through the window, wrapped around a 

half-brick.  

 “Ugly fuckin mo.. 

 NG! Breaking the vase. Smashing the temple. 

 “Dirty fuckin’ ugly stupid fuckin’ mon.. 

 G! 

 Danny McCartney, hoisted off his feet in an unbroken 

move from the slippery floor, thrashed like a decked tuna, 

hooked by a single hand clamped about his throat, his fat 

chin gathering in thick, white folds, his eyes rolling to a 

coley white. Silent now, but for a single squeak that found 

its way out through his piss-hole mouth. A strangled word 

that could have been “please” or “Jesus”. The surfacing 

noise of a crushed pipe. The high-pitched utterance of a 

ghost giving up.  

 Danny McCartney stopped kicking his legs as the oxy-

gen began to run out. As everything began to shift colour. 

The refrigerator units, the frozen people, the chilled food. 

All blue now. The pyramid of toilet rolls, indigo. The pur-

ple mustard. The tableau of maroon deli girls with their 

glowing hands over their black, fish mouths. The pizza 

wheel, a mouthwash turquoise handle with a sun-bright 

blade, drew a line of ketchup red as it ran the boundary 

of his face. His face a pastry-base yellow, peeled from 

the skull in one mighty downward ripping tug to be held 

up to his own eyes as a dripping trophy.  

 Through the blinding shock, Danny McCartney faintly 

heard his name announced over the Tannoy: 
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 ‘A message for Mr McCartney. You are wanted in the 

stockroom.’ 

 Danny McCartney’s face, scalped and flung over his 

own shoulder, landed with a heavy fflup on the deli 

scales. Steaming, inverse up. Raspberry red with flecks 

of fatty yellow.  

 Habit prompted Deli Cheryl to reach for the grease-

proof paper as she checked the weight. 

 “A pound and two oun..” was all she managed before 

collapsing in a faint.  

 Simon let go of Danny McCartney and he fell to the 

ground deader than the kippers on his check sheet. 

 Stepping over Danny McCartney, MAKESENSE su-

permarket Replenishment Manager, Simon wandered 

slowly up the aisle, parting the waters, sliding his big feet 

through the rubbish and the sauce and evacuated bowel 

pudding that was beginning to tinge the salad and to fla-

vour the milk. 

 Danny McCartney lay on the floor with no lips left for 

the kiss of life.  

 Simon dropped the bloody pizza wheel onto the pile of 

put-backs at Checkout 3 as he made his way to the exit. 

 The Tannoy summoned Danny McCartney once last 

time as Simon stepped through the automatic doors and 

into the street where the heavens had opened to wash 

the blood and the ketchup from his shaking hands. 


