








                                            He had a can of beer in his hand and it looked as though it was not the 


first of the day. He was wearing a green jacket a sort of anorak.His hair hadnt been combed  for


a while and he was unsteady on his feet,and he looked like the world was rushing by him, he had 


been sleeping in doorways.


                                             One of his pockets was half folded inside out and poking out of another pocket was the neck of a model violin, the sort that the music shops in the Charing Cross  Road sell as souvenirs. These models cost about a fiver and his was working its way out of his pocket which was turning itself inside out in league with the other pocket which was half inside out already ,the way 


clothes appear to behave to the drunk is as if they have a life of their own that they are somehow


bewitched or cursed to misbehave and self destruct. The way pockets pass money from pocket to pocket and then to the ground or the hands of passers by who are all theives anyway when a fellow has had a drink or two is appalling and it does not matter either if the drink is taken for medicinal or respectable purposes . Add drugs to the situation and anyone could believemagicians and conjurors 


were at work when it comes to remembering which item is in which pocket.


                                               The violin was in any case working itsway to the ground and perhaps breakage and tears or staunch not-tears it doesnt matter  I'm a big boy now it was only the symbol of a new life without alcohol and an instrument relearnt not the actual thing but a tear of demoralization just the same might run down his cheek washing its lonely path through the street dirt on his face or, the model violin might make it to the bedside cabinet in a homeless hostel where hopefully it would be beneath the contempt of the theives which includes everyone right as you wouldnt get much for that violin on his locker would you no it would mark his territory as a possession I dont spend all my 


money on drink it may have been given by a passer by out of pity or ignorance Iown a possession one day I may own more I may even one day have a place of my own to keep them in a life of my own here


lets have a look at that what did yu waste your money on that for or even an insencire thats nice that 


as a prelude to a touch having asserted that the fellow is not your usual dosse that he has a possession and having complemented him on the ownership of such a possession and made the fellow feel superior and if not actally more wealthy than the other dossers potentially more wealthy it would surely be no trouble to lend the price of a can of strong lager. 


                                                    No-one will ever know where the model violin came from anyway in a world where no-one beleives anyone else in any case 'I was given it ' 'Oh yeah?' or more likely later


 ' I  let him think I beleived him and borrowed a quid he wont see that again thinks too much of himself that cunt I'll show him I'll blank him come pay day the poof whatch your arse round that cunt' and when 


the beer 's worn off and slept off 'Here's that quid I owe you 'and a few days later the same routine


with the inquiring after the model violin and I know how this is going to end but he's such a good bloke


your'e a good bloke you are alright just a quid mind and so on the quid exchanged back and forth so 


often and with conversation thrown in that the quid itself starts to wonder who it's real owner is but not the dossers they know. 


                                                       No-one gives a fuck about the model violin after a while he even tries to give it away and when he cant sleep he stares at it wondering if it could hypnotise him to sleep which it cant and as he imagines and plans and thinks about a single persons flat and a job and the impossibility of it all and what someone somewhere who had it worse than him once did and feeling lonely went to sleep scared that he might not wake up and rich people......


                                                        Last thing he saw was that violin he was staring at it before he went to sleep then the other fellow hit him over the head and the next thing there was blood everywhere killed him with one blow never even woke up . Way to go . Way for you to go if you want he was only a lad its a fuckin tragedy but he doesnt mean it its just a good bloke act to borrow a quid the owner of the 


model violin wakes up and the following day 'I had a terrible dream lastnight some cunt done me in and all youse lot could do is use it to borrow beer money'' hows that ''well pretending to sympathise for one thing ''we woould never do that it was a nightmare you had thats all and now that Ive reassured you could you lend me a quid?'.


                                                   ' Yes I was in the dosshouse for a while and you wouldnt like it there I can tell you all that borrowing'. 


                                                     'Theres a lot of that here theres terrible cigarette scroungers here  you'll soon get to know them they never pay you back '.


                                                      'Well at least its only cigarettes its not beer'


                                                        ' A that's true it's not so bad here perhaps after all ' 


                                                        And then not wanting to be seen as soft and as a reward for the reassurance the new fellow on the admission ward seemed to need 'You wouldn't happen to have a couple of cigarettes to spare I'm getting some later' 'Sure take three' so plesed to make a friend  as he


takes his model violin out of his battered suitcase and puts it on the locker by his bed ' No-one will


steal that he thinks to himself'.


