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The sweat wis lashing oafay Sick Boy; he wis trembling. Ah wis jist sitting thair, focusing 
oan the telly, tryin no tae notice the cunt. He wis bringing me doon. Ah tried tae keep ma 
attention oan the Jean-Claude Van Damme video. 
Any minute now though, auld Jean-Claude's ready tae git doon tae some serious 
swedgin. 
- Rents. Ah've goat tae see Mother Superior, Sick Boy gasped, shaking his heid. 
- Aw, ah sais. Ah wanted the radge tae jist fuck off ootay ma visage, tae go oan his ain, 
n jist leave us wi Jean-Claude. Oan the other hand, ah’d be gitting sick tae before long, 
and if that cunt went n scored, he'd haud oot oan us. They call um Sick Boy, no because 
he's eywis sick wi junk withdrawal, but because he’s just one sick cunt. 
- Let's fuckin go, he snapped desperately. 
- Haud oan a second. Ah wanted tae see Jean-Claude smash up this arrogant fucker. If 
we went now, ah wouldnae git tae watch it. Ahd be too fucked by the time we goat back, 
and in any case it wid probably be a few days later. That meant ah'd git hit fir fuckin 
back charges fi the shoap oan a video ah hudnae even goat a deek at. 
- Ah've goat tae fuckin move man! he shouts, standing up. He moves ower tae the 
windae and rests against it, breathing heavily, looking like a hunted animal. There's 
nothing in his eyes but need. 
Ah switched the box oaf at the handset. - Fuckin waste. That's aw it is, a fuckin waste, 
ah snarled at the cunt, the fuckin irritating bastard. 
He flings back his heid n raises his eyes tae the ceiling. 
Ah'll gie ye the money tae git it back oot. Is that aw yir sae fuckin moosey-faced aboot? 
Fifty measley fuckin pence ootay Ritz! 
This cunt has a wey ay makin ye feel a real petty, trivial bastard. 
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