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So me and Carl were chucking stones at
Murat’s window. We kept missing because he
lived four floors up. At last, I hit it with a big
one. The clink made us laugh – a little harder
and it would have broken the glass. The
window opened and out popped Murat’s head.

I can’t, he said, not tonight. My Dad’s
gonna be home, and anyway, I’m fasting.

But Carl got out the fag packet, still
unopened, and started to take the plastic off,
really slowly. We knew Murat wanted a fag
badly, because of the fasting. His Dad was
strict about it. Carl got the packet open and put
the first fag in his mouth, taking his time with

the lighter. He lit the fag and for a moment you
could see the smile on his face, happy like
some wino sucking on a bottle, ahhh, blowing
the smoke out in puffs.

Alright then, Murat said, but only for an
hour.

His head disappeared, and me and Carl
nearly pissed ourselves, the weak bastard, he’s
gonna be in so much trouble when his Dad gets
home. Carl snipped out the fag and put it back
in the packet, no use wasting it. After a while
the fire door opened and Murat came out,
looking left and right just to be sure. He had
made a mess of his hair with some wax.
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The uncle was kind of puffing his cheeks,
Tell your father he must come see me, tell
him he has not been to my shop for ages. I
want to show your friend something. He
puffed his cheeks some more, and raised his
fists, jumping up and down, and it made his
belly bounce.

You, he said to Carl, I show you. Try hit
me.

Carl had to turn away, otherwise he would
have burst out laughing. So I said quickly,
I’m sorry, Sir, we have to go.

But the uncle was really worked up now,
so he didn’t notice Carl twisting his face,
trying to keep the laughter down. He must
have thought we were scared.

I show you kids. I show you.
He said something in Turkish to Murat.

Murat said, please, Uncle, we have to go, and
took a step towards the doorway.

The uncle skipped over to the door in his
boxing mode, and blocked the way. He spoke
to Murat in Turkish but Murat looked at the
ground, shaking his head.

Go on, Murat, said Carl, he’s asking for it.
Murat’s face went all red, and he looked

from side to side as if to find another exit. But
there wasn’t one. He jumped forward and
brushed past his uncle’s belly into the front
part of the shop, trying to get out. The uncle
was right behind. I show you, coward, one-
two, throwing punches. Me and Carl fell over
each other, trying to see. Through the door,
Murat in a dead-end aisle, his uncle going for
him. He must have landed a punch, because
Murat was rubbing his ear. Murat’s face was
still red, but now there was something else, in
his eyes. From where we stood it looked
funny, the uncle, short and fat, stamping
towards Murat who was rubbing his ear. The
uncle took another step, Murat stumbling
back, knocking over some mayo glasses, the
uncle swinging properly at him. But he was
too slow.

Murat dodged the punch, came back up,
and landed a hook on his uncle’s chin. It was
half-hearted, could not even have hurt, but
still. The uncle stared for a moment, his
mouth open. Then he started screaming in
Turkish, and his voice went funny, flipping
into a high pitch with every second word. He
started hitting Murat, who cowered down

with his hands over his head, and the uncle
slapped him with his open hand, smacked him
like a little boy.

Sorry, Uncle, sorry, and some more in
Turkish. Carl went, Oi, stop hitting him, what
d’you think you’re doing, and he was about to
go over and sort the uncle out. But Murat was
crying now, he was being beaten like a kid,
and crying, and it was strange, somehow we
just couldn’t help him. But it was all right, the
door buzzer went, some customer coming into
the shop, and the uncle looked up. I don’t
think he could have carried on slapping, he
was so out of breath. The customer was Baz,
the worker from our Youth Club across the
road. He came round into the aisle.

Murat got up, wiped his eyes with the back
of his hand, and walked past his uncle. He
walked fast, past us, past Baz, and said
nothing. He was looking at the floor, and
there was a little blood coming from his nose.
Baz looked at me and Carl, and the mess of
the broken mayo glasses, what’s going on?
Baz knew us and was jumping to conclusions.

Are you all right, Mr Erfat?
Yes, yes, everything all right. The uncle

smiled, trying to catch his breath. It’s my
temper, it’s just my temper.

That threw Baz a little, and he was going
to call after Murat, but the door buzzer went,
he was out of the shop.

Is he all right? Baz asked.
He is fine, fine. He is my nephew. He’s

fine. Baz looked at us, You two OK? and we
nodded. Baz turned towards the uncle, he was
going to say something else. But the uncle
had already gone to the back of the shop.
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But Carl looked at Murat’s hand full of wax
and said, that stuff’s disgusting, you’ll ruin the
fag. You should put that stuff on your trainers,
it’ll keep the water out.

We started walking and there was some
more talk, Murat wanting his fag, it’s like
we’d cheated him out of the house. Carl said
Murat should put the wax on his dick for a
smoother wank and Murat said he tried it but
the mint made it burn and he couldn’t touch it
for two days.

What d’you mean, mint, that’s what you
put on lamb. You mean menthol. We laughed.

So where we going, asked Murat, in a
better mood now, the lit cigarette dangling
from his mouth, but Carl just flicked his head,
meaning you follow me, I’ll take you
somewhere, you’ll see, don’t ask questions.

When, really, we all knew we were going
to the old elm tree, that’s where we always
ended up, we just took a different way every
time. If you went in a straight line through the
estate it would only take about five minutes,
but we always went the long way round,
checking out the other blocks, walking really
slowly. That way we could keep an eye on
things.  We turned the corner of Ayer House,
and there was no one, and Carl said, have you
heard about Sarah Jane, unbelievable.

What, said Murat, what about her?
I couldn’t believe it, Carl said. He kept

saying it, and Murat kept asking what, what, a
little louder every time, until it fucking echoed
from the walls. They knew they had me,
talking about Sarah Jane. But Carl would not
say what it was, and I was glad, although one
part of me really wanted to know. It was all
lies, anyway. Sarah Jane would never do any
of these things. But it made me mad to think,
what if she had? Terry had a car, he was older
and could talk big. He could talk her into it,
and her not knowing any better, because it was
her first time. And how nothing I could do
afterwards would be as important as the first
time, even if I got a car myself. Who
remembers the second time, the fifteenth time?
Terry, his poxy Honda, even the fucking
strawberry-tree air-freshener, she would
remember it forever. But even if Carl had told
us about Sarah Jane, I wouldn’t have heard it. I
used to put my hands over my ears like some
little kid – lah, lah, lah – but I can do that in

my head now, no need for hands, I can go deaf
at will.  We turned another corner, and I was
relieved, because there were some Peckham
girls from Year 9 by the stairs. They pretended
not to see us. They laughed really loud the
way girls laugh, but you could tell there was
nothing funny and it was only to make us look.
But we didn’t and, as we passed, Murat
grabbed hold of the aerial of a parked car, and
snapped it off, clean. It made a bang and the
girls looked up. Murat is the tallest of us, and
taking off that aerial was nothing to him.

What you do that for, shouted one of the
girls. That’s my dad’s car.

Murat looked kind of lost for a moment, but
then said, So? and shrugged his shoulders, not
bothered. Carl looked at me, from the corner
of his eye.

Yeah, Murat, said Carl, what was that for,
and Murat looked a bit annoyed. Her dad’s on
the door at Caesar’s, you seen him, six foot
four, the one with the diamond earring.

So what? I’m not scared of him.
Murat’s been going to boxing since he was

ten, and he was getting somewhere, Southern
Region champion or something. He was going
places. Carl and I both went to the gym, but
Murat could knock us out any time, no
problem. Still, I could tell he was sorry now.
Really, he only lived on the next block, and
that bouncer guy would come round and see
his dad. So Murat picked up the aerial and
tried to shove it back into the hole in the car.
Me and Carl were pissing ourselves. Finally,
he managed to get it in, kind of crooked. He
looked at the girl with the bouncer dad, a big
grin on his face as if he’d just done her a
massive favour. But she just stood in front of
him with her arms folded. Then the aerial fell
off the car again. The bouncer Dad girl started
to laugh and all the other girls joined in,
shrieking.

Only joking, that’s not his car.
You could hardly hear it with the racket

they were making. Murat picked up the aerial
and went after the girl, who ran off, shrieking
some more. He looked like a teacher with a
stick in one of the old movies. By now, me
and Carl had turned the corner, still laughing.
Across from Ayer House was a row of shops.
One belonged to Murat’s uncle, so we went in.
Murat wanted to wait outside because his

family doesn’t like him mixing with the likes
of us. But his uncle saw him and waved, come
inside, come inside, with his funny Turkish
accent. Me and Carl were flicking through the
top shelf magazines but Murat’s uncle told us
to either buy them or put them back. We were
both laughing at some picture, the way the
woman was lying must have been really
uncomfortable, one leg up in the air, and she
was still smiling. Murat’s uncle grinned at us,
so we put the magazines back and went to the
back of the shop to look at the videos. The
uncle followed us, and Murat said, Don’t
worry, Uncle, they won’t take anything,
they’re my friends. There wasn’t any porn but
Carl found a couple of decent martial arts
movies. We talked about some moves I had
seen in the cinema, while Murat’s uncle was
watching us with his grin. I tried hard not to
look at him, but you can’t help yourself, the
harder you try the more difficult it is. So I just
stared at the ground. Murat was saying that
you would never punch like that, it was a total
fake, and Carl went, what, like this? and tried
to swing at him. You could see how good
Murat really was, because he dodged Carl’s
shot, fast as lightning, and jabbed him on the
chin, lightly, without really hurting him. He
was so fast, Carl didn’t react at all. We heard

this giggle, like from a woman, and it was
Murat’s uncle.

You still boxing, he said to Murat.
A little.
You’re training during Ramadan? That’s

very hard. Fasting and training, very hard. You
must be hungry.

He pushed his hand through the plastic
flaps of his fridge unit and grabbed some kind
of pie.

I have eaten, Uncle, thank you.
A champion like you must eat. He insisted,

Eat, eat, in his funny accent. Me and Carl
grinned. Murat was chewing and chewing.

Is something wrong with the pie?
Murat shook his head, no, no, of course not.
Goat cheese, his uncle said, very good for

training. When I was a boxer I ate a lot of goat
cheese.

You? said Carl, looking at the uncle’s belly.
Let’s go, said Murat, my dad’s gonna be

home.
But the uncle looked at Carl, and at me. I

thought of him in the ring with his belly.
I was a boxer, sure, Turkish Junior

champion.
Whatever, said Carl. Murat said, sorry

Uncle, we have to go, you know what Father’s
like.
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CARL JUST FLICKED HIS
HEAD, MEANING YOU

FOLLOW ME, I'LL TAKE YOU
SOMEWHERE, YOU'LL SEE,
DON'T ASK QUESTIONS...


