
Charlene Clark thinks she’s a pure hard nut
but she’s no. She used tae be ma best pal but
ever since we come up tae the high school an
she made pals wi Kelly Marie Walker fae
Moorpark Square, she’s been pure actin
smart.

Charlene tries tae dae everythin Kelly
Marie does: Kelly Marie startet wearin black
troosers tae school so Charlene startet wearin
black troosers; Kelly Marie got a perm so
Charlene got a perm. Charlene used tae come
fur packed lunches wi me everyday when we
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wur in primary school, but noo she thinks
packed lunches are gay because Kelly Marie
said they wur; noo the two ae them go tae the
chippy fur lunch or buy rolls an cauld meat
fae Tesco.

†††

This afternoon ah wis sittin in the canteen wi
Harpreet an Harpreet’s big sister, Navdeep,
who’s in fourth year, when Charlene come
marchin up; she’d a big grin on her face an
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want to try one thir called bhajis. She cut wan
in half fur me an ah took a bite, they wur a bit
spicy but nice an they wurnae greasy or
anythin lik the stuff ah got wan time before
oot that Indian place doon by the toon hall.
Kirsty, Charlene said, Ah don’t know how
you can eat aw that foreign stuff the smell wid
pit me aff. Aye well, ah said, Yi didnae seem
tae mind aw the times ma ma made yi chicken
curry fur yir dinner.

Charlene drew me a dirty look an then she
said, Anyway changin the subject ah wis tellin
yi aboot O.I.S. Aye, said Kelly Marie lookin
at me then at Harpreet an Navjeet tae make
sure she hud an audience, Wee Mickey
O’Rourke knocked Chazza’s cherr an she
grabbed it an took him fur a hurl right roon
the class an then she nearly decked Miss Price
when she run intae her by accident. Aw wit
wis she like, said Charlene, That Miss Price.
CHARLENE CLARK WHAT DO YOU
THINK YOU ARE DO-ING, said Kelly
Marie. The two ae them sniggert. Aye, said
Kelly Marie, Then you wur lik that ah’m tryin
ae get ma seat back miss he stole ma seat.
Aye an wit else wis it she said again, said
Charlene. STOP THOSE FOOLISH ANTICS
said Kelly Marie. Charlene an Kelly Marie
burst oot laughin again.

Ah’ve got Miss Price for Standard Grade
O.I.S, said Navdeep, An ah think she’s
alright. Nae danger, said Charlene, She’s a
pure mong. Aye, said Kelly Marie, Magine
pickin O.I.S.

Anyway as ah wis sayin, said Kelly Marie,
Chazza pure tried tae judo wee Mickey. Aye
nen the chair broke, said Charlene. An yees
baith endet up in the flerr. Aye nen wee
Mickey cawlt me a fat bitch, said Charlene,
An Price papt him oot the class. Aye that’s
right, said Kelly Marie. Aye she still tried tae
blame me fur it but, said Charlene, She wis
pure sayin ah’d need tae pay fur a new chair.

Aye that wis crap. Nen she hauns me a puni
an a wis lik wit dae yi want me tae write on
this AH WILL NOT FUCKIN SWIVEL.  She
wis pure bealin when you said that, said Kelly
Marie. Aye ah know, said Charlene, She wis
lik IF YOU DON’T OBEY THE RULES OF
MYYY CLASS YOU WILL NOT BE
HERE. An then Charlene gied her the finger
an tolt her tae spin on it an walked oot, said
Kelly Marie. Ah wish ah hadnae said SPIN
ON IT, said Charlene. Ah thought it wis dead
funny, said Kelly Marie. Naw dae yi no wit ah
shoulda said, said Charlene, Ah shoulda tolt
her tae SWIVEL.

†††

Charlene phoned me the night. She ast me if
ah wid dae her a favour an write her puni fur
her, so she could go tae the Robbie Park wi
Kelly Marie tae meet these two guys they
fancied fae Trinity High. Ah tolt her tae bolt.
Aw come oan, she said. Naw, ah said, Why
should ah. Some pal you are , She said, Ah’ll
remember that the next time Kelly Marie
wants tae batter yi an ah’ll no bother staunin
up fur yi.

†††

Charlene chapped the door at half past six.
Hanks, she said, Ah owe yi wan. Jist hurry up
an gimme the thing, ah said, Before ma ma
sees it.

Ah closed the door at her back an watched
her shimmy doon oor front path. Ah could jist
see her an nae mair, fae ma bedroom windae,
as she stopped at the lamp post at the end ae
oor street an rolled the waistband ae her skirt
up; then she disappeart intae Leven Square.

Ah sat doon on ma bed, took an HB pencil
oot ma pencil case, an then began writin oot
the school rules.
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then cracked it really loud an then she gied
Charlene a hail Hitler salute.

CHAZZA, she shoutet, That wis fuckin
class man that wis brilliant by the way that
wis so fuckin funny in OIS. Aye, said
Charlene, Ah wis jist tellin Kirsty wit
happent. Kelly Marie jist growled at me. She
disnae like me cos she said ah knocked her
boyfriend but ah never; aw ah did wis dance
that wan time at Social dancin wi the guy she
fancied.

Ah looked doon at the table an opent up
mah packed lunch box an Harpreet an
Navdeep opent up theirs. Ah’d a roll an
cheese wi tomata, an Harpreet an Navdeep
hud these triangle pastry things. Wit’s that
you’ve got, ah said. Harpreet said, Do you

Well know how thir aw pure shite an fuckin
fawn apart an the fuckin foam’s aw pure
comin ootae the cushions an hauf the
chairs’uv got nae weels. Aye. Well ah wis
first in the class the day an ah pit ma bag doon
on the desk next tae wan ae the good swivel
chairs an nen ah went tae get a len ae pencil
an fuckin Mickey fuckin O’Rourke went an
fuckin napchurd the fuckin chair. Charlene, ah
said, Dae yi think yi could fuckin possibly fit
anymair fuckins in that fuckin sentence.

Charlene looked away. At first ah thought
she’d took the huff but then ah seen Kelly
Marie walkin taewards oor table wi a grin the
size ae a melon plastert tae her coupon; Kelly
Marie blew a big pink hubba bubba bubble an
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she wisnae wearin her school tie, an she wis
haudin wit looked lik an official puni.

Have you seen Kelly Marie, she said. Ah
said, Naw how wid ah see her when she’s in
your class. Ah wis only askin, she said, Wit’s
up wi you the day yir bein a pure nippy
sweetie. Ah tolt her ah wis fine, she’s never
interestet in wit happens tae me anyway; she
widnae be bothern that ah got intae trouble in
French fur havin
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rit on the back cover ae ma jotter even though
it wis her that did it.

Yi’ll never guess wit jist happen tae me,
said Charlene. Yi got an official puni, ah said.

Aye, she said, grinnin away, Yi’ll never guess
wit fur but. Gaun tell us then, ah said, because
she wis obviously dyin tae.

Charlene an Kelly Marie are in wan R
thegether an ah’m in wan N. Ah know
Charlene’s time table aff by heart as well as
ma ain so ah guessed she probably got her
puni fae Miss Price in Office Information
Studies. Charlene’s class are in the Apple
Mac room at the same time as ah’m in
French; when we first startet high school we
used tae arrange tae ask oot tae the toilet at
the same time so we could meet doonstairs fur
a blether. That wis before she startet pallin
aboot wi Kelly Marie though.

Know they swivel chairs yi get in the
Apple Mac room, said Charlene. Aye, ah said.
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