
09062006 • FREE

08

Please either keep this copy of LITRO, put it in your paper recycling or pass it on...

ISSN 1750-6603

‘Well I’ve just had an attack,’ the girl
continues, “and I need to get home – but – I
haven’t got any money. I need £5.80 to get
home. Can you help?”

Money. What other help could she possibly
have wanted? We move back onto familiar
ground. I’m thinking about asking her how
she became so impoverished, while living in
Guildford and all, but know that would just be
me acting like a smart ass. I look at her face
then. She’s lying of course, not about the
attack perhaps, but about the need to get
home, about the fact she has a home.

That look at her face tells me that despite
her panhandler’s cunning she’s in a bad way,
thin hollow cheeks, rotting teeth, yellow
sickly skin. Her slight shivering could be post
epileptic fit, but could also be early drug
withdrawal.

She’s probably only about 22-23 but it’s
hard to tell, though something in her speaks
clearly of being in early youth, and there are
mournful traces of one-time attractiveness of
a now lost pretty girl.

My city-hardened heart is un-typically
softened. She still thinks she’s going to be ok,
I realise, thinks this is just a phase on the way
to somewhere else, somewhere better.
Probably the last thing this girl really needs is
£5.80, but I’m in no position to give her
anything else, anything more. A secure future,
A regular job, A lesson in living – me? I think
not. It’s that or nothing.

We make eye contact then, and somehow I
see myself through her eyes. See myself with
a terrible clarity. She looks startled, as if she
has felt something too. I reach into my pocket.
“Here’s £5.00,” I say.

Too much, not quite enough, but I’m not
giving it to get her off my back. It won’t make
me feel any better.

“Guildford is £5.80,” she reminds me.
Perhaps she did live there once, perhaps even
in poncey, stockbroker Merrow or maybe its
that she’s just not ready to give up on the
chance of another 80p.

Nonetheless I have my own wily ego
positions to defend. “It’s all I’ve got on me,” I
lie. She takes the note from my hand with a
rueful smile, she knows I don’t believe her,

she doesn’t believe me. So we lie – but there’s
strange honesty in our deceit, for all that. We
are not only the sum of all our failures but of
everyone else’s failures too, whether we like
it or not. So we’d better get used to it, I guess.

Then she leans forward and kisses me,
lightly on the cheek, it’s a disarming gesture,
something beautifully absurd.

‘Take care,” I say.
Realising how ridiculous, how inadequate

the phrase is. Then I walk, I don’t look back.
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The Plunge
by Mike Fell

By the time I had been handing out LITRO
for a few weeks, I began to recognise quite a
few of the regular passers-by. One guy in
particular had never picked up a copy, but
always said No Thanks and we laughed. This
became kind of a running joke until, the week
before last (and before I was ill), he said Go
On Then and finally took the plunge.

I am wondering if he enjoyed it.

Mike Fell is editor of LITRO

‘Go Eat Dog’ and ‘Care’ are both taken from the website UnMadeUp.com
UnMadeUp features true stories from the keyboards of real people.
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week’s Big Issue, sometimes just slumped
against the wall.

“Do you know what epilepsy is?” she asks.
And I do, Janet taught me all about that.

Janet was my girlfriend of some six months
duration, some twenty five years ago. Going
out with Janet was like walking around with
an unexploded bomb on your arm. The
countdown to the next fit had always begun. I
could never relax in her company. Her very
laughter seemed to contain the beginnings of
the shrieks that would be the herald for an
eye-rolling, teeth gnashing petit mal. I’m only
brave short-term, “petit courage”, show me
something that can’t be resolved in that
particular period and I’m a coward.

She takes hold of my arm as I’m about to
cross the road, it’s a gentle touch, almost like
a lover’s, a mother’s. There’s something in
that gentleness stops me from walking on.
Even though I know what’s coming next.

Around us the busy, West End junction is
angry with cars. It’s a brutal junction, the one
where Shaftesbury Avenue joins High
Holborn, one that goes about its rush hour
function with considerable vigour, so that you
can taste the aggression in the leaded air.

I try to think if I’ve seen her there before
but I’m not sure. There have been so many at
that corner over the many mornings of my
passing, angry, despairing, asleep. Sometimes
diffidently waving battered copies of last
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A dog had been knocked down by a car and
the dog died. Now, that is sad, and if you are
the owner of the animal it must be heart
breaking. Also, you have to get rid of the
body yourself, so it’s doubly painful.
However sad these things are, though, they
happen, and we accept them as an unfortunate
consequence of modern living.

So, the dog in this case dies, and the owner
must dispose of the body. He’s there in the
street. Some people hover nearby, giving
moral support, and one man gets a sack of
some sort from the boot of his car (the driver
of the car that killed the dog did not stop). The
poor owner bags the dog up and carries it
across to the dustbins, assisted by the second
man.

In the Spanish city in which this happened,
each street has several small dumpster-type
dustbins for all domestic rubbish, which are
emptied every night. There is also a smaller,
green bin for organic waste. In theory you are
supposed to bring down the rubbish in the
evening, so the bins don’t stink all day long.
Anyway, they get to the bins, and they put the
dead dog in the green bin. Remember, this
guy’s heart is probably about to split into two
at this moment.

What happens next is that a woman who
happens to have seen all this shouts at him:
“Not in the organic!”

Not in the organic? I mean, his dog has just
died, for Christ’s sake, and she scolds him for
classifying his beloved pet as organic matter.
There’s more. She goes on to justify her
seemingly absurd remark by saying, ‘that’s
where I put my food!’ and she shudders, as if
the presence of a dead dog compromises the
human food chain in some way.

After a little moment of confused emotion,
the bereaved man turns to her and says, “Go
eat dog, ****!” ¡Cómete perro, coño! He
storms off, tearful.

Even when you consider that the word
‘coño’ is not quite so offensive in Spanish as
its English equivalent, that is still a very
strange thing to say. The man’s riposte was, in
fact, almost as strange as the woman’s
complaint. And as for the woman herself,
what was she thinking, and why was she
saying it out loud? Go eat dog indeed.
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