James Kelman, YOU HAVE TO BE CAREFUL IN THE LAND OF THE FREE, p.105-108
Yasmin was gripping my arm. I was close to the guy’s shoodir. He was aware of me and getting edgy, maybe wondering if I was making a fool of him. Unless he was just annoyed I was reading his newspaper. I wasnay even reading the fucking thing but so what if I had been? It was in Spanish and I didnay read Spanish except for words here and there. But if I did read Spanish then sure I would have been reading his newspaper of course I would have been reading his newspaper.  But I didnay read the language. No yet anyway although I positively wantit to. Spanish was one of the languages I often tried to learn. Like Gaelic – if only because every time I had the bad luck to find myself in a stage-oirisch bar I bumped into these stage-oirisch pricks who got very blood and soil and linguistically pure and I wantit to confound them to the very marrow of their traditionalist beings. St Patrick was a fucking Skatchman anyway from the town of Dumbarton. Of course us Browns originated from oillin, the MacDiumhns, and we had wur ayn business with St Patrick, no to mention the auld Fenians and yer man Connal Gulban. That is the trouble with heritage; ye can do anything ye like with it; one late offspring of the MacDiumhns was the Dirmaid, Dhairmaid or Dhairmid, which makes us Browns responsible for the Campbells never mind William the Conqueror, the Siol Dirmaid, lord save us all. Imagine being responsible for the Campbells! A wee sip of the Campbell blood it within me, probably in ma ragged toenails, all the better for ripping a heid aff. Self-defence is no offence, like the army generals and pentagon fuckers tell us. All that blood and soil stuff is a joke, it is a fucking joke.

The guy with the newspaper was reading away, holding the thing very tightly like he was feart I would grab it off him. His wrists were just about trembling with the pressure he was applying. How come he was so goddam edgy? Because I was reading his paper ower his shoodir. How lacking in generosity some people are, getting all excited by something so petty and so minor. What did he want me to pay him a percentage of the price? I felt like asking him, fucking tapping him on the shoodir: Excuse me ya fucking halfwit bastard.

But why bother. Except that they annoy ye, the way they they act like one is a fucking cretin man it is a crack on the skull they require, fascist or no fucking fascist. Yasmin was looking at me. I smiled. I put my arm round her waist, but a certain flinching occurred such that I disengaged immediately. Her sigh of relief might have been heard on the platform of the next subway station. I definitely had done something. Maybe I stared at the guy with ill-concealed hatred! Unless she just didnay want me touching her in public. Funny how women resist physical contact in social settings. Men are show-off bastards and displays of affection in public do not worry them one ifuckingota, me included. But there were elements of my character that could irritate the ex. She admitted it.

Never mind.


All this because of viva la république, Visit Historic Spain! Strange how these little incidents throw us back on wurselves, into wur ayn heids, the last place we want to be and then on the subway aisle from us was the usual plainclothes guy staring straight at me. Maybe he wasnay. But maybe he was. Nothing surprises me. One just cannot get fucking walking. It was beginning to do my nut. The lovat gabardine overcoat and the dark greysuit, the guy was Masonic government. He must have heard me speak to Yasmin and picked up on the accent, then his wee check on the mobile technology. Yeh, a non-assimilatit alien, Jeremiah Brown, nothing to worry about. Class III Redneck Card carrier, Aryan Caucasian atheist, born loser, keeps nose clean, big debts, nay brains, big heid.

The blue-bordered ID notice was on either wall of the subway. He could have exercised occupational rights and asked me to produce the documentation. I avoided gieing him the finger. Ye could see also how he gazed at Yasmin. Yeh man it is me walking with her, no fucking you. A guy about six three tall, looked like he had a good build and nay doubt could fight like fuck. It was a relief when we arrived at wur stop. Outside the station we crossed the street and here she applied pressure to my haun and I realized I must have taken hers in an absent-minded way and squeezed it quite hard. Hey, she said.


What?


Dont worry.


I sighed and put my arms round her.


Come on, we’ll go for a coffee.


Yeh.


Oh but the clothes, what about the clothes?


Fuck the clothes.


Jerry.


Later.


You got to get some clothes.


Yeh but Yazzie see the now, a coffee is paramount, it is what I need, right at this point in existence, the fates have decreed: let there be coffee... And I sank onto my knees right there on the goddam pavement so help me gahd I spread open my arms and opened out my lungs and I praised the very concrete she trod o’er, yes sir I sang, I sang: Long and slender, a real big spender, the girl from Ipanema goes walking, baby, lead me on. She laughed, tightening her grip on my hand. I made her laugh, that kind of daft patter.
