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Friends 

By Alan Goodchild 

 

‘Come on, come on, steady, no stop! You won’t get it in, it’s tight as a 

Nun’s- 

‘Colin! Do you mind!’ 

‘Oh, sorry Mum, didn’t see you there. I was going to say resolve.’ 

‘Were you fuck.’ 

‘Mother!’ 

‘I love a woman who talks dirty,’ said the lorry driver while 

inching his truck through the small gap. 

‘Hit my gate post and you’ll hear one,’ said Mum, and I’m almost 

sure she winked at him. Couldn’t be, my Mum? 

‘Where do you want me to put it?’ he asked. 

‘No time for that,’ she said, ‘just drop that in the yard.’ 

The lorry driver lifted the pallet and set it next to the barn. Mum 

walked back into the house. 

‘She’s a game old bird’ he said. 

‘Yeah and they shoot them don’t they?’ I said. 

‘Don’t knock it mate’ he said. ‘Let her have her fun while she 

can, you’re a long time dead you know. 
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I went inside and Mum had put the kettle on. 

‘He’s right, you’ll miss me when I’m gone,’ she said, warming the 

pot. 

‘You won’t die, we’ll have to shoot you.’ She smiled, probably 

thinking I was really saying that I never want to consider her death, 

her not being here. She was right. The driver tooted and waved at 

her as she stood at the kitchen window. He hit the gatepost on the 

way out, what she shouted next, tut, tut. 

 

The pub was full on Wednesday, probably because Peggy was 

working.  

‘I’ve often thought I might give that a try’ said Pete as we sat 

admiring the view. ‘I wonder whether pulling pints makes one bigger 

than the other?’ 

‘Put your tongue back in Pete’, called Peggy in a raised voice, no 

smile. 

‘Christ, she can’t hear us, can she?’ said Pete as Peggy swapped 

to pulling with the other hand. 

‘Nah, coincidence,’ I said. Pete checked, switched on his hearing 

aid and put his hand up in apology.  

‘You’re a bastard Col, you know that?’ 

We laughed and chinked glasses. 

Peggy is very magnanimous when it comes to accepting the 

sexist comments of the largely male clientele. It’s funny how beer 

makes a man lean on a bar more and more like John Wayne as the 

evening progresses, and even funnier that it makes him think he’s 

ever more humorous and attractive when carrying one too many. 
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The odd fart when shifting position does let it down a tad, but in 

Pete’s case he can’t hear himself anyway. Trouble is that his olfactory 

sense is a bit wanting too. 

‘Is that you again Pete?’ Says Peggy frequently. ‘You know what 

to do.’ 

‘Sorry,’ so he heads out for a fag, to give us all a breath of fresh 

air. Still, he’s been a good friend over the years, and his lazy eye has 

been a great source of fun. One in the pot one up the central heating 

system, he says. They got no chimney in the council flat. Makes sense 

to him anyway.  

‘Game of darts?’ said Pete striding up to the mat, which quickly 

emptied the two closest tables to the board, must be locals. Another 

evening in paradise. Fell in the ditch again on the way home. 

 

Next day. ‘What do you want for tea?’ said Mum. 

‘Surprise me.’  

‘I used to be a stripper.’ 

You could have cut it with a knife. ‘Sausages please.’ She turned 

away as if nothing had been said. I went down the shed. 

 

‘Get the fuck out of here,’ said Pete later, back in the pub. 

‘As I live and breathe.’ 

‘But she’s got a big arse.’ 

‘Oi that’s my Mum.’ 

‘I know but you sure people would have paid to see that? You 

should ask her. I’ll ask her, that’s what friends are for.’  
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Now I did consider this for a second or two but very swiftly 

recalled Pete’s skills the last time he played Mr fix-it: 

Reg Watkins was dating Margaret Collins, a foot taller than him 

and gob-smackingly beautiful, smart too, she went up the grammar. 

There was very little reason that she should have wanted to be seen 

dead with Reg, except one, his brother Kev. Now Kev was a Teddy 

Boy, three years older than both Reg and Margaret, not Maggy, 

Margaret, and very sophisticated in his choice of dress and music, 

according to Margaret, not Reg, Margaret. Three years however was 

a bloody cavernous gap in those days and Kev had no eyes for a kid 

like Margaret at all. Enter Pete:   

‘It’s all about communication love,’ said Pete to Margaret. ‘You 

show him how grown up you are, how mature you can be and I’ll bet 

you a week’s wages;’ (Five pounds six and fourpence), ‘that you’ll be 

combing his hair by the weekend.’ Well, Margaret was all over this 

idea, so in for a penny, she agreed to go out with Reg. Pete’s master 

plan was up and running. For two days they walked together, talked 

together, sat under the tree on the green where Margaret allowed 

Reg a kiss on the lips and some light petting, outside only, all at times 

when Pete knew that Kev would see them. When he’d be riding past 

on his bike. Sure enough, Kev did, and it had the desired effect: Kev 

showed no interest at all in Margaret but Reg payed Pete five pounds 

for the experience. 

‘That’s immoral Pete, you ratbag.’ I said at the time. 

‘No mate, that’s friendship,’ said Pete. 

Now you could argue that was wrong but Reg had polio as a kid, 

walked with a limp and could only hold his beer in one hand, so 

those precious moments with Margaret were worn like a badge of 
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honour by him. Margaret did go out with Kev in the end, so Pete’s 

little bit of matchmaking worked, by default. They moved into a pre-

fab in Milford, which helped as young Reg got worse. She always 

makes sure he has fresh flowers, done it for years now. 

‘Thinking about it, OK Pete,’ I said, ‘talk to Mum, but don’t 

mention her arse will ya.’ 

‘Course not Col, anything for a friend’ said Pete. 
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