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  Me & Duane are leggin it. Like I mean proper fuckin leggin it. Me like the wind. Duanes locks flappin. Over the wall, into the back garden. All shins and knuckles scrapin
  bruisin an hands cuttin on barbs an broken glass. Then over the next wall an into the next garden.


  Its one them dead still summer nights. Like I can hear a 24-hour grocer blowin his nose 500 yard off down Green Lanes. So anyone with basic ears  which is most people an animals
  especially dogs  can hear the sounds of me & Duane leggin it through the gardens an parallels of the Harringay ladder. Over the walls an fences, me like the wind, cash-box under my
  arm.


  Jack Be Nimble, they told me. An I be the nimblest, well breezy, burglar lite. Other hand Duane, him like a slow-motion kangaroo, hangin in the air all flappy while 10 dogs tune their
  yowls an 10 tucked-up fucks swallow their snores.


  Even all this would be knockabout kids stuff it really would. Only for 2 things. Number 1: we aint kids no more an so it aint suppose to be like this. An number 2, number 2 is Duane gettin his
  dreds caught in the wire holdin up a climbin plant. Which is a wistaria in fact. But this point dont help ease the panic on Duanes face nor make his usually clever hands any cleverer.


   J, Jesus, fuck man, Duanes hissin, sweat pourin off of him. Fuck, J, help me man. Free up my locks. Come on man come on . . .


  So me & Duane would be proper leggin it all the way home only now Im playin surgeon with his fuckin hairdo. Which is snared in the fence splinter an plant wire.
  More I try more twisty an frazzed up it get like the before bit of a shampoo ad. I dump the naff little cash-box in among the overgrown roots. Then I reach in my pocket. Some decisions are tough
  but.


   Im gonna have to cut you loose, I go, foldin out the scissors feature on my penknife.


  


   Wha? goes Duane eyes turnin to slits. Fuck you is. Yaint cuttin nuthin.


  


   I have to. No other way.


  


   Bollix. Dont touch nuthin.


  


   I have to, I go as a womans head lean out the window above us. Fuckin told you to ditch the locks in case of this type of emergency. Now look at us an tell me
  what you see.


  


   Bollix. Dealin with my religion you know it. Just free me up an dont be doin no snippy shit back there . . .


  Other times I would take his point but Duanes religion is holdin the partnership way back. So I go ahead an cut the offendin piece anyway. Leave about 7 inches hangin in the
  wistaria. Which hurt me much as it do Duane I swear cos Im thinkin about all the DNA they could get if they ever do a 2+2 on us. Theres years of testin could be done on them locks. By now
  the womans yellin. The high notes cut right through the dark.


   WhAt do yU think youre doIng in my gArden?


  Which as it goes is a question me & Duane have often been asked an to which we got a whole list of prepared statements. This occasion we dont bother mainly on account of
  the helicopter. Which is to say soon as Duanes free wes fuckin proper leggin it again as her voice get drown out by the slashin air above us. Duanes cussin me off with abusive words. Why I
  dont know. I put it down to the pressure. Last time Im out shoppin with you, hes gaspin. Yeah like police ambush happen every time. Helicopter aint my fuckin fault, I tell him.


  Helicopter aint even unusual for the Harringay ladder. Theres often one hoverin over some testod turk tryin to powder his snout off of the dash of his Audi while hes hammerin 60. Thing is
  now they think they got better than boy wonders. Which is why theys hoverin in a holdin pattern over the alleyways, judderin windows, workin through all the junctions like a grid. Maybe their
  thermal imagin ran out battery cos they got a mega searchlight blindin up an down, pannin 3 lefts follow by 3 rights.


   Jesus man. Fuck man. Oh Jesus, Duanes goin for no good reason as the light swing over an we press our faces into the dry brick tuckin in our hands an arms best
  we can.


  Shadows spring across the houses. A whole fuckin black wistaria creep up the road. Fence posts stick through our heads like arrows. For a second my nose start to edge out the
  alley. I mean if they catch you in that searchlight what can you do? All you can do is look up into it an do your routine. Laydeez an gentlemen a funny thing happened while I was makin my
  getaway tonight . . . Thats all you can do cos youre fucked.


  Soon as light passes over wes up again, duckin in an out an over, weavin like a coupla right geezers, no-hopers, washin line sheets wrap round us like phantoms, knockin bin lids an scarin
  sudden cats. It look daft I know. Feel fuckin daft let me say. But underneath wha look like panic we still got our old instincts. They aint deserted us. They cant.


  Understand I got wife an kids an in a way a whole empire an Im a king an hittin 30 years. But sometime a king must prove all over how he got to be king. Like there is this moment, halfway
  up one the last fences, when me & Duane catch eyes an we bust out laughin, pretty out of breath an everythin but still. Him with glintin face an showbiz grin like when he was 11 an won young
  rapper competition at Willesden Sport Centre. They said he had sensational voice an so he did till his balls dropped. Plus his overall sound got all nosey from skunk an kuf. Age 15. Use to laugh at
  him till mine done exactly the same.


  Rememberin a load of stuff make me laugh more. Understand for a moment its old times Im enjoyin. Old times when we was basically too stoopid to plan. When things was always pear-shaped.
  When we got away with most things just because. When I had no life management skills wha I have now. When no mission was impossible enough cos we had empires to build an I loved to be the bogeyman.
  Maybe still do. An so yeah Im grinnin like a bastard too with the sheer buzz of bein hunted. Me like the wind. No danger too big. No risk too small. They cannot touch us. They just cannot
  touch us. They cannot touch me.


  An Im still grinnin as wes about to merge out the alley. Then we hear crackle from round the corner. Duane grab my t-shirt. That sound we know too well. Crackle come out of
  standard-issue radio. Our grins all parch up like they was nothin. Too much to lose the both of us. We switch straight back to desperado mode. Which is a mode you dont get on Sony Playstation.
  Which is wha we was tryin to steal first place. Like 35 of them an 2 kilim carpets worth 2,000 apiece all out a lockup that we hardly even got to unlock. Only time to grab first thing I spy.
  Which is to say a naff little cash-box now in someones garden. A drug-free voice talk into the radio. It go: Uncle Zulu 7 maintaining position sir . . .


  Duane look to me for direction. He always do this in time of crisis. Cos in the end its me & Duane not Duane & me. Me Im thinkin, listenin for other voices. Bushes hang over from
  the gardens, the streetlamp is out an the waves of rotor off of the helicopter is coverin our breathin. Me Im quiet anyway. Only one person ever more quieter an he decease some time back.
  End of the alley its left to Green Lanes, right to Wightman. An no car. No fuckin car. Monica is gonna go mental when I take hers for the school run in the a.m. Had to leave it though. Probably
  best. It was just for one nights graft anyway.


  Still, old days never have left it. Old days clutchburn through the roadblock grinnin with a finger out to the fucks. Go back for it tomorrow. Have to now. Thats if they aint seize it. Duane
  still lookin so I turn to him an flick my fingers out like scissors. Which is our sign for splittin up. Only Duane thinks Im takin the piss.


   2 year growth you shucked off, he goes all sour. Jesus man.


  


   Well go back for it tomorrow I swear ok?


  


   Fuck man yaint even funny. You got nuff explainin to do to Uncle. You get me? Steada laughin.


  


   Least we got somethin, I say knowin Im just settin myself up for the knockdown.


  


   Bollix lickle boxy for your flavoured rubbers innit.


  


   Yeah but


  


   Aint even gonna relocate it innit.


  


   I know but


  


   We goa sepray up innit.


  


   Thats wha Im tryin to tell you.


  Helicopter above go silent in some slipstream. Whole night silent now with the silent people tryin to will the helicopter into a sweet dream. Stuck in their ABC flats wonderin
  wha their neighbours above or below could of done on a night like this. Us wonderin whats round the wall. Necks on stalks. Listenin out.


  Then come the sound of someone playin jolly riddims with loose change. Over an over. We get down floor level an peep out. There he be. The one an only. A Lone Ranger on full alert, shirtsleeve
  order, hands in pockets, playin a gallop with his hard earnings, eyes fix on the helicopter. Sad button-up policeboy if ever there was one waitin for the big go go go.


  Only wha he dont know is there aint gonna be no go go go. Not for him. Not on the no-promotion shift miles from the action. Nobody an nothin left nor right. An they must of known when
  they left him here. Like they must of told him 100% clear: You must stay right here and guard this dark an godforsaken alley with your life you cunt . . . Yes sir, he would of replied,
  you can depend on me sir . . . Muggy bonehead should of stayed down Safeway supervisin palettes. But still, fate bein wha it is, here we all are, me & Duane an the Lone Ranger, cunts
  for a night. An its gonna be him or us wha other way is there?


  Duanes ex-ABA an KOd some hardcore in his time. Me I done ju-jitsu an busted Duanes KOhand one time. Accident but still. Thing is this time none of that is called for. Sensible Duane with
  his sensible hairdo wait for the windows to start judderin again. Then he creep out the alley. Right up close. An from behind he stick a leg in the soft bit under Lone Rangers botty. You can hear
  the air travel vertical up from botty to bonehead excruciatin him in no time. Then the sound of his knees hittin the pavement. Loose change conductin a last gallop all of its own. Lone Ranger dont
  even hear us runnin. Me like the wind. Most of Duanes locks flappin. Sweat pourin off of us. An in my gut buzz an fear turn into the same.


   Go straight back to yours, I tell Duane like he really need tellin.


  Then we separate up, Duane for the Lanes, me up Wightman. Then we is both of us walkin, not lookin back just walkin, walkin away like both of us know how, wipin our faces in
  our t-shirts, helicopter fadin off, just walkin our routes to safety. Wherever the fuck that is. Cos basically theres this big pear shape in my mind. An I cant see the automatic way out. The easy
  way out.


  So wha can I do but head home even though Id rather stick my head in a bush in Finsbury Park till dawn. Which aint wha youd call a recommended activity. But home is where Monica is. Which
  is to say home is where my alibi is an I have to go an thats all there is to it. But at a normal pace. Breathin normal. Lookin normal. Thinkin normal thoughts. Normal as I can after all this, after
  a full-on fuckup. Normal as anyone can on one them dead still summer nights up the Harringay ladder.
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