Greed. A novel by Tom Hayes

Chapter Five

5728
Canvey, Tuesday morning
As Dean comes in through the front door, his daughter runs out of the kitchen and throws her arms around him.
“Aar’s moye fiverit Dayeed?” Benissa’s really Vangeing it up for Dean this morning and he picks her up, swinging the poor girl round, which for the pair of them is no mean feat. He is dressed for business today, blue suit, open necked Armani shirt and favourite Gucci loafers. 
“Blindin’ mate. Bit ‘ammered last night. Stayed over wiv Tarn. Proper good night”. 
“Decided I’m  goin’ to get vat job. I know you don’t want me sittin’ on me arse, so I’m gonna makeya happy”.
“Swedeart, you’ve made moy dye”. He gives her a kiss and walks into the kitchen, his daughter follows.

“Vat is, unless you wan’ me ta cumman work wiv ya”. Benissa looks doe-eyed at her dad, but this is a step too far.

“Ya don’t wanna work in orlidge, princess”. He turns away and that’s that. His daughter looks rather downcast, but all she’s really doing is trying to blag her way out of proper graft. Lazy mare. 
Gina comes in and sits down. “Good night, babes?” she asks, settling down to fruit yoghurt and muesli, her pink tracksuit open sufficiently to display magnificent cleavage.

“Top night, darlin’. Give old Richie at the ‘Front a bell today will ya? E’s gotta Blues Bruvvas night on the furteenf. Said we’d tike a tayboow. Leave it up ta you, sweets. Town and Tracy wanna come, plus all the usuals. Oh, and I’ll see if Jimmy Jag fancies some. He ain’t bin art for fuckin’ ages, jannowotahmeen”. He leans over and kisses both Gina and Benissa. “Where’s the bleedin’ professah, ven?”

“E’s over the nighbuzz”.
“Is e’ ever ‘ere any more? I won ‘im ta cum darn Upton Park wiv me on the weekend. See if e’s gotta winder in ‘is diary will ya? Oh, and pick up the Porsche from the ‘Front car park when you’re vair, babes”. 

“Yeah, laters, darlin’”.

With that, Dean’s off, picks up the keys to the Jeep and away, leaving Gina and Benissa to do battle over her job. However, they are more interested in each other’s antics. Bee tells her mum everything. More of that anon.

For today is the day when he deals with Cuntocks.
*

As he turns onto the A13, he’s straight onto the mobile. First it’s Jimmy Jag, then it’s Ali and then finally it’s Shotgun Kev. The A team. The punishment squad. This is not going to be pretty.
Dave’s waiting at the office in Thurrock, taking care of business. Dean sees today as a turning point for him, a watershed where he is going to move into the big league. Last night is weighing heavy on his mind. It’s the first time he’s had a shag in weeks and it wasn’t Gina. He’s half scared, half proud and half nutter today. 
Click. “Dave. All sweet? Cushti. Jag, Shotgun and the Coat are cummin ta the meet. Is cuntocks still in ver dark? Sweet, mate. La’ers”. Click.

His mobile emits the little Beep, beep. 

‘Mmmm! L O bigboy fancy a lik? X’. It’s from a number he doesn’t recognise. Who the fuck is this?
It’s all coming back to him now. Last night. He’s only gone an’ given the bird his mobile number. So fuckin’ what. He’s on a roll now. Turning the CD up, scratching his bollocks, flying down the ’13. As he passes the Vange turn, he’s suddenly a little boy again, playing in the street, waiting for the old man to come home from the docks in Tilbury. He’s kicking a ball against the metal garages. Billy Bonds, Brooking, McAvenny, Taylor. They’re all there. Dave’s in goal, Ronnie Clapton’s playing Billy, Dean’s Alan Taylor, recreating the winner against Fulham in the Cup Final. Ronnie’s elder brother Jimmy turns up and starts dribbling around them all, Charlie Big Potatoes him. Big, lanky streak of piss was Jimmy. The old gang. Dean’s prized possession, his old man’s programme from the ’75 Final. Still got it too, on the wall in his little study on the Island. Two-nil, two-nil, two-nil, two-nil. TWO-NIL! Fucking Fool ‘em. Hah! Poor old Ronnie. Still goes and puts flowers on his grave, does Dean. Got stabbed up at Millwall. New Cross Gate Tube 1984. He got separated and some fucking pikey done ‘im. They found him up an alley, seventeen deep wounds. Never stood a chance. Them were the days.
His mood’s changed and he stops the Jeep in a lay-by just by the tea stand. Thank God for tinted windows, as he’s reached under the driver’s seat and brought out a little bag of gear. Good old Town, never lets you down, does Town. Dean laughs at his little joke. It’s got to be the quick version, back of the hand, so he tips a little of the old powder out, retrieves the outer case of a Biro and bob’s your uncle. Well, Charlie’s your uncle, but you see what I mean. Mmmm! That’s better! Minute later and he’s off again. All the melancholy of earlier is gone and he’s ready for action.
In no time at all, he’s at the unit. As he pulls in, the sign over the roller door greets him. ‘Bold Transport’. Too fuckin’ right. As he climbs out of the Jeep, he feels ten feet tall. He’s been lap-danced, fucked, sucked and now charlied up. 
Dave’s in the office, as is the lovely Dawn. One Language has just drawn up in the Shogun and is getting something out of the boot as Dean walks over.
“Awright, guv?” Lingo’s usual greeting is met with more feeling than Dean’s been giving it for a long time.

“Blindin’ mate, blindin’. I could right fuckin’ blend in anywhere today, know what I’m sayin’?” He has a real spring in his step. “You got cuntocks sorted for this mornin’? The boys is all cummin’. Gonna be a right tear up”.

“Told the cunt to be over Essex T araaand tennish”

“Who’s over there today, sides the bird?”

“Jus’ Daz the Door. E’s only vair lookin’ at er threepennys”. 

“An she’s got plenny of vat, bruv”. 

They walk into the reception of Bold Transport and straight through into Dean’s office. He’s had it done out with all his Hammers stuff. All pale blue walls and maroon leather sofas. Claret and blue. His pictures of the ’66 boys are up there, signed shirts, Moore, Peters, Hurst, Brooking, Bonds, Dicks. Dean photographed with just about every bloke who’s ever worn a West Ham shirt. It’s all leather and chrome, thick carpets and models of Scania trucks. 

“We’ll get cuntocks sorted then we’ve gotta meet in Ilford. Some Indians gotta bitta work for us. Turns out they’ve got the new paperwork sorted and are ‘appy to pay top dollar for the transport. Just outside Antwerp straight into Barking. We’re mee’in at that Chinese just off the raandabahrt. Funny that, Indians in a Chinese. Nice touch”.

“Must be some fuckin’ outfit if they’ve got that sorted”.

“Well, you and I know vair’s only one firm in Ilford capable of that, eh bruv?”

“E couldn’t give a fuck, that geezer”.

“Still reckons e’s gotta make up a bitta graaand, knowwhataahmean?”

Dean calls through, “’Ere, Dawn, get us some coffee in ‘ere willyaaa. And get us some of them Penguins an all”.
Dave wanders in and sits down on the other sofa, opposite Lingo. He’s just sitting there, all quiet. 

“How’re we playin’ this mornin’, bruv?”

“I wanna frighten ‘im. Really frighten ‘im. Bit of an Ali special. You know no-one expects the Coat to be the fuckin’ danger man. We’ll take ‘im raand the back, into the unit. Send the bird off for an hour. Give her a score and send her over Pitsea market, get ‘er to buy a new dress or summink. We don’t want ‘er listening to the cunt screamin’”.

“Usual set-up then. Chair, rope. D’ya want the golf clubs an all?”

“N’aaa. Forget the rope, we’ll use wire. More effective. An’ get a nice big car battery. Is ‘e familiar with the Bosch drill routine?”

“Dunno if he heard ve story. Ve press kept a tight lid on vat one”.

“That’ll do. Don’t want any further machine tools. Place’ll look like fuckin’ B&Q”.

Dave slopes off, he’s got a reception to organise. Special treatment for the gentleman.

Dawn comes in with the executive refreshments, right on cue. Flaming red hair is tied up right on top with the ponytail falling down over her bare shoulders. She’s wearing a tight corset and jeans with knee-length black boots. She looks the absolute business on National Looking the Absolute Business Day. As she bends down over the table with the tray, she gives Dean a right eyeful of her arse and he’s back in the Cave last night, only then it was Carole’s arse and there were no jeans between him and her little chocolate starfish. As she stands up, she gives him the full tit treatment on top. That’s torn it. 

“Dawn, luv, give us a break will ya. We’re tryin’ ta work in ‘ere. Ya’ll ‘ave someone’s eye art wiv them”. He looks up at her grinning face.

“Well, Mr Dean, ya shouldn’t really be lookin’ now should ya. Are ya sayin’ that a good Cat’olic gairl loike me’s gotta cover up in this place?” She winks at him. Saucy’s the word. It’s the only one that will do, in the circumstances. A kind of Barbara Windsor moment, you might say.

Dean grins, but that little scenario’s run its course and she goes back to reception.

The coffee is drunk, Dean tucks into his Penguins and it’s time to go.
“Mind the shop, there’s a good chap”, Dave nods at Ron.

“Thanks, Dave. Appreciate that”. 

*

Ali, Shotgun Kev and Jimmy Jag are already there. Ali’s got his coat done right up to the neck and stands there looking like butter wouldn’t melt. Apart from the baseball bat that’s swinging from his right hand. Kev’s playing with a brass knuckle duster and Jimmy’s got a starting handle. Old habits die hard.
They’ve gone round the back, keeping well clear of Sandra in the office, who’s being chatted up by Dazza. A car draws up out front and a burly figure climbs out, dressed in Adidas trackies, Hi-Tec trainers and a West Ham replica shirt, beer gut swinging freely underneath. As he approaches the door, Dazza raps on the wall. The signal. 
Mickey Rainsford comes swaggering in. Mickey Fuckin' Rainsford. 
“Awright, my darlin’? Arr’s the most byoo’ifull gell in Essix, ven?”

Sandra looks up at him and raises her eyes to heaven, but his braggadocio is too much to even register her displeasure. 

“’E’s in the warehouse. Go on frooo”. Serious nail filing recommences. Dazza bungs her the twenty which has been left and off she goes. Doesn’t need to be asked twice to piss off down the market for a couple of hours. Once she’s gone, Dazza puts on the answerphone and files out the front. Just keeping dog.

*

The door opens into a large, breeze-block lined warehouse. In the corner, a Scania unit sits quiet and dusty. It’s been nowhere in ages. Sundry pallets lie scattered across the floor; shredded shrink wrap, long since used litters the oil stained concrete.
“Dave? You ‘ere?” Cuntocks shouts, his voice echoing around the high walls. The door slams behind him and he spins around but it is oh so too late. Jimmy turns the rusty key in the lock and stands four square, facing Mickey. From behind the redundant Scania come Dean, Dave, Kev and Ali. 

“What….what’s goin darn ‘ere, ven? The fuckin’ cavalry?” Fair play, the cunt’s got some bottle. From behind him, Jimmy’s whacking the starting handle against his open hand. It’s making a kind of nice slapping sound, sort of comforting. Unless you’re Mickey, that is.

“Calm yourself, Mickey. We want to ‘ave a little chat. Friendly like”.

Rainsford is having none of this and sizes up the scenario, looking at his options. Back through the door looks the best of a bad job and he lunges at Jimmy, catching him slightly off guard. The punch wings his cheek, knocking him back against the steel door. Jimmy stumbles and Rainsford aims a kick at his bollocks. He knows he’s got just a couple of seconds before the others make it across the warehouse floor and on him. He slips on a patch of oil and loses the initiative in one fell swoop. One of those delicious comedy moments, as his other foot leaves the floor and momentarily, the whole lardy arsed body is in mid-air, belly wobbling like jelly. Jimmy recovers himself and begins to laugh at his would-be assailant, lying in a heap at his feet. Mickey’s just lying there now, as the other boys arrive, standing over him. As he looks up, they form a little circle of faces, staring down at their quarry.
“’As anyone ‘it ‘im yet? Jimmy? Have you assaulted this gentleman in h’any way?” Dean asks, mocking the fallen Mickey with his moody accent. Kev removes and replaces the knuckle-duster, smiling a wide, toothy grin at Cuntocks, who is now beginning to regret the rashness of his actions.

“Would you like to come and sit down, Michael? It really is so h’undignified, what with you down there and us up here, what?” Dean squints at him, laughing. Dave has produced the chair and wire. He beckons Mickey over, a single curled finger doing the job rather well. The rest of them back away. The initiative is now theirs, but no-one really wants another attempted clump from him. Not really desired. 
Slowly, he gets to his feet and walks gingerly over to the chair, now placed directly in the middle of the floor. It is more than forty feet to the walls and there is nothing, save shrink-wrap between him and the concrete. He sits down.

“Your hands, Mickey. Give us your hands. Don’t want any more excitement, now, do we? Just want a nice, cosy chat”. His head is bowed now, his spirit is broken. He offers up his wrists and Jimmy quickly binds them behind his back, wrapping the wire around the metal chair legs, intertwining it around his ankles, just for good measure. 

“Nice, Jimmy, nice work. You are a credit to your profession”.
“Why thank you, governor”. Jimmy replies, tugging at an imaginary forelock, bowing and retreating.

“David, how are we going to approach Mr Rainsford here? He has, after all, transgressed the moral code. We put our faith in him and how does he repay us? Why, with a little ‘private enterprise’ of his own. A little smuggling, I think they call it down Dover way. Why, Michael? Why did you feel the need to express yourself in this callous and selfish way? My partners and I, to be quite frank, feel somewhat cheated by your reckless behaviour. Not cricket, dear boy, not cricket at all”.

“My feelings, Dean, I believe are shared with yours. I too, am experiencing sensations of hollowness. To be honest, I feel FUCKING LET FUCKING DOWN BY THIS FUCKING FAT FUCKING CUNT”. Dave’s fist smashes into the side of Mickey’s face, splitting his cheek wide open, each expletive tearing a new gash. Blood and spittle spray through the dank air and down the claret and blue.
“David. I say, that was somewhat rash”. Dean is absolutely in charge now and looks around at his boys, revelling in the hunt. 

“Whajoowan’?” Rainsford splutters through his broken mouth, tasting free-flowing blood oozing from the split cheek. “Pleeese, idwasa mistake”.

“A mistake? Mistake, eh? Well whadda mistaka da maka! I don’t whack like whack mistakes”. Jimmy’s moved in and crashed the starting handle down onto his thighs, timing the blows perfectly with Dave’s monologue. Screams of pain are coming from Mickey’s bloody mouth now and the others are watching eagerly as he starts the slow downhill progress. Kev is busy with the car battery, wiring it up in full view of Mickey. Ali produces a tool box from the Scania’s cab and removes a large commercial Bosch drill, fully charged. He walks back to Mickey and right in front of his eyes, inserts a quarter inch drill bit and tests the power.
“These Bosch drills really do exactly what they say on the box, doncha know?” Dean laughs. Kev places the knuckle-duster on the ground and slowly connects the two wires, one to positive, one to negative. He then takes the dirty red wire and winds it round the now bloodied sleeve, placing the exposed copper strands underneath Rainsford’s watch. He waves the black wire in front of his maniacal eyes, taunting, mocking. His gloved hands undo Rainsford’s belt and pull down his kecks, exposing his tiny, podgy cock. Muted laughter echoes around the warehouse.
“Do I have your undivided attention, Michael? Just nod, if you can? Yes, there’s a good boy. Excellent. Now that I do have your attention, we just need to clarify a few things, just so that we understand each other fully, if you get my drift. Shortly, I will go to work on you with these tools. As you can see, we have thought of everything, no expense spared. However, before we do that, we need to be sure that you will make recompense for what you have stolen. You see, we are still minus one….new….thirty-eight ton truck and curtain sided trailer. We are also short of a client who is missing his eighteen thousand bottles of brandy and has been put to considerable inconvenience. All for two Mastercartons of fags. Very, very bad move, wasn’t it? Now, you have a chance to redeem yourself, Michael. What would you say, if I was to give you a chance to make good your transgression? You could, perhaps avoid the considerable inconvenience which I am about to administer to your bollocks. Perhaps you would like to avoid the additional holes which Mr Kev is planning to drill through your knees? I thought so. You see, Michael, we are very concerned that you may feel cheated by us. After all, from the message which you seem to be sending, loud and clear, we are not paying you enough. You didn’t even know who was paying you, yet you chose to take the unilateral decision to steal from them. From us, Mickey. From your employers. It really is an entirely unacceptable set of circumstances, now isn’t it? Now I am reliably informed that whilst you may not be a man of means, you have some rather interesting acquaintances who are, shall we say, minted, to use the vernacular. Now, I and these other gentlemen present, don’t give a fuck how you get it, but you, my friend, owe us, big time”.
“Anyfing….anyfing you wan’”, Mickey spits and splutters, the blood starting to coagulate on his face now. He has his head down and is talking to the floor, anxious to avoid any eye contact with the assembled throng. 

“Honest, I din’ know it was your team wot owned the firm. I never would’ve dun ya. Never would’ve fucked ya ovaah”.

“So you would have been happy to have ‘fucked someone else over’. Is that what you are saying, Mickey?”

“Yes…no…I..dunno wat I mean. I mean…” SMASH. Following the nod from Dean, Kev’s knuckle-dustered fist knocks his head right back, almost breaking his neck, splattering nose all over fat, podgy mug. The claret’s flying everywhere, a vile concoction of blood and snot. He screams with anguish as Kev goes in again and again, same place but harder. His face is now totally red, his eye sockets filling with tears. Through this surreal, watery vision, he sees Kev intently wiping his blood from the knuckle-duster. 

“Look what you’ve done, you muggy cunt. Made a right fuckin’ mess.” He looks Mickey straight in the eye, walks around to the other side, then in comes the fist once more, splitting his other cheek wide open, causing a new rivulet of blood to flow freely down his face and onto the now blood soaked Hammers shirt, the soft flesh no match for Kev’s beautiful  shiny brass KD. He is crying like a child now, begging for mercy. Kev checks with Dean who gives him the ‘one more’ signal. He takes a step back, swings his fist around and drives it right into Mickey’s open mouth, scattering teeth everywhere. There is a sickening thud as brass meets gums, a sweet echo reverberates around the warehouse as his mouth is split, lips open up like filleted beef and his head slumps forward, oblivion the only release from the thudding pain which fills his battered head. Broken teeth fall from his gaping mouth, mixed with blood and vomit.
“Leave ‘im for a bit, Kev. Looks like e’s ‘ad enough for naarr”. Dave’s gone a bit pale.
Dean walks over to the Scania, leans inside the cab and has a quick toot of the white stuff, which he takes from his jacket pocket. He walks back slowly, licking the back of his hand ostentatiously. He goes right up to Mickey, right close to his face and examines The Gun’s handiwork.
“Nice. Very nice, Kev. Blindin’!” He collapses into hysterical laughter as he looks at Mickey’s blood soaked eye sockets.

“Can you ‘ear me, mate? Yes? Just nod if yer can. Fully understand if yer don’t wanna, talk, what wiv yer teef missin’. Yeah?”. He looks around at the boys. Smiles and laughter greet this little aside. Jimmy’s still playing with the starting handle and Kev’s cleaning the KD. Ali just looks, licking his lips at the purity of the situation. Sweet, untrammelled violence. He puts on some gloves and wipes the thick blood from Mickey’s eyes. 

“Hello, again, Michael. Feeling better?” He beckons with his other hand and Dave hands him a jug of cold water, which he throws straight into the cunt’s face. He reels backwards, the icy liquid finding sockets where teeth once were. His screams become a baying howl, desperate for relief from the blinding, thumping, searing pain. Ali is tapping the baseball bat against his gloved hand, making a rather satisfying slapping sound.
“Now, Michael. It’s time for some straight talking from you. I get the impression that you understand the gravity of your situation. The situation. You owe fifty grand, give or take. Now, as you’ve seen today, we’re reasonable people. Very reasonable. You were lucky that Mr Bold was in a good mood. Just try and imagine if he had got out of bed on the wrong side! Doesn’t really bear thinking about now does it?” Mickey’s head is moving from side to side, he is frantically trying to ease the pain. It isn’t working.
“Now, we’re going to drop you off somewhere familiar. You are going to get yourself cleaned up and then you are going to use that big brain of yours to work out how you’re going to pay us back the money you’ve stolen. Hard earned money, Michael. Grafted money. Someone else’s money. When you’ve worked out how you’re going to do it and as I said, we don’t give a fuck how you get it, or who you get it from, you go and get it. In a week, we’d like a little update, an all points bulletin as to how you’re getting on. If we like what we’re hearing, then it’ll be all well for you. I don’t need to cover the alternatives really, do I?”
His face is right up against Mickey’s. Despite Ali’s immaculate appearance, the cunt is having the full benefit of last night’s chilli kebab from the close proximity of his mouth. However, that is the least of his worries right now. As he pulls back from Rainsford, he takes a huge swing and the baseball bat meets the seated man’s knee on the downward, followed by the sickening thud of breaking bone.
“Cut him free, please Kevin. I think we’ll take him in the van. If you would be so kind as to bring his motor-car, James? So kind”. Ali backs away, removing the blood soaked gloves and admiring his work.

A terrified face looks up, unrecognisable now.

“You oughta get that looked at, mate”, the Gun says as he walks past.

*

There’s a rusty old skip at the back of the Grapes in Basildon and that’s where Mickey finds himself as he wakes up. In his mouth, he finds his car keys which Jimmy Jag has kindly left for him next to said skip. Last night’s slops and scraps from the pub accompany him in his temporary abode as he awakens. As he removes the bunch of keys which have been crudely inserted from his torn mouth, he raises his head off the piles of fetid waste and rotting food and brings his other hand up to touch his contorted, bruised face. Thankfully, he cannot sense anything of his cut cheeks and broken teeth, but soon the feelings will return and the agony will really begin. He climbs out of the abandoned skip and slowly walks across to his Mondeo, opens the door and collapses onto the driver’s seat. A glance in the mirror confirms his worst fears and he cries like a baby, big, fat tears well up in his puffy eyes and he wails until there is nothing left. Finally, he starts the car and tries to leave the car park, but the pain is too much and he stalls the car, trying to change gear. He fumbles for his mobile and eventually removes it from his bloody trousers. 
“Uh, i’s Mickey. Fuckin’ elp me man. I’m a’ ver Guys”. He can barely get the words out and tries to send a text, but his fingers are shaking so much that it’s just not happening. He slumps over the steering wheel and passes into oblivion. His nose begins to bleed again.
*

“That was fuckin’ Mickey’s phone. Couldn’t tell what the fuck ‘e was on about, but e reckons e’s at what I reckon was the Grapes. Sounds like e’ was on fuckin’ drugs or sumfin. Get over there and ave a fuckin’ butchers, bruv”. 

*

By the time they get over to the pub, Mickey’s passed out, come to and passed out again. The pain is killing him, it’s so bad. There is nothing like a good professional hiding and this cunt’s taken a proper one. A lot of the blood has congealed, exposing the true damage which his face and body have endured. He’s taken a helluva lot of stick. His nose and one cheekbone have gone, there’s a hairline fracture to one eye socket, so the eye’s part hanging out and needs some surgery big time. One femur’s gone and the other leg’s pretty fucked, on account of Ali’s knee work. They lift him out and get him slowly into the van.

“Who’s dun this ter yer, mate?” The absence of a reply doesn’t surprise them one bit and soon they’re trying to revive him once more, now fearful for the geezer’s life. 

“E’s well beyond our fuckin’ mate. We’re gonna ave ter get ‘im ter ver ‘ospital, chavvy. Else e’ won’t last the fuckin’ night. We’ll ave ter take arr chance with the fuckin’ cozzers”.

See no evil, hear no evil, speak no evil. They get the van going and they’re off to A & E. 
“When I find out oo’s done this to ‘im, they’re gonna be fuckin' toast. The cunt’s only a fuckin' nobody. I don’t geddit, just don’t fuckin' geddit”.

“Well, viss ain’t no disagreement. This is a proper message. But oo’s it for?”

“We’ll know sooner or la’er, bruv. Yer mush’ll make it. Gonna take ‘im a while, but e’ll talk wivvin a coupla days. Meantime, some cunt’ll bubble it up. Just keep your fuckin' lugs open”.

They’re heading down the A13 now, not far to go. Rainsford’s moaning like crazy in the back, the pain is kicking him in and out of consciousness and fresh blood is coming from his nose. 
“Check ‘im, bruv. He don’t look like e’s taken a kickin’ to the body, but I ain’t happy with that claret what’s cummin’ out of ‘is ‘ooter. He looks proper fucked”.

“How can I fuckin' tell? What am I, a fuckin' doctor? Give us a break, bruv. We’ll be at the ‘ospital in a mo”.

Sure enough, the lights of <name> Hospital fill the windscreen and they turn in, up to A & E and straight to the ambulance entrance. As soon as they stop, a hospital lackey comes steaming out and tries to stop them.

“Listen, you cunt! We’ve gotta geezer in ‘ere ‘oo don’t give a monkey’s which fuckin' entrance ‘e goes in. E’s dyin’ an’ your cummin out wiv all the ‘you can’t stop here’ bollocks. Now be a good boy, go and get someone ‘oo knows what the fuck’s goin’ on. Wiv’ a fuckin' trolley an’ all. E ain't up for walkin’. Joonowhatahmean? Chop, chop!”

The bloke kind of gets his drift and runs off through the glass doors and within a few seconds, out come the team. Fair play, they’ve got Rainsford out of the van and onto the trolley in no time and off they go, straight to the duty doctor. He’s moaning, still switching in and out of reality. The harsh hospital lights really show up the state he’s in. They’ve seen some sights in here, but even the experienced staff look away as the full facial injuries become apparent. He’s lost all his front teeth, both his cheekbones have gone, the eye sockets have been fucked up by Kev’s efficient use of the KD and both femurs are broken in his legs, plus the knee. The starting handle has really worked its magic and the flesh is split, revealing the smashed bone beneath. As they get him into the A & E cubicle, they are already cutting off his trackie bottoms, one nurse is working on trying to remove some of the caked on claret which covers his face, head and neck. The geezer looks like a one-man war zone. They’ve already called down a senior surgeon to check him out and it does not look good. The blood is still flowing from his nose, oozing slowly out, indicating far more serious injuries than they can see. The staff look at each other from time to time, their expressions say it all.
“Blood pressure, heart rate dropping. <X mills of> Diamorphine, please nurse. We need to stabilise him before he can go into theatre. He’s lost a lot of blood from the thigh injuries. My feeling is that he’s got a ruptured vessel in the head which is causing the nasal bleeding. He’s going to need a cranial CT scan. Good. The morphine seems to be doing the trick”.

The boys have already gone, legged it before the Bill arrive. In the van, they’re already on the case.

“It’s Freddie. Yeah. Listen, Mickey R’s been done. Proper job. E’s in the ‘ospital now, in emergency. E’ don’t look too clever, bruv. Ar’ve seen some fuckin' fings but e’s bin proper sorted. Get Ricky Razors an’ Kermit ter meet us at ver pub. We’ll be vair in abart twenny. An’ tell the Guvnor. Cheers”.
“Whatcha finkin’? We ain’t gonna find nuffin naar, are we?”

“I ain’t avin’ it when one uv arr own takes one. Just ain’t appenin’. Arm getting’ straight onto this”.
“D’ja want me to get the uvver boys onto this? Someone’s gonna bubble sumthin up sooner or later”.
“Just fuckin' do it. Double quick, bruv. This needs sorting”.

*
Morning brings better news for him. The nose bleed was caused by a weak vessel in the nasal cavity and by the time he gets a visit from Kermit, he’s sitting up in bed and eating his breakfast through a straw. He looks like he’s been in a war. Which he has.

Through a series of grunts and hand signals, pen and paper and eye movements, he gets it right across to Kermit who’s given him the pasting. He in turn is straight on the horn to Razors and he gets the news to Freddie the Fixer. He calls a mid-day meeting down at the caravan site club in Canvey. It’s more of the same, bit of a council of war.
By the time he turns up, his boys are already there. 

“What’s the latest, Kerm? Is the cunt gonna live?”

“Yeah, sweet. It ain't as bad as we fort. He ain't lookin’ too pretty just now, but he’ll recover. He weren’t no oil paintin’ before this ‘appened so don’t reckon ‘is missus’ll notice much diff’rence! ‘E ain't ‘appy though. Reckons Bold and ‘is mates ‘ave gone soft. Said if it’d been ‘im, he’d ‘ave finished the bleedin’ work good and proper”.
“Any trooff in that? I always ‘ad Bold down as a proper geezer. ‘E’s always got a nice little firm round ‘im. Bittov a flash cunt, but ain't we all?”

The place is starting to fill up and there’s a few of the usual faces plotted up around the bar. Major respect all round and the atmosphere’s cool.

“Listen, I’ve gotta meet down Woolwich. You boys alright gettin’ to the bottom of this little fuckin' scenario? I’ll take Kerm with me”.

Freddie and Kermit get up to leave and the situation relaxes down a bit. More drinks and the conversation turns to the state of Rainsford and what they would have done under the circumstances. 

Behind the bar, Keera Fletcher listens intently. When it goes quiet, she’s on the text to Dawn Murphy. She calls back and Keera treats her to the reported conversation from the bar. 

“They is well disrespectin’ your boss, Dee. It ain't right. You better tell ‘im”. Click.

Dawn’s Irish blood is close to boiling point as she calls The Lingo man.

“Hello! Ron? It’s Dawn here. Dawn from the office. Listen, oi don’t know what dis is all abayote, but me mate sez there’s some geezers over Canvey talkin’ about Mr Bold. She knows who they air, bot she ain't sayin’ over the fone. Dair in de social clob. Yeah, dat’s de one, by de caravans. Okay, Mister L. Oi just t’ought oi should tell yous. See yous later”. Click. 
*

 “Ooo we meetin’, Freddie?”
“Just some geezers from Ilford way. They’re connected to the Indian brothers. The pub’s theirs but the old man can’t put ‘is name to it proper ‘cos the Church are still beakin’ in on ‘im. Reckon they’ve gotta bitta work for us. Trouble is, I’ve gotta feelin’ that’s not all they want. I ‘eard from matey that they’ve gotta security problem and our favourite gangsta is on the case. Don’t be surprised if ‘e turns up on the Harley in ‘is levvas!”

“Just what we fuckin' need today”.

“E’s on the fuckin' skids an’ all. S’why ‘e wants a bittov action there. I ‘eard the cunt’s potless”.

“Naaaa! E’s always got some angle workin’. Tell’s some blindin’ stories an’ all”.

“An’ that’s all they are. I was two’d up in Wood’ill last year wiv some geezer out of Watford way. Reckons the cunt’s all front”.

“You ‘ear some stuff in the shovel, eh?”

“Ninety percent bollocks and the rest of it’s total shit!”

As the motor disappears over the QEII bridge, back in Canvey, the boys are getting a bit loose. Keera is all ears. In the meantime, Ron Language has sent his boy over to earwig the chat. What he hears back, he don’t like. He’s straight on the horn to Dave, full report. Now Dave’s suspected Rainsford’s connections all along and this is the perfect opportunity for him to raise his esteem, put him further up the troughing order with Dean. What passes for a plan, chez the brain of Hilton, begins to take shape.
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