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        YAZ


      



      	

        When I first saw him, it snowed.


      

    
	



      	

        And it was the 2nd of May.


      

    
	



      	

        And it wasn’t even Scotland.


      

    
	



      	

        And he’s stood there in the snow.


      

    
	



      	

        Mr Snow.


      

    
	



      	

        And he’s wearing this T-shirt that says:


      

    
	



      	

        She quotes the first five lines of ‘Rapper’s Delight’ by The Sugarhill Gang,


      

    
	



      	

        Sugarhill Gang. ‘Rapper’s Delight’.


      

    
	



      	

        And he’s looking at me as if to say, What the fuck?


      

    
	



      	

        It’s May?


      

    
	



      	

        And I’m looking back as if to say I know. It’s May and it’s snowing – The world’s gone mental.


      

    
	



      	

        And I’m gonna say it,


      

    
	



      	

        I’m gonna go over to him and say it,


      

    
	



      	

        But then Samantha comes up to me all…


      

    
	



      	

        Yazmin Cole, it’s raining, and you know what moisture does to my weave.


      

    
	



      	

        And when I look back to Mr Snow he’s gone.


      

    
	



      	

        I think about him though.


      

    
	



      	

        Mr Snow.


      

    
	



      	

        He crosses my thoughts now and then


      

    
	



      	

        You know how sometimes they do.


      

    
	

        JOSH


      



      	

        Here’s the thing.


      

    
	



      	

        My anterior cruciate ligament split in three places and is currently being held together by a nail. Which, if I move my leg in a certain way, I can see protruding through my skin.


      

    
	



      	

        My skin. Intramedullary nail. Protrusion.


      

    
	



      	

        An alien invasion in my leg.


      

    
	



      	

        The nail holds the sections of bone together, it heals quicker that way. That’s what they say.


      

    
	



      	

        A few years ago, that would have ended my career.


      

    
	



      	

        But now you have the nail in and you can pretty much put weight on it straight away, because it’s supporting it, within the week you’re putting weight through it.


      

    
	



      	

        By week six you’re back on the turf.


      

    
	



      	

        The last break I had set me back a year, kept me down in the leagues.


      

    
	



      	

        This might look like just another break to you.


      

    
	



      	

        A fracture. A pause in the progression of the shooting star.


      

    
	



      	

        But for me it’s life and death. That simple.


      

    
	



      	

        Life.


      

    
	



      	

        Death.


      

    
	



      	

        Cos if this don’t heal right, and I can’t play, I’m back to one of three choices.


      

    
	



      	

        The dole, drugs or die young.


      

    
	



      	

        And I don’t wanna die young.


      

    
	



      	

        Literally or metaphorically.


      

    
	



      	

        I wanna live forever.


      

    
	



      	

        S’why I chose football.


      

    
	



      	

        Not chose exactly.


      

    
	



      	

        It’s in me.


      

    
	



      	

        Football chose me.


      

    
	



      	

        And here’s the secret.


      

    
	



      	

        There is no secret.


      

    
	



      	

        You either got it or you haven’t.


      

    
	



      	

        And I got it.


      

    
	



      	

        It’s easy.


      

    
	



      	

        I don’t even have to try.


      

    
	



      	

        And now. Now I’m a player.


      

    
	



      	

        It’s like that with everything.


      

    
	



      	

        Well. Almost everything.


      

    
	

        NATE


      



      	

        He’s a strange little fucker.


      

    
	

        JOSH


      



      	

        Bit harsh.


      

    
	

        NATE


      



      	

        But I likes him. Taken him under my wing, haven’t I?


      

    
	

        JOSH


      



      	

        What he don’t get is, I don’t fit in and I likes it that way.


      

    
	



      	

        I just wanna be left alone.


      

    
	



      	

        For this break to heal and to get back to fitness, so I can end my season.


      

    
	

        NATE


      



      	

        You’ll be fine,


      

    
	



      	

        I tells him this.


      

    
	



      	

        I been telling him this since he done it.


      

    
	



      	

        It’s all part of it. I says. You’ll be back on the turf before you know it.


      

    
	



      	

        I’ve had hamstring strains, ankle sprains, split my tibia in two places AND


      

    
	



      	

        ripped what cartilage I had left, outta both my knees.


      

    
	

        JOSH


      



      	

        Course he has.


      

    
	

        NATE


      



      	

        Once,


      

    
	



      	

        I had a groin pull so bad my dick turned blue.


      

    
	



      	

        I got photos if you want to see them?


      

    
	

        JOSH


      



      	

        I don’t.


      

    
	

        NATE


      



      	

        Last year, I was out for three months, got a hernia, didn’t I.


      

    
	



      	

        Took on a life of its own, the lads called it Keith and painted it team colours, gave it a face.


      

    
	



      	

        It was officially team mascot last October.


      

    
	



      	

        I tell him this, thinking he might break a smile.


      

    
	

        JOSH


      



      	

        I don’t.


      

    
	

        NATE


      



      	

        There’s not one player in the leagues what haven’t had time out through injury.


      

    
	



      	

        You wait till you hit the championship or the premier, when they come at you…


      

    
	



      	

        It’s like being shelled by a battle tank.


      

    
	



      	

        Then you’ll know about injuries, is all I’m saying.


      

    
	

        JOSH


      



      	

        I know about injuries.


      

    
	

        NATE


      



      	

        He don’t.


      

    
	



      	

        I know.


      

    
	



      	

        Cos I’m thirty-two.


      

    
	



      	

        Not eighteen like him.


      

    
	



      	

        Thirty-two. That’s sixty-five in football years.


      

    
	



      	

        My need to play is great but my body has other ideas.


      

    
	



      	

        I’m at the end of my game.


      

    
	



      	

        But Josh,


      

    
	



      	

        Well


      

    
	



      	

        He’s the rising star.


      

    
	



      	

        That’s the way he likes it.


      

    
	



      	

        Man of the match.


      

    
	



      	

        Star of the season.


      

    
	



      	

        Player of the year.


      

    
	



      	

        You won’t have heard of him.


      

    
	



      	

        Yet.


      

    
	



      	

        For now


      

    
	



      	

        But not for long,


      

    
	



      	

        He runs with me.


      

    
	



      	

        Down in the gutters, among the spit and the shit, the grassroots and the grizzle of League One.


      

    
	



      	

        Ascendant meets descendant in this part of the league, And it ain’t always clear which direction you’re heading, especially after a messy Saturday.


      

    
	



      	

        Branded and Bespoke, Primark and Prada


      

    
	



      	

        Together as one.


      

    
	



      	

        Fleeting as fuck.


      

    
	



      	

        (To JOSH.) You need to get out of here.


      

    
	



      	

        Get yourself some action.


      

    
	



      	

        How long you been looking at these four walls with your mam for company?


      

    
	

        JOSH


      



      	

        Fifty-seven days.


      

    
	

        NATE


      



      	

        Right. Tonight’s your lucky night, my boys are on their way down, you’re about to have the night of your life.


      

    
	

        JOSH


      



      	

        What about my leg?


      

    
	

        NATE


      



      	

        I’ll look after you mate. Leg included.


      

    
	

        JOSH


      



      	

        I dunno, Nate.


      

    
	

        NATE


      



      	

        It’s hot out there man.


      

    
	



      	

        And the pussy.


      

    
	



      	

        The pussy is ripe.


      

    
	



      	

        And in this weather it’s on show.


      

    
	



      	

        And we can use it to our advantage. This. The leg.


      

    
	



      	

        They’re gonna love you.


      

    
	



      	

        With your disability.


      

    
	



      	

        I’ll pick you up at eight.


      

    
	

        JOSH


      



      	

        Nine?


      

    
	

        NATE


      



      	

        Seven.


      

    
	

        YAZ


      



      	

        The next time I see Mr Snow, is the day of my interview.


      

    
	



      	

        I’m on the high street.


      

    
	



      	

        This time it’s June.


      

    
	



      	

        And it’s not snowing.


      

    
	

        JOSH


      



      	

        Meg comes to see me.


      

    
	



      	

        She always comes to see me after a shift.


      

    
	



      	

        She’s had a bitch of a day.


      

    
	



      	

        As per.


      

    
	



      	

        Meg’s always had a bitch of a day.


      

    
	



      	

        But to be fair she works in the drive-through McDonald’s.


      

    
	



      	

        So.


      

    
	



      	

        Me and Meg had a thing.


      

    
	



      	

        More than a thing.


      

    
	



      	

        We got together in school.


      

    
	



      	

        We had all the makings of Wayne and Coleen.


      

    
	



      	

        Then I fucked it up.


      

    
	



      	

        And without the Gucci handbags, Dubai holidays and twenty grand a week, my Coleen found it hard to forgive.


      

    
	



      	

        There were texts on my phone, that she found.


      

    
	



      	

        Moments of madness.


      

    
	



      	

        It was only texts.


      

    
	



      	

        But they were bad texts.


      

    
	



      	

        I wouldn’t hurt her.


      

    
	



      	

        Didn’t mean to.


      

    
	



      	

        But the girls.


      

    
	



      	

        You know.


      

    
	



      	

        Meg’s handing me a cuppa, black bag in hand, picking up wrappers and used tissues. She’s telling me, People, are arseholes.


      

    
	



      	

        Yep.


      

    
	



      	

        I agree with everything Meg says.


      

    
	



      	

        Cos this is what I have to do now.


      

    
	



      	

        She holds the strings.


      

    
	



      	

        What she says goes.


      

    
	



      	

        I’ll get her back.


      

    
	



      	

        Because I want her back.


      

    
	



      	

        It’s a matter of time.


      

    
	



      	

        A game of chess.


      

    
	



      	

        I try to hold her eye but she breaks it.


      

    
	



      	

        Sometimes, if the sun rises right and I catch her true, she’ll sit with me, close to me, play with my hands, kiss my fingers.


      

    
	



      	

        She’ll let me move on her.


      

    
	



      	

        Let me touch her.


      

    
	



      	

        Let me breathe her in.


      

    
	



      	

        But today she’s giving me hate.


      

    
	



      	

        And I let her.


      

    
	



      	

        She knows I want her back.


      

    
	



      	

        So I let her.


      

    
	



      	

        Patience.


      

    
	



      	

        She wants me back.


      

    
	



      	

        I know she wants me back.


      

    
	



      	

        But she’s saving face.


      

    
	



      	

        It’s the game she plays.


      

    
	



      	

        I’ll play her game.


      

    
	



      	

        Her beautiful game.


      

    
	

        YAZ


      



      	

        Thank you for coming, Miss Cole, if you’d like to take a seat.


      

    
	



      	

        The man tells me there’s a scoring system.


      

    
	



      	

        A drop of sweat runs down my back.


      

    
	



      	

        Is there? I say, A scoring system. I see.


      

    
	



      	

        I have to score your answers.


      

    
	



      	

        He’s sharp.


      

    
	



      	

        Nice one.


      

    
	



      	

        My voice don’t sound like me.


      

    
	



      	

        I want this job.


      

    
	



      	

        That’s all it is


      

    
	



      	

        Just a job


      

    
	



      	

        I wasn’t cultivated for a career


      

    
	



      	

        I just want a job


      

    
	



      	

        He takes out a tissue and wipes his top lip, leaving remnants of white fluff over his face.


      

    
	



      	

        He tells me whoever scores the highest, goes through to the next round.


      

    
	



      	

        There’s a next round? I say.


      

    
	



      	

        I’m aware that Samantha’s waiting for me outside Greggs and she only has an hour.


      

    
	



      	

        And nobody said nothing about rounds.


      

    
	



      	

        I thought I’d be in and out.


      

    
	



      	

        A chat, they said.


      

    
	



      	

        He clicks the top of his pen and writes something on a form. There’s three.


      

    
	



      	

        Three?


      

    
	



      	

        Like X Factor or something.


      

    
	



      	

        I laugh. Too loud. Too big.


      

    
	



      	

        For fuck’s sake.


      

    
	



      	

        Why am I still laughing?


      

    
	



      	

        He glares at me from over the top of his glasses.


      

    
	



      	

        I’m fucking it up.


      

    
	



      	

        And I really want this job.


      

    
	



      	

        I need to save my arse. Ask something good.


      

    
	



      	

        Something that makes sense.


      

    
	



      	

        Can I just ask, this is for the make-up counter?


      

    
	



      	

        He sneezes.


      

    
	



      	

        Are you telling me you don’t know what job you’ve applied for?


      

    
	



      	

        No. I know. I just. I wanted to ask something. I… Stop talking Yaz.


      

    
	



      	

        I just…


      

    
	



      	

        Beg. Try begging.


      

    
	



      	

        Look. Please. Um sir. I just wanted to say how much I really want this.


      

    
	



      	

        His disinterest is tangible.


      

    
	



      	

        Too much? Not enough? Who knows. I go in hard.


      

    
	



      	

        I did a beauty course? Level 2, NVQ in beauty and nail services? Will that score?


      

    
	



      	

        Fuck it. Shit or bust.


      

    
	



      	

        I got a paper. A… one of them… it’s square. What’s it called. A certificate. With NVQ on it… you know the ones?


      

    
	



      	

        A certificate?


      

    
	



      	

        Yeah. That’s it. A certificate. Level 2.


      

    
	



      	

        Nailed it, Yaz.


      

    
	



      	

        He tells me they got girls with degrees lining up for this job.


      

    
	



      	

        Rats racing to get in the rat pack.


      

    
	



      	

        In what? In make-up?


      

    
	



      	

        They do degrees in standing all day at a make-up counter?


      

    
	



      	

        He looks to the floor. Can’t look me in the eye.


      

    
	



      	

        That come out wrong.


      

    
	



      	

        Bollocks.


      

    
	



      	

        He reshuffles his papers.
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