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Stefan is our social worker for ART (Aggressive Replacement Training), and Lex 

tells me he has a degree in psychology. He only got a third, whatever that means. 

Maybe he gets the rest of it later.  

 ‘Mick,’ he says, turning to a lad wearing the same blue, three-quarter-shorts 

and top as the rest of us. ‘Before we touch on anything personal, will you share with 

the group your favourite music?’   

 ‘It’s Marm, or Mick the Marm. Alright fella? And I like a bit of Jamie T: “She 

been buckle belt beaten from the bat like a brat.”’ 

  Mick raps this whilst flicking his hand.  

 ‘Why did you pick that specific lyric?’ Stefan says, running his hand through 

his black hair, a mass of messy gel.  

 ‘Because it’s sick. It’s poetry, bruv.’ 

 Stefan steps and turns, mud falling from the sole of his suede shoe. ‘Anyone 

else? Lex, who do you like?’ 

 ‘Bowie,’ I hear from my left. Lex takes off his glasses, breathes on them, then 

wipes them on his shorts.  

 ‘Bowie’s shit,’ Mick says, now leaning forward. ‘Fuckin’ wannabe stage 

man.’ 

 ‘And Jamie T is for loud boys with little pricks,’ Lex says, smirking and 

pushing up his glasses by the bridge.  

 Nearly everyone jumps up as Mick lunges for Lex. It takes a guard about 

seven seconds to reach Mick, but by then he’s already landed a dig.  

 ‘You should all be glad this is the first session,’ Stefan says, momentarily 

glancing at Lex, whose glasses are now broken.  

  You can tell they’re both shook up. 

  ‘We’re here to talk through the anger, not act it out.’ He takes a couple of 

shaky steps, clearly thrown off from whatever PowerPoint he was rehearsing last 

night. ‘We’ll move onto confessions, which is the first step to recovery. Denzel, tell 

us why you’re here?’ 

 Examining his fingers, the lad who had stayed seated looks up. His face is 

long and the cheeks are sunken, with large eyes and lashes that curl, it makes his 

recent skinhead look almost fetal. 

 My sister would call him a pretty boy. 

 His eyes fix on Stefan, shaking from the effort.  

  ‘I was at an animal rights protest with a sign that read, ‘DON’T HURT 

WHAT CAN FEEL PAIN.’ Some bourgeois prick tried to convert me, so I rammed 

him in the chest with the handle.’ 

  Stefan is the first to laugh.   

 

 

 


