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Geordie’s Dream.   
 
Geordie cuidnae mind o bein as happy as this afore. The sea wis like a sheet o flet licht 
blue gless an the sun abuin wis shinin fit tae burn a hole in the cloudless sky. He lay 
streitched oot on his left side on the saft warm poothery sand, hauf propped up on his 
left elbae an he smiled tae the lassie lyin aside him, as he let the sand in his haund poor 
slawly ower her richt fore-airm. Maist o the dry sand juist ran aff her airm like water an 
the grains that steyed on wis grippit bi the teeny-weeny wee hairs that wad hiv bid 
invisible haed it no been for the sand.  
 

She wis smilin back at him an he saw a wee bit cheeky glint in her ee sae he kent she 
wis gaun tae try an torment him some wey. He wisnae wrang for she grabbed a haundfu 
o sand an poored it doon the back o his collar then the pair o thaim haed a bit o a 
wrestle wi ane anither an rowed ower an ower alang the sand, first ane on tap an then 
the ither. They war baith ower the heid in the gowd poothery sand when Geordie licked 
baith his thooms an stuck thaim oot cryin barleys.  
 
They baith stopped an lay facin ane anither an smiled as they waited tae get thair 
braiths back. He cuid see the sand in her hair glisterin in the sun an he kent bi the wey 
she smiled back at him that she liked him juist as much as he liked her - an that wis a 
lot. He taen her haund in his an gied it a wee squeeze as they baith lay back on the 
sand lookin up at the sky. Juist aboot then Geordie wakened up. 
 
Lyin in his bed he still haed a richt warm an happy feelin thinkin aboot his dream. It wis 
tae bide in his memory aw his days, maistly cooryin awa doon oot o sicht in some mirkie 
neuk o his heid but ilka noo an agane loupin oot intae the licht efter bein triggered bi a 
familiar wee soond or sicht or smell. Thinkin back, he cuidnae mind seein the lassie‟s 
face richt, for aw he haed been starin intae her een, but he kent in his hert that she haed 
been bonny. E‟en tho he wis juist aboot ten gaun on eleeven year auld, he kent that 
baith him an her wis twa sowls that wis aye meant tae be thegither wi ane anither an wi 
naebody else. They haed been that comfortable wi ane anither an the dream haed been 
that real. It hidnae been like ony o his ordinar dreams. 
 
Geordie‟s thochts cam back tae his praisent an wunnered hou he cuid ever be that 
comfortable wi a lassie when he wis aye that blate aroond thaim thae days an cuid 
barely bring hissel tae speak tae a lassie athoot his face gaun as rid‟s a beetroot. He 
thocht back throu his life an minded a time when he wis wee. It wis a time when he wis 
juist as comfortable amang lassies as he haed been in the dream but somethin haed 
happened a lang lang while ago an awthin haed gotten spylt. He let his memory stravaig 
awa back in time as faur as it wad gaun till he minded o thon days lang syne. 
 
As a bairn o aboot three year auld, Geordie wis let oot tae play roond the back close 
maist days . His hoose haed an ootside stair that led richt doon tae the back close frae 
his front door. It wis a stane stair wi green wuiden railins. The ither fower bairns that he 
played wi, bid in a tenement that haed windaes lookin oot on tae the back close. 
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Geordie felt big aince he stertit gettin oot tae play wi thaim an liked tae let thaim see that 
he cuid rin an jump an skip juist as weel as they cuid. 
 
The back close wis surroonded wi hooses on three sides wi an auld high stane dyke 
jynin the front hooses tae the back anes as weel as dividin thair close aff frae the next 
ane doon the street. The hooses faurest awa frae the street alang wi the dyke itsel wis 
the auldest o the lot an there wis aye gress growein at the fit o thair wa's. Ony time 
Geordie played near thon bits, he wis aye awaur o the foosty smell o auld broken doon 
hooses.   
 
Coontin Geordie, there wis twa laddies an three lassies in the gang an they fair liked 
playin thegither. Tho he kent at thon age the ither laddie, Nelson, an hissel wis laddies 
cause they wore troosers an the ither three wis lassies cause they wore frocks an haed 
langer hair, he never thocht onythin aboot that at the time an the notion o gender juist 
didnae enter his heid. At thon age he even thocht that ane o the lassies an a nummer o 
the weemin he kent, didnae hae ony lugs. It wisnae till he got aulder that he fund oot 
that they did aw hae lugs efter aw an it wis juist the wey they wore thair hair that covered 
the lugs up sae ye cuidnae see thaim. He haed a wee giggle tae hissel as he minded 
aboot thon. 
 
Maist o the gemms the bairns played haed tae dae wi aither rinnin, skippin, hoppin or 
jumpin an they war aye aither racin agin ane anither frae ane end o the close tae the 
ither or chasin efter ane anither in the form o chasey or tig. When it wis tig, sometimes 
there wis an airgiement ower wha wis tae be het an the het ane wis whiles picked bi 
eenie-meenie-minie-mo or noo an agane they wad pit a wee stane doon on the close 
flair an aw gaither round it in a huddle wi thair airms roond ane anither's necks an thair 
heids bent doon facin the wee stane. The ane that cuid spit closest tae the wee stane 
wis aye the ane that wis het. Anither thing they uised tae dae in thon ticht huddle wis for 
each tae think o the funniest or the rudest word they haed ever heard an shout it oot 
then they aw haed a guid laugh an giggle aboot it. Some o the words they cam oot wi 
wisnae fit tae be heard in polite company an aften they war ane o the mony variations o 
the word “jobbie” but gigglin at that age cuid be gey infectious. 
 
There cam a day when they war haein rare fun playin a gemm o tig an ane o the lassies 
cried Maggie wis het. She wis chasin efter Nelson at the time but she cuid never catch 
up tae him for her breeks aye kept fawin doon aroond her ankles an she haed tae keep 
on stoppin tae pou thaim up. She tried pouin thaim up twa three times but it wis nae 
yuiss an in the end she juist stepped oot o thaim an haudit thaim up abuin her heid 
sayin, "A think the lastic's broken. See!"  
 
Aw the ither bairns, includin Geordie, thocht this wis richt funny an stertit laughin at 
Maggie an makin faces at her. Maggie got her puggie up an set aboot chasin, first the 
ane an then the ither an aw the time the ither bairns wis joukin oot her wey, laughin an 
cryin her names like, “Kiltie kiltie cauld bum!” Tae the rest o the bairns, this wis juist 
anither gemm o tig but it wis a bit mair serious nor that tae Maggie.   
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Efter a wee while when she hidnae been able tae catch onybody, she got really riled, 
crunched her teeth an stertit screamin at the ither bairns. Then in a fit o temper she taen 
haud o the hem o her frock, lifted it up tae her shoothers an ran screamin strecht for 
Geordie. He got the fricht o his life. Aw he cuid see wis a screamin bare belly chairgin 
richt at him but whit frichtened him mair nor onythin else wis that Maggie didnae hae ony 
willie. He birled on his heel an rin hame screamin wi fricht.  
 
At first when he got hame, Geordie didnae say onythin aboot whit haed happened but 
that nicht, when his mither wis gettin him ready for his bed, he said, “Ma, d‟ye ken wee 
Maggie that bides up the tenement close?”  
 
“Ay, ane o yer wee pals. Whit aboot her?”  
 
“Weel, dae ye ken she hisnae got a willie Ma?”  
 
“An hou wad ye ken a thing like that?” his mither asked.  
 
Geordie telt her awthin that haed happened roond the back close that day.  
 
“Weel noo Geordie,” said his mither, tryin tae keep a strecht face, “It‟s only wee laddies 
that his willies. Wee lassies disnae hae ony willies at aw.”  
 
“Nane o thaim?” asked Geordie. 
 
“Ay. Nane o thaim.” 
  
“But hou dae they pee Ma if they dinnae hae a willie?” 
  
“A‟ll tell ye that when ye‟re aulder but that‟s eneuch o this the noo. It‟s gettin ower late an 
past yer bed time laddie. C‟mon, A‟ll come an tuck ye in.”  
 
It wis a guid wee while thon nicht afore Geordie managed tae faw asleep but efter thon, 
lassies wis aye a bit o a mystery tae him an somethin tae be feared o. He hidnae kent till 
that day that lassies wis different frae ordinary folk. Thon wis the first time in his short life 
that he‟d ever haed tae face ony kind o aggressive attack an it haed come frae a lassie. 
Frae then on he wad hiv tae be on his best guaird when there wis ony o thaim aboot an 
his attitude tae lassies wis chynged forever.  
 
Ony time a lassie tried tae speak tae him he wad be struck dumb an his face wad gaun 
as rid‟s a beetroot. He didnae ken if this ane or that ane wis gaun tae hyste up her claes 
an chase efter him or no. He wad raither cross ower tae the ither side o the street nor 
pass a lassie he kent, juist in case. Doon in the back close he never ever taen pairt in 
the huddle agane an he made shuir he never ever haed ony physical contact wi ony 
lassies agane an aye tried tae bide oot o touchin distance.   
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Efter he stertit the schuil an haed been thare for a guid wee while there wis a group o 
aboot hauf a dizzen bairns includin Geordie that aye went hame frae the schuil the same 
wey. Efter they haed aw crossed the main road thegither they wad split up an gaun thair 
ain wey hame. There wis fower laddies an twa lassies in the group. Ane o the lassies, 
cried Mary, haed richt blond hair an Geordie wis secretly gey fond o her. In fact she wis 
his saicont favourite lassie efter Shirley Temple but he wad never ever daur speak tae 
her. Tho he wis feared an uncomfortable in the company o lassies, there wis aye ane or 
twa he admired an wad hiv liked tae be pals wi but he didnae daur.  
 
On the ither side o the main road whaur they crossed, wis a wee cobbler‟s shop. The 
cobbler hissel wis a richt wee man an the bairns cuid see him warkin awa ahint his 
coonter for he aye left the dooble doors open wide tae the wa. They haed gotten intae 
the habit o gaun richt up tae the open doors o the shop an cryin in tae him, “Hey mister! 
Is the ither six dwarfs ben the back room?”  
 
Coorse, at that, the wee cobbler wad come rinnin roond his coonter tae the front door 
shakin his fist at thaim an the bairns wad rin awa on thair fast wee legs lauchin thair 
heids aff. It wis aye a guid lauch - tae the bairns.  
 
Ane day when the schuil got oot, thae bairns wis rinnin up the street that led frae the 
schuil gates tae the main road when Geordie went an fell aw his length an skint baith his 
knees awfu sair. Whit wi the fricht an the pain an the bluid, he haed a richt guid greet tae 
hissel. Mary haed been rinnin up the street juist ahint him an she went ower an pit her 
airm roond his shouthers, like a wee mither, tae help him up. Still wi her airm roond his 
shouthers an wi Geordie still greetin, she looked richt intae his face an said, “Never mind 
Geordie, son. It‟ll be aw richt. C‟mon we‟ll gaun an get a chase frae the wee man, eh? 
It‟ll mak ye feel better.”  
 
Geordie wis fair embarrassed for greetin in front o a lassie an specially in front o this 
particlar lassie. His rid face felt as if it wis gaun tae burst an he forced hissel tae stop 
greetin but he never said a word tae Mary.  
  
This problem o Geordie‟s wis a maitter that gied him an awfu grief as he wis growein up 
for, as he got aulder, he cuid never ever see hissel haein ony lassie for a click. He 
widnae ken whit tae say. It wis a problem that wis aye at the back o his mind, pykin awa 
at his confidence. Noo an agane he wad mind aboot the dream an the mair he thocht 
aboot it, the mair the memory o thon frichtenin confrontation wi wee Maggie faded intae 
the past. But even as a young teenager at the high schuil he wis ower blate tae stert up 
a conversation wi a lassie Tho he wisnae bad at speakin tae thaim aboot general things 
if they spoke tae him first.  
 
There wis ae day Tho when Geordie wis aboot sixteen, he haed been warkin awa bi 
hissel in the airt cless. The airt cless wis split intae twa rooms, a big ane an a wee ane 
wi a wee lobby jynin the twa o thaim thegither. There wis a muckle press on ane side o 
the lobby whaur aw the pentin an drawin graith wis kept. He haed been warkin bi hissel 
in the big room while the rest o his cless wis warkin in the wee room an he‟d went ben 
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tae the press for somethin. As he walked intae the lobby, here wis a lassie frae his cless 
that he quite liked. She haed the hem o her skirt poued awa up sae she cuid sort the 
suspender on ane o her stockins an when she saw Geordie she juist gied a big but 
embarrassed smile an drapped the hem o her skirt gey smert like. A mair mature 
Geordie wad hiv juist smiled back an apologised for catchin her oot but whit really 
happened wis that his face went rid as a beetroot an he wished the flair wad open up an 
swallae him as he tried tae pretend he hidnae seen onythin. It wis anither familiar 
disaster.  
 
It wis aboot six month efter thon, at Christmas time, that Geordie left the schuil an went 
tae wark in the ship drawin office o the local shipyaird in Leith. He wis the last ane oot o 
aw his pals tae leave the schuil for the ithers haed aw left aboot a year afore. He haed 
kind o lost touch wi thaim thon last year but efter he stertit warkin, he began tae gaun 
oot wi thaim on a mair reglar basis. He aye yaised tae meet his fower pals in the local 
snooker ha an they whiles played a bit o snooker or billiards afore leavin tae gaun tae 
the picters or the local jiggin.  
 
The local dance ha Geordie an his pals went tae the maist wis a wee bit different frae 
aw the ither anes, particlar the anes in Edinburgh. At this dance ha, it wis the custom for 
aw the fellaes tae gaither on the ane side o the flair atween dances wi aw the lassies on 
the ither side. The ootcome o aw this wis that as suin as a dance wis announced, there 
wis a muckle breenge o fellaes chairgin across the flair tae ask the lassies for a dance.  
 
Sayin it wis a race widnae be ony exaggeration cause there wis naethin mair 
embarrassin than gettin tae the ither side juist in time tae see anither fellae takin the 
lassie, ye haed yer ee on, up tae dance. Whit cuid ye dae? Did ye pick ane o the ither 
lassies that wis left or walk, rid faced, back ower the flair aw bi yersel? Whit made it 
waur wis that if ye did ask ane o the ither lassies, maist o thaim aye seemed tae ken 
they war juist yer saicont chyce an there wis aye ane or twa that micht refuse yer 
invitation.  
 
Bi the time he wis comin up for twenty-ane, Geordie hidnae makit muckle progress in his 
dealins wi the lassies. Ony time he taen a lassie, that he fancied, up tae dance an thocht 
aboot askin tae see her hame, he aye rin oot o conversation at the wrang psychological 
time an that wis aye the moment lost an gone forever. He‟d haed ane or twa blind dates 
an twa three dates that didnae wark oot cause he didnae hae the experience tae ken 
hou tae treat a lassie richt, sae ane day he taen hissel in hand an decidit that he‟d hiv 
tae dae somethin aboot it.  
 
He kent he haed tae big up his confidence an experience sae that when the richt lassie 
cam alang he wad ken hou tae haundle the situation an he thocht it wad be easier tae 
dae this athoot ony complications frae emotion. Whit he should dae wis tae juist try his 
luck wi ony presentable lassie an if he didnae really fancy her, then it widnae bother him 
ower muckle if she chucked him.  
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It wisnae lang efter thon when Geordie wis at the jiggin in Edinburgh wi his pals that he 
thocht it wis time tae pit his ploy intae action if he cuid. There wis ane lassie he taen up 
tae dance twa-three times. She wisnae bad lookin except for a wee turned up nose but 
she didnae steer his hert in ony wey.  Durin the fourth dance he asked if he cuid see her 
hame an, tae his suprise, she agreed. Her name wis Alexis an she bid up a tenement no 
aw that faur frae the dance ha. She taen Geordie‟s airm on the wey hame an they haed 
a guid auld blether. She wis interestin tae talk tae an he quite liked her tho it wis still aye 
on a short tairm basis.  
 
When they got tae her tenement close, it wis nice an dark inside an the grund flair doors 
wis ootside on aither side o the close mooth sae it wis a guid close for winchin couples. 
Geordie pit his airms roond her waist an they kissed. At the time he wis thinkin that 
when a man pit his airms roond a lassie‟s waist in the picters, she aye seemed tae pit 
her haunds up roond his neck but Alexis didnae dae that. She gripped the back o baith 
his elbaes wi her haunds. Aw the time he wis kissin her the thocht wis gaun throu his 
heid that thon wis a guid wey o makin shuir that his haunds didnae stravaig frae her 
back tae whaur she didnae want thaim tae be. If she‟d only kent tho, thare wisnae ony 
danger frae him in that wey for he wisnae juist ready yet for that kinna experience. 
 
“Ane step at a time Geordie.” he thocht, “Ane step at a time laddie.”  
  
She agreed tae meet him ane nicht throu the week an they went tae the picters. When 
they first sat doon, Geordie wisnae shuir whit he should dae sae they juist baith sat 
thare side bi side watchin the picter for the first five or six meinits then Alexis, sittin on 
his richt haund side, cuddled intae his richt airm an pit her heid on his shouther. He taen 
thon as a signal an pit his airm roond her shouthers an the kissin that follaed juist cam 
natural like. The pair o thaim didnae see much o the picter that nicht an Geordie sooked 
up aw thon experience like a dry sponge. He felt guid an weel pleased the wey things 
wis gaun except that noo an agane he aye got a muckle stab o conscience for at the 
back o his heid he aye kent that he wisnae in it for the lang haul. He didnae feel guid 
aboot that at aw.  
 
They gaed oot thegither every Seturday an Wednesday nicht for mair nor a month. 
Maistlie they went tae the picters but aince or twice they gaed for a meal first an anither 
nicht it wis the jiggin. Geordie grew richt fond o Alexis but whit stertit tae bother him wis 
that she wis gettin fond o him an aw. Ower fond. He thocht it wis time tae breck up the 
relationship afore it went ower faur but it wis easier said than duin. In the bygane it haed 
aye been him that haed gotten chucked. He haed nae experience o daein the chuckin 
hissel an he wisnae lookin forrit tae it at aw. 
   
Thair trystin cairried on for anither twa month as he swithered an in that time she haed 
taen him intae her hoose tae meet her mither, faither an wee sister an haed tried tae get 
him tae hire an evenin suit tae gaun tae her firm‟s staff dance. In the hinnerend he 
phoned her at her wark an telt her he wis awfu sorry but he thocht they should feinish 
the relationship afore it got ower serious. He waited for the angry flytin that he expected 
comin doon ower the phone but insteid aw he heard wis the soond o her greetin her hert 
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oot. Tho Geordie wis gled he haed gotten it ower wi at last, he felt hertsair for days efter 
it for aw the hurt he haed caused an promised hissel he wad never ever dae onythin like 
that agane.  
 
He suin stertit gaun oot mair wi his pals agane, tae the picters an the jiggin but he never 
ever went back tae thon Edinburgh dance ha agane whaur he met Alexis. Maist times 
that he went wi thaim tae the jiggin, his hert wisnae in it an there wis mony a time he 
juist haed the ane dance aw nicht spendin the rest o the time juist sittin doon or watchin 
frae the fellaes‟ side o the flair. He never ever seen ony lassie that he taen a fancy tae 
an, efter Alexis, he shuirly wisnae gaun tae get in tow wi onybody that he wisnae really 
keen on. 
  
Ane Seturday nicht they war aw at the local dance ha agane an Geordie wis juist 
staundin watchin frae the fellaes‟ side as the third last dance o the nicht wis takin place. 
He saw ane o his pals dancin by wi a lassie he hidnae seen afore but she wis a richt 
guid looker an she fairly catched his ee. When his pal cam aff the flair he asked him wha 
the lassie wis.  
 
His pal said, “She‟s sherp as a needle thon ane an cheeky wi it an aw. A juist asked her 
whit haed brocht her tae this particlar dancin the nicht an quick as onythin she said, „Ma 
feet!‟ “  
 
Geordie fair fancied her an when the saicont last dance wis announced, he wis ower the 
flair at the toot. She smiled as he asked for a dance an they taen the flair thegither. He 
enjoyed dancin wi her for she haed the knack o follaein his steps a lot better nor a lot o 
lassies did an she wis awfu pleasant tae speak tae. It wis juist aw generalities. Nae 
personal stuff but at the back o his heid he thocht he wad try an tak her up tae the last 
dance an ask if he cuid walk her hame. This wis whit thon „experience‟ project haed 
been aw aboot, sae that when the richt lassie cam alang he wad hae the confidence an 
ken whit tae dae.  
 
When the dance feinished he should hiv asked her then if he cuid hae the last dance wi 
her but insteid he thanked her for the dance an they baith went tae thair ain sides on the 
flair. When he turned roond, his hert fell tae his feet for insteid o staundin at her side o 
the flair as he expected, the lassie stertit walkin ower tae the cloakroom tae get her coat.  
 
“Ye fairly missed the boat that time, Geordie.” he thocht tae hissel. “Ye micht as weel 
juist gaun an get yer ain coat an aw for ye‟ll be daein nae mair dancin the nicht. Whit a 
faux pas tae mak!”  
 
He jyned the queue in the cloakroom an he cuid see „his‟ lassie takin her coat an gaun 
oot the door. When he got his coat he pit it on then walked back intae the ha tae look for 
his pals. He stood up agin the end wa tae see up the length o the flair an then he 
noticed that the same lassie wis staundin there an aw wi her coat on. He gied her a wee 
smile an she smiled back. Efter a meinit when he cuidnae see ony o his pals at aw he 
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said tae her, “A think A‟ve been abandoned the nicht. A cannae see ma pals onywhaur 
at aw.” 
  
“The same here.” she said. “A think she must hiv went off wi a lad.”  
 
“Hiv ye got faur tae go?” he asked.  
 
“Whitecraig.”  
 
“Jings, that‟s a lang wey if ye‟re walkin bi yersel in the dark is it no? Hiv ye got onybody 
tae chum ye? 
  
“No really.” she said.  
 
“Weel look. If yer pal disnae turn up, wad ye let me walk ye hame?”   
 
“Ay. That wad be nice.” she said wi a richt genuine smile an he got the feelin that she 
wis pleasantly surprised for, efter aw, they haed only haed the ae dance thegither.  
 
Geordie wis fair chuffed an he didnae wait aw that lang afore he turned an said, “A doot 
they‟re no comin noo. Dae ye want tae juist go?”  
 
She nodded wi a smile an they baith turned for the ootside door.  
 
It wis the middle o December an it wis gey cauld an frosty as they stertit aff tae walk the 
twa mile tae her hame. Geordie offered her his airm an said, “A‟m Geordie by the way.”  
 
“An A‟m Beenie.” she said “But A‟d raither tak yer hand. A aye think that takin airms is 
juist for auld married couples an A‟m juist eichteen an A‟m certainly no married.”  
 
“Weel, A‟m juist twenty-ane an single as weel sae A suppose A‟m no auld eneuch for 
cleekin airms aither.” he said, giein her hand a wee bit squeeze as he taen it. “As a 
maitter o fact, A juist celebrated ma twenty-first birthday in Paris last July wi some o ma 
warkmates when we went hikin in France.”  
 
“Ye lucky thing. A‟ve aye wanted tae visit Paris but A hivnae even been oot o Scotland 
yet. Is it nice?”  
 
“Ay, A like Paris. A‟ve been thare twice. The first time wis twa year afore that in 1950 an 
we war actually thare on the day the Korean war broke oot.”  
 
“Were ye no feared?”  
 
“A think the hail toun wis a bit on the nervous side for naebody really kent whit wis gaun 
tae happen or juist hou faur it wad spread. Thochts o racin tae get back across the 
Channel rin throu yer heid at the time but, as we ken noo, naethin like that ever 
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happened. Ye got the impression Tho that the Parisiens wis a bit mair freendly tae the 
British efter that an mair particlar tae the Scots.” 
  
“Ye didnae hae a kilt on did ye?” she speirt wi a richt cheeky lauch.   
 
Geordie kent frae his pal‟s experience that she haed a cheeky sense o humour an that 
made her mair attractive tae him for he wis inclined tae be a wee bit on the dour an 
serious side hissel an a lassie like Beenie micht help tae draw him oot an yaise the witty 
sense o humour he maistly kept hidden deep doon inside.  
 
“Naw, no that time,” he said, “but A did wear a Balmoral bunnet an haed a wee Saltire 
hingin frae ma rucksack. But that last time, when A wis there in July, A wore a kilt then. 
It wis a Black Watch kilt.”  
 
“A wish A‟d seen ye wi yer kilt on.” she giggled, “A like a guid lauch.”  
 
“A‟ll have you know” he returned, “that it wis juist last year that A won a knobbly-knee 
competition at ane o the shipyard dances.”  
 
“Have ye got knobbly knees?” she asked, hivin a wee lauch tae hersel.  
 
“Naw, no really. Whit happened wis aw the contestants stood ahint a sheet an aw that 
the judges an the audience cuid see wis thair legs frae the knees doon. A deliberately 
stood hen-taed an knock-kneed tae exagerate the effect juist for a lauch.”  
 
“Ye must be like me then. A like nothin better than a guid lauch as weel. Sae c‟mon 
then.” she said, giein a tug on his hand.  
 
“C‟mon what?”  
 
“C‟mon an gie‟s a look at yer knobbly knees of course.”  
 
“A‟ve no got knobbly knees!” 
  
“Ay. That‟s whit you say but the judges didnae agree wi ye an thare‟s only ane wey tae 
prove it sae c‟mon an let‟s see.”  
 
“Naw, it‟s ower cauld the nicht for the likes o that.”  
 
“Aw c‟mon, dinnae be a spoil-sport. Ye‟re no feared are ye? A‟ll henner ye tae gie‟s a 
look.”  
 
Funny eneuch, Geordie didnae feel embarrassed at this at aw but he tried tae act as if 
he wis, tae win a wee bit o sympathy, as he rowed his trooser legs up tae the taps o his 
knees - they widnae gaun ony further - then he turned tae face the licht o the full muin. 
Beenie pit her hand tae her mooth an burst oot intae a fit o hysterical laughter. 
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“Aw c‟mon!” said Geordie, “They‟re no as funny as aw that. Thon‟s juist goose pimples 
wi the cauld.”  
 
Efter Beenie haed managed tae control her laughter an haed gotten her composure 
back, she said, “No. A wisnae lauchin at yer knees.”  
 
“Whit then?”  
 
Efter anither bout o the giggles she managed tae say, “A wis really lauchin at the way ye 
did everythin that A telt ye tae dae, juist like a wee dug, an A never thocht for a minute 
that ye wad gaun an dae it. A wis juist tryin tae torment ye but thanks for the show. A 
enjoyed it. An ye‟re richt. Ye hivnae got knobbly knees at aw.” 
   
Geordie sorted his trooser legs then Beenie taen his hand agane. He liked this haudin 
hands business faur better than takin airms. Her hand felt nice in his even tho they baith 
haed gloves on. A wee squeeze frae ane wis aye follaed bi a squeeze frae the ither an it 
wis a richt guid sensual wey o communicatin. He wis walkin on the ootside o the 
pavement nearest the road an she wis on the inside. Bi this time they war mair than hauf 
roads tae Whitecraig an he wis enjoyin her company that much, he wished thair walk 
wad lest forever.  
 
Efter they haed walked for a wee bit in silence, Beenie said, “A suppose ye‟ll be thinkin 
A‟m a richt cheeky besom o a lassie.”  
 
“Naw. No really.” said Geordie. “A think impudent wad be a mair appropriate word.”  
 
“Oh, sae that‟s whit ye think, is it?” she said, then athoot ony warnin she bumped 
Geordie wi a sideweys swing o her hips. The bump caught him aboot the tap o his thigh 
an juist aboot cawed him aff his feet. Wi the pavement bein slippy wi frost he skited tae 
the edge an fought tae keep his balance afore ane o his feet drapped aff the edge an 
doon intae the gutter. They war still haudin hands an Beenie tried tae steady him as best 
she cuid. 
  
“Sorry.” she said, “A didnae mean tae bump ye as hard as that an A didnae think the 
pavement wad be that slippy. Are ye aw richt?”  
 
She wis haudin his left hand in her richt an her left hand went oot tae grip his richt airm 
an steady him as he got back on tae the pavement. 
  
“A‟m no shuir hou tae answer that.” he said, “If A say the wrang thing, ye micht throw me 
ower yer shoother. Wild as weel as impudent, eh?”  
 
She gied him a freendly nudge in the ribs then turned her face up tae his. The kiss that 
she gave him on the lips didnae lest as lang as Geordie wad hiv liked but it wis nice juist 
the same. 
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“There ye are. That‟s you aw better now.” she said. 
  
The rest o the walk went by in nae time at aw an they stopped juist alang the street frae 
Beenie‟s hoose. Geordie haed found her awfu easy tae speak tae an he felt as if they 
haed kent ane anither a lot langer than the time it taen tae walk frae the dancin. He 
thocht they haed gotten on awfu weel thegither. Ay, he liked Beenie a lot. As they stuid 
thare at the side o the pavement he telt her hou much he haed enjoyed her company an 
asked if he cuid see her agane. She agreed tae meet him the follaein Seturday at the 
Whitecraig bus stop near the toun ha. 
  
Geordie stood wi his hands roond her waist as they baith bid each ither guid nicht an 
Beenie thanked him for seein her hame then she reached up an gied him a quick kiss on 
the lips afore she turnt an walked quickly tae her gairden gate. He turnt for the lang walk 
hame.  
 
The walk hame thon mornin didnae bother Geordie at aw for his heid wis fu o thochts o 
Beenie an he felt as if he wis walkin wi his feet aboot six inches abuin the grund. His 
hert wis fair lookin forrit tae the next Seturday but a wee niggle cam intae his heid as he 
minded hou she hidnae let her kisses linger ony time at aw an he wunnert if she wad 
really turn up or no. For a hail week he tried tae let his hert rule his heid an turn a blin ee 
tae aw his doots.  
 
The big day finally cam roond. It wis the Seturday afore Christmas, an Geordie wis there 
at the bus stop in plenty o time tae meet the Whitecraig bus. When it arrived an aw the 
fowk stertit pourin oot o it, his heid prooved tae be richt an his warst fears wis realised 
for there wis nae Beenie tae be seen that nicht. It wis a richt hert stoundin 
disappyntment for Geordie for he really liked Beenie an thocht she wis a richt nice lassie 
but if it wisnae tae be, it wisnae tae be an there wisnae a lot he cuid dae aboot it.  
 
He wunnert if fate wis mibbe dalin oot some meisure o poetic justice efter whit happened 
wi Alexis. Mibbe he wis bein learned hou tae tak it as weel as dale it oot. There wis nae 
pynt girnin aboot it tho sae he hitched up his broken hert an walked ower tae the 
snooker ha in time tae meet his pals. Coorse, wi pals bein pals, they poued his leg 
rotten aboot the lassie giein him a dissie.  
 
The first twa three weeks back at work efter the Christmas an New Year holidays wis a 
richt anticlimax tae Geordie an he wis findin it awfu hard tae concentrate on the Shell 
Expansion drawin he wis supposed tae be workin on. Mind, awbody else in the drawin 
office wis much aboot the same an they war aw mair in the mood for bletherin aboot whit 
they haed been gettin up tae ower the holiday than gettin tore intae thair wark.  
 
For gey near twa weeks on the trot Geordie an his pals haed never been in for it wis aye 
a busy time o year for pairties, dances, first fittin an aw the rest o it. He haed enjoyed it 
mair that year efter the ongauns o the last fower month haed rubbed a bit o the edge aff 
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his shyness an aw the Christmas an New Year kissin didnae haud the same 
embarrassment for him that it haed in bygane years.  
 
Geordie an Wee Davie, the draughtsman that worked ahint him, wis exchyngin particlars 
o thair holiday ongauns when the Chief Draughtsman cam ower tae Geordie‟s drawin 
board.  
 
“There‟s a young lady on the phone for ye, Geordie.” he said.  
 
“For me? Are ye sure?” 
 
“Well, it certainly was you she asked for. You‟d better not keep her waitin.”  
 
Geordie went intae the Chief‟s office an picked up the phone. 
  
“Hello?” he said. 
  
“Hello, Geordie?” 
  
“Ay, speakin.” 
  
“Hi Geordie. This is Beenie.” 
  
“Beenie?” he repeated.  
 
“Ay, ye hivnae forgotten about me already hiv ye?” 
  
“No.” he said, “Ye juist taen me bi surprise, that‟s aw. A wisnae expectin tae hear  
frae ye agane. Whit happened tae ye last month onywey?” 
  
“Ay, A‟m sorry aboot that.” she replied, “A went an missed the bus an A didnae think 
ye wad wait for the next ane sae A didnae bother efter that. A‟m sorry!”  
 
“Ay,” said Geordie, “A‟ll believe ye. Thoosands widnae!” An afore he cuid add ony 
mair, Beenie cut in an said, “A wis wonderin if ye wad like tae go oot wi me the  
nicht?”  
 
Geordie juist aboot dropped the phone, then he said, “Are you askin me oot on a  
date, like?” 
  
“Ay.” she said, “But if ye dinnae fancy it, that‟s aw richt. A‟ll understand.”  
 
“No.” wis the quick reply, “A‟d love tae go oot wi ye the nicht, that is - as long‟s 
there nae mair dissies.” 
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“Honest. A widnae dae that tae ye agane. A‟ll mak shuir o that sae whit dae ye think 
then? Is it a date?” 
  
“Ay, OK. The same place an same time?”  
 
“Ay, the same time but dinnae meet me at the bus stop. Wait for me haufwey  
atween Luca‟s an the corner o Newbiggin an A‟ll come an find ye. Listen, A‟m sorry 
Geordie, but A‟ll hiv tae go now. That‟s ma boss comin. See ye the nicht. Bye-bye.” 
 
“Ay. A‟ll see ye.”  
 
Geordie pit the phone doon then went back tae his drawin board. That last “Bye-bye” wis 
still ringin in his lugs an he cuidnae get ower hou sexy it haed soonded ower the phone. 
Aw this seemed ower guid tae be true an he felt like nippin hissel tae mak shuir. 
  
“What wis aw that aboot?” asked Wee Davie, “Ye look like the cat that‟s juist scoffed aw 
the cream.” 
  
“That‟s hou A feel.” said Geordie, “D‟ye mind thon lassie A wis tellin ye aboot, the ane  
that gied me a dissie afore Christmas?” 
 
“Ay.”  
 
“Weel, A think she‟s juist asked me oot on a date.” 
  
“Ye think?” 
  
“Weel she haes asked me oot but A still cannae believe it.”  
 
“If she went tae aw the bother o phonin ye up tae ask ye oot on a date, ye‟d better 
believe it.” said Dave, “Soonds like ye cuid be on tae somethin guid thare.” 
  
That nicht, Geordie went hame frae his wark in a dream. He still cuidnae believe his 
luck. Efter aw the bother he‟d been haein gettin a nice date, for the first time in his life a 
lassie haed asked him oot. He felt awfu guid, better nor he haed felt for a lang lang time. 
  
Standin atween Luca‟s ice cream shop an the corner o Newbiggin in plenty o time for 
the bus, Geordie didnae hae ony doots that Beenie wad turn up this time. He wunnered 
if he wad hae ony bother recognisin her efter aw thon time tho. He cuid mind that she 
haed been wearin a wine coloured coat wi buttons up the middle an a wee yoke collar 
an he cuid mind whit her een looked like an her hair but that wis aboot it. He saw the 
bus turnin roond the corner intae the High Street, richt on time. His hert gethered speed 
a wee bit as he waited for the passengers tae come roond the corner frae the bus stop. 
This wis it. 
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When he first caught sicht o Beenie comin roond the corner it wis her smile that drew his 
ee. It wis a smile that wis braid eneuch tae lichten up the hail street an Geordie wis left 
in nae doot wha it wis aimed at. As she got nearer, he cuidnae help noticin hou bonny 
she wis; bonnier than he cuid remember her the last time they met. Her coat wis 
different. It wis a broon an fawn check traivellin coat, double breistit wi a belt an wide 
lapels. She fairly suited it.  
 
When she got up tae him she stopped, facin him an standin that close he wunnered if 
she expected him tae greet her wi a kiss. But she spoke in a low voice as if she wisnae 
wantin onybody roond aboot tae hear, “Dae ye mind if we just stand here for two or 
three minutes? Ma Daddy wis on that bus. This is his band practice nicht an he can be 
an awfu nosey man at times.”  
 
“Ay, we dinnae need tae rush an it‟ll gie me a chance tae get ma braith back.” 
  
“Have ye been runnin like?” she asked. 
  
“Naw, but when A first saw ye comin roond that corner the now ye fair taen ma braith 
awa. Ye looked that bonny.”  
 
She gied him a wee smile that gied a hint o shyness, bein fair awa wi hersel but tryin 
hard no tae shaw it, aw rowed intae ane then, efter a wee keek back ower her shouther, 
she thocht it wis aw richt tae move aff.  
 
Geordie taen her haund in his as they stertit walkin alang the street an he said, “Weel, 
whaur wad ye like tae tak me the nicht?”  
 
“Me tak you?” she said wi a laugh.  
 
“Ay. You asked me oot on a date did ye no?” 
  
“A only asked ye oot cause A wis skint an A didnae want tae bide in the hoose the 
nicht.” she laughed. 
  
“Weel, dae ye fancy the picters?” he speirt.  
 
She nodded wi a smile an Geordie suggested the Central picter hoose. 
  
When they got intae the Central they baith taen thair coats aff as they war gaun up the 
stair tae the balcony. Beenie wis weirin a wine coloured skirt an a wee white blouse an 
Geordie cuidnae help noticin an admirin juist hou weel her figure enhanced the 
appearance o the claes she wis weirin.  
 
Efter they got tae thair sates, Beenie wis the first tae sit doon an as Geordie fawlded his 
coat an turnt tae sit doon aside her on her left, she flashed him sich a happy an invitin 
smile that ony momentary doots he micht hiv haed aboot pittin his airm roond her, 



 15 

vanished afore they got time tae enter his heid. As he sat doon an stertit tae pit his airm 
roond her shouthers, she leant forrit a wee bit tae mak it easier. He gently poued her 
ower closer tae him an she pit her heid doon on his shouther then he let his heid lean on 
tae her‟s. For a wee while he juist sat there sookin in the flood o sensations that wis 
comin tae him frae feelin the closeness o her body an the scent o her perfume an o her 
hair. 
   
Geordie felt Beenie‟s heid stert tae turn slawly in his direction an he let his stert tae turn 
tae her. The kiss that follaed wis a reflex raither nor a deliberately planned action. It wis 
tender an gentle an fu o feelin as if it wis thair herts that wis daein the kissin insteid o 
thair lips. Geordie wis in Heiven. This wis naethin like thon first twa kisses in December. 
It wis naethin like kissin Alexis or ony ither lassie he haed kissed. This kiss wis fu o love 
an passion o sich an intensity it juist aboot brocht a tear tae his ee an a lump tae his 
thrapple. It wis a kiss worth waitin twenty-ane year for.   
 
Juist as he wis thinkin that this wis as guid as it cuid ever be, he felt the tip o Beenie‟s 
tongue gently prise his lips apairt an the passion louped tae anither level aw thegither. 
Geordie surrendered his hail sel tae the glamoury o Beenie‟s spell. The soond-track o 
the picter faded intae the backgrund an the fowk sittin roond aboot disappeared oot o 
sicht. At this pynt in space an time, they war juist thair twa sels an naethin else really 
existit. Naethin except for Beenie, Geordie an the glamoury o the kiss they war sharin. 
He wantit it tae lest forever an thocht aboot a dream he‟d haed in anither distant age a 
lang lang time ago.  
 
It wis a while efter when they baith haed tae stop for a breather an come up for some 
air, Geordie plowtered aboot in his coat pootches an then brocht oot a box o chocolates, 
handin thaim ower tae Beenie. 
  
“Oh, lovely!” she said, “Thanks a lot.”  
 
She gave him a wee kiss on the cheek as she said it. 
  
“It‟s really no much efter whit you‟ve juist gien me.” he whispert in her lug. 
  
Beenie answert wi a dig in his ribs frae her elbae. She wis guid wi her elbaes. 
   
When the picter wis feinisht an they cam oot, they baith decidit tae walk hame 
raither than get the bus an they walked haund in haund alang the High Street bletherin 
aboot gey near awthin frae faimlies an jobs tae auld clicks an holidays then Geordie 
asked her if she haed enjoyed hersel.  
  
“Ay, A‟ve really enjoyed masel the nicht.” she said.  
 
“Wis that the kind o picter ye usually like tae see?” he asked.  
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He got the elbae in the ribs agane an she laughed as she said, “Don‟t be cheeky now. 
Ye know A didnae see ony mair o the picture than you saw.” 
  
“But the question is, did ye enjoy the bits ye missed as much as A did?”  
 
“Of course A did. You know A did.” she answered an this time, insteid o the weel  
yaised elbae, she let go his haund an cuddled intae his richt airm wi baith o her‟s.  
 
They war passin throu the darker streets on the ootskirts o the toun an gettin near tae 
the unlichted country roads when insteid o takin haunds they juist waked side bi side wi 
thair airms roond ane anithers‟ waists an Beenie wi her heid restin on Geordie‟s 
shouther.  
 
“Dae ye like me?” she asked. 
  
“Ay, of coorse. A like ye a lot.” 
  
“Wad ye dae onythin for me?” she speirt athoot liftin her heid aff his shouther. 
  
“Define onythin.” 
  
“Wad ye sing me a wee serenade?” 
  
“Ach c‟mon! A‟m no fawin for that ane agane.” 
  
“But if ye really liked me an ye wad dae onythin for me, ye shuirly widnae mind  
serenadin me wi a wee sang. Ye can dae it staundin up. Ye dinnae hiv tae get doon on 
yer knees.” 
  
“There juist ane thing wad perswad me tae mak a fuil o masel bi singin a sang.” he said. 
  
“An what‟s that?”  
 
“If you sing me a wee sang first.”  
 
Beenie taen a fit o laughin an said, “Och A cannae sing at aw. A hivnae been able tae 
sing since A wis twelve year old.”  
 
“Hou, whit happened when ye war twelve like?” 
  
“Weel, A used tae hiv a wee cat that A wis awfu fond o an it wis awfu fond o me an aw. 
Ony time A sat on the settee it wad come an sit aside me an A wad sit wi ma hand 
roond it giein it a cuddle. Ane day the twa o us wis sittin there quite joco an then A 
started tae sing a wee song. The cat let oot a scream, bit me on ma arm an flew oot the 
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door. Efter that the cat widnae come near me an A‟ve never been able tae sing since 
then.” 
  
There wis silence for a meinit then she said, ”Weel, if ye‟re no gaun tae sing tae me, 
hou‟s aboot a cuddle then? It‟s nice an dark here.”  
 
There war mony stops for a canoodle thon nicht afore they reached her hoose an 
Geordie heard the dawn chorus tunin up afore he got hame but och he didnae care. 
They stertit seein ane anither every week then twa-three times a week then every nicht 
an aw week-ends. Geordie lost aw contact wi his pals aw thegither an Beenie becam his 
best pal, the best pal he‟d ever haed. 
  
Ane nicht aboot the middle o Mey, efter a lang walk they fund thairsels sittin in Tony‟s 
Cafe efter haein coffee an biscuits. Geordie an Beenie sat facin ane anither ower the 
wee roond marble table, the dregs in thair coffee cups lang syne turnt cauld. They war 
haudin haunds across the table an juist lookin intae ane anither‟s een athoot a word. 
Beenie haed the wee hint o a twinkle in her ee an Geordie wis juist waitin for her tae 
burst oot intae a wee giggle ony meinit the wey she aften did but this time it didnae 
happen. The twa o thaim wis that relaxed an comfortable in ane anither‟s company an a 
kind o déjà vu like feelin swept ower Geordie. This wis the same kind o feelins he haed 
felt in thon dream o his aw thae years ago.  
 
Geordie thocht tae hissel, “Wis this whit thon dream wis aw aboot? Wis it juist sae A wad 
recognise when the time wis richt an when the lassie wis richt? Wis this whit it wis tellin 
me noo?” The mair he thocht aboot the dream, the mair he recognised Beenie as the 
lassie he haed shared it wi. In his hert he kent then whit he haed tae dae an dae it quick 
afore he haed time tae think aboot it or get tongue-tackit an miss the boat.  
 
“A love ye Beenie!” he whispert, giein her haunds a wee bit squeeze. “Dae ye mind?” 
  
“Of course A dinnae mind,” she smiled. “A‟m awfu fond o you as weel. In fact, A wish we 
war married.”  
 
“Is that a proposal Beenie?”  
 
She nodded an Geordie said, “A wish we war mairriet an aw Blossom. A wish that mair 
nor onythin else in the warld. Will we gaun up the toun this week-end an pick oot an 
engagement ring then?”  
 
Geordie saw a wee bit tear gether in her ee as she smiled her answer an he felt his hert 
loup. Mair than onythin else at that very meinit, he juist wanted tae grab her in his airms 
an gie her a muckle big kiss but he kent that Beenie wad hiv been fair embarrassed 
daein that in front o aw the ither folk in the cafe sae he juist bidit his time an cairried on 
haudin her haunds an giein thaim a richt guid lovin squeeze. Twa perr o twinklin, blithe 
blue een cairried on lookin intae ane anither an baith wis likin whit they saw, likin it a lot. 
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He thocht aboot thon dream agane then he kent an aw that his life wad never ever be 
the same agane. It wad chynge for the better. An he wis richt. He shuirly wis. 


