Celtic Club and TCC

Celtic had won the cup, or the league, or something and I was booked to play in the local Celtic Club that evening.

It wasn’t a salubrious establishment but friendly to a fault. To save me carrying my gear up their incredibly narrow, winding, health-and-safety-unfriendly stairway it was suggested I do what other acts did and plug into the clubs own P.A. One look at the rickety spiral approach to the premises and I readily accepted.

In a corner was a tiny raised dais, large enough to get two feet and a butt on. The mic stand had to sit on the floor and if I swayed at all my guitar biffed off walls either side of me. Bijou! Cosy. Quaint.
My audience appeared to comprise women but it was explained that all the men were on the bus heading home from supporting their victorious team. The social convener plugged in the mic to his system and lots of hissing and feedback followed. Someone fiddled with volumes as the convener, blew into the mic and said “testin’, testin’, testin’, testin’…..” whilst intermittently thumping it as one would thump a dying man’s thrombotic chest. Life was discovered and I was announced. I’d had a request for John Denver’s ‘Annie’s Song’ so I set off…
“You fill up my senses like a night in a…. 

‘Car 22, Car 22, pick up Strathmartine Road going to Fintry’
Like the mountains in springtime….

‘Andy did you get that fare at the station?’

Like a walk in the…….

‘Car 10 did you say ducked the fare?’

I looked in shock at the convener but he just smiled and waved me to play on. I looked at the smiling, contented audience who appeared to able to filter out all the announcements coming through the P.A. from the taxi office next door. Every song was liberally peppered with street names and pick up points throughout the city and no one was perturbed in the slightest. I soldiered on and somewhere about an hour later the whisper went round that the buses were back and the men were about to come in. The door opened and in came a mass of green and white scarves, tammies and football shirts. Something wasn’t right but it took a minute or two to work out. Celtic had won but no one looked happy. No cheery smiles, no chanting, no friendly banter, just sour, sullen expressions. It did make me wonder what the atmosphere would have been like if they had lost. The overall ambience of the female audience and social committee had changed too. They seemed more watchful, more on edge. Someone somewhere must have lit the blue fuse paper because an unearthly fight erupted. The ladies all moved, drinks in hand, away from the immediate vicinity of the fracas as the social committee all streamed in to quell the melee. Four men ran at my postage stamp of a stage, straight for me and I was totally cornered, no means of escape. When they reached me they turned their backs and faced the furious mass. This was their post, well rehearsed by the looks of things, to protect the singer. There they stood, arms stretched out at their sides, heads flicking from side to side, backwards and forwards following the flow of the developing fight, rooted to the spot, laying down their lives for the greater glory of….yours truly. As if by magic the fight was over and the social committee decided to call it a night as the men had obviously had enough to drink. The convener took the mic and thanked the audience, apologised to the ladies and asked them to thank the singer in the usual manner.
“…and a big hand for our entertainer this evening Tom C…. ‘Can I have all available cars at the depot, Celtic Club’s finished early again’….Cleary.” 
