Lochee Pub and TCC

One wee, thriving hostelry in a renowned area of the city was owned by an ex boxer who stood for no nonsense in his establishment. He also stood about 5 feet tall, at a stretch. The clientele comprised many Irish patrons who came in, having spent a tiring day in manual labour, intent on spending whatever earnings they had made in Wullie’s establishment. Sometimes they would have one or two drinks too many and start to become obstreperous. The instant this was spotted or reported by another patron Wullie would be around the bar in the blink of eye facing up to the culprit. I’ve seen him pointing up to a towering, powerful navvy, whose waist he almost reached, calling up to him that if his conduct did not improve he would be thrown out and banned. I’ve watched a heaving monster of a man stand contrite, head bowed, before Wullie, apologising like a naughty schoolboy. Wullie was in no way frightening, he was just sincere. He meant what he said, or at least you were left in no doubt that he firmly believed that he could somehow miraculously propel the said offender off the premises single-handed. There’s a lot to be said for saying it with feeling. 
*****

In the same bar there were ladies who were very well turned out but with no particular male companion. They would meet up with other similar ladies and during the evening they would either leave with a new found male friend or would move onto other busier premises. As I had become a regular act I would be asked for requests. One lady came up and put in her request which I said I would sing directly after the next song. However, once I had finished that number, she came back to ask if I would delay her song as she had to pop out. She looked over her shoulder at the client hovering in the doorway, turned back and whispered rather dismissively, “It won’t take long.” True to her word she was back shortly afterwards, alone and ready for her favourite number.  

*****

Having observed many of my peers I decided very early on that drinking and performing, like drinking and driving, were not good helpmates. I watched excellent singers go rapidly down hill physically, mentally and vocally. They would start off saying they needed, “Just the one,” before going on stage and would graduate onto two, three and more to ‘steady the nerves’. I treated it like any job in that I went there, I did what I was booked to do, I received my wages and I took them home to my family to give us as good a life as I could. I didn’t hang around after hours either for the ‘lock-in’. I still had to drive home and again I’d read the names of many contemporaries in the local press who had lost their licences and also livelihoods by being caught over the limit. I thought that this had gone unnoticed but recall the night when I was handed my fee and was then asked where I kept disappearing off to so rapidly each week. I explained I was just heading home. The barman started trying to cajole me into staying on for just one pint but I said I would go all the same. He said, “Come on, it’s just the one. What harm can that do you?” 

“Thanks but no thanks. I’ve got to be fresh for tomorrow as well”
“What, not even one??”

“Thank you but no.”

“Oh come on, gimme a chance to get some of my money back off you.”

And I realised that many of the other acts did exactly that. They played, earned and gave it back to the publican. That evening and that phrase crystallised my own code for me and I stuck with it for the duration of my performing career. 

*****

