The Labour Club and TCC
When you start out in this game you have to play some rough tough clubs. It’s a rite of passage, a way of proving yourself worthy of better gigs, serving your apprenticeship and a chance to polish your act.

One such club I played many times on my way up the slippery ladder spelled out the future for me on my first visit. 

“What’s yir name?”

“Tom C. Cleary”

“Righ’ Tommsie, y’been here before?”

“No, first time and its Tom C…….”

“Right, Tommsie, you start the nigh’ aff, play fir aboot an  hoor, then the bingo starts, it’ll last half an hoor, then the raffle, then you again, play until the fight starts. Noo, when the fight starts y’stop playin’, whatever y’dae dinna keep playin’, it’s jist like jungle drums, keeps them goin’, then when we get it soartit oot y’can start again. Ok, Tommsie?”
“Uhmmm, yeah I think so and it’s Tom…..”

“Hey Boab, a hand wi’ the kegs.”

And he was gone, leaving me a bit incredulous that he could be so certain that there would be a fight. What, was he psychic or something? No one could be that certain about the misbehaviour of club members. The man was surely exaggerating. Ah, the innocence of youth.

As the evening wore on from my vantage point I was able to watch an interesting scenario unfold. A group of four people came in and sat in the middle of the room facing me, backs to the door, two husbands with wives. As the night wore on they were having a lovely time drinking, chatting, laughing and listening to the music. The door opened and another couple came in, sitting nearer the back. Lady at table 1 spotted them and turned to her husband saying, “Dinna turn roond Wullie. Dinna turn roond. They’ve jist walked in. Wullie, dinna turn roond.”

Initially Wullie wasn’t fazed. He couldn’t care less that they had “jist walked in”. However the more he was told, “He’s lookin’ at you Wullie. Dinna turn roond. He’s lookin’ at you, so he is”, Wullie’s back began to stiffen but he didn’t “turn roond”. For the next fifteen minutes Wullie’s wife more or less kept repeating the same mantra regarding Wullie’s directional polarity adding “Look at the way he’s lookin’ at you, dinna turn roond noo, but jist look at that look in his een. Dinna turn Wullie, dinna look”. At each repetition Wullie grew more and more agitated until finally he could resist it no more and he…… “turned aroond”.
The phrase ‘all hell let loose’ sums up what happened next as bodies rose, leapt, grabbed, screamed, flailed as chairs spiralled through the air and tumblers, tumbled everywhere. Security, as it was, leapt into action and within a matter of minutes the melee was outside, the tables righted, floor swept, female clientele apologised to “on behalf of the Social Committee and please have a free refill on the club’, and singer nodded to for complying with the said byelaws and ceasing the jungle drums during the impromptu cabaret. The night carried on as if nothing had happened. I couldn’t help thinking that Wullie wouldn’t have bothered about the other table had it not been for his wife winding him up. My inauguration had been accurate and eventful with my psychic guide precise in all his predictions.
