
The Pejorative Policeman 

On the ragged outskirts of a large city, in a dank alleyway where an abandoned, 
dilapidated old shop faces, an emaciated young man emerged and began to silently sneak 
down the street in the rapidly fading sunlight. 

Venturing down the grey street, the young man had the growing sensation that he was 
being followed. The dark hairs on the back of his moonlight-pale neck prickled as his 
uneasy awareness grew. 

He quickened his pace. 

Drawing closer to the bustling heart of the city that smelled of metallic rain, the young 
man’s pursuer stopped in the centre of a narrow alleyway. He had thought he had seen his 
target come this way. A group of men bellowed boisterously in the street amid smoke from 
numerous cigarettes as they withdrew from a bar. 

Wiping sweat from his forehead and running a hand over his slicked-back hair, the 
pursuing policeman looked around in the gathering darkness in frustration. 

‘Damn slippery sneak!’ he ejaculated, and swiftly moved on. 

The young man sidled out cautiously from a doorway adjacent to the rowdy bar. He 
nodded to himself and quietly slipped down the alley. 

~ 

‘I’ll give him this: Timmy knows his way about,’ the policeman said as he sat heavily into 
his chair back at the station. He dextrously lit a cigarette and inhaled fervently. 

‘No luck catching your perp tonight, Frank?’ a nearby colleague enquired gruffly. 

Frank exhaled the smoke out over his head and through an open upper window. ‘I’ll corner 
the bastard tonight if it kills me,’ he replied, gritting his teeth. ‘If there’s anything I loathe 
more than those homeless shits clogging up the street, it’s a stinking little thief who thinks 
he’s above honest work.’ 

Biting his tongue, his inferior colleague turned and left Frank to contemplate his trademark 
polished black boots. 

~ 

Passing through the dark streets, Tim held his breath as the enticing aromas of various 
kinds of food wafted from the open café doors. Finally, he saw a tiny greengrocer’s on the 
corner ahead and slowed his steps. 

‘This is wrong,’ the voice in Tim’s head said weakly. ‘You’ve done enough tonight.’ 

Tim pondered the small cart displaying fresh fruit and vegetables outside the shop. It was 
the end of the day and there remained only a few retreating passersby. 



‘I have to,’ Tim decided gravely. 

Strolling casually along he grasped one, then two nondescript pieces of something from 
the laden cart. Not pausing to look at what he had taken Tim strode past, hiding his loot in 
the large loose pockets of his overalls. 

As he turned into the next street, he began to run. 

Reaching the familiar abandoned shop, Tim slowed down. He approached the door until 
he could almost see the flakes of paint that were peeling off… 

Suddenly he was yanked aside by a strong arm protruding unexpectedly from the dark 
doorway. 

~ 

‘Two pears, one woman’s fur coat, enough Paracetamol for a fucking hospital wing,’ Frank 
listed as he confronted the thief who sat meekly before him. ‘Not to mention several other 
accounts of stolen food from various other shops in the area. Have you anything to say for 
yourself, boy?’ 

Tim looked imploringly into the policeman’s livid face. ‘I couldn’t afford ‘em, sir. My mum 
and my sisters, they can’t help themselves. Mum’s saying she has pain in her, she’s 
shivering and coughing blood into her hankie… I didn’t want her to hurt anymore.’ 

Frank weighed Timmy up in disbelief from beneath his bushy eyebrows. His society 
father’s voice resounded through his brain, ‘A thief must never be trusted. You can't 
believe a word they spit out.’ 

He resolved to prove Tim as the lying thief he was. Wasn’t he? 

~ 

He stood there, in his highly polished boots, not belonging. The place reminded him of his 
grandmother’s dusty attic where he had played as a child; only rather than being filled with 
old and forgotten family heirlooms and memorabilia, this place smelled of sickness and 
had the grotty, musty sense of low-life inhabitance. 

A chamber pot in the corner. Blood-stained rags surreptitiously drying before a barren 
fireplace. A single stretcher bed under a grimy latticed window, where the cold light of the 
morning barely glanced. 

And in the bed lay a thin, wheezing creature, who seemed feverishly delusional in her 
movements. Beside her, two girls — who could neither of them have been more than 8 
years old — kneeled sobbing. Their slight frames mustn’t have seen a proper meal in their 
existence. 

And there he stood, seeing the helpless pain on the young girls’ faces as they sat before 
their dying mother. An unfamiliar feeling of great remorse and melancholy wracked his 
well-fed body from his slicked-back hair to those silly, shiny boots. 



A lump rising in his throat, Frank said, ‘Don’t be afraid, now. I’ll look after you.’


