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In Scotland January 1977 was one of the coldest on record. 

 

Jock the Joiner was pleased that he no longer had to face long bike rides in all weathers 

to building sites, sometimes travelling as far as Greenock to chase big money. With three of 

his four sons married and out of the house and his youngest one in a good job and earning, Jock 

could put those thirty-odd years behind him and enjoy the cushy life of a maintenance joiner 

with regular hours and good working conditions.  

 

Jock approached the night porter’s office through the hoar frost and looked in the tiny 

window. Bert Flannigan was dozing, stretched out in the big easy chair, another discard from 

the Professor’s office on the third floor. Jock rattled the window. 

 

'It’s yourself Jock. My God, look at the time, it's only half-past-six, you're even earlier 

the day.' 

‘Aye, Bert, got to get some practice in for the big darts match.' 

‘It’s bloody freezing again, eh?’ 

‘Aye, Bert, the brass monkeys are singing like boy sopranos, that’s for sure.’ 

‘Did you walk it?’ 

‘No, I caught the first bus to Govan and walked under the Clyde, through the pipe tunnel.’ 

‘So, have you given up riding your bike for good?’ 

‘Yep! I think nearly forty years riding to work is enough.' 

'Right, Jock, here we go, I'll just open the workshop for you before I go for my own bus.' 

'Is that you knocking off now?' 

'Aye, Jock, straight home and into my scratcher while it's still warm.' 

'So, you're hoping for a wee canoodle with your missus, is that it?' 

'No way, Jock. No, Mary's gets out of bed as I get in. I make her a fresh pot and pop her 

two slices in the toaster, then dive under the covers as she dives out the other side. That’s 

the deal. Anyway, my Mary’s not the romantic type, not at that hour anyway.' 

‘Is she enjoying working in the office with Wullie the Wad?’ 

‘Aye, Jock, she likes it fine. Did you know she used to work in the shipyards, in Time and 

Motion Study, before the kids?’ 

‘I heard that Bert. It’s certainly focused the minds among us down here at the coalface, I 

can tell you. We’ve had to sharpen our pencils.’ 

‘So, she’s got you all working harder?’ 

‘Aye, you could put it like that.’ 

‘Welcome to the club, Jock. She’s a great organiser, is my Mary. Every morning she leaves 

me a new list of tasks. Aye, I have to account for every minute.’ 

‘Keeps you on your toes too then, Bert?’ 

‘She sure does. Right Jock, that’s it opened for you. See you later, alligator.’ 

‘Aye, thanks Bert. In a while, crocodile.’  
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Jock’s first task as the regular early bird was to fill the urn and switch it on. This was his 

fifth year at the Sick Kids’ hospital, the best job he had ever had. Most of all he enjoyed the 

banter with the other joiners and the plumbers, electricians, painters, plasterers and the 

heating engineers. Taken together they numbered around fifty men and they all got along well. 

It was like being back in the subs, as he had been during the War. Even the foremen and the 

bosses were easy to work for.  

 

Jock smiled. And even Wullie the Wad was manageable, so long as you treated him with kid 

gloves. Nobody knew exactly how much cash Wullie had in his wallet. Some said £500. Wullie 

and his wife Ethel had no kids and she was a legal secretary, so they had plenty money. Since 

his promotion from plumbers’ foreman to Deputy Maintenance Manager, Wullie had taken to 

wearing a suit, with a collar and tie. It was common knowledge that Wullie was hoping to get 

Major Archie McCracken’s job as Maintenance Manager when he retired in June. Another 

affectation was Wullie’s clipboard, which he now carried everywhere. He had told everyone to 

stop calling him “Wullie”, demanding that he be called “Mr Baxter”. Despite his promotion, 

Wullie still played in the plumber’s darts team, their best player by far, and Jock’s one-on-one 

opponent in the grand final to be played at lunchtime. Apart from running a series of fancy 

cars, Wullie’s three main passions were counting his money, following Rangers FC and playing 

darts. 

 

Jock looked at the dart board and smiled again, this time more widely. Above the board 

was a notice with the photocopy of a £50 note, another of Wullie’s money-making schemes. The 

notice said: 

 

“Spot On”  

Win £50 pounds. 

Three darts for ten pence only. 

Spot three colours, in any order.  

W. Baxter. Esq.  

 

Three randomly placed sticky-backed marker dots had been stuck on the dart board, 

coloured red, white and blue. They were tiny, very hard to hit. Wullie claimed the money went 

to charity, but not everyone was convinced. On a shelf beside the dartboard was a tall sweetie 

jar with a slot in the lid. The jar was half-full, coins of various denominations. Jock reckoned 

that Wullie had already coined around £60 pounds during the four months this scheme had 

been operating.  

 

Jamming the door shut with a wedge and suppressing a chuckle, Jock took a new set of 

three darts from his jacket pocket. They were cheap, lightweight darts from The Barras. What 

had attracted him were their plastic flights, in Union Jack colours. He completed his 
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preparations, hid the new darts under an old newspaper, removed the wedge and made himself 

a mug of black coffee. 

 

From his personal locker, Jock removed the wooden box containing his best darts, reserved 

for big matches. Sitting at the communal table the joiners shared with the plumbers, he 

replaced their flight feathers then sharpened their points. Satisfied, he went through his 

practice routine, throwing his darts ‘round the clock’, first at singles, then doubles, triples, and 

finally the inner and the bull. The clock ticked on. 

 

Davie was the first to arrive, which meant that Wullie the Wad would soon be in to 

distribute the daily worksheets, allocating faults, repairs and larger projects to each trade 

foreman. Davie, now the plumbers’ foreman since Wullie’s elevation, was number two to Wullie 

in the plumbers’ darts team. Davie lived in Shawlands, on Wullie’s route into work from Newton 

Mearns, and had been persuaded to become a passenger (fee-paying) to help fund Wullie’s 

latest car, a second-hand Jaguar.  

 

‘Jock, watch out, Wullie the Wad is not a happy man,’ said Davie. ’He’s skidded on an icy 

patch, so he has, and hit a lamppost, smashed a headlight.’ 

 

‘Aye, it’s slippy out there, that’s for sure. Are you all set for the big final, Davie?’ 

 

‘No, no really, Jock, I’m no hitting top form the now, so I’m no. Wullie took me for a wee 

practice into the Rangers’ Club, on the way home last night. Some place that is, heaving with 

bluenoses.’ 

 

‘I take it you didn’t wear your Celtic scarf, Davie? How’s Wullie’s shooting?’ 

 

‘Cost me two quid, Jock, four rounds of five hundred up at fifty p a round. Wullie’s pinging 

them in good style, so he is. You’ll have your work cut out the day, Jock.’ 

 

‘Aye, well, Davie, “one cannot but do one’s best”, as the Queen always says.’ 

 

Tommy arrived, the second member of joiners’ darts team.  

 

As Davie wandered into the kitchen, Tommy leaned close to Jack and whispered, ‘All set, 

Jock?’ 

 

‘Aye, Tommy, but let’s make sure we have an independent witness, OK?’ 

 

Then in a normal voice, Tommy asked, ‘Another mug of coffee, Jock?’ 
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‘Thanks, Tommy.’  

 

The next to arrive was John McKnight, a tall and taciturn bachelor who lived with his 

spinster sister. At sixty-three, McKnight was nearing retirement and had been dubbed ‘Faither’ 

by the maintenance squad. He had been the joiners’ foreman for almost twenty years and knew 

everyone in the hospital, it was said. In the War, McKnight had been a drill sergeant and still 

carried himself with that same military bearing of his younger days. Clean-shaven with a thin 

moustache, Faither looked as if he had just left the parade ground. He was from a Salvation 

Army family and over the years he had risen to the rank of captain.  

 

It was rumoured that John McKnight's solution to every joinery problem was to use a 

longer nail, preferably a screw-nail. This rumour had gained momentum when one day a huge 

delivery lorry had arrived at the maintenance stores by mistake. The lorry was from Germany 

with equipment intended for a Mr James McKnight (no relative), a man who worked in the 

medical laboratory. This incident gave rise to the rumour that Faither had been sent a delivery 

of screw-nails especially manufactured in Germany, and that these screw nails were three 

metres long. 

 

‘Well, Faither, how are things in Glocamora?’ asked Jock. 

 

‘Is that urn on?’ 

 

‘Yes, oh Master, it's bubbling away good style.’ 

 

‘Stop throwing these stupid darts and let me through to the kitchen.’ 

 

‘Here, Faither, catch! Put that ten pence in Wullie’s jar, I’m feeling lucky.’ 

 

With Davie, Tommy and John McKnight crowded into the tiny kitchen, Jock changed to his 

Union Jack darts. He threw the first one.  

 

‘Spot On! Got it! That’s red down. You beauty!’ 

 

He threw the second dart. 

 

‘Brilliant! That’s white down. Hey, look at that, guys, that’s two out of two. King of the Road! 

Now for the blue!’ 

 

‘Wait!’ shouted Davie, ‘I want to see this!’ 

 

Tommy, playing out his part, stepped backwards, causing Davie to bump into him.  
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‘Hey, Davie, watch out. Eff it, you’ve made me spill Jock’s mug!’ 

 

‘Language, that man,’ scolded John McKnight. 

 

'Here goes fifty quid!’ called out Jock as he threw his third Union Jack dart. 

 

‘BINGO! SPOT ON! THREE IN A ROW!’ 

 

Davie flew out of the kitchen and skidded round to check the darts. 

 

‘My God, Jock, you’ve effin done it!’ 

 

‘Language, that man,' snapped John McKnight. 

 

Tommy, still acting out his part, raced to the door and shouted along the corridor. 

 

'Hey, come and see this. Jock the Joiner has spotted all three effin colours with just three 

effin darts! He has, he really has, come and see this! 

 

‘Language, that man.’ 

 

The joiner’s workshop was soon crowded.  

 

Jock was nonchalant. ‘I have to admit, it must be these new darts. The guy at The Barras 

said they were magical, and he was right. That’s the first time I’ve ever used them. They were 

right out the packet, look, there’s the cellophane they were wrapped in.’ 

 

‘My God, wait till Wullie the Wad see’s this.’ said Davie. ‘He’ll go effin mental!’ 

 

‘Language, that man,’ snapped John McKnight. ‘Keep your foul language for the terraces.’ 

 

‘Keep your hair on, Faither!’ replied Davie. ‘You don’t get a thing like this happening every 

day of the week. Eff’s sake, Wullie the Wad will explode, he really will.’ 

 

After a few minutes the crowd dispersed, to be replaced by a dribble of others as the 

news spread around the rest of the workshops and then beyond, to the porters and cleaners.  

 

Wullie the Wad did not appear as expected. Major McCracken arrived with the worksheets, 

advising that Wullie had gone over to the Western Infirmary to have his neck checked, fearing 

whiplash. They heard later that Wullie had gone home, as a precautionary measure. The darts 

final was postponed.  
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In honour of Jock the Joiner’s great achievement, the three Union Jack darts were 

preserved in place and a second dartboard placed alongside it, to allow games to continue while 

the workshops awaited Wullie the Wad’s return. 

 

The rest of the week rolled by and William Baxter Esq remained at home.  

 

      00000 

 

It was during this period that Jock spotted a huge three-seater sofa in the corridor 

outside the Professor’s office. Jock had worked in this small suite of offices on several 

occasions and knew the Professor’s secretary quite well.  

 

‘Debbie, what’s to happen with that settee?’ 

‘It’s for the scrap heap, Jock. He’s got a new one. I’m just about to phone the porters.’ 

‘It looks perfect. What’s wrong with it?’ 

‘Nothing much, but look, there, see?’ 

‘The leather at the back has split? That’s it? It could be taped up.’ 

‘No, Jock, only the best for our Professor, you know how pernickety he is.’ 

‘Debbie, could you hold off on the porters, please. We might be able to find a better home 

for it.’ 

‘OK, Jock, twenty minutes’ maximum. He’s coming in at ten this morning. It’s got to be gone 

by then.’ 

‘Thanks, twenty minutes it shall be.’ 

 

Jock measured the settee and whistled his way back to the workshops.  

 

‘Ah, Tommy, just the man I need. Here, hold the end of this tape measure, will you?’ 

‘What’s this about, Jock?’ 

‘The Professor’s throwing out a big three-seater settee and I’ve said to Debbie to hold it 

for us. Bugger! That’s what I suspected, this space is three inches too narrow.’ 

‘Oh well, it was a good idea.’ 

‘It’s still a good idea, Tommy. Look, all we need to do is move this partition four inches and 

we’re home and dry. Right?’ 

‘Jock, the plumbers will never agree to it, will they?’ 

‘Have you ever heard of a fait accompli, Tommy?’ 

‘Do you mean, we don’t ask, that we just do it?’ 

‘Exactly right, Tommy. Come on, let’s rescue that three-seater first.’ 

 

As they scooted back up to the Professor’s corridor they spotted another of the joiners 

called Eric, and roped him in on the plan. To give them time to move the partition they moved 
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the settee to the dirty linen store where Eric was fitting new shelves. Eric and Tommy went 

off to round up the other joiners while Jock cleared space and assembled the tools and 

materials they would need.  

 

Tommy’s job was to create a diversion by walking round the hospital to various locations 

and leave taps gushing with their handles removed. It took only fifteen minutes for the 

complaints to arrive at the Maintenance office. This ploy would never have worked if Wullie 

the Wad had been on the prowl. Mary called down to the workshop and the word went out to 

Davie who raced off to round up his plumbers to attend to the emergencies. Jock and Eric took 

only an hour and a half to move the partition 4”, making a neat space for the three-seater. 

With its rear hard to the wall the settee looked perfect. Jock found Tommy and told him to 

cease ‘operation diversion’. They smuggled the plastic bag with the tap handles in Davie’s locker.  

 

At lunch time the three joiners pretended innocence when the plumbers realised that the 

partition had been moved. After a period of sustained banter the plumbers eventually accepted 

their loss and over the ensuing week the story spread round the hospital grapevine and porters 

and cleaners came to visit, just to check it was true. 

 

The week went by in its usual fashion. Door facings were repaired, new hinges fitted, 

jammed locks replaced and shelves were repaired or replaced. Blocked drains and leaking pipes 

were attended to. Under the new system instigated by Wullie the Wad and Mary in the office, 

each worksheet had to be cross-referenced to a weekly timesheet which recorded the start 

and finish times. The loss of time caused by operation disruption was covered by those involved 

massaging the stop and start times for the jobs they had been allocated. 

 

      00000 

 

It was late afternoon on Friday, the end of the working week. The maintenance squad was 

streaming out of the workshops building, looking forward to the weekend ahead.  

 

Davie asked, ‘Jock, what will you do with the fifty quid from Wullie the Wad?’ 

 

‘Well, Davie, since the money was always intended for charity, I’ve decided to give it to 

Faither, for the Salvation Army Easter Jubilee Appeal. What do you think?’ 

 

‘Very generous of you, Jock. You know, I can’t wait to see Wullie’s face. Mary from the 

office says he’ll be back on Monday. She says that the Major is going mental, checking all these 

new time records that Wullie and Mary set up. What a pain in the arse they are. I’m spending 

nearly as much time filling out they sheets as I am doing working. Why do they have to make 

they spaces so wee?’ 
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‘Ach Davie, haven’t you heard Wullie the Wad tell us over and over we have to sharpen our 

pencils?’  

 

‘But Jock, it’s like doing micro-surgery.’ 

 

‘Don’t worry, I hear Mary has great eyesight. Anyway, they get thrown away as soon as she 

puts the numbers into the computer; the programme does the rest.’ 

 

‘Bloody computers, they’ll be replacing us with robots, next.’ 

 

‘Davie, you’re not a robot? Surely you have to be a robot to get into Celtic Park.’ 

 

‘Aye, up yours too, Jock. See you Monday.’ 

 

      000000 

 

Monday morning arrived. 

 

Jock was uncharacteristically late, but just in time to meet Wullie the Wad leaving the 

joiners’ workshop as he entered. Wullie had the sweetie jar tucked under his arm. 

 

‘Where the Hell have you been, Jock, you’re three minutes late and you’ve still to change 

into your overalls and pick up your job sheets?’ snapped Wullie. 

 

‘Aye, Good Morning, Mr Baxter. Well, the buses were skidding all over the place and there 

was a shunt. I hear your car had a wee prang too, Mr Baxter?’ 

 

‘So what! It’s fixed now, right as rain. Just a cracked headlight lens. I fixed it myself. 

Anyway, I’m thinking of upgrading to a Mercedes. Ethel’s boss has ordered a new Merc and 

we’ve got first dibs on his old one, only thirty thousand miles. Like new, it is.’ 

 

‘Aye, and how’s your back, Mr Baxter?’ 

 

‘Not my back, Jock, my neck. Right as rain. I had treatment from the Ranger’s physio. No 

charge, since I’m on the Committee at the Rangers’ Club. A free perk. Right as rain.’ 

 

‘So, Mr Baxter, did Davie tell you about my special magic darts. Amazing. I can’t wait to 

try them out in a match. Can we fix a new date for the darts’ final?’ 

 

‘Listen, Jock, this darts thing is out of hand, it really is. Orders from on high, no more 

darts. It’s affecting morale. Performance is down. Mary has proved from the computer print-
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outs that you people are not up to scratch. The Major’s conducting a review of the computer 

print-outs. Bain from the Management Committee is involved, that’s how serious it is. So, that’s 

the word. No darts. After all darts and the like are properly classified as ‘after work’ activities. 

And there’s a danger element too, with people moving about, machinery, that sort of thing.’ 

 

‘Are we still allowed to play draughts and chess, Mr Baxter?’ 

 

‘Yes, I suppose so, but remember, no overshooting on lunch and tea-breaks. You know what 

they say, Jock, ‘Productivity is King’. Yes, Jock, ‘productivity is the key to cost control’, 

everyone knows that, don’t they? Five minutes lost, is five minutes lost. Tempus fugit and all 

that.’ 

 

Jock looked at the sweetie jar. ‘Yes, Mr Baxter. So, not even ‘SPOT ON’ from now on, even 

though it’s for charity?’ 

 

‘No, that’s all behind us.’ 

 

‘So, did you hear about my lucky darts, Mr Baxter? Did Davie not tell you?’ 

 

‘Look, Jock, that was a big mistake. It was well-meaning, but I mean to say, I set the odds 

in favour of the throwers for a good cause, right? And all the money collected has already gone 

to charity. So, how about we settle it with the money in the jar, what do you say? You take the 

jar and we’ll call it quits, eh? That’s only reasonable. What do you say?’ 

 

‘I would say that everyone will be surprised at your suggestion, Mr Baxter. Aye, and 

especially Mr McCracken, since he was very relieved to hear it was not meant as a money-making 

scheme. Did you know that Mr McCracken served in the same regiment as Faither McKnight?’ 

 

‘OK, OK, I get the drift. So, well, how about I give you the jar and, say, thirty quid? There 

must be well over twenty quid in here.’ 

 

‘Twelve pounds forty, actually. Tommy and Faither counted it, just out of interest. Since 

it’s all going to the Salvation Army, shall we settle for what’s in the jar and say, fifty pounds? 

I heard that Mary said that Major McCracken said that there’s no finer cause than the 

Salvation Army.’ 

 

‘What! You want the jar money and fifty quid as well? You must think my head’s zipped up 

the effin back!’ 

 

‘Language, that man!’ scolded John McKnight who had appeared from the joiners’ workshop 

at the mention of the words Salvation Army. 
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‘Oh, it’s yourself, Faither. I thought that you were supposed to be round at the first floor 

nurses’ station fixing a drawer?’ 

 

‘I was, Mr Baxter, sir, but I had to come back for a few longer screw nails.’ 

 

‘Right, then Faither, don’t let us keep you. That’s it Faither, off you go, Jock and I have 

some unfinished business to attend to.’  

 

‘Right away, Mr Baxter, sir, but just to say in the passing, on behalf of the Salvation Army, 

you are a kind and generous man. We will mention you particularly in our prayers. If you would 

like to come along on Friday night and present the money personally, we would make you most 

welcome.’  

 

‘No, thanks, Ethel and I have other plans. We always go to visit her mother on Friday 

evenings.’ 

 

‘That’s a pity, Mr Baxter. Did I say that Major McCracken is coming on Friday? It’s our 

twenty-fifth anniversary since we opened our new Citadel and there will be several other 

dignitaries attending. The Professor is coming as well, and Mr Bain from the Management 

Committee on the sixth floor.’ 

 

‘Oh, right. Well, in that case. Yes, perhaps if Ethel can come along too, would that be 

possible?’ 

 

‘Of course, Mr Baxter, sir. I’ll get seats reserved for both of you, on the front row. You 

wouldn’t think of maybe rounding it up from sixty-two pounds forty to say the round one 

hundred pounds, given the nature of the appeal? I mean sixty-two pounds forty seems such a 

precise amount, sort of mean in a way, don’t you agree. Coming from a well-found man like 

yourself, Mr Baxter, sir, what do you say?’ 

 

‘Let me discuss that with Ethel, she has so many charities she already gives to. We both 

have, actually.’ 

 

‘I’m sure that Mr Bain would really appreciate it. Did you know he audits our books for us 

for free? He sees every penny that comes in and goes out, just to make sure we spend wisely.’ 

 

Later that day, as they left for home Jock found himself walking beside Faither McKnight.  

 

‘Well, Jock, who else knows about your wee subterfuge?’ 
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‘So, you figured it out then Faither?’ 

 

‘I suppose not being a darts man made it easier. You almost gave yourself away though, 

Jock. I mean, three darts right in the centre of each of the wee stickers. That’s impossible, 

unless you stuck them on the darts before you threw them.’ 

 

‘Aye, Faither, I was just trying to give Wullie the Wad a fighting chance. But it seems the 

red mist was down and he missed it.’ 

 

‘So, it’s just the four of us who know then, Jock?’ 

 

‘Four? No, Faither just three, surely. You and Tommy and me. Davie wasn’t in on it.’ 

 

‘Well your secret’s safe with George Bain, from the Management Committee. Soul of 

discretion, is George. Did you not know that he’s my brother-in-law?’ 

 

‘You kept that quiet, Faither.’  

 

‘Well, not everything is what it seems. Oh, and Jock, expect a call from Archie McCracken.’ 

 

‘Does he know too?’ 

 

‘No, not about SPOT ON, no. It’s about your other nonsense. See you on Monday.’ 

 

‘Faither, come on, spill the beans. . .’ 

 

John McKnight pulled the door closed on his ancient Morris Minor and drove off without 

another word.  

 

00000 

 

On Monday morning Wullie the Wad marched along the corridor and shoved open the doors 

to the various workshops.  

 

‘Right men, that’s eight o’clock. Hi-Ho, Hi-Ho, it’s off to work we go. Another day another 

dollar.’ 

 

As the men streamed past him Wullie shouted, ‘Oh Jock the Joiner, Major McCracken 

would welcome a word with you. Ten o’clock, his office.’ 
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At two minutes before ten o’clock, Jock the Joiner knocked the outer door of the 

Maintenance Office.  

 

Mary shouted in her high soprano voice. ‘Yes, come in, please.’  

 

‘Hello, Mrs Flannigan, I’m here to see Major McCracken. Mr Donnelly said he would like a 

word.’ 

 

‘Yes, go right on through, the Major is ready for you.’ 

 

The door opened and Major Archie McCracken waved Jock in and closed the door.  

 

‘Sit at the table, Jock. Have a look at these time sheets and tell me what you see.’ 

 

Jock stared at the timesheets laid out side by side, stretching back over the thirty-nine 

weeks since the new system had been introduced. They were all in his own small neat hand. 

 

‘Well, Jock, what do you have to say for yourself?’ 

 

‘Eh, well, I did find it very odd Major McCracken, I do admit that. But then, that’s how 

numbers work sometimes, in my experience.’ 

 

‘Come on Jock the Joiner, do you think I came up the Clyde in a banana boat? Every 

timesheet is characterised by the use of impossibly precise start and stop times. Take week 

fifteen, for example and compare it with, say, week twenty-three.’ 

 

‘Yes, Major McCracken, I can see what you’re getting at but. . .’ 

 

‘Read out the start and stop times for week fifteen, go on.’ 

 

‘First job, Code J8, start 0808 finish 0909. 

Second job, Code J5, start 0909, finish 1010. 

Tea break 15 minutes. 

Third job, Code J6, start 1025 finish 1125, 

Fourth job, Code J2, start 1125 finish 1225.’ 

 

‘Right, let’s see what we have for the times on week twenty-three. Notice anything, Jock.’ 

 

‘Well, Mr McCracken it is odd that they are similar, I grant you that. . .’  
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‘So, you are unrepentant, are you? Mary out there is doing her best to bring us into the 

modern era and you, single-handedly I might add, are set on torpedoing the system by 

concocting data instead of recording what has actually happened.’ 

 

‘No, you see, Major McCracken, I was just trying to be helpful. Eh, eh, you see, Major 

McCracken, it was meant to test the system. Take a Code 5 job, for example, that’s a door 

hinge repair. Now that can take a little as ten minutes or as much as an hour and half or more, 

depending on the situation. Sometimes I’ve got to hang about for ages to get access or hunt 

down the keys if the room is locked. And then there is the time doing the actual paperwork. 

There are no codes to cover that sort of thing. You see, Major McCracken, I’m not alone in 

wondering where we will all end up here, with more and more paperwork and less and less work 

getting done. Do you follow my reasoning, Major McCracken?’ 

 

‘STOP! If this was the Army, I mean the real Army, I would put you in detention for dumb 

insolence. Shall I assume that this is the last of this nonsense, Jock? Or do we have to go down 

a different route?’ 

 

‘No, Major McCracken, lesson learned. Promise. It was just meant as a bit of fun, nothing 

else. Honest.’ 

 

Jock watched with relief as a smile spread across the Major’s face. 

 

‘Oh, I know all about your propensity to create fun, Jock the Joiner. Plumbers running 

hither and thither while you and your friends enlarge your workshop to accommodate a larger 

settee. But this timesheet thing, it must stop, are we agreed?’ 

 

‘Yes, Mr McCracken.’ 

 

‘Good, off you go.’ 

 

‘There was just one wee thing, Major McCracken.’ 

 

‘What’s that, Jock?’ 

 

‘That’s a total of twenty-four minutes all told that I’ve been discussing these issues with 

you, so what Code should I use to cover the time, please!’ 

 

‘OUT!’ 


