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WHEN I FIRST MOVED TO GLASGOW  

I WASN’T EXACTLY POPULAR. 

‘ANYTHING BY CATHY MACPHAIL IS UNPUTDOWNABLE’  
– JULIA DONALDSON, THE GUARDIAN

THEN I MET BAZ. 

BAZ WAS THE KIND OF FRIEND I WANTED.  
EVERYONE LISTENED TO HIM, SEEMED A BIT 
AFRAID OF HIM TOO. EVEN OUR OTHER MATES. 

HE’S STILL MY MATE THOUGH, RIGHT?

NOW WE’RE ALL IN DEEP TROUBLE.  
MAYBE THIS TIME BAZ HAS GONE TOO FAR. 
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For Robert, Ross, Daniel,,Rebekah, 
Jessica and Isla Rose
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My name is Logan,
Logan Massie, and this is my story.
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//CAMERA 0289

one
I’m telling it from the time it seemed to begin, for me 
anyway. A warm night in August. I stormed out of 
our flat in Glasgow, angry, frustrated after yet another 
argument with my mum. 

Baz was waiting for me when I left the house. He was 
leaning on his elbows over the walkway, all dressed in 
black. His joggy trousers, his hoodie, even his trainers 
were black. He always dressed in black. I would joke 
with him that in the dark he would be invisible until 
he smiled. His teeth gleamed white against his tanned 
skin.

“I think you spend half your time under a sun lamp,” 
I would say to him.

DYK layout.indd   9 01/12/2014   15:23:40



10

And he would laugh. “Spanish blood, my friend. My 
grandfather was a Catalan.”

I never knew if that was true. He was always making 
stuff up, seeing whether I’d believe it or not. I usually 
did.

I think I was the only one who was ever allowed to 
joke with him that way. He would never have taken it 
from anyone else. 

Why were we friends? I often wondered – I always 
thought he was so cool, and cool was something no one 
would call me. We just seemed to click from the first 
time we met when I came here from Aberdeen. 

He turned when he heard my feet pounding along the 
walkway. “You had another fight.” He nodded towards 
my flat. Had he heard my mum yelling at me, and me 
yelling back? Probably. 

I nodded. “Sick of it,” I said. “All we ever seem to do 
nowadays is argue.”

“Lucky you’ve got a mum,” he said. “Mine dumped 
me. Took one look at my backside, thought it was my 
face and did a runner.” He always made a joke of it. But 
I don’t think he really felt it was funny at all. 

Some old aunt and uncle had taken him in – his 
‘Auntie Dorothy’, he called her. His uncle was always 
just his ‘Unc’. They seemed fond of him, he never had 
a bad word to say about them, but they didn’t give him 
any rules. He was able to go where he pleased, and could 
stay out as long as he wanted.
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“Come on,” he said, pulling me on.
“Where are we going?”
“See what’s happening.” 
It felt good running through the streets of the estate 

with Baz. He was the same age as me, but a lot taller. He 
already had a reputation as a bit of a hard case, tough, 
scared of nothing, a bit dangerous. Some people even 
said he had something missing ‘up here’ and they would 
tap their heads. I’d seen them do it. Of course they only 
did that behind his back. They would never have said it 
to his face – or they would never have said it twice.

But Baz had only been a good friend to me since I 
came here to Glasgow. I hadn’t wanted to come. I liked 
where we lived in Aberdeen. My life had always been 
there. I had friends there. It was my mum and her new 
boyfriend, Vince, that decided we should move, and 
to here of all places, to a three-storey block of flats in 
a sprawling, run-down estate. I’m not good at mixing 
anyway, but here I’d felt alone, out of place, like an alien 
in a strange new world, a small-town boy in the big city. 
I was called names because of my ginger hair, and my 
accent.

It didn’t take me long to find out – the hard way – that 
words can mean different things in different places. The 
first time I called a boy a ‘loon’, he was ready to floor me. 
But that’s what we call boys up there in Aberdeen. A boy 
is a loon, and a girl is a quine. This boy was not prepared 
to listen to that explanation. He was sure I had insulted 
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him. He had me by the throat, ready to do me serious 
damage. And then, Baz stepped in. The first time I’d met 
him. He told the boy to back off, and the boy did. He 
looked really scared of Baz, moving back at once as if he 
could see this was someone to be wary of. I realised then, 
this was the kind of boy I wanted as a friend. Everyone 
listened to him, seemed a bit afraid of him too. And 
since I had met Baz, no one had ever called me names.
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