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Episode three:
The Guitar

I still remember
the first time I
ever played a

guitar…

yeah? 
Go on then.



...I used to go in and spend hours
looking at the vinyl.

It was run by this guy
Mick who was hard as
nails.

He had this thick as shit dog
thatwas always chasing 
its tail.

I wasn't good at talking about my past. Most of it stayed locked away
where nobody could poke at it. Opening up, letting people see the bits

of me that still hurt—that wasn't how I survived. Vulnerability got you
hurt. Better to shrug, crack a joke, change the subject and keep moving.

But Keira was different.
She never pushed. Never dug for answers or acted like I owed her my

history. She just listened whenever I chose to speak, and somehow that
made me want to. Around her, the words didn't feel like weapons

someone could turn back on me. They just felt... safe.
I took a slow breath, trying to steady the knot in my chest. It was only a

story about a guitar. At least, that's what I told myself.
Then I started talking. When i was a kid

on the street
there was this
record shop...



But I don’t think he really minded. He never
asked me to leave. Eventually, he started
talking to me. Making me the odd cup of tea.

I never had any money
to spend. I was just
keeping out of the cold.

Sometimes Mick
watched me like I was
going to steal
something. 

He never asked me to
leave, though, and

eventually he must
have felt sorry for me
‘cos he started making

me cups of tea.

There was this old
acoustic guitar that

hung behind 
the CounteR



Hey, 
could I 

play 
that?

One day, I felt brave, 
and I just asked.

He just shrugged
and handed it to me.

It was nothing special.
And neither was I. I’d
never played guitar
before



But I liked how it felt... ...And how it sounded.

Eventually, it got to
the point where I didn’t
have to ask. Mick would
see me coming and just
hand it to me. 



Then one
day...

Then one day... Someone had offered
him £50 for it and it had

been a slow week.

Cheers
 mATE.

I just went outside and
sat on the kerb.



I felt more sad than i
had in a long time. 

It was like I lost
soehitng that day.

And it hadn’t even
been mine to
begin with...

Yeah, but
that doesn’t
mean it didn’t

matter.
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