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This mumble-jumble is dedicated to everybody who believe they see, but do not see, and for those who refuse to see, but believe they see.

Work that one out if you can?

All will be revealed, pray continue: 
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To my lovely canine loving daughter, Kelly Johnson, who saves stray dogs in India and, loves them passionately; you Kelly will adore the dog in this story; Meine Lieblingstochter. 

And last not least

Excellent cover designed by superb artist, Francis Charlton Esq, and invented by me whilst avoiding peeing up Banksy’s tree.
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Seeing is not believing.

PINKY’S DUSTY ATTIC filled with memorabilia, spiders from mars and, a broken Cure CD, required a dusting. So, along with his dog called ‘O’, he climbed the creaky stairs, opened the hatch, and entered.

Windows could be seen; however, these were the days before Microsoft. Hence, Pinky Bumfries, refused to investigate them fearing retaliation from a hiding dormouse that he heard scratching whilst scratching his balding, thinning head of hair leaving it ‘stranded’. A thing inherited from his bald dad, who left the planet many years before Pinky looked in the mirror to discover receding ‘headlines’ that were once covered by hair and more poignant than those from that tattered tabloid, The Daily Mail.

The mouse, by the way, scampered into a corner hoping the neighbour’s cat, who was an intrepid climber that loved loitering on hot tin roofs, not gay ones, was luckily not hungry. Pinky opened a rather dusty window to grab some fresh air because ‘O’ had just farted.

“ ‘O’ by gum, what was in the tinned food I purchased at Aldi, it smells rather disgusting?”

‘O’ just smiled an innocent smile and wagged his flea-bitten tail in the direction of Pinky who forgave everything ‘O’ did because ‘O’ was his only mate apart from a couple of drunkards who also frequented the same watering hole when Pinky received his weekly benefit cheque from Social Security after convincing them he was a genuine ‘lost cause’; they always fell for it.

“Now ‘O’ what have we here, a P.G.Wodehouse classic collection of the audaciously funny, Bertie Wooster and Jeeves. Oh, by golly ‘O’ those were the days of Mark Twain, Huck Finn, Billy Bunter, Dennis the Menace, who by the way was the inspiration behind Johnny Rotten’s spiked hair look and holy striped T-shirts, or is that holey? Anyway, Dennis beat Johnny hands down, I love being Pretty Vacant though.”

“Blimey ‘O’, over in the corner I once lost my religion, not REM style, RWM style, ‘Rapid Wrist Movement’. Mum had left the building, dad was 6 foot under, and I had a naughty magazine stuffed down my trousers, you can guess the rest. Those boobs on page three were quite wickedly outstanding.”

A daily Sun (non-tabloid) poked its nose through the window. The cat still sitting on that hot tin roof, curled up in a Tennessee Williams book cover, crept towards the opening smelling a mouse, not a herring (also on a cat’s menu especially in Holland without those dreadfully stinking onions because cats prefer their herrings from a tin). Pinky turned towards the predator about to go hunting and said,

“Pussy, now don’t be rude.”

‘O’ just growled as the cat hunched its back, Notre Dame style, screeched and leapt towards the chimney where several blackbirds (no racist overtones please, but they certainly were black) were warming their feathers against the bitterly cold Norfolk Broad winds (or was it in Wensleydale? No that’s just too cheesy, so, we’ll remain further down south, but still in the East. The blackbirds didn’t give a damn anyway). 

Weighing up the odds of a huge blackbird for lunch or a can of Whiskas beyond the cat flap, the cat surrendered to the latter, but vowed to come back later for the dormouse. The blackbirds, realising the danger from an approaching cat, joined forces and sounded their retreat leaving the warmth of a centrally heated chimney for a more modern version, solar panels.

Pinky and ‘O’ continued their intrepid adventure hoping to find riches from a long-gone era behind layers of thick dust, Cure classics; skeletons in cupboards, cobwebs on the bed, love cats on a hot tin roof (Is the author infatuated with felines on roofs or Elizabeth Taylor?). Pinky, picked up a duster relieving a chest of drawers from years of suffocation over in the other corner where he did not lose his religion after only seeing the light of day whilst hiding old photos nobody’s interested in anyway; pairs of mum’s bloomers, and dads holy socks (or were they holey? In those days holey socks were darned by mums and grannies with nothing better to do than clean the house, cook the dinner, and put a pint of best brown ale on the table before the ol man returned from a shift on the local tread mill, or in modern terms, supply chain gang).

“’O’ damn it, this thing’s made of pure oak, with a few woodworms, and not pressboard, jolly, it must be worth a bomb.”

‘O’ wagged his tail in agreement; what else could he do?

Floating dust particles circled downwards onto some rather rotting floorboards as Pinky opened one of the drawers, it creaked because nobody bothered to put some oil on the hinges. Thrilled with expectancy of finding a lost Van Gogh, Picasso, or even a Turner or two. Pinky pulled the drawer towards his midriff, it was the top drawer not the bottom one, so any danger of the thing dropping on his favourite slippers with a huge hole in the front where his big toe protruded with impunity was banished.

“By gum (that is Boston, UK slang for ‘By Golly’ used in prestigious universities all over the country whilst teaching future politicians how to become buffoons), ‘O’ the only things in there are those rather pungent droppings from our resident mouse, an ancient mousetrap of the Agatha Christie era and it seems like a piece of ageing cheese, green in colour, which obviously has been refused by our dormouse, no wonder.”

Descending even further towards the drawers below, with rather less excitement after the disappointment of the top drawer, normally reserved for affluent ones and celebs, Pinky, one after another, opened the drawers only to find another pair of yellow-stained bloomers obviously discarded by mum during a hefty jaunt with dad on their squeaky bed and brother did it squeak.

In fact, there were many times Pinky lay awake next door, only separated by a wafer-thin wall, listening to his parents ‘getting it on’ as they once said back in sixties when Mods ruled Rockers and Rockers mauled Mods. However, Pinky, was not aroused at the thought of mum and dad copulating next door, he preferred reading P.G. (A great ‘tip’ for all juvenile mobile phone addicts to cleanse their minds of pornographic internet images, selfies, and stalking teachers; read P.G.)

“ ‘O’ old bean, the decision to dust the attic was rather cool, don’t you think?”

‘O’, bored to doggies tears, smiled once again at his rather sad master, wagged his tail and, curled up on a convenient pillow which once comforted the head of a lodger needed in the household after dad had a piece of slap and tickle with a busty broad (For all non-lovers of the real English Language, ‘Broad’ is not the width of a plank or part of a renowned, Victorian, south coast bathing town, once habited by again, Vincent van Gogh, whilst seeking God. Sadly, he never found him, so he turned his attention to sunflowers and other such godly creations. A ‘Broad’ is the New York linguistic version of a Wench, commonly used by Robin Hood and his Merry Men, whilst getting pissed as newts in Nottingham watering holes before Mods from Sleaford took them over with resounding success. Pints of mead, stout and other mediaeval delights were devoured with busty wenches serving them and sitting on their laps during after-hours. Prince John, gay as a kettle of fish, could never catch Robin. So, he decided to write the Magna Carta before King Richard the Lionheart returned from gang-banging his way through the Middle East, and further, with a dose of syphilis or two to accompany him. However, his medical staff were full of witches’ recipes brewed in dark abysses to keep the dreaded lurgy away from King Richard’s favourite parts. Bats wings, rats’ eyes and goats’ testicles were quite commonly used in fighting Royalist venereal diseases and the fear of Black Death haunting the Streets of Londinium. We have so much to thank the union of witches for; grounded in 1499, and their resounding efforts in defeating one plague after another. Sadly, not all European authorities thought so highly of their witches, they preferred drowning them in a village pool strapped to a chair, or burning them at the stake, not steak, that’s BBQing. Joan of Arc comes to mind. In addition, Boadicea, a true lesbian warrior, who ate men for dinner and threw their cojones to hordes of black rats left to pick the pickings after she conquered Great Britain, not Scotland. She believed any men wearing skirts in biting, freezing, North-East winds, without undies, deserved being spared from facing her sharp sword. The English had different opinions and forced them to wear trousers or be hung-drawn and quartered. Roman emperor, Hadrian, approached the swingers differently, he built a wall instead to keep them out or in, whichever way the wind blows laddie.)     

Anyway, ‘O’ found himself in a deep sleep as Pinky continued dusting off relics from by-gone days. 

“A dusty chest of drawers, ridden with woodworm, could be worth a bomb in today’s market. I think I’ll bring it down to the local dump, meet an artisan hand-worker who could purchase the thing, turn it into an antique piece with a swish of varnish and wood-oil, remove the worms with a chemical warfare attack and, flog it to a London antique dealer who can flog it onto to a Saudi Arabian multi-millionaire believing it was from Queen Mary. Multi-Billionaire Oil Sheikhs will buy anything if they believe it once decorated the boudoir of a headless royal.” Pinky thought in a tiny little space between his left and right ear.   

He turned to the right, a shiver went down his back as a cobwebbed mirror reflected Pinky’s balding head, ageing features, wrinkles, and yellow-stained teeth, “Jesus, is that me?” He reflected.

‘O’ awoken by his master’s shock thought, “yes dimwit, it is you,” Curled over once again on his dusty cushion and farted.

“By golly ‘O’ that cheap tinned food from Aldi certainly is quite combustible, I must go back to feeding you Pal.” He held his nose and dashed towards the skylight gasping for air as the dormouse retreated towards its hole hoping for redemption.

Luckily, the skylight/window opened as the quite repulsive smell of a doggy fart rose gently through the sticky air and was replenished by a slightly fresher version from outside; cabbage aromas from cabbage fields (that’s logical) surrounding Pinky’s place of abode.

“Guess it’s time for walkies ‘O’, but not before I clean this place up, and who knows what hidden treasures could be laying around here?”

Pinky continued to sweep, dust, and discover artefacts which had been discarded by mum many years ago. An ancient ironing board, ceramic bed-potty (luckily no rests in it), dust covered books, Agatha Christie classics discarded after the reader found out who the culprit was, ancient cooking books from Fanny Craddock before Jamie Oliver ruled the chef’s roost, etc. etc.

“Golly, ‘O’ my collection of PG’s are still lying here, plus Noddy books, and that Kipling chap. I think I’ll dust them down, throw them in the boot of our ageing Ford Cortina and go to the car-boot sale on Sunday.”

‘O’, bored to tears, bursting for a wee and, desperate to release his bowels from Aldi’s belly wobblers, strolled over to the opening, barked, and descended the creaky, woodworm ridden stairway to heaven, and relief. Pinky, frustrated at his best friends incapability of holding on, decided action had to be taken before ‘O’ crapped on the frayed, stair carpet laid in 1966 after England won the World Cup causing the British economy to shoot off like a Russian rocket leading to ‘baby boom years’ and the kids that followed.

In fact, (very tongue in cheek) the sixties were quite incredible; The Beatles in Liverpool, Stones in London, used condoms floating down the Thames, Mersey, and anywhere young sixties teenagers left their mark because upstairs in mum’s house was still taboo. The planet’s environment was wonderful too; smoky, black horizons in Manchester, Nottingham, Leeds, Glasgow, etc, where uncontrolled burning of coal and wood lit up evening skies through rows of red-bricked, terraced house chimney pots (where the fuck was central heating?) 

Non-Hoodie-Herbert’s playing in cobble-stoned, back allies wearing short, patched, ripped trousers, and sucking on humbugs from Joe’s sweet shop around the corner washed down by a penny bottle of home-made fizzy lemonade without a smartphone in sight. Mums chained to the oven in curlers waiting for dads to come home after visiting the local boozer for a pint or two, or three and, demanding their dinner of spuds, veg and maybe if one was lucky, a pork chop or banger or two, then upstairs to ‘bang her indoors.’     

Mary Quant, Twiggy, David Bailey, Bowie, Carnaby Street, Swinging London (if you had the bucks), Woodstock (if you had the drugs), Hendrix, The Doors, Joplin, heroes, and heroines in more ways than one. Live fast, die early, that’s rock and roll man! Mods kicking the shit out of greasy rockers and rockers kicking the shit out of poncy, Quadrophonic mods riding on shiny, chromed Vespas down towards the south coast on bank holidays for a bit of ‘bovver’ kicking grannies and granddads wearing knotted handkerchiefs wrapped around their lobster-red, balding heads, off their deckchairs.

Oh, the sixties: Harold Wilson, labour control, unions out of control, coal miners, steel workers, Austin, Morris, and not a fucking supermarket in sight, only local corner shops with not an Indian in sight, or families from Pakistan; a rather hypocritical ‘whiter than white’ non-multi-culti society.

When our Caribbean friends arrived from the West Indies, Brits would stare in amazement as a bus conductor approached looking quite different and speaking different too.

“Where the fuck do they come from?” Kids would ask.

No Thatcher, no EU, no Ted Heath to disrupt UK culture as Trade Unions run riot before privatisation became the new Messiah, which destroyed nationalised industries, council estates and certainly no tables and chairs on streets outside pubs, restaurants, and bistros for chilling.

“Bloody foreigners are ruining our way of life,” the older generations would protest, and that fucking Merseybeat pop music drove them all mad. 

“Now where’s squeaky clean Frank Sinatra (Ask the Mafia?), Bing Crosby, Pat Boone, Doris Day, Frankie Vaughan, etc, and that Elvis twat wriggling his hips, thank the heavens he was over there in the USA, we don’t want him either.” was heard from state run BBC run by a bunch of ageing, bald-headed presenters who kids hated while Roger Daltrey and his Who sung, “Hope I die before I get old.” No wonder blind Stevie got us all up doing the knees up and not Mother Brown. 

*

[image: ]


PINKY SLIPPED INTO a nostalgic state whilst brushing his ‘Bobby Charlton look’ strands of hair from one side to the other hoping to cover ever increasing bald patches, which he hated, most young ladies too. Hence, his rather inferiority complex, and still single status, although there was once a love in his life; she passed through like an express train heading out of Tokyo to Nagasaki.

He made a dramatic decision to leave the mirror covered in dust, it looked better that way (so did he). Heeding to ‘O’s’ call of nature, Pinky, climbed down the creaky stairs and headed for the back garden because he still had his slippers on and couldn’t be bothered to put on a pair of worn-out hob nails, which would have been an invitation for ‘O’ to head for the local park. ‘O’ observed his master ignoring the boots, he grumbled in protest obviously knowing he would only be allowed to relieve himself within the boundaries of a pokey back garden instead of being released into the great, green unknown called, Boston Local Council Park. 

“No sniffing bitches bums, no peeing up my favourite trees, and certainly no running after mountain bikers, joggers and other such idiots getting on my nerves,” ‘O’ thought to himself.

“Stuck in my stinking back garden where I pissed out my territory years ago and going over the same old ground (no Pink Floyd plagiarisms please) really is not fun just because that lazy, ever-fattening, old bastard is too fatigued to put on his hobnails, I’ll show him.” 

‘O’ released a huge fart in the corner where religion is really needed if one wants to survive the ordeal. He then hocked down like all male doggies do and released a huge canine turd, that steamed with impunity as it dropped slowly to the ground. Pinky held his nose and retreated to the other corner of his rather limited and bedraggled version of a country garden (In other words, weeds, weeds, and more weeds). ‘O’ meanwhile, kicked his back legs and the huge turd splattered against the remains of a fence that separated them next door and him, luckily.

“Jesus Christ ‘O’ was you so desperate? I must change that tinned food you know,” Pinky gently said offering his only real friend a pat on the head after ‘O’ had gained sweet canine revenge for not being allowed to go and smell his favourite bitch’s rear-end in the park.

She was quite lovely actually, a cocker spaniel, who loved to romp around the park with ‘O’. He once attempted to mount her, but luckily her owner threw a huge stone which thumped into his right ear and forced him to dismount. After that, Pinky avoided all eye contact with the spaniel’s owner. However, he could not avoid ‘O’ from leaping and bounding after his favourite bitch in the park even though its female owner screamed at him to, “Keep his fucking flea-bitten mongrel under control.”

‘O’ always ignored the insults thrown at him and was determined to mount the bitch (the canine version) sooner or later while her owner was busy sending SMS’s to a secret lover somewhere in Outer Cambodia or Bangkok,

“Must be a paedo to fancy her,” ‘O’ thought whilst attempting to get the attention of his favourite cocker because his natural instinct, driven by a hard-doggy cock, was sometimes too much to control apart from a bucket of cold water.

Pinky often thought of having ‘O’ castrated but could not quite bring himself and ‘O’, to the vet because of a lack of funds or sentimental values. So, as much as he tried, whilst walking him in the park unlined, it was sometimes too difficult to keep ‘O’ out of trouble with his favourite bitch and her owner.

Fortunately, from a distance, the owner, obviously an ex-fast bowler from the local women’s cricket team, could throw a mean brick, stone, stick, or whatever was available, which saved ‘O’ and his master the costs of bringing up a string of unwanted, bastard mongrel/cocker spaniel pups. Although Pinky was quite convinced if ‘O’ slipped a “quickie” behind a bush while she was peeing around with her smartphone, the consequent entourage of bastard puppies would have been removed from the planet in a quite brutal fashion; a sack in a bucket of water comes to mind.

As for the dog’s shit hitting the fan, sorry fence, Pinky took a bucket and spade, scooped ‘O’s’ huge turd, which was slowly slithering down the rickety border between sanity and utter insanity into a bucket and removed it without an angry word. After disposing it in the normal manner, a doggy poo bag, then in the rubbish bin, Pinky then unrolled his hosepipe and sprayed the mucky stains off the fence. Luckily, his neighbours, an ageing deaf pair, one ninety-three, the other ninety-two, were fast asleep tucked up in their four-poster bed inherited from a once rich relative who fought the Indians in India (where else? Or was the Raj before or after Little Big Horn?) and had the thing shipped back to the UK after having it hand-made in Delhi by half-starved, protruding ribbed, skinny carpenters, who were paid a pittance for their incredible skills and whipped around the head if English demands of highly-skilled, superbly carved wooden, mainly teak, furniture were not delivered in time.

“Oh, the wonderful Raj,” officers and ladies of the all-conquering English Army would sing joyfully during their after-dinner orgies in sweltering India fanned by an army of unpaid servants who worked only for their food and, exceptionally smart uniforms; a great honour indeed being a subordinate of the British Imperial Empire.   

‘O’, after his quite stinking show of rebellion, re-entered the kitchen door only to be confronted by a pile of unwashed pots and pans laying idly on a quite filthy sink. A place reserved for ‘pile ups’ and only when there were no clean plates, cups, cutlery, did Pinky bend down below a once quite posh fitted kitchen, built in 1965, to engage washing-up liquid, don his rubber gloves, and make piles of cracked ceramic disappear. Only after building mountains of plates lined with sticky dried rests of fried eggs and baked beans; his staple diet, dinner time and mornings, and if lucky, a bowl of cornflakes from Aldi or Lidl, cheaper than cheap because Kellogs were out of the question on his quite pathetic benefits, did Pinky don his apron and remove the clutter. So, a trip to the German Giants every fortnight sufficed in filling his steadily growing belly, and ‘O’ ‘s too.

However, due to ‘O’ ‘s rather increasing bowel defects, and pongy flatulating, Pinky decided to visit Pakistani owned Ali Bee’s Corner Shop for a more delicate, expensive form of doggy food; Pal, Chum, or another well-known brand to help his dear friend from gassing the whole house, which smelt stale enough after Pinky, living in paranoid fear of a bunch of hooligan hoodies breaking in and nicking all of his ‘precious’ belongings, sealed the windows, upstairs and down. In fact, the only window that could be opened was the downstairs bog, even Pinky couldn’t stand the stench of his own waste after a nutritious diet of baked beans on toast, fried eggs, or whatever happened to be in the fridge or pantry at the time.

In addition, after watching nutty US citizens hoarding on TV, BBC, by the way, scared to death of nuke attacks, alien invasions, ISIS terrorists, North Korean missiles, Chinese cockroaches, Putin’s tanks, Mexican drug cartels, Colombian heroine dealers conquering the wild west, homeless crackheads plundering and robbing their home, hurricanes, tornados, global warming, melting ice floating in from Alaska and Canada, etc, etc. Pinky decided to join them by stocking up on baked-beans, tinned tomatoes, tinned veggies. In fact, anything that Lidl or Aldi had too much of and was cheap in tins, glasses, or dried, like spaghetti, also tinned, pasta, and all sorts of doggy food, etc.

His cellar resembled Hitler’s Berlin bunker shortly before Russian rapists and soldiers entered the once so daunting city, hoping to castrate the marauding, maniac fascist bastard. Sadly, Adolf was quite aware what and who was approaching, and Hitler being Adolf, with only one testicle, decided to pump his veins full of arsenic before the Russian army captured him and served him to a bunch of Ukrainian hags who were renowned for removing the testicles of prisoners of war unfortunate enough not to provide information for Russian generals and their spies. Adolf decided to terminate Nazi bullshit, capitulate to himself and, before his ‘shit hit the fan’ big time, took the easy way out and fell into a tender sleep dreaming of what could have been if only those fucking Brits did not send that decoy puppet into the Straits of Calais, which fooled his ‘Meister Race’ intelligence department and, puppets strung out on parachutes landing in the flat-lands of never-never land called, The Netherlands, between Nijmegen and Arnhem, to be precise. Montgomery, ageing desert fox, outfoxed Nazi ‘Wustenfuchs’ Rommel once in the mighty deserts of North Africa and repeated his majestic plan in Holland once again. This time using Chucky lookalikes dangling on parachutes, which completely confused Hitler’s elite infantry as they wasted all their ammunition in shooting down Montgomery’s puppets, and did not have enough for the real thing, which landed later; the rest is history, so is Hitler.
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PARANOID PINKY BUMFRIES was his nickname down the local boozer where Pinky and ‘O’ would frequent at the end of the week after a visit to the local unemployment centre where he picked up his cheque, then he trundled off to the Post Office (in those days not stuck inside an Asian owned corner shop), however, after cashing it in Pinky would generally visit his local corner shop (without a Post Office in it) owned by a Pakistan family (well that’s a surprise). He would return a naughty magazine hidden under the shelf and slightly soiled, after other clients had perused through it, got rid of their frustrations, and returned it to Ali the friendly corner shop owner for further use. A quid a time wasn’t bad, and there were always lonely, male, single ageing residents willing to pay a quid for a cheap thrill. Ali replenished the magazine with a new version every week after the older one was returned mostly not in the pristine condition of the original version; understandable of course (RWM, remember?). However, Ali bought the thing in wholesale for £0,50p and rented it at least twice for a £1,00 a go. Hence, twice a week = £2,00, or even three times depending on the weather? The hotter the weather, the more demand; why? Well, the answer is obvious; single, ageing males walking their doggies in the park could joyfully observe scantily dressed young, horny females sunbathing on the luscious grass. Cold, rainy, winter weather and early dark nights tended to weaken market forces. But Ali didn’t care as long as his punters were happy and returned the mag in a reasonably decent condition so he could fulfil his obligations to others in need of a quick thrill residing without internet.              

‘O’ wrapped himself up in his doggy basket, Pinky returned to the kitchen, observed his best friend sleeping in the corner and decided to ignore the piles of dirty plates, saucers, cups, and cutlery.

“Tomorrow’s anther day and as far as I know there’s still one clean plate in our ancient sideboard,” Pinky pondered.

It was left to him by his dead mum because there was not much else to leave apart from a ripped sofa, one stained armchair, an ancient TV, no flat-screen, plus other bits, and bobs scattered around the house. Pinky refused to sleep in mum’s bed especially after knowing several lodgers spent some time there answering mum’s call for a bit of “slap and tickle” after dad decided the ‘pussy’ on the other side of the road was much more attractive than the one purring indoors. Two up, two down, plus a cellar and dusty attic was quite sufficient for Pinky and ‘O’. At least he wasn’t evicted after mum passed away and was kindly allowed to remain in the premises.

This was long before the days of nasty, greedy landlords evicting their ageing clients, putting a slap of paint on the walls, and upping the rent by 75% or, flogging the gaff for exorbitant prices to commuters wishing to escape ‘The Smog’ for a life in the Norfolk countryside where house prices compared to London’s were still quite reasonable. However, standing on a delayed train at 07.00 AM for two hours aint much fun either.

Market forces and rich Arabs in London force many commuters out beyond the suburbs into the Norfolk countryside, or other rather boring areas of the UK. Thus, a chain of very rich, medium rich, and others at the bottom of the salary pile desperate for a half-decent place to live. Where better than the Norfolk Broads? Wet, windy, floods, cabbages, Brussel Sprouts, farmers and in addition, flat as a pancake. One commuter on a London bound train was overheard whilst talking to his female partner who worked at Lloyds too saying,
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