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    Introduction




    Some men, for no apparent reason reach their middle-ages having done absolutely nothing at all with their lives, what so ever. Locked behind an invisible wall of self made solitude, and stuck in the deepest rut that could possibly exist within living breathing mankind. They have themselves to blame, of course buried in the self belief that they were happy existing without any friends or the experiences of a relationship with the opposite sex.




    They tend to have miserly instincts and cram all their money into ridiculous savings plans, and private pension schemes that some scrupulous financial adviser has told them to do so. These plans only boosted the bank accounts of these advisors with their high commission fees, depositing the hard earned cash of the investors in risky stocks and shares, instead of giving the good advice to get out of their tiny cramped flats, that will never go up in value at the same rate as a house, and invest in the property market.




    Mainly because of their solitude, some of these mid-forties men engage in activities that they can enjoy on their own, and some times this is to portray that they have a lot of money, due to the fact that they are not married and don’t have any friends.




    ‘Space’ as he likes to be called falls 100% into this category. He buys the latest electrical device, and gimmick that he can carry around with him to show people, with digital cameras and laptop computers being the main items. In the small living room of his flat he has a 46 inch flat screen TV with a satellite dish the size of the ‘Jodrell Bank Radio Telescope’ fastened to the outside wall of his flat. He tells his workmates that he has travelled all over Europe with his younger brother, who he calls, ‘Our-Kid’, however for all of his cameras there has never been a single photograph displayed, or shown to anyone, to prove the fact.




    His diet would frighten the living daylights out of any cardiologist as it consists of locally baked meat and potato pies with a thick suit crust pastry, chocolate fudge cake with clotted cream and copious amounts of real ale. Fruit and vegetables he considers to be only eaten by guinea-pigs and rabbits.




    He passionately defended his lifestyle saying, “What do I need friends for, all they do is borrow my money and never give it back to me. I’ve got ‘Our-Kid’ to go out for a pint with on a Friday and Saturday night. I’m happy.”




    Well…, maybe so, the story starts in the works canteen at ‘Snail Printing and Graphics’ one summer’s morning…


  




  

    Chapter One; The lads are planning their holidays




    “How’s your chocolate cake Space,” Paul asks with a smirk.




    “Very nice, thanks,” he replies while licking the cream from his moustache.




    “Is there any more tea in the pot Jock?” Martin asks the labourer.




    “Yes there’s plenty, pass me your cup,” Jock replies with his Scottish accent.




    “What did you have for your breakfast then Space, a bigger slice of chocolate cake?” Paul continued while he was eating a tuna salad.




    “No, I had two Wheering’s meat and potato pies straight out of the oven, there much better for you than that rabbit food you’re eating. What fish is that anyway, it stinks?” Space says screwing up his face.




    “High protein low fat tuna,” Paul shouts, “QUIET EVERYONE, QUIET.”




    “Why, what’s up Paul,” Martin asks curiously.




    “Can’t you hear that,” Paul continues as the canteen falls into silence.




    “Hear what?” Jock says with a puzzled expression.




    “Space’s arteries are hardening, listen!”




    Pointing his ear in the direction of Space’s chest, and cupping his right hand around it,




    “Yes…, ha-ha-ha…, it’s time you went to see the doctor Space, with all the fat that you eat. I bet your cholesterol’s sky high?”




    The canteen bursts into roars of laughter.




    “Very funny Paul, I’m as fit as a fiddle with walking to work everyday unlike you sitting in that polluting car of yours, getting no exercise.”




    “You only walk because you’re too tight fisted to get yourself some form of motorized transport,” Martin declares, “with all your money tied up in pension funds, and eating what you eat I can’t see that you’re going to live long enough to spend it anyway.”




    “And what do I want expensive transport for everything I need is right on my doorstep here in Mason-field?”




    Space remonstrated as he wiped some chocolate from off his moustache with his handkerchief.




    “That’s you’re problem,” Chris shouts from the adjoining room, “You never go anywhere stuck in the rut of your sad life. Get out and see the world while you’ve got the chance, for goodness sake.”




    Space didn’t answer, because he couldn’t think up a suitable sarcastic reply. Realizing that all the factory workers were giving him a hard time that morning he got up and walked back into the workshop. With him gone a sense of normality returned to the canteen, as none of them actually liked him for one good reason or another. After some quiet mutterings about Space’s sad life, Chris asked Paul,




    “Have you got any holiday plans sorted yet Mate?”




    “Yes, Chris I’m going to go to Cornwall for a change. It’s a long drive, but I’m looking forwards to it.”




    And so the rest of them talked about what they had got planned that summer. Space…, well, he would be doing the same thing that he has done for over the last twenty-five years, and that is…, nothing.




    Even his social life never altered after finishing work on a Friday afternoon he would always stop by his favourite bakery and purchase a large family size, three inch thick rich dark chocolate cake. Sit in front of his big screen and watch some Swedish hard-core porn movies that he could easily receive with his enormous satellite dish, drinking some bottles of real ale eating his cake. At exactly seven o’clock he would have a shower, the only one of the week, get dressed in the same black shirt and pants that he always wears on a Friday night, and meets his brother precisely at eight o’clock in the White Lion Pub, which was only a ten minute walk from his flat. Both of them were always similarly dressed, and would stand in the same spot at the end of the bar drinking the same beer that they always drank, with identical facial expressions, grumpy sad void of a smile faces. Space and Our-Kid were two peas in a pod, only their professions were different. They both were single men living in similar accommodation behind their very own wall of solitude. Conversation for them was difficult as they never had anything different to talk about. Space would greet his brother with,




    “Alright Our-Kid?”




    Our-Kid would reply with,




    “Yes Brother.”




    And that would be the end of there conversation all night. After drinking two pints they would leave the White Lion at exactly eight-thirty and walk up the hill to the next pub, the Hanging Gate and go through the same procedure, standing where they always stood in that bar, looking like they had just attended a funeral in their black attire with miserable faces. From pub to pub they would go until last orders, and then they went to the same night club that they always went to, only when they first started going there they were young men, and looked out of place now as it was full of twenty-year olds. The young women looked at them, as if to say, “Piss off and stop trying to look down my dress!” Everywhere they went people talked about them. If only someone would spend some time and film them to show them what they actually looked like and how they behaved. Maybe then they might change their strange attitude to life. The following week however Our-Kid said this out of the blue,




    “What are you doing for a holiday this year Brother?”




    “That’s odd,” Space commented, “you don’t usually say that when we’re having a pint in here, are you ill or something?”




    “Well…, yes maybe I am, because I’m sick of doing the same thing day in day out. I’m tired of being stuck in this rut and you’re partly to blame for it… Two more pints please Sheila.”




    “Why have you ordered another pint Our-Kid? We only have two in here normally, and it’s time to go to the Hanging Gate now,” Space questioned with alarm.




    “I’m not going to the Hanging Gate, that’s why. We, my Brother are going to have another pint or two in here, and break this pathetic routine that you insist on doing every Friday and Saturday night.”




    “Have you got a temperature Our-Kid, as you’ve gone quiet red in the face? It doesn’t feel right standing here at a twenty-to-nine on a Friday night. Never done it before?”




    He picks up a freshly pulled pint of beer and takes a drink, which leaves a large amount of beer froth sticking to his moustache. He puts the glass back down on the bar top and shakes his head tut-tut ting,




    “There’s something wrong with that pint it doesn’t taste right Our-Kid. It must be the end of the barrel?”




    “There’s nothing wrong with it and you’re only trying to make an excuse to leave here and go to the Hanging Gate. Wipe your mustache for goodness sake you’ve got beer froth all over it. Isn’t it about time that you trimmed that thing you look like a blooming walrus?”




    “What trim my mustache? I can’t do that it’s my image, its got sex appeal,”




    Space says grumpily with a huge frown causing the crows feet wrinkles at the sides of his eyes to turn into deep crevices.




    “I’ve always had a moustache and I’m very attached to it.”




    “Yes, and that’s your problem in your life Brother, always this and always that, the same thing all the time. You’ve had the same hairstyle cut by the same barber for over twenty-five years. How long have you worked for Snail Printing and Graphics now?”




    “Thirty-two years,” Space answers proudly.




    “See, that’s what I’m talking about, the same thing, the same place, at the same time always.” Our-Kid picks up his glass and drinks the remains of his pint. Placing it back down on the bar he asks the barmaid, “Two more pints please Sheila.”




    Space protests, “Another pint in here Our-Kid, but it’s five-to-nine. I’m getting itchy feet. This is most unusual and I feel quite faint.”




    “We are not moving on until we’ve got some things straightened out Brother. I’m fifty this year and it’s time to ring the changes, so tell me what you have got planned for the holidays this year?”




    “Well…, nothing other than the canal boat,” Space answered sadly as Our-Kid had never before spoken to him this way.




    “That’s what I’m talking about Brother the canal boat is a classic example of what I’ve been trying to say. You can only go down the canal or up it. Travelling along the same stretch of water and stopping at the same pubs, drinking the same beer, and eating the same food that you did last year, and the year before that and so on… En-route to nowhere. The same as your life is Brother, going nowhere.”




    “Well this is most peculiar I must say…, cough…, cough,”




    He clears his throat, which is a sign that he knows what someone is telling him happens to be true words, but he doesn’t want to hear it,




    “I really don’t think that you are well at all today. Are diesel exhaust fumes getting in to the cab of that lorry you drive all day? I’d speak to your boss if I were you and ask him to have it checked. This is most odd, I have to say… cough… cough. What’s brought this on anyway?”




    “I was in the yard this morning waiting for my truck to be loaded and I overheard three of the lads talking, and do you know what they were saying?”




    “Of course not, what’s that got to do with me? How should I know what they were talking about?”




    “They were talking about us Brother…, yes…, you and me. They call us the ‘two scrooges’ and the brothers ‘gloom and doom’.”




    “Cough…, cough… Why are they saying that?” Space frowns again.




    “You don’t know why? Last Christmas at the trucker’s party you almost got into a fight with Big Ron over the subject about the ‘end of the world is neigh’ and that we are about to be invaded by aliens. You sit in front of that big telly of yours watching all the science fiction movies. They’ve brain washed you I’m certain of it. Who are you expecting to walk through that door and order a pint, any minute now, ‘Darth Vader’?”




    “I’m entitled to my opinion and that bloke was talking a load of rubbish.”




    Space’s frowns are now an inch deep as he screws up his forehead in disgust at what Our-Kid’s telling him.




    “Big Ron talks a load of rubbish? He’s written several books and has a University Degree in Astrology. He used to work for NASA when he lived in America. You don’t know who you are talking to sometimes.”




    “If that’s true, then what’s he doing driving a truck?” Space says shaking his head disbelievingly flapping his big ears like a Dalmatian.




    “Because he has a lot of money and enjoys driving through the countryside. It’s in his contract; they only give him the scenic Pennine runs otherwise he wouldn’t do it. He doesn’t need to work, I’ve seen his house, and it’s a mansion. If you are convinced that the world is going to end soon then why are you ploughing all your money into a pension fund? Tell me that Brother?”




    “Cough…, cough, are we staying in here all night?”




    “There you go again changing the subject when you know that you’ve lost an argument, or when someone’s telling you something that you don’t want to hear. I’ve never known you say you’re sorry or apologize, after that big mouth of yours gets you into trouble when you’ve had too many pints. Stop thinking that you are a walking encyclopedia of the world’s knowledge, and accept someone else’s point of view just once in your life. You overhear a conversation between two people that you have never met before, and start telling them that what their talking about is nonsense, and then you pull your soap box out from nowhere, stand on it, and start given them a lecture that is so far fetched and ridiculous everyone falls about the place laughing at you. I have to stand next to you tugging at your shirt sleeve suggesting that you sit down, and let the strangers continue their own personal discussion in peace. It’s an embarrassment for me Brother.”




    Our-Kid’s face by this time was almost purple with rage, as all the things that he has wanted to say for many years rattled down Spaces oversized ears, however one of the reasons for him being coined with that nick-name by his workmates along time ago, was that they only believed him to have an empty space between those ears.




    “Cough…, cough…, so we’re staying in here then are we Our-Kid, I’ll order up another pint?”




    Space says trying desperately to change the subject, and avoid having to give his younger brother an explanation, which he didn’t have anything feasible or plausible to say about it in return. He never actually used words to order his beer. He would hold up his empty glass until the barmaid saw it and nod his head. This, as it happens annoys Sheila immensely. She pulled two pints and put them down on the bar top in front of them saying with a sarcastic voice,




    “As he lost his voice then, Our-Kid?”




    Which is another point to be added as no-one knew Our-Kid’s real name, because Space never used it. Our-Kid was fed up to his back teeth of being called something that normal people would say to a five year-old child. At forty-nine Our-Kid wanted people to call him by his actual name of Stewart. Our-Kid picked up his pint and took a drink from it. He placed it down with a big sigh, and continued trying to do, ‘the mission impossible’ and get a straight answer from his brother. He asked again,




    “So, what are you going to do for your holidays?”




    Space pulled his face and replied, “Shropshire Canal on my boat, same as what I usually do.”




    Our-Kid muttered under his breath, “I give up as I may as well be talking to a dead fish.”




    “What did you say Our-Kid?”




    “I said would you like some fish and chips, I’m hungry!”




    Now, I’m not criticizing people who spend their holidays cruising along the many canals that exist in the beautiful countryside of England, as it is a relaxing way of seeing the country and meeting likeminded people, however most canal boaters travel hundreds of miles through this tranquility with Mother Nature. Space, on the other hand didn’t fit into that category. He would steer his boat to the first canal-side Pub and that’s where it would stay for his three weeks summer holiday.




    The following evening, Saturday night, he arrived dead on time dressed in a black shirt, black pants and shoes at the White Lion. He ordered a pint and stood where he always stands with his moustache dripping with beer froth. After ten minutes he looked at his gold wrist watch and thought,




    “Hmm…, its ten-past eight…, where’s Our-Kid?”




    Another ten minutes past by, and he ordered another pint the way he always did. Holding the empty glass high above his head, so that Sheila would see it, which wouldn’t be such a bad thing to do if the bar was crowded, however there was only him standing there waiting to be served. He stood there fidgeting looking at his watch every thirty seconds like a fish out of water. Apart from having the latest digital camera and laptop computer, his other passion to show people was mobile phones. He had so many of them that he could have opened a stall in the local market.




    The frustration of wondering where his brother was, became too much for him, and so he took out his latest fashion accessory, or should I say, ‘look at me because I’ve got the latest Nokia’, a brand new phone that he had only purchased that morning. He called Our-Kid,




    “Hey up Our-Kid, are you ill?” Space enquired.




    “No…, I’m searching the Internet and I’ll be there in about ten minutes.”




    “Well…, it’s half-past-eight, so I’ll meet you in the Hanging Gate then?” he asked anxiously.




    “That’s not what I said I’ll meet you in the White Lion my Brother.” He hung up.




    Muttering to himself, Space said,




    “There’s definitely something wrong with Our-Kid at the moment. He’s acting awfully strange,” and looking at his new phone as if it was its fault that Our-Kid had rang off. He shook his head and said, “A fresh pint please Sheila?”




    She almost dropped the glass that she was cleaning in complete shock, as Space actually asked her to serve him a pint of beer verbally, but also he said, ‘please’!




    “Where have you been then Our-Kid and why are you wearing blue jeans and a yellow shirt? You normally wear the same as me, very odd I must say…, cough…, cough?”




    “Like I said, it’s time to ring the changes… A pint please Sheila and put one in the pump for happy here… I know you never smile, but why are you looking so damned miserable tonight?”




    “I’m not looking miserable. Here Our-Kid, have a look at my new phone, and I got it for a bargain at only four-hundred and fifty pounds,” Space says changing the subject again while he removes his phone from his trouser pocket, and hands it to Our-Kid.




    “I’ve been searching the Internet looking at holidays, that’s what I’ve been doing. Why have you bought a new phone with all these flashing lights on the front? What’s wrong with your other twenty-five anyway?”




    “It’s got more functions on it and a better camera too. I haven’t got twenty-five other phones either I’ve only got twenty-two. What holiday’s Our-Kid, you said last night that you were coming with me again on my boat.”




    Space asked perplexed.




    “There you go again Brother, you never listen to what anyone tells you, and the only thing that enters your brain is what you want someone to say. I’m not spending three weeks sitting outside the Blue Bell pub again for my holidays, it bores me to tears, and that’s final. I want a sandy beach, clear blue skies, somewhere I’ve never been to before. There’s an abundance of holidays like that on the internet. My biggest problem is finding the right place as there’s so much to choose from. What really surprises me is how cheap the flights are these days; you can fly to Malaysia for under a thousand pounds return, I can’t believe what I’ve been looking at.”




    “A thousand pounds… cough… cough, and how much are the hotels? I’ve only just transferred ten-thousand into my pension fund on the advice of my financial adviser. I’ve not got that kind of money to throw away.”




    “When did you do that?” Our-Kid enquired.




    “Yesterday afternoon when I finished work, before I bought my chocolate cake.” Space said proudly thinking about how nice it tasted.




    “Did he give you a receipt?”




    “Don’t be daft what do I want with a receipt for my chocolate cake?”




    “God, you can be so thick at times, the financial adviser not the Baker.”




    “Yes he did, it’s still in my wallet. Now let me see,” Space says whilst removing his wallet from the back pocket of his trousers, “Yes it’s here.”




    “Hmmm…, ten percent commission, he’s charged you one-thousand pounds to invest nine-thousand in stocks and shares. Can’t you see that you’re being ripped off?”




    “Well… cough, he told me that I had to do it to keep my pension on track, and I trust his word.”




    “You’ve done it again haven’t you?” Our-Kid said annoyed.




    “What?”




    “Changed the subject!”


  




  

    Chapter Two; Our-Kid puts his foot down




    In the canteen on Monday morning Space was looking subdued as he quietly ate his Venetian Slice with fresh dairy cream, leaving ten-percent of it glued to his moustache. Paul saw another opportunity to have some fun at his expense.




    “What’s up with you this morning then? You haven’t spoken a word so far today.”




    “It’s Our-Kid, and I’m really worried about him. He keeps talking about going on holiday to a sandy beach with clear blue skies. He’s acting very strange at the moment,” he said with a puzzled expression and a frown.




    Martin bursts into laughter. “Ha-ha-ha-ha… Your brother is acting strange? Ha-ha-ha-ha... That’s rich coming from you. Ha-ha.”




    “Shut up Martin, I’m being serious. He’s thinking of spending almost a thousand pounds on a flight, most odd!”




    “Good for him Space,” Chris shouts out from the other room, “At least he’s coming to his senses at last. I told you last week to spread your wings and see the world.”




    “You’re wasting your breath Chris,” Paul sniggers, “Wheering’s hasn’t started exporting their meat and potato pies yet to the ‘Algarve’, ha-ha.”




    “Ha-ha, ha-ha some of the things you say really crack me up Paul,” Jock states in fits of laughter.




    Again Space felt that he was being victimized, and left the canteen as he cleaned his moustache with his handkerchief.




    Friday night in the White Lion, Space was waiting for his brother yet again. At a quarter past eight he walked in with a big smile.




    “What are you looking so pleased about Our-Kid?”




    “I’ve just booked you and me a holiday on the Internet with Trail Finders…, sorry I’m late.” He looked at the barmaid and asked, “A pint please Sheila.”




    “Cough…, cough. A holiday…, where? Are you serious?”




    “Thailand, and yes I am serious, I’m not joking, it’s booked.” Our-Kid announces joyously.




    “What…, cough…? Tilland!” Space replies pulling his face disapprovingly.




    “No Brother…, Thailand and we’re staying in a place that’s called Pattaya. The photographs that are displaying on their web-site make it look really inviting. I’m very excited about it. ”




    “How much is that going to cost me? I haven’t got much spare cash at the moment, and who are ‘Trail Finders’ anyway? I’ve never heard of them, so how do you know that we can trust them? How long is the flight Our-Kid, you know that I don’t like cramped spaces as I suffer from claustrophobia? I don’t like foreign food as well, so what am I going to eat there? Do they cook meat and potato pies? What beer do they have in Pattaya, I can’t drink larger it’s full of gas, and it gives me indigestion? I don’t think that it’s a good idea at all really, and I feel quite faint at the thought of it. Get back on the internet in the morning and cancel it, Our-Kid.” Space tries to think up as many excuses that he can to get out of going.




    “The cost of it is one-thousand eight-hundred pounds each, our hotel is five stars and just by the beach. There’s a swimming pool, a sauna and a gym. Palm trees, white sandy beaches and clear blue skies. ‘Trail Finders’ are a reputable company, I’ve made enquiries and they’ve been in the travel business for donkey’s years. We fly to Heathrow with British Airways, we’re there for two hours and then it’s a thirteen-hour flight to Bangkok. That’s where we’re going this Christmas. Like it or not, I’ve booked it, so stop trying to squirm your way out of it with pathetic excuses. You have got plenty of time to save up for it, because they only want a deposit of two-hundred pounds and we can pay the balance at the end of November, and by the way, where do you want to sit on the plane.”




    “What do you mean by that? Inside it of course, I watched a documentary about flight and it can be as cold as minus sixty degrees at forty-thousand feet.”




    “Do you want to sit by the widow and watch the clouds pass by or not?”




    “Yes, I think that I should enjoy that. A window seat for me, please Our-Kid.” Space realizes, in a manner of speaking, that he has just agreed to go on this holiday. He thinks and says, “However I’ve just had a thought,”




    He thinks up another excuse, “But I want to buy the latest Acer lap top, it’s got a brilliant crystal eye built into it. Fantastic for video communication, I’m saving up for one. They are two-thousand five-hundred pounds, a snip of a price,” he says with a rye smile.




    “Brother, can I ask what you are going to use it for, or is it just to show everyone that you have got one?”




    “I can download Skype and talk to my friends via video link.”




    Our-Kid almost spits out his beer with laughter, “What?” he asks, “Your friends, that’s a joke, besides me you haven’t got any other than Popeye and Olive in your fish tank. How are you going to communicate with your two pet gold fish using a computer?”




    Space goes into a sulk as he can’t think of a sensible answer and defends himself in his usual way by changing the subject. “Christmas,” Space faints a smile behind his moustache, “well…, that means I can have my summer holidays on the canal boat. I take it you’ll be coming too Our-Kid?”


  




  

    Chapter Three; The lads can’t believe their own ears!




    Monday morning Space had some very unusual news to broadcast. He likes to play a strange game of psychology with people, which has got him into trouble a few times. He sat in the canteen quietly eating a large slice of homemade chocolate fudge cake, washing it down with a mug of tea, which contained six heaped teaspoons full of sugar. He had a smirk on his face, which led to another comment from Paul, he said,




    “Is that a smile hiding behind that chocolate smeared moustache of yours, or have you got wind this morning Space?”




    “I’m just thinking about my holiday that Our-Kid booked for us last Saturday.”




    Chris shouts, “Are you going to dress up as ‘Luke Skywalker’ and fly off to a distant planet?” The canteen bursts into fits of laughter.




    Thinking he’s now got the attention of everyone he turns his head and announces, “No actually, we’re flying to Thailand and staying for three weeks in Pattaya at a five stars hotel…, if you must know?”




    “When are you flying then?” Chris continues the conversation.




    “On the eighteenth of December at two o’clock from Manchester Ringway Airport.”




    “Good,” says Chris very pleased, “that means then you won’t be going to the works Christmas Party, and so it should be quite enjoyable for a change, with out your gloom and doom stories of how the worlds going to end.”




    “Well,” Martin joins in, “I for one don’t believe you because last year you told everyone that you went down to Birmingham on your boat. I go over the canal bridge everyday near the Blue Bell pub coming to work and your boat was moored up there for the entire period of your holidays. I’ll tell you what Space, it’s a long way to Manchester from Mason-field however I’ll take you and your brother to the airport just to see if you’re not telling lies again.”




    “Take me and Our-Kid to Manchester in your car Martin, will it get that far without breaking down or blowing the turbo to bits?”




    “There’s no need for that remark, that’s only happened once. I’m taking you.”




    Space got up and left the canteen giving the lads something to talk about. On his way back to the type face work bench he called into the office.




    “Brian,” he said trying to attract the attention of the junior director, “I have to book a day off.”




    “What’s that for Space are you going anywhere special?” Brian enquires.




    “I have to go to Liverpool and get my passport, Our-Kid needs one as well, and we’re going to Thailand for our Christmas holidays. Can I book next Tuesday off, please?”




    “Well…, yes of course, I’m astounded. How are you getting there?”




    “On the Trans-Pennine train.”




    “Really and how long does it take about six days? I didn’t know that they ran a train service to Bangkok,” Brian says sarcastically.




    “Very funny, we’re flying down to London with British Airways and then on to Bangkok.”




    “This isn’t like you Space, what’s made you decide on Thailand?”




    “I’m fed up of doing the same thing every year, and I was searching the Internet last Friday afternoon just out of interest and I stumbled upon a web-site. It’s very interesting to look at the holidays that are on offer today. Our-Kid’s not too keen about it, but I talked him into it in the end.”




    “Where are you staying in Thailand?” Brian’s interest increased.




    “Pattaya and it looks a very nice relaxing place.”




    “Hmmm…, one of my friends went there once; he said that he had an excellent time. You’ll have to watch your step though or else you might end up with a Thai bride…, ha-ha.”




    Spaces face reddened. “I’m not going out there for that. I bloke I know on the canal married a Thai woman and she took him for a lot of money. I’m not falling into that trap Brian. I’m staying single and looking after my wallet.” Space takes out his new phone to show Brian, “What do you think of this one, it’s got a 30 mega pixel camera with a built in flash and a hundred and twenty ring-tones to choose from, a 2 gigabyte memory with high speed Internet access. I can pick up all the radio stations on it as well?”




    “I just think you like showing people your new toys Space. That’s the second new phone that you’ve shown me in three weeks. I’m paying you too much money if you can afford to keep throwing it away. I’ll book you next Tuesday off, now I’ve got work to do and so have you.”




    “Cough…, cough. There’s no need to be like that. I’m not married and that’s why I can afford to buy the latest technology, you’re only jealous because your wife won’t let you spend your money on what you want to buy…”




    “Space, get back to work!” Brian snaps in a temper.




    He walked out of the office just as the lads were coming back onto the shop floor. Now then…, when Space has lost an argument or has received a roasting from the management, for some unexplained medical reason a large amount of blood is pumped to his oversized ears, making them turn a bright red colour. It is something that doesn’t go by unnoticed, and the first one to see this obvious sign was Paul, who asked,




    “What’s up then Space, have you had a telling off from Brian for wasting the firm’s time last week, when you walked around the place for two hours showing everyone your new phone?”




    “No,” he replied somewhat sheepishly and paused to think of something to say that might change the subject, “he’s in a funny mood this morning, I think that his doctors probably told him to go on a diet. Well…, cough…, he’s put on a lot of weight since he started here and that’s not surprising with the things that he eats. Sausage and bacon butties every day, it can’t be healthy for him, you know eating all that fat and grease.”




    Friday evening in the White Lion;




    “Hey up Our-Kid, nice to see you’re on time this evening. We can move on to the Hanging Gate at half-past. I didn’t get you a pint as you’ve been late these last few weeks.”




    “A pint, please Sheila… Have you got that money out of your bank for me Brother?”




    “What money?” Space looks puzzled.




    “The two-hundred pounds for your holiday deposit. That’s what money.”




    “I don’t need to go to the bank for some loose change like that. I always keep at least five-hundred in my wallet incase I stumble upon a bargain. Here…”




    Space takes out his bulging wallet and counts out the money. Our-Kid replies concerned for his brother’s welfare,




    “Aren’t you nervous carrying that much cash on you all the time?”




    “Not at all, I studied Marshal Arts when I was a kid.” Space had just had a mental block and forgot who he was talking to.




    “When did you study the Marshal Arts, because I can’t remember you doing that?” Our-Kid snapped and was getting annoyed.




    Space realized that he had made a fundamental error, and so he quickly changed the subject, saying,




    “I’ve booked the day off on Tuesday, what time does the train leave?”




    “It leaves at half-past six and we have to change at Manchester Piccadilly, and catch another one to Liverpool Lime Street. Did you get your photos taken for your passport application?”




    “Why do I need to go to a photographer with all the cameras I’ve got? I took them myself this afternoon and printed them off from my computer. When I did my Diploma in photography at Mason-field Polytechnic they showed us all about the requirements needed for a passport photo.”




    “Are you really my Brother, because that’s twice in two minutes that you’ve told me about something that you’ve done…., for the first time?”




    “Cough…, cough. Drink up it’s time we were moving on to the Hanging Gate.”




    Our-Kid only lived a stones throw from Mason-field Railway Station and he was standing on platform 2 waiting for Space. It was a lovely morning, the sun was shining, the birds were singing and Mason-field had its happy face on. It was too big to be called a village and yet too small to be granted with a town status, sitting amongst the foothills of the Pennine Mountain range overlooking the town of Duckingfield. It had some history attached to it as well. The old Mill that once upon a time during the Industrial Revolution produced the finest woolen cloth made from the fleeces of the local sheep was sold to most of the best tailors in the country, for the manufacture of businessman’s suits. After the construction of the M62 Trans-Pennine Motorway which gave Mason-field inhabitance easy access to both Manchester and Leeds, many businessmen in their designer suits found it to be an ideal place to live. Today, the old Mill is the home to Snail Printing and Graphics which happens to be a suitable name for it, as nothing ever gets done there quickly.




    Standing on the platform that morning were several smartly dressed businessmen and women with their rolled up walking stick umbrellas, and shiny attaché cases tucked under their arms. Some of them had already opened for business and were chatting away doing deals on their mobile phones.




    Our-Kid wasn’t a scruffy dresser however he felt slightly out of place in his brown corduroy trousers and opened neck lime green short sleeved shirt. He was expecting to have to do some walking that day, and so he put on a pair of white Nike sneakers. Under his arm he was holding a brown envelope with his passport application papers neatly folded inside it. He was feeling happy and his mind was thinking about his forthcoming holiday in Thailand until, that is, his Brother appeared at the other end of the platform. It was twenty-past six. Space was wearing a pinstriped business suit, collar and tie, black shiny shoes. He had a black rolled up walking stick umbrella tucked under his left arm and a lap top computer case in his hand. He was talking to someone fictitious on his latest mobile phone discussing a business transaction. He walked slowly past the line of genuine executives leaving in his wake the scent of expensive cologne, Brut 45 stopping briefly several times, so as they could overhear his phony conversation. Our-Kid wanted the paving stones he was standing on to open up and swallow him instantly.




    When Space finally got within ear shot of his brother, he stopped talking on his phone and put it in the inside pocket of his jacket.




    “Alright then Our-Kid?” Space smirked.




    “Yes I was, as it happens, standing here listening to the sheep and the birds singing with the sun shining. It’s a nice day, I thought. I’m going to Liverpool for the first time to get my passport, so as I can have a nice relaxing holiday in Thailand. I was very happy and contented; yes I was until James Bond walked onto the platform that is… Where’s ‘Odd Job’ and his bowler hat? Who were you talking to ‘M’ or Miss Money-penny? Did you manage to park your Aston Martin in a safe place? Brother…,” Our-Kid pauses for breath, “why are you dressed like that for heavens sake?”




    “Cough…, cough, are the trains running on time Our-Kid?”




    “Stop changing the subject, and give me one good reason why you’ve dressed up like a top executive to go and get your passport? Why have you brought your computer and who were you talking to?”




    “Cough…, is that a new shirt as I’ve not seen it before? I like the colour it suits you. Where did you buy it and how much did it cost?”




    Our-Kid took in some deep breaths due to his frustration and embarrassment. He was just about to continue when Space’s phone rang. The ring tune was ‘Land of hope and glory’. Space walked a short distance away, and out of Our-Kid’s hearing range, before he answered the incoming call. He spoke briefly and put his phone away.




    “Who was that then?” Our-Kid asks sharply.




    “Work, they’ve got a problem with a job and needed my advice.”




    “Work, you say?”




    “Yes, it was Brian the assistant director.”




    Our-Kid took out a packet of cigarettes, and lit one. Space frowned at him. “Since when did you start smoking again?” he asked concerned.




    “I only smoke a cigarette when I’m really annoyed Brother. You work at Snail Printing and Graphics, and it’s only twenty five-past six in the morning. I can see the Mill from here and the car park is empty. Pass me that new phone of yours as I’d like to take a look at it.”




    “Hmmm,” Space says happily whilst passing his phone to Our-Kid, “are you thinking of getting one?”




    Our-Kid checks his phone, and takes in a deep lungful of smoke. Breathing it out he says bitterly, “You’ve set your alarm-clock to go off at six-twenty five knowing that you’re going to be standing on this platform dressed like a tailors dummy. You’ve done that to attract people’s attention to yourself and display to them your new phone. You walked down the platform talking to yourself for the same reason. You’re only dressed like that to make those business executives believe that you are one as well…, haven’t you? I’m not sitting next to you on the train, and you can pretend to be Mr. Businessman all by yourself.”




    “Cough…, cough, hey up Our-Kid the trains coming. Can I have my phone back now please? I want you to sit next to me, because I’ve some things that I’d like to ask you about the holiday.”




    “Oh…, and while we’re on that subject Brian was filling his car up at the petrol station Sunday afternoon when I walked past, and do you know what he said?”




    “Of course not…, I wasn’t there was I?”




    “He said that you told him that you have booked a holiday to Thailand on the internet, and you had to talk me into going with you, so you can sit on your own on the train, and dream up some other things to tell people.”




    The train stopped and they climbed aboard sitting in separate seats. As the countryside slowly passed by, Our-Kid was looking out of the window wondering about the mental state of his brother. Space was about to convince him that an immediate appointment with a leading psychiatrist had to be made, and with haste. As soon as Space sat down he unzipped his case and took out his lap top computer. This was a new train ran by Virgin Railways, and it had all the necessary equipment for executive travel. Space plugged into the internet.




    At the next station a smartly dressed young businesswoman got on the train and sat down next to Space. She was employed by ‘Hewitt and Jones’ of Piccadilly Manchester, who were a leading stocks and shares broker. She was a financial wiz-kid, what she didn’t know about international investments on the monetary world markets could be written on the back of a postage stamp. She was that good at her job she was able to negotiate her own salary, and was on a six figure income. At Oxford University, where she graduated from with honors, computer science was one of her major subjects. She was slim, blonde and very attractive. ‘Hewitt and Jones’ had a huge office block that sat opposite Manchester Town Hall. Before she sat down, she asked politely,




    “Excuse me Sir, may I sit here.”




    Space didn’t answer, he just nodded his head. He then started to play at being a businessman. He looked at the web-site of the London Stock Exchange to see how his investments were doing. She asked,




    “Can I ask what line of business you are in?”




    “Yes…, cough. I’m in Stocks and Shares, and I’m just looking to see what investments to choose from today.”




    “Hmmm…, interesting, well you’re looking at the wrong page.”




    “No, I’m not. London Stock Market,” Space answers with a frown.




    “Yes…, and I can see that, however the London office isn’t open yet and that page is their yesterday’s close of business rates. You need to press that key.”




    “Which key?”




    “That one and it will take you to the Japanese Market directly who are still trading.”




    “But I haven’t got any shares in Japan, so what do I need to do that for. You obviously don’t know what you’re talking about young lady.”




    Our-Kid was sitting only two seats behind listening to everything, with a disbelieving look on his face.




    She sighed, “Who do you work for, if you don’t mind me asking?”




    “Cartwright and Prescott in Manchester, we’re one of the best in Stocks and Shares,” Space answers with an air of confidence.




    “Really…, and where are they situated?”




    “There office block is just by the Town Hall, you can’t miss it,” he said proudly. She was starting to get annoyed as she realized that the idiot she was talking to was a complete prankster, however she was a nice person and decided at that point not to tell him who she was, but call his bluff later. She continued,




    “All Stocks and Shares are open for bidding on the international markets, and so the London page is out of date. The Japanese market gives you an idea of what price the shares are likely to open at when London opens its doors.”




    “That’s utter rubbish,” Space declares, “You obviously haven’t got a clue about these things. Stocks and Shares are a man’s world and no place for a woman. What are you some secretary or something?”




    “Would you like me to show you who I am?” she asked after deciding to put an end to this charade, “In that box at the top of your screen, the one that’s marked ‘Dealer Log In’, enter your password.”




    “What password?” Spaces frowns deepened and his ears started to glow a bright red colour.




    “If you are who you say you are then you will have a password to enable you to start trading.”




    She’d got him by the balls. He typed in ‘SPACE’. The computer screen went blank, and then this message appeared, ERROR INAPROPRIATE ATTEMP TO LOG IN. He tried desperately to remove the message frantically pressing every key on his computer. She said smugly, as she knew exactly what was going to happen.




    “You’re wasting your time doing that as your computer has been blocked, and shut down by government security, because they think that you are a hacker trying to do some illegal fraudulent trade. I can unblock it and remove that message by typing in my security clearance code however I don’t feel obliged to do so, as you say that Stocks and Shares are no place for a woman to be.”




    “Cough…, so I can’t use my computer anymore?” he asked sadly, “I only bought it last week and it cost me two-thousand five-hundred pounds.”




    Totally unimpressed by the value of his toy as she had made more money than that while she slept last night, also the lap top computer sitting on the floor by her feet cost three times that amount. He had to find a way of changing the subject and asked her what computer she had. She told him and he asked if he could see it, reluctantly she unzipped her case and plugged it into the internet. Spaces eyes were popping out of his head; her computer was of an industrial standard, and he had never seen the like of it before, well…, they’re not for sale on the high street in Mason-field.




    “Well…, there you are,” she said shutting it down and then placed it carefully back into her case. She had a change of heart, “and I suppose that I had better unlock yours as you will never be able to use it again if I don’t, pass it here.”




    Why he can’t keep his big mouth shut remains an unsolved mystery, he replied,




    “You don’t need to do that, all I have to do is shut it down and re-boot it, and it will be back to normal again,” he smirked. She said nothing while he did so. The screen flashed twice and displayed,




    This computer has been shut down by the British Government’s Department of Fraud and Counterfeit. Contact Scotland Yard on 001-555-332.




    “Back up and running is it?” she asked sarcastically, “The computer network is a two-way communication system. When you’re logged into a web-site the site is logged into you. Your computer is useless until the security code that will remove it has been typed in. I’m feeling in a good mood this morning…, well I was before I got onto this train, so pass me your computer.”




    Her fingers danced over the keys in a blur, the screen flashed twice and then asked for her to enter her security clearance code. Space was mesmerized at the speed that she could type. The computer asked to be re-started and she did so, and then it asked for her code again. The screen flashed and opened up back on the London Stock Market page where Space had last visited, and now she wanted to be really smug and open his eyes to what a woman can do in a man’s world. She typed in her ‘log-in password’, the computer paused for about five seconds, and then displayed,




    ‘Good morning Anne. Your overnight trading figures are $64,572,185 showing an actual net profit of $8,015,200.’




    She left it on the screen long enough for him to digest it and switched to his desk top.




    “There you are…, we’re nearly at Piccadilly Station. I’d offer to share a cab with you as my office is opposite the Town Hall as well, but then…, you’re not going my way…, are you!”




    Walking out of the station towards the taxi rank she turned and waved him goodbye with a one fingered salute. Our-Kid didn’t say a word to Space as he exited the train. He walked quickly to the ticket office shaking his head from side to side, and purchased two returns to Liverpool Lime Street. Space’s ears were crimson and he sat down on a bench seat with a stupid grin on his face. Our-Kid came up to him and handed him a ticket. Space said,




    “She was a nice woman and I had a really enjoyable conversation with her about the stock market on the train, mind you, I had to show her a thing or two on her computer, she didn’t have a clue how to use it, you know. She was really pleased about it and couldn’t thank me enough.” Our-Kid lit a cigarette and he had smoked half of it before he commented, asking,




    “She was pleased then?”




    “Yes…, very much so, and grateful too.” He smiled stupidly.




    “Then I need to get my eyes tested Brother…, and the wax removed from my ears.”




    “Why’s that Our-Kid?”




    “Because that’s the first time that I’ve ever seen an attractive obviously rich business woman thank someone with one finger stuck up in the air shouting, ‘swivel on this you fake’, or am I imagining things Mr. Stocks & Shares?”




    “Cough…, cough. What times the next train due?”




    If Our-Kid thought that he’d had an embarrassing time so far that morning, the best was soon to follow. On entering the passport office they took a ticket from the queue machine, and sat down awaiting their turn. Space took out a large handkerchief from his bag, placed it over his lap, and then produced a meat and potato pie. Above his head there was a large sign in red letters and in five languages which read, ‘No food allowed to be eaten on these premises. €20 fine.’ He had only taken two bites from it when an angry faced armed security guard marched over to where he was sitting. Our-Kid saw the look on the guards face, and he decided that it was time to disown his brother, and so he stood up and went to the toilet.




    “Hey you…, fancy pants. Can’t you read or something?” the guard asked.




    “I’m eating my pie and I haven’t got a newspaper to read anyway.”




    “Smart Alex then are you? Take that outside to eat it this minute. Don’t you take another bite from that or I’ll have to arrest you. Rules are rules, who do you think you are? Now get outside now!”




    Space took another bite in defiance saying, “I’ll lose my place in the queue, besides I’m English not like this lot. The British Government wants its head examining handing out passports to all creeds colours and kinds. I’m the only white man in here, disgusting it is.”




    Space takes another bite leaving large deposits of mashed potato sticking to his moustache.




    “So,” says the guard drawing his Smith & Western from out of its holster, “not only are you defiant about Her Majesty’s Laws, you’re racist too boot. Stand up, you’re under arrest.”




    The guard raised his sidearm and pointed it at Spaces chest, just as Our-Kid walked out of the toilets.




    “Ow…, what’s he gone and said now?” From the toilet entrance he could see the sign above his brother’s head, and said “Him and those flipping meat pies! I always thought that they would be the death of him some day, and now one of them is going to get him shot.”




    By now Space was digging himself a huge hole as he still continued to consume his pie despite the armed guard telling him otherwise. Space was using his normal escape route and had changed the subject, dragging his soap box out from somewhere, and he was giving the guard a lecture about the immigration laws. Space said,




    “It’s the government’s fault that so many foreigners come here stealing the jobs and livelihoods from English people. Enoch Powel was right, and we should have slammed the door shut donkey’s years ago. You can’t get a decent fish and chip supper anymore now that the Chinese own all the chip shops, it’s an outrage. English blokes should think twice before they go abroad and marry a foreign woman. Keep England for the British, that’s what I say.”




    Unbeknown to Space, the man who was pointing a gun at him with a red face and shaking with rage, just so happened to have a Filipino wife! Space was eating the last bite of his pie when Our-Kid got back to him. Trying to smooth things over he politely asked the guard what the problem was. The guard answered,




    “Do you happen to know this halfwit by any chance?”




    “Unfortunately, yes I do. He’s my brother.”




    “Well…, I sympathize with you about that fact as it’s not possible to pick and choose your own family or relatives, however your racist brother here has broken the law by consuming food on these premises, and therefore he has to pay a fine of 20 pounds or be arrested. This building belongs to Her Majesty the Queen and rules are rules, he has to pay.”




    “Cough…, cough. She doesn’t own it at all, the British tax payer owns this building, and you don’t know what you’re talking about at all. I’m not paying you 20 pounds. Where’s the evidence that I’ve eaten a pie on these premises anyway?”




    “Sticking to your moustache, now on your feet smart arse.”




    Our-Kid steps in, “Pay the man the money, and stop being such a Mr. Know-it-all. I’m sorry officer, but he had a nasty shock only last week when Olive died, he was quite attached to her... Brother pay the man!”




    “I’m sorry to hear that,” the guard said with sympathy, “was she your Mother?”




    “No,” Our-Kid smirked, “she was his pet Gold Fish.”




    Space begrudgingly coughed up the money and the guard went off shaking his head in disbelief to get him a receipt. Our-Kid remarked,




    “Are you going to behave yourself now?”




    “What did you mean when you said that Olive has died, she was alright this morning when I left my flat? What’s your queue number Our-Kid?”




    “The one before yours if you can remember that far back, as I took my ticket out of the machine just before you did.”




    Our-Kid’s number came on the screen and so he went to see the passport officer. Space had taken many photographs last Friday afternoon while he drank a few bottles of real ale. He couldn’t make up his mind which one that he should submit to be glued into his new passport, and so he brought a selection. It was his turn and he handed the envelope containing his application, his birth certificate and the photos to a nice young lady immigration officer. She pulled out the contents and firstly checked that his birth certificate was genuine. She then opened his application picking up the handful of photographs, and asked,




    “Mr. Rosedale, what are these? Your holiday snaps?” she continued looking at them shaking her head and commenting, “Haven’t you read the clear instructions, and regulations with regards to your passport photograph. A picture of you wearing a red pair of Elton John style sun glasses and a Santa Clause hat, with your thumbs in your ears and your tongue sticking out…, how revolting you need to see a doctor, will not meet the ministry’s guidelines.”




    “Cough…, cough. I’ve got a Diploma in Photography I’ll have you know.”




    “OH!” she said startled, “And what’s this one…. Ha-ha… Are you married by any chance Mr. Rosedale?”




    “No I’m not,” Space answered proudly, “I can’t imagine such a thing.”




    “And I can’t imagine how you could be looking at this… Ha-ha… I’ve never seen one like it, and I’ve seen a few in my time, but not like this… Ha-ha… It’s a funny shape and an unusual colour too. I’m going to confiscate this photograph and show it to the girls on Saturday night… Ha-ha… We enjoy a good laugh and this will have them in stitches… Ha-ha.”




    “Why, what is it?” She showed him the picture. “I…, errm…, cough. Don’t know how that got in there…, cough.”




    “Playing with your new phone I shouldn’t wonder, and by the look of your eyes on some of these snaps, I’d say that you were quite drunk at the time, but as for this one… Ha-ha…, I think that it will be the only time that it gets used when we go out on Saturday and it gives us all a good laugh.”




    “Well,” Space tries to find an escape route, “I never get drunk on a Friday afternoon. I’m a sensible drinker I’ll have you understand.”




    “And I’ll have you understand me. There’s a photo-booth by the entrance door. Follow the instructions that are clearly displayed on the screen. When you have your pictures collect a new queue ticket from the machine, now get out and stop wasting my valuable time, Mr. Humphrey Rosedale.”




    Space left the office scratching his head, “I think that they are really good snaps, and I enjoyed taking that one. I mean, it must be a good photo or why would she want to keep it, she doesn’t know what she’s talking about.”




    “Have you got your passport then Brother?” Our-Kid asks as he proudly flicks through the pages of his new one.




    “No…, cough…., she said that my photos are slightly too large, and I’ve got to go down stairs and get some new ones.”
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