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A thought!

So, you are about to start an adventure; a work of fiction. It is a creative journey in which you can engage to whatever degree you choose. One can dive into the characters and their world or you can add from your imagination, more colour, smell the scent of wildflowers or feel the warmth of the sun on your face. 
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Confusion or fear may visit you and then you will turn the page into another scene where you travel to new or exotic thoughts and places. You may love the characters in one chapter, then hate them in the next.

Somebody else wrote the words but you will interpret them in your individual way, with your mind and its creativity and experience.

Jump into the story with heart and soul alert, with an open mind, starting a new journey of adventure and discovery. Enjoy.
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PROLOGUE:

This story was started in early 2022. 

As most stories one starts to create, they stop and they start, whilst thoughts are being gathered. There are flurries of inspiration and many notes are scribbled on scraps of paper and the back of envelops, which of course you then lose. As the journey takes hold and develops into an organic mixture of words and ideas, the confidence grows. Then one day, that story reaches the top of one's writing list and the work begins earnestly and begins to turn into a real story.

In the story that follows, Robin James, a fiction writer, and the main character, is on a journey of self-discovery. Life has changed for Robin and he suddenly finds himself in the excellent position of being able to spread his wings and soar. For all the conflicts and contradictions, he begins to encounter in his newly found fame, he is enjoying his adequately filled bank account and the attached freedoms he is now encountering are wonderful but everything in life comes at a price. 

For good fortune or bad, people in high places notice a small book he recently published, 'It Could All Be Wonderful' and they are duly impressed by the simplicity, wisdom and value of his words and decide he is an ideal candidate for a new form of Think-Tank they are attempting to create and test.
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THE UNITED KINGDOM, all be, still a wonderful place to live and based on a global scale, is in a bad state of affairs, everything but everything has become less than it was. That green and pleasant land of yesterday currently needs radical new thinking and rebalancing if it is ever going to regain a worthy position in the global community, let alone thinking about regaining social comfort and tranquillity for many of the people. Just maybe, Robin James and others could aid that situation by some diverse, truthful, and radical thinking.

Politically and socially, the statement, 'everything has become less', has seriously large amounts of reality attached. When one considers all the reducing services throughout the UK and then place that into a nut shell, we can see the lack of police response to crimes under two hundred pounds, the rise in shop lifting, the huge number of Food Banks, the lack of public transport, shopping, and banking facilities in many small communities. Those situations are replicated in varied degrees across Europe and the Western world.
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I DEVIATED A LITTLE there from telling you about Robin James, who of course you may have heard of or seen on Question Time or News Night panels, or alternatively read one of his articles.

Whilst Robin is personally pulled into some new and heavy political re-thinking, his love life is also on a journey. In essence, he is a womanising loner but the few friends he has around himself are loyal and important to him. Yet, they are also beginning to cause him to have new and challenging thoughts.

The question becomes which route in life will Robin James ultimately take and where will it take him. 
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'A writer's story with a little politics mixed in'

(A womanising writer is asked by the government to contribute to U.K. diverse policy thinking)

by John Brooks.
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Chapter One. Week One.
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Robin James had said a great deal, explaining his work and his inspiration. Everything had gone exceptionally well in yet another talk, also in the initial mingling with his audience. Whilst mingling, he always tried to make it entertaining and interesting, but now, after his long talk, he found he was beginning to tire, actually getting a little bored with repeating himself yet again at yet another, talk and sell show, so he began to wind the whole gathering up.

“Friends, so here we all are in March 2023 after centuries of learning, disasters and bloodshed. We all know for sure that there are multiple reasons for our world feeling a little crazy now. The trouble is, we simply can’t untangle the issues, certainly not alone, and nor can anybody else, yet, if we truly worked together with the right ethos, we may just have the power.

Let me express a little more of my view clearly. Those views exposed in the book that some of you so kindly bought, are serious. Some of you will agree with me, wholeheartedly, and some in part. There may even be some here today that might choose to disagree totally, and indeed, so be it. Hence, I shall give you a very summarised version of my views today. 

Around our world there are increasing conflicts, and there is polarising and an increase of authoritarian controls, plus an increase of questionable laws being generated across the Western world supporting that authoritarianism. All those elements appear to some, to be connected directly and indirectly to computerisation, modern media, a juggling of global power and the big one, Global Warming. That has been confirmed by most creditable climatologists and scientists.  Let us be honest, Nasa, The United Nations, the US, the UK, and EU, plus just about every country and scientist around the world concur that something new and exceptional is happening to our world. 

Increasing sea temperatures and acidity. Reducing species, on land and in the sea and below our feet, they are disappearing quicker than ever before. More and more storms, hurricanes, tsunamis, forest fires, flooding and ice melts. Every one of those incidents has a far wider consequence than one could ever express in this little chat. The general response globally, is slow and sad. ‘I’m all right Jack’, ‘It’s not happening here’, ‘There is nothing in reality that I can do about it’, ‘The population is not ready for the required changes yet’, ‘Technology will appear that will save the day’, and on and on the dialogue goes. I see that as avoidance, cowardice, and ignorance, the responses of yesteryear thinking.

Of course, we all see the impossibilities to be dealt with and notwithstanding the great international conferences being held, all expounding good intent, yet, the situation is getting worse, month by month, N-O-T better. The solutions being discussed are those ancient social formulas, belonging to yesterday's world, tradition, and instinct. And yet for me, the evidence appears to be totally overwhelming. In particular, the ice-cores that have been taken from Greenland and the Antarctic, some going back 800,000 years, one report even going back as far as 2.7 million years, and what do they tell us? That what we are all dealing with is something unique in the history of our planet. Something that has never happened before. Even if you have doubts, do we really gamble on our very existence?”

Robin paused for a moment, reached up, loosened another button on his shirt collar, picked up the glass of mountain fresh water and sipped a little. His eyes quickly scanned his audience judging the level of their attention. Nobody appeared to be asleep, not even an old friend, Timothy, who sat in the front row, so he pushed on.

“Now, when you place that information alongside the changing geopolitical situation and the advancing technologies, it is not surprising the world finds itself in the perfect storm. In the United Kingdom, we appear to be dealing with that perfect storm plus a horrifying decline in just about everything we deludedly thought of in our privileged society as standard and forever. A white industrial nation, living on the gains made from empire and yet, I can’t think of any national utilities, services or institutions that has not declined over the past seventy years, apart from social financial support services and of course medical, scientific and technological advancements. I do not want to be the voice of doom, I want to be the voice of reality and optimism. 

If we all know what we are dealing with, the full truth, we have a mass of brain power at our disposal to confront all these issues. If our political and financial masters can start making the social and ethical changes needed with a little more effort, there is enormous hope for a fantastic future, yes, a different future, but one in which the world, and in a considerably smaller way, the United Kingdom could prosper.

The hopefuls out there in the big world are those clinging defiantly to that hope and that a recovery is just around the next bend. Defeatists and deniers', well, that is the clear majority, unfortunately. Many have even begun to end or shorten their own lives under the depression of these times we live, high cliffs and bridges are popular pursuits for defeatists, together with those choosing excessive amounts of pharmaceuticals or a brave thrust across the wrist. All good dramatic stuff, but very sad but said a little tongue in cheek. As you all no doubt know, the statistics are depressingly horrendous and both politically and socially the dark times before us are being ignored, in the main, by the egotistical, the rich and the powerful. 'Yes, I think we can all hear them, 'I am alright Jack' lurking there.'

There are of course the ‘hoverers. Those that can believe little or nothing they hear or read and therefore, have an enormous amount to consider, plus, their own desperate feelings and thoughts based on their journey in life. There is without challenge in my view, a global feeling of doom and disaster lurking throughout humanity, resulting in dangerous bullishness’. It is around every corner and somehow, we all must change that.

It has taken seventy-plus years for the rot to attach to just about every alert and once-sane society around the globe. Unfortunately, years of sticky-plaster and populist politics mixed with the antagonists and warmongers have brought us all to a tipping point, whilst most scientists and environmentalists, plus some financiers and politicians have in general been screaming out the warnings. Clergy, social commentators of every type, and even the guy down the local bar or cafe; yes, everybody knows or at least they have been told or have read, the ever-growing drastic news and the endless reports, which ultimately have been normalised and ignore our drastic reality.

'It is going to die; the bloody dam planet is going to die'.

Maybe, we have missed the boat that Noah could have built. Maybe, there is absolutely nothing any of us can do to stop an horrific disaster that is way beyond any of our imaginations.

Well maybe, we have missed the point of no return, but I choose not to believe that.

I guess the question is, what indeed can any of us do? That appears to be the majority’s plain and straightforward situation and the common response.

As said, we could, yet don’t, make the appropriate social changes quickly enough. Sure, it is a massive political, financial, and social challenge. But, we are all just sitting around and watching it happen, stuck in a system like a piece of Victorian machinery, waiting for those leaders in society to explain and act. It is a bit like those wars going on, people dying by the hundreds and slowly but surely, we don’t even notice those deaths or feel their pain, the media hardly reports for very long on the horrid events happening or indeed, it is a short-lived overkill that becomes boring; why is that? 

Well, some unknown personality died, or some group are cooking a huge fairy cake and laughing at their own silly jokes. Of course, any death is sad, and a huge fairy cake is a, well, something or the other. But we’re talking about one person, when across the road and around the corner thousands are dying and cities are being destroyed, families shivering in freezing temperatures and are hungry. Let alone what is happening to our planet, our home. Perhaps we don’t all see the slow political confusion and collapse going on. Possibly, we didn’t all know about the dramatic slowing of human reproduction happening in so many countries.  That, for god’s sake, is a natural response according to psychologists to overcrowding and insecurity.

Although it may not sound like it at this moment but I am a true believer in tomorrow, there are answers out there, via technology and science, plus maybe some political bravery and a lot of common sense. 

There is hydrogen, nuclear, nuclear fusion, solar and many more amazing technologies just around the corner. We must grab those wonderful opportunities with a little more gusto, pump in the money and effort, and then do some long-term thinking for a unified and happier world. 

If people were told clearly in an international message, I think almost everybody could accept the consequences.”

He paused again as a lady in the audience started coughing loudly. “Would somebody take this glass of water down to the good lady? I don’t want anybody here dying of boredom.” A few light chuckles flowed around the hall. “Are you feeling a little better madam?”, she responded in a croaky voice, "Yes, thank you, Mister James." Robin turned looking for assistance. "Somebody please arrange more water for this good lady." Robin returned to his notes.

"Maybe, if we remain here on earth for a hundred and fifty years, the reducing populations will use all those great advancements, and of course, there is a chance, they will not. I tell you good people, one and all, I think there are possibilities of a good tomorrow, all be, it will be very different, not scary, just different.

I hate to say this, but at this moment in time, what we need somewhere around the world, is a god-almighty horrendous disaster. 

I really didn’t want to think or say that, and preferably, we certainly don’t want it here and now. Well, not before I finish my chatter. Of course, let us spare ourselves that painful experience. But if such an awful thing happened, it might just kick-start the serious growing-up of people and politicians, the global community. Change the thinking into a new kind of understanding and acceptance of the realities – a reality that for me, and 95% of that science, is, in-dis-put-able.

Let me finish up here, with this one final statement. ‘Life will only be truly good all over this planet, and that means for every living creature, when it provides the basics for everyone and indeed when everything is built on sustainability, caring and love.’ They are beautiful words, ‘sustainability’, ‘love’ and ‘caring’, particularly if you place them next to fair unilateral taxation, profits and wages, plus of course, openness’, and maybe somewhere a stout stick. Yes, that is a different vision and may be impossible. Established systems and possibly some human instincts would have to change but is that not happening already? Does the West not become a little more Eastern each day and vice-a-versa-? 

Thanks for listening and I’m pleased you stayed awake and bought and enjoyed the book, now go and enjoy the refreshments before you go start changing your lives, if indeed you need to.”

The polite applause echoed around the small hall, then some even stood to clap. Heads nodded one to the other in agreement, confusion, or simple appreciation of the words.
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ROBIN JAMES HADN’T expected the response that his latest small novel had produced. Once he had completed the manuscript, he simply handed it over to his publisher dismissively, then promptly forgot about it.  Then somehow it had happened. It was reviewed on a number of global talk shows, which in essence, were more about people cooking and eating, and it seemed that everybody was buying into the words in the book. 'The words had been caught by the wind of fate and flown'. Like an instant fad or fashion. It was all very strange. Nobody had ever reviewed his work in the media before, hence, he began to feel like at last, he had a fairy godmother.

It had not taken him long to write that book either, four months, that was all, the fastest fictional novel he had ever produced. He had almost been doodling. Obviously, it was about doom and disaster in the main, with a handful of hope thrown into the mix. It did introduce water shortages among other global shortages. It did indeed touch on wars and battles for all resources, down to a very low level of survival, and, for god’s sake, (me, with a big gun, me shoot little man with no gun), he had even mentioned the possibility of cannibalism, all be it, tongue-in-cheek. He was shocked by the results and hell; the money was rolling in now. He lived within capitalism, a free market society, what the hell was he supposed to do, lose money, feel guilty and work towards bankruptcy and benefits with gusto? (Be successful and allow yourself to become poorer). That just didn’t make any sense.

He had struggled with writing for years, maybe twenty years. He had a small following, not enough yesterday to call a fan club, but today, wow. He had been but a struggling fiction writer. Struggling, not because his writing was poor or boring. He struggled because everybody had a story to tell, but nobody read anything anymore, well, only sound bites of generally useless information. He struggled because the business model in publishing was rubbish for the writer but generally, it was like so many other enterprises. For he was, like everybody else, living in a rip-off world with no other aim apparent except greedy and selfish profit, no, that’s not quite right, the word is ‘profiteering’, plunder, piracy of money, souls, and futures.

That little forty-thousand-word book of his, ‘It Could be Wonderful’, subtitled, ‘The Way to Save the World’, had just fallen into the right hands at the right time. Wham! It made a mockery of the efforts he had made in the past. Success in volumes, success in the bank account. Interviews in the media, it was all never-ending pop-star stuff which he could only just accommodate. He now employed an agent and part-time secretary. He felt uncomfortable, he didn’t like the new complications in his life and yet he loved it.  He did not like most of the people he had to endure, their stupid questions, repeatedly, but now he felt like a product of which the marketing, promotion and that money stuff was in complete control. The words in that little book were not revolutionary, and the views expressed by the characters were not particularly original, but somehow it had become a pop song, a hit pop song no less. Maybe it was all so simple, the solutions he wrote about, maybe it was the title and cover design, maybe it was a mystical moment, the way the wind blew that day but for sure he had caught a falling star and was putting the fallout in his pocket by the bucket load.
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ROBIN JAMES SAID GOODBYE to the last of the adoring audience, stretched tall and turned to his agent MaryAnn Wiltshire. “Blimey girl that went okay again. Do you fancy a beer or something MaryAnn?” “Yep, sounds good, but not around here Robin please, I don’t want to get involved again with any of that lot - do we? By the way, tuck your shirt in for god’s sake Robin, and I haven’t had a chance to update you on the sales figures.” “MaryAnn, tell me later please, I know roughly what they are.” “No Robin, I don’t mean ‘It Could Be Wonderful’, I mean other books. Your other stuff, all of them are now selling like crazy. I’ve had three requests to do translations this week alone.” “Blimey! What do we do, just say yes? Do we need to look at all these dam contracts with publishers, shit, I don’t fancy that?” “No, we start thinking about a legal representative.” “Oh my god, that is not so bloody good. No more, please stop there. I just need to tuck my shirt in like a good boy and find a drink, and then home and sleep.” “Don’t forget tomorrow morning we - - - .” “Whatever it was, it’s gone girl. Please make some excuses, of course politely, say sorry the bus was late or I forgot my schoolbag, but I just cannot keep this up every bloody day, it is getting stupid, exasperating, and exhausting, book signings, chat shows and meetings.” “It was important Robin.” “Not for me. Only to those people, whoever they are. Just cancel it even if it is the Prime Minister and make a new date and time. Nothing early in the bloody morning for god’s sake either. Look, all I want to do is write and go to the bar, maybe take Cornflake for a walk, and find a few more girlfriends, or possibly, it would be better to find an easy-going maid. How are you fixed these days, and are you still with that wanker bloke of yours or do you fancy adding an easy-going maid to your C.V.?” “Yes. I am still with that wanker bloke, thank you, Robin, but I do not fancy the easy-going maid job yet, I am a professional, sorry about that Robin, but please do not panic about the rejection as indeed Robin you are a reasonable kind of guy and fairly good to look at, but sorry, no to that suggestion. Maybe, you need to consider a pump-up dolly. Low maintenance and no arguing back.” “Ignoring that comment totally. That’s a shame ’cause you’re a bloody lovely girl, yummy actually. Anyway. Great, maybe I can buy a little place in the mountains now and another by the beach, and if the accountant says so, I can get a bloody car that doesn’t keep breaking down. MaryAnn, we’ve just got to sort this out before it drives me crazy. Have you got that?” “Yes, Robin. I’ll find a cab, cancel tomorrow, have a drink with you, when you have tucked your shirt in, and go home to my wanker bloke and not order you a pump-up dolly.” “Good girl and no sex with that wanker bloke tonight either as I shall be thinking about you and I don’t fancy a threesome tonight.” “Yes, Robin – no Robin.”
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ROBIN OPENED THE DOOR of his apartment. He was feeling all in, tired and a little fed up with success already. Of course, he loved the way his bank account was filling up quite unbelievably, he really liked the idea he could maybe buy almost whatever he wanted, yet on consideration, he bloody well didn’t want much. He enjoyed his yesterday life, it was not fantastic but pretty good as things went. He got out of bed when his body told him to, he went back to bed when he was tired. He chattered to folks up the bar or in the cafe about politics and life, and he thought about where to take his current story and he walked Cornflake to the park. It was ok, even if most people didn’t want to hear about his latest book. He had gotten used to that, but he didn’t mind these days. He had accepted that writing was a lonely task, hence he enjoyed the company of his fictional characters and the few folks that made up his life, not many male comrades, excluding Cornflake. Yesterday, he could occasionally moan about the publishing business and what a load of rubbish it was, how unfair an advantage these so-called bloody celebrities and publishers appeared to have over folks who work their butts off for maybe years at producing worthy books and simply never had a chance to break through the established barriers, unless, of course, they started paying out loads of money before they even achieved a little financial success. Obviously, it was a personal reflection and he knew that, but it didn’t change his point of view. The world had gone shitty these days. Everything was about marketing and self-promotion and of course, the money. These dam celebrities without talent mostly, apart from loving themselves and loving to hear themselves speak, make me puke, especially when they all mutually and forcibly laughed at the unfunny or unintelligent comment, why did those stupid producers keep putting the same dam people in front of everybody? Actually, for that matter why did folks have to endure advertisements every fifteen minutes, breaking their enjoyment or concentration in a play or article, why didn't the adverts happen at the dam end of the show? He saw it as just part of the crazy world that now existed, plus the over-woke and political correctness. He didn’t want to feel angry, so he worked hard on making those thoughts fade away to the back of his mind whilst he created his own worlds. Worlds where he could control what happened. He could kill people whenever he fancied, engage with beautiful women, and have amazing adventures anywhere in the world and he had settled for that option, all be, he read and thought about the real world’s future a great deal and was convinced that the possibilities were enormous, hence overall, he felt optimistic about that real world.

The mobile rang. He looked at the name that appeared on the screen. ‘Ar, Angy.’ He pushed accept and opened the call. “Hi you, how goes it at uni, my lovely lady?” “Ok, I guess. A bit pissed off at the moment Robin. Do you want some miserable company?” “I’m in the perfect mood for boring and miserable company Angela, particularly as I was just going to give up on life and go to bed, not suicide, that seemed a little OT. Anyway, can you make yourself seriously ugly as well for me?” “Yes, I can do that Robin. At least you’re not going to be horribly jolly and full of optimism today by the sound of it. I’ll see you in about thirty minutes with a lipstick streak going across my face. If you can find a depressing and shitty film to moan about and something disgusting to drink, it would be perfect, plus maybe, make the sofa uncomfortable please.” “Excellent. I’ll get that organised and consult Nexflix, most of their films are rubbish and I’ll leave the key in the door in case I fall asleep and leave the gas on, all via boredom and depression.”
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ROBIN JAMES WOKE EARLIER than intended, regardless of having had a busy night. Angy snored on snuggled and laid next to him, she didn’t look her best. As he rolled out of bed to take a leak, Angy automatically pulled the duvet up over her head and started muttering. “Close the door and don’t you dare open those curtains, Robin James.” “Arr, so you are not truly asleep, are you? You are just a fake Angela Prescot, a pretender, a dam fraud even this early in the morning.” “Yes, and proud of it and good at it. Go away and have a shave or something, Robin. I don’t like you yet, it’s too early, I’ll consider liking you later, that is, after coffee in about an hour.” They both loved and liked one another, they were nearly perfect friends and occasional lovers. The cut and thrust of their interaction were endless fun. Their serious chattering sessions were detailed and considered, based sometimes on research and knowledge. For Robin, Angy was somebody he could bounce off, try out ideas with, and challenge with controversial and cantankerous suggestions. He needed people like Angy around him and she needed him strangely, to support her lectures on social psychology.

On the sound basis of long-term friendship, full always of genuine consideration, being a coffee provider and offering occasional and uncomplicated great sex, an hour later, a shaved Robin duly delivered the required cup of coffee and asked permission to draw his curtains a little. “Morning you, how are you feeling?” “Ug ug.” “Good to hear that. Do you fancy some breakie here or going down the café when you are ready, no hurry of course? You can be a lady of leisure if you want.” “I am a lady of leisure and down the café in twenty-three and a half minutes.” “Such precision. I can see easily that you are a uni lecturer of great intellect.” He left her in peace to slurp her coffee and went back to the kitchen where he spent most of his time thinking and writing. For most people, the kitchen table would appear a bit of a mess, but he knew exactly where everything was unless some bugger moved it and then he would curse until it was replaced and internal peace was regained.

He sat considering what he should do with his afternoon, the mornings were always committed to waking and breakfast. His mobile rang. He reluctantly picked it up and viewed the incoming number or name. It was MaryAnn. ‘O god, really, this early MaryAnn.’ He accepted her call. “Morning you. Why aren’t you still asleep?” “That could be because I am young, enthusiastic and hard-working, whereas you are not.” “Ar, you’ve got me there. What’s the problem?” “Well, not really a problem but I have received a call from Dominic Bryant, who I happen to know.” There followed a silence. “So, who is he?” “You are kidding me, Robin? I thought this was your area of expertise.” “No, not really, I’m but a ‘Jack’ of all trades.” “You Robin, can be such a peasant. Dominic Bryant could be a god. He runs the PM’s advisory staff at number ten you idiot.” “Ok, so what does he want, I’ve paid my taxes, whoever he is?” “He wants a meet with you. I’m guessing he might want you to become an advisor. I have his number and said you were busy this morning and would ring him this afternoon. Can you manage that without me holding your hand?” “Not sure really. Depends on how long breakfast is. Angy, a very close friend of mine is here and she can talk the leg off a donkey.” “Bloody hell Robin, this is Dominic Bryant, he’s an important and powerful man, regardless of you not knowing him.” “Only according to him and a few creepy geeks. Just to make you happy, I’ll do my best. By the way, something important - did you behave yourself last night, you know what I mean.” “Yes, I did and that’s nothing to do with your demands concerning my wanker bloke, so there. Anyway, it sounds like you didn’t behave, being Angy was there.”  “That’s different. I’m a bloke. It’s allowed if you’re a bloke.” “What a caveman you can be. Look, I still like you sometimes, even if you are a peasant and a caveman. I’ll send you Dominic’s number and you dam well ring me once you’ve spoken to him, and don’t be rude to him, pleeease pleeease, he is a friend of mine.” “Ok ok, speak later. By the way, you’re great and I love you.” “Go away now, I’ve actually got loads to do because of some guy I work with who thinks he’s a thinking writer. Good Morning.” “Yep ok, good morning.”

The mobile clunked back on the kitchen table. ‘Mmm! Interesting I guess.’

“Are you speaking to yourself, Robin? Have you considered you might be going mad?” “Yes, I have considered that. Good to see you’ve dressed at last. No, I don’t mean that. I prefer you without any clothes on, you are not a bad-looking bird actually. Anyway, I shall now get myself dressed and ready to meet my public.” Generally, he was a scruffy dresser according to most people. He had a bad habit of taking the day’s clothes from the top of the pile and most of them were old, very old. In fact, most of them had holes in or frayed edges. But as anybody, he liked what he liked and it could be described as coordinated scruffy with a little style in his view.  Today it was baggy green cords, a pink collarless shirt, moccasins, and a green velvet-waisted jacket. He was happy with his selection, all of which was proudly secondhand, he just couldn’t decide if today was a hat day or not. He decided that it was, hence began the serious selection process. “God, you are such a tart Robin James.” “I am not a tart. Which hat do you think is right for a splendid day in paradise?” “For god’s sake man. Take the blue Paddington hat and tie on your label so you don’t get lost or forget who you are.” “Yep ok, that’s perfect advice and choice, Angy. Thank you for your wisdom.”

Breakfast chatter was a delight, as usual, both catching up on the other’s current activities, Robin rambling on about the amazing success of his latest book, and O'yes, I have to call this bloke, Dominic Bryant this afternoon. “Blimey Robin. That could be important.” “Yep, that’s what my lovely MaryAnn said. She seemed very excited by it. To be honest, I get fed up with all these, ‘I am an important and wonderful person ‘, people, but in fairness, it sounds like he’s a bit different.” “I’d like to sit in on that one, with your permission governor.” “No probs. Blimey, look at the time. I can never work out where the time goes, it’s one thirty already.” “It’s the time monster.” “Is it really? Is he invisible?” “Yes, for some people not attached to their soul and their spiritual inner being.” “Thought that might be the case, Angy. Shall I ring him now?” “Who? The time monster.” “No. Don’t be silly woman. Remember you’re a grown-up and a lecturer at a university.” “O, yes, sorry, you have that effect on me – turning me into stupid. Go on then, ring up old Dominic Bryant at number ten. How very exciting sitting next to a famous writer and talking to the prime minister’s right-hand man, a double wow I think.”

It took a time to wade through the number-ten phone system but then suddenly, “Robin, good of you to call me back. Now, did MaryAnn explain anything to you, about why I wanted to speak with you?” “Not really. Before we speak, what do I call you, Dom, Dominic or Mr Bryant?” “Dom will do Robin. You won’t find any airs and graces dealing with me, I’m too bizzy for all that rubbish. Now, the reason for the call. Firstly, it was handy I knew MaryAnn, secondly, she had mentioned you and I happened to of read your book, thirdly I found it very interesting, the ideas, the progression, and the potential conclusions. In this office and much against public opinion, we attempt to gather party views, public and good-quality opinions before we develop policy. They are rarely enough to base a forward policy on. We also need diverse thinking and alternative thinking. We want those that will tear our thinking apart, no quarter given to anybody. You have shown yourself possibly as one of those people. Are you interested?” “Interested in what exactly?” “Being given a contract. A short one to start with. Spending some time here at number ten working within think tanks, working at home on ideas and projects.” “Is this paid work?” “Yep.” “That’s a good start, Dom. How much dosh and how much time?” “A man that thinks just like me, I like that. So, the details. Fifteen hours a week total-ish, one day a week here if needed, and in emergencies, to be on-call wherever you are. Initially, for just four weeks, the contract to be extended by agreement, you would need to sign the official secrets act. Payment, via your invoice, let’s say £10k for the first four weeks. That’s the basics, Robin. Have I got your interest?” Robin went silent for a few moments. Angy, sitting opposite, was rubbing her hands together and then giving him the double thumbs up. “Mmm! It’s a big commitment Dom, bloody interesting I’ll agree. It’s a lot of time as well. I think I’d like to think about it, I value my free time.” “Ok. I hear you. What about £15k?” Angy was now dancing and jigging around the kitchen, hands together indicating prayer, then thumbs up again. “Look Dom - - “  “Ok, last offer Robin, £20k, that’s five grand a week, the same schedule as described, yes or no?” Robin nodded towards Angy and stuck his tongue out at her, she grabbed her head in shock and amazement, still dancing around the kitchen and sticking out her own tongue. “Dom, that’s a great and interesting offer, I accept. You will confirm the details and when would you like this adventure to start?” “Great Robin. Start next week, let me know when please and the contract will be sent to your email today for checking, then you’ll need to come in here this week to sign this and that, is that ok?” “Yes, Dom. Nice meeting you as such. I’ll be in touch. Cheers.”

“Well, that’s the way to do it Weerzal Gumage, no problem. Were you impressed with that performance Angy?” “Bloody right I was. It’s so dammed easy when you’re famous.” “And, so it should be. I might call my old mate Dom back and see if I can squeeze a bit more out of him.” “Shut up you idiot, don’t you even joke about it. Bloody hell, five thousand quid a week, part-time just because you scribbled a couple of words down in a book. Incredible! No wonder the country is in a mess.” “Being serious Ang, it’s great, but hells-bells, it’s nothing compared with what those big money people earn, or rather rip-off, the ones that buy bloody islands and jets or pay out 50k a night for bed and breakfast. Angy, I don’t ever want to be that rich I find it offensive, and really, if this money stuff keeps rolling in, I’ve got to do some serious thinking about how to deal with it.” “Meeow meow, said the pretty-pretty pussy cat, I can heeelp you.” “You are not furry enough. Thinking about it, you are these days.” “Don’t say that, you are a beast. I’ll have a tidy-up down there today, sorry about that.” Angy blushed, a rarity indeed. Robin reached out and grabbed her hand, pulling her close and kissed her forehead. “I was only joking you chump. You are beautiful and lovely and I would never complain or suggest changing anything about you, ever, and I do not mind you having a hairy fanny. That’s me being dead serious, do you hear me?

Right, I must call MaryAnn and tell her the news, Angy.”
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“GOOD MORNING. MR ROBIN James, I assume.” “Yes indeed, that was a good guess, now, can you help me?” Robin thrust his hand forward in greeting. “Dominic Bryant is waiting for you over there in the corner, would you like to go over, and good luck to you Mr. James.” Glancing over and then weaving his way past several desks, all with busy young people chatting on phones or in groups, ‘Brother, shouldn’t they all be at school’, but apparently all looked to be in deep and serious discussion. Dominic Bryant was on a phone call. As Robin neared his corner desk, he raised a finger to halt any interruption while he finished his call, he raised his voice, “Just get it done exactly as I have asked, okay.” then, “Good Morning Robin, glad to meet you in person. No problems finding your way here I hope and I loved that book of yours.” They shook hands quickly. “Robin, what I want you to do, is summarise the thinking in that book of yours or tangents of, history, progression, errors on route, collapse, recovery, forward problems, and most importantly, solutions, anyway, that kind of stuff, two or three A4 sheets, explanation sheets are allowed. In week two, three other people will pass to you, their visions. Yours of course will go to them and you will all review each other's. In week three, the four of you will hack it about and form one vision, somehow. In week four, the four of you will face it off against an established think tank group, make adjustments and all sign off the completed and unified version. This is the first time we’ve done it like this, it’s an interesting experiment or an adventure. What do you think Robin?”

“Well, Dom. Interesting, is about it. I only hope we can make sense of all our thinking. It’s not going to be easy if the varied concepts are miles apart, is it?” A short silence. “No, it’s not, but that’s the whole point here. Everybody involved in this little project has well-thought-through views. Some are a little offbeat, yet sound. Overall, there is an immense amount of common ground, historically, progressively, and conclusively. The question is, can the varied versions be pulled into an ultimate version? I am not sure they can be, but that is your task here Robin. By avoiding herd thinking and short-term thinking, we may be able to consider something new and something of great ongoing value. Have you got it, Robin?” “Yep. I think I have. It’s bloody interesting, I’ll give you that. It is rather exciting and I will give it my best shot. I assume everybody else involved has asked all the same questions?” “Yes, they have. Look, that’s about it for now, I have meetings, so good luck and keep me in the loop, by the way, I like your green jacket, very sixties. We’ll speak in a week’s time, sorry but I must go.” Dominic stood and presented his hand to shake briefly, then sped off. Both his head and phone obviously buzzing on a thousand different subjects. Robin instantly liked him.

Robin’s head was also buzzing. So much so, that he stopped on his way back to the flat to sit quietly in the café trying desperately to set his head in the right direction. He knew that once he started on the project, one step at a time, he would be fine, he had endless notes on which he had based that little book and for years he read up on all the appropriate history. All he had to do was concentrate and he knew he could do that. The only problem he could see was MaryAnn’s schedule for him but as far as he could remember, there were only a few book signing events coming up, and anyway, he had quickly gained total faith in her organisational skills.

Back home, he sat before his laptop staring hard at it, his book notes to his right, his second cup of coffee to his left and a hand-rolled cigarette between his fingers. He reached forward and turned off the mobile phone, he felt for some reason, nervous. It was in his mind, like the start of a marathon race, he assumed, he took deep breaths, pulled up a new A4 page and started rapidly to add words to the empty sheet. As those letters magically appeared on the screen one after the other, he could feel himself relaxing, it almost didn’t matter what the words were as the fingers flew over the keys. For that moment he was alive and himself, each finger feeling like it contained its own little brain. Automatic freeflow was upon him.

The Industrial Revolution - Loss of an Empire and plunder – Cost of two wars – Lifting and Inspiring a nation after war – Popularist politics, sticky plaster laws and regulation – The NHS – New world politics and ethics – ReBuilding Europe – No more wars in Europe – Containing domination politics, Empires by force – The global village – Dealing with a well-established society and infrastructures – Cheap international labour – Global re-alignment of power, product requirements - Developing science and technology – Power of the people – Expanding and retaining inequality - The European Union – Rapidly developing communications – National budget allocations and responsibility – Benefits to the people – Idealistic principals – Social lag – A free market and the lack of control of profit, trade, taxation and regulation – Global corporations – The internet.

‘Brother it’s amazing the UK, as is, still exists, and indeed, everywhere else in this crazy world.’

‘Currently, it feels like it shouldn’t. Empires fall, Empires rise. Demand changes. Physical power still exists, but very obviously it is based ultimately on national or plundered resources, then exporting global needs and desires which are marketed and must be sold at the right market price.

Vision, planning, research, investment, development, production, productivity, marketing, promotion, and export. That all equals finances for those public services, national infrastructure and social acceptability and satisfaction.

‘So what do we have available to offer? What do we need? What do we need to do? How are we dealing with this new world? What needs to change? How do I or we approach the apparent impossibilities of the current world, with the internet, technology, and science? All charging down the road at warp speed. Each of those areas tells us clearly, that the system currently just doesn’t work, yet, it’s totally intertwined and well established.’

Idealism is so very far away from global-social-thinking-reality, it must catch up somehow. It would be simply wonderful if everybody and the planet were fed, happy and satisfied. Yet clearly, continuing to drive the alternative is simply going back to yesterday’s systems and thinking, which inevitably, it seems, leads to polarising forces, nationalism, winners, lots and lots of losers, irrational wars, and global pain. Dog eat dog has been running things for too long, barking loudly, whilst banking and the Internet are all enjoying a vast lack of regulation and contained vision, supporting the constant drive for domination, profit, and profiteering.

‘Find another cup of coffee and roll another fag! Brother, that book was so bloody easy, there gain it was but fiction.’

Robin sighed, knowing suddenly that he had committed himself into something huge. He could write down and speak all the appropriate words, thoughts, and feelings, and it felt like he understood them to a large degree and the connections. But there he was with his brain going blank with confusion and the coffee and cigarettes were only acting as cuddle cloths and dummies under which he was hiding desperately for a moment, whilst searching for inspiration and clarity, whilst feeling fearful of the task he had undertaken so flippantly.

“Angela, what are you doing tonight? I need company. I need to moan and mumble with somebody.” “Can’t do tonight Robin, I’m committed. Sorry.” “Ok, if you don’t love me I’ll have to find somebody else who is prepared to treat me like a god.” “Very not fair Robin. You’ll just have to be a lonely god, but I still love you. Look, I’ll see you tomorrow.” “Mm! Ok, bye.” Robin gulped down his cold coffee, relit his rolled ciggy for the tenth time and redialled. “MaryAnn. Are you bizzy tonight?” “Maybe, why?” “I need to chat about this government thing. Where is that wanker bloke of yours.” “He is working on some deadline.” “Do you mean ‘dead beat’, and what’s her name?” “Robin don’t, or I shan’t even think about letting you buy me an expensive dinner.” “Ok ok, you win, shall I pick you up at your place?” “What, in that rust bucket you call a car? No thanks. I’ll pick you up at seven-thirty.” “Done. I love you and thanks.” He closed the call before she changed her mind, and then thankfully sighed.

‘So, you’ve organised yourself a cuddle cloth and a moaning partner, well done Robin, you are such a smooth dude. Now, concentrate and go back to work for a while.’

He started to type knowing he was going to do a lot of editing, also knowing that nothing was ever finished that didn’t start. He entered the start word, ‘History’ and started to type.

History:

Pre-World Wars 1 and 2. Slavery was gone, replaced by industrial slavery some time back. Industrial Revolution being exported rapidly by Western Industrial Countries to cheap labour economies. The United States of America started to take over world domination. Idealism and wants throughout the working classes. War 1, was socially disastrous, and political and public expectations grew. New thinking was being exploited. Resentments and demands socially. War 2, There was a new deal marketed as a necessity to fulfil national patriotic needs. Europe is generally unprepared, particularly financially. American supplies and supports. Europe and particularly the UK, are socially and financially broken. A new firm world order is established due to debt and a great global demand to rebuild and supply.

Post-War: A demand for social equality is rampant and politically must be met. An illusionary rebuilding of society is cobbled together. Invigoration and social reforms are vital in re-establishing social structures and confidence. New freedoms and retailism flood the West including of course Europe and the UK, together with a sense of creative freedom in exchange for true living standards being planned in the UK and Europe. Europe was broke and seriously in debt to the USA and an amount to Canada. (The final amount due by the UK ultimately paid off in December 2006 at a cost of 84 million $). The NHS enacted in 1948, cost a great deal of money and was a great reform of healthcare to keep the UK healthy and working, thus regenerating, and paying its debts, and smoothing public discontent. The European market was the beginning of a great brave and creative project offering a possible future and increased stability for all within the union and generating newfound optimism and hope. Generally, from the 1970's the wants grew extensively for better standards and wages whilst facing the slowing of the illusionary newism in society. Work Union demands grew. Ultimately, services came under growing financial pressure as a benefit-based society was being slowly created and set against the sell-off of national assets and institutions to stabilise public demand for social needs, populist politics and energising the nation in a new direction. Desirability was set politically against financial realities and trading trends. A sticky plaster form of politics mushroomed, expressed in short-term thinking and no long-term planning of any substance and consequence, due in part to the need for political electoral success. Services continued to slowly decrease and be exchanged for well-marketed, less expensive alternatives marketed as modernisations and improvements. Productivity was low and rapidly losing ground against other developing societies. Due earlier to Thatcherism, the UK had been driven more widely into a modern market economy, heavily privatised, which did have the effect of moving the UK forward at the time with a great leap but ultimately with the loss of national profits, converted into private profits, plus, essential controls over utilities and in part, the selling off of much of the UK’s assets and abilities in exchange for short term social and political gains and those private profits now appear to have cost the UK dearly, together with a low standard of political leadership, a decreasing standard of living via services and a disastrous lack of forward planning and investment, industrially, financially and socially.

The result of that view of history, leading to the current national position, and due to a continually reducing national production of wealth away from the treasury since 1945, all affected by the movement of global labour resources, social living standard demands, emerging technologies, the lack of national investment in future sciences, social infrastructure stock, industrial production capabilities, new technologies, non-engagement in aggressively locating growing global markets.

That is all set against the lack of control capability globally with banking and finance services and the vast growth in the reach and size of international corporations, billionaires, and industries. The European expansion of social responsibility ideals and the benefits-culture set against that reducing relative growth of wealth creation and social balance.

Those results are easily seen by anybody, when in agreement with this particular short summary of events. The obvious decline in income paid to the mass workforce, the mass rise of wealth amongst top earners, the lack of construction, plus the cost and standard of housing and rents, and the horrendous rise of food banks everywhere, which appear to be in replacement of Victorian soup kitchens and then there is homelessness, the financial crash of 2007/8, the sudden immense growth in authoritarian politics’, almost fascism. Then the provision of benefits to full-time working people and the rise in mental disorders and general health demands, to mention a few very obvious signs, indicate a social decline. Currently, very few social services and institutions have not declined, yet we have to acknowledge the general rise, 'strangely', in social health, material objects and wealth, plus relative social expectations which, as said, are currently declining for many. Against that, we can list, general social unhappiness, a good example is Finland, rated the happiest of countries, now moving towards authoritarian choices. Of course, we have to remember those mental disorders and the declining value in wages for many, plus the ever-growing longevity of the population.

Robin sat upright and stretched his six-foot-two frame. ‘That lot needs a lot more work, I should have followed my notes’. He heated the kettle for more coffee and walked around the flat to loosen up the legs while the kettle boiled. Looking out of the window he saw the rain was pouring down heavily, it was dull and unpleasant. Passing traffic seemed to look lonely and sad, the spray from puddles and potholes full of rain shooting across the pavement and the window wipers whipping madly across the window screens. He turned away and hit the light switches, then turned up the central heating. It did not look like an evening to go anywhere and he began to regret making arrangements with MaryAnn. In that horrid time between day and night, it seemed an evening to star at the television regardless of what rubbish it was and eat a takeaway conveniently delivered to the door by a thoroughly soaked and shivering delivery chap, ‘the poor fellow’.

Regardless of those thoughts, he drank his coffee before the computer, prepared himself to shower, then found some clean clothes and generated a more social mood.
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REGARDLESS OF ALL HIS efforts, he had to admit that it was all rather more difficult than he had thought and imagined.
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LOOKING OUT OF THE window towards a bright cheery day, Robin felt immediately refreshed and glad to be alive. It very much looked like his sort of day, a big blue sky with a few cotton-wool-white clouds flying rapidly along, no more sign of horrid rain and greyness. He could hear the wind and see that the sun was bright and bold, somehow it gave him energy and he suddenly saw himself rather like a waking Frankenstein. Coffee was called for. “MaryAnn, are you ready for any coffee yet? Blimey woman, you can certainly sleep.” There were groans and grumbles from under the covers. “Well, I wasn’t expecting to be used like a workout gym, Mister Dynamite. Go away, Robin. At least my wanker bloke goes to sleep at night, I think I love him now, not you. How come a writer has so much energy? I guess it’s all that sitting around you do.” Robin smiled to himself as the male ego glowed and bristled a little and he pulled on his dressing gown, then closed the bedroom door quietly on his way out.

Later that morning, in fact nearly midday, both sat at the kitchen table munching toast and marmalade piled on plates, piled on paperwork, “Thanks for last night MaryAnn.” “Are we talking sex again Robin?” “No MaryAnn, we’re not, we were talking politics, history, philosophies and possibilities’. I truly appreciated your input last night. Somehow talking it through helped me into some clarity. Somehow, people relying on what you actually say, which creates a lot of pressure and responsibility and I have to admit, I was feeling inadequate. So, a very big thank you MaryAnn. You’re a bloody good agent as well.” “Well well, the compliment is appreciated on both subjects. What about the sex Robin James?” “Arr! Now there’s a question, how can one judge anything on just a single example?” “Be careful Robin James or it might remain a single example.” “That’s a fine point you make and it is duly noted. Let us be clear, it was a wonderful night, full of amazement and beauty.” “Oh my god. Now it’s far too much, but thank you, Robin, now I must fly away. I have people to see and places to go, plus a cauldron to stir.” She quickly wrapped her arms around Robin and kissed his forehead. Thanks for dinner and I’m gone, speak later.” “If you haven’t got your broom with you, there’s a spare one in the cupboard by the front door. Fly safely.” She ignored him and slammed the door loudly behind herself. Robin thought for a moment, ‘She didn’t look ready for meetings, all be, she is very beautiful, I hope she’s going home first to tidy up and make-up, maybe have a shower, wash her bits and pieces and by-God, it’s marvellous, she doesn’t seem to even notice the age gap.’

He moved to click on his computer, then thought better of it, knowing he wasn’t yet prepared to start a day’s work. Instead, he dragged on some outdoor clothing and grabbed his keys. He needed to strut for a while and get his creative juices flowing, then go down to the café for a sound breakfast. The plan felt good, all be, he wondered if he was just avoiding the task before him, it was crazy, but he really did feel inadequate and he started to blame that bloody book of his
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	The United Kingdom attempted to move forward after World Wars One and Two.

	The nation was in debt, broke and in social turmoil. It was rapidly losing its empire, and attempting to establish its former global position and industrial might, whilst battling with social demands and national re-organisation and degeneration.

	Instead of investing in modern and futuristic systems, industries, and technologies, it had little option but to concentrate on its financial and banking sectors to sustain, bolster and further the growth of tomorrow, together with a general commitment to improve yesterday’s industries and standards.

	Industry and commerce were frustrated by the economic requirements to satisfy social needs and short-term politics, and those demands were clearly for a better standard of living via benefits, worker rights and wages. Whilst falling slowly behind the improving USA and European levels, particularly within industry, was the inclination to sell off national assets and hive off profits, and profiteered profits, both on a company and personal bases, and that inclination grew significantly due to the influence of the financial sector, banking, and applicable regulation.

	Seventy to eighty years on, and after enduring numerous national and international fluctuations in banking and financial regulation and crashes, and without the stability of the essential utilities and infrastructure being maintained, the United Kingdom is struggling to maintain its historical global position of strength, financial security, and justice. In brief, national credibility and future prospects are forever sinking lower and lower.

	Hence, a once sound and wide-based pyramid society had become an obelisk, standing on the edge of toppling. That society, led by accountants, bankers, and social pressure, and not as should be, guided by them, together with short-term political decisions to gain short-term social and financial favour, and clearly not designed for long-term stability and security.







































[image: ]






[image: ]


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
By John Brooks
A Writers Story withv
v Little Politics
Mixed In

The writer Robin James, iy asked
by the UK Government to-
contribut to- diverse policy ideas:
His life iy okay but now he is finding
fame—but does he choose freedom?





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





