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Foreword
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The mundane, trivial, amusing, domestic, and the downright catastrophic. Everyday events, childhood memories. With a little bit of imagination you can probably relate to these happenings. A collection of short stories that will entertain and amuse. There are a couple of true stories included as well.

The tale about Albert McConachie is in three parts, softened by some intervening short stories. 
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Albert McConachie’s Bad Day
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It starts early, Albert’s still in bed half asleep, he can hear her shuffling along the hall. Why does she have to shuffle, why can’t she lift her feet. It’s deliberate, intended to let him know that she’s up doing things, and he’s not. ‘Get up, it’s late.’ It’s said in a quiet ‘combative’ voice, trying to wind him up, spoil his day, punish him. She can be like that in the mornings, why? No reason, it’s just the way she is. A bad start, pisses him off. Whatever happened to ‘upsy dear, breakfast’s ready, your favourite, eggs benny.’ No, nothing like that. She’s been up for a while shuffling about, making just enough noise to let him know she’s up, making herself useful while he’s lazing in bed, happens every morning. The only way Albert can defend himself is to leap out of bed when she does. Strike first, be full of enthusiasm, start making the breakfast. Next it will be a grumble about some imagined slight, sour breakfast, kill any small talk. She’s just in a bad mood first thing in the mornings, must be in the genome, a female thing. Are all females like this? Albert doesn’t know, he’s never lived with another woman. Could ask around, get real, what will people think. ‘Marriage over Albert, all turning to custard is it?’

Bathroom, shower, whiskers off, not a very cheerful image in the mirror. Get into a better frame of mind, try harder, can’t just be pissed off. Why would she want to ruin his day? Does it give her a sense of power, get him on the ropes, a hard left right first thing, punishment, for what? What is it he’s done to cop this? Does she love me, used to, what’s gone wrong? I bust my guts for her, try really hard, do all the right things, take her out, spend all the money, expensive holidays abroad, put in a lot of extra time at the office improving my position, climbing the salary ladder, slave around the house, the maintenance, the big garden. ‘Get up, it’s getting late.’ Well get over it Albert, it’s not that it’s something new in your life, well actually it is, never used to be like this. Once, a while ago now when he thinks about it, she was loving, affectionate, considerate, but all that seems to have morphed into something quite different, not nice at all, why?

Breakfast, small talk, well Albert is mouthing some words but they are falling on barren ground, she’s ignoring him, winding him up some more, perhaps there’s some sort of a psychiatric problem, must be. One small pleasure, dog, the little creature loves Albert, always makes a big fuss, especially at breakfast, it’s a Bichon, a little fluff ball, a rug rat, something nice in his life. ‘Coffee dear,’ he makes an effort, no response, he tries again, she grunts, unintelligible, ‘I said coffee!’ ‘yes’ she snaps, ‘can’t you hear.’ Oh dear this is worse than the usual morning disaster, great start. Just clear out, go to work, bust my guts all day, for what, come home to this poisonous atmosphere, life just has to be better than this. ‘I may be a bit late home’ he ventures, spur of the moment thought, he’s not going to be late, but it might fetch a response, it doesn’t. ‘Bye dog, I’m off.’ Albert’s parting shot, not exactly a peacemaker but what the hell, she’s just being the complete bitch, where is my life going? 

Suddenly; the distinctive sound of tortured tyres tearing at the pavement, Albert’s tyres! Wait for it, the inevitable crunch, no, made it, just. There’s nothing between Albert’s car and the one in front, no gap at all, but no crunch. His right leg has cramped up with the sudden tension, it’s hurting, he jerks it straight, heel down, toes up, push down hard, usually works. The dick-head in the car in front, what was he thinking. The lights had just changed from green to amber, ‘the accelerate light,’ well around here that’s what amber means. There were a couple of cars in front of him. They did not slow down, that’s the way it is in traffic. ‘We’ll just race through on the amber’ but the driver in front of Albert must have been having a bad day as well, an apparent increase in speed, a moment of indecision, enough time for Albert to start accelerating, suddenly bright red right in front, right in front, STOP!

Albert’s heart is thumping, really thumping, his leg is hurting and suddenly he does not feel well. He has stopped, just, there’s some tooting from behind, typical. The lights run through their sequence, turn green, the idiot in front disappears, not a thought in the world about the near mayhem he has caused. Albert’s still stopped, does not feel well. Some loud tooting, snap out of it, you’re blocking the intersection, get going!

He makes it into the company car park. Albert’s risen through the ranks sufficiently to warrant his own space, it’s a godsend. Traffic, parking, public transport, it’s a nightmare, a private spot in the carpark, priceless. He sits there, immobilised, not feeling well, thinking, my life is crap, why? Self-pity, no time for that, life is what you make it, and heaven knows I certainly try. Perhaps I can make this day work for me, put in a big effort, turn things around, take some flowers home. That would be a surprise, could lighten things up, improve the atmosphere, yes it is a good idea. I’ll make a serious effort today, tail up, go for it.

Albert sits for a while thinking about his new resolve, his new initiative, his ‘about to be better life’ when his current life intrudes. I’m going to be late, bugger, that’s a big no no around here. He leaps out of the car, races across the car park, up the stairs and his leg, his sore leg, cramps up, crash. He’s sprawled on the stairs, the concrete stairs, his trousers are torn, there’s blood. Don’t be late, they’re restructuring, everyone is being assessed, even talk about redundancies and re-applying for your current position. Albert is quite convinced his star is rising, he certainly puts in a lot of time, has a company car park, he’s next in line for the section manager position, his job should be secure, don’t blow it all. There is competition, that young Neville thinks he’s a rising star, bit of a ‘greaser’ young Neville. Into the office, he is late, dishevelled and bleeding, great. Has he been noticed? the whole office has noticed. Is there any understanding, sympathy, compassion, this is my ‘new start’ day.

There is some sympathy, Adele is very sympathetic, that’s nice. Helpful, understanding, she’s a looker as well, lovely personality, why have I not got an Adele at home? Well actually I did once but somewhere along the line she changed, why? I don’t know. Should I make a play for Adele, change my life dramatically, start afresh. Dream on, have you seen Adele’s man? There’s always Cathy, the office ‘cow,’ she’s available, she’s always available, couldn’t miss there. Forget it Albert, come back to your world, the real world, this is your ‘new start’ day remember. 

It’s an average day at the office for Albert, one of many average days, no good work stories. Well there was one, his arrival, but that was not something he wished to remember. Adele had been very good, helped to clean him up, plaster on the knee, even found a pair of trousers. 

‘The lovely Adele fixed me up with a smart pair of trousers when she saw the mess my own had become.’ That will go down well at the pub, not so sure about home.

The end of Albert’s ‘new start’ day, ‘what about a beer or two at the pub?’ It was Robert, he was a good guy, a mate. So far there had been no signs of a new start for Albert but he was optimistic, the day was not over.

‘Adele, what about a drink, Robert and myself are going to drop by the pub for a couple.’

‘Love to.’

It was several beers and it was nearing seven when they called it quits. Albert had said he would be a little late. 

Driving home and would you believe a booze bus, damn, how many did I have. Albert was worried, my ‘new day.’ I had struck up a closer relationship with Adele, but now this.

‘Evening sir, have you been drinking?’

‘Yes officer I’ve had a couple.’

‘What’s your name and address sir?’

‘That’s a positive for alcohol, would you pull over here please.’

The usual breathalyzer, Albert is sweating.

‘That’s ok sir, you’re just under.

‘Thank you officer.’

Home, damn, the flowers? Oh well it’s not as if I had promised. I’ll try a kiss and a cuddle, might work; wrong!

She was parked on the sofa in front of the TV watching some mind numbing nonsense, did not respond to Albert’s effort at a cheery greeting.

‘Sorry I’m a bit late dear, I did mention it this morning.’

‘It’s in the oven,’ was the only response.

A burnt offering, she could have made some effort, but no. It’ll be separate bedrooms next. Could it be the name, McConachie? Albert’s older sister reckoned it was cursed, something from the dark ages. She did the unthinkable and changed her name to ‘Conchie.’ The ultimate insult, disowning your family name. Didn’t work, she’s still a spinster. But then she was never blessed in the good looks department either, poor girl. Don’t see much of her now, went right off at a tangent when she did the name change thing, reckoned she had to distance herself from all things McConachie, pity, I was quite fond of her. She moved away, a long way away, well clear of the McConachies.

What to do, Albert eats the burnt offering alone in the kitchen with the dog.

‘That was lovely dear,’ absolutely no response, how much of this can I take, there could be a breaking point. Imagine Adele on the sofa, scantily dressed, inviting, an erotic film on TV. There’s got to be some pleasure in life, even Cathy would be better than this. What to do? right now I think I’ll just go to bed, the little dog will be my mate, it’s everybody’s mate. Tomorrow? a repeat of today? there’s got to be a better life. 

‘You’ve been drinking, you stink of beer.’

The words were venomous, she spat them out, why, oh why, is my life so terrible. 
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I Need To Go Back
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The new millennium. I’m in my mature years reflecting on life, it’s something that just happens along with a little forgetfulness and a feeling of mortality, mortality, scary stuff!

That time so long ago. Germany during the Cold War. I was very young. What happened then made an indelible impression on my mind. I was a pilot on a nuclear strike squadron. Had the Cold War heated up I was going to wreck nuclear devastation on Eastern Europe. Hard to comprehend after all these years. Was I really going to do that? I was all of twenty something at the time and yes I was going to do it.

I’ve never been back, not met up with my old squadron mates. Nostalgia is setting in, I need to go back, I need to meet my colleagues from that time, that incredible, unbelievable time. Did all that really happen? Yes it did, and when I think about it, it’s frightening. I guess I’m lucky to be here, to have survived. Had the war started I would not have seen day two. They called it MAD, mutually assured destruction, it would certainly have been that, but the war did not start, some dangerously close calls, but no war. Now here I am in my mature years tucked away in the South Seas. It’s where I was born, a wonderful place, a place where I will see out what years I have left. I need to go back, I need to see my old mates, and I need to do it sooner rather than later.

The idea just came to me, no reason. With the passing of time it got stronger, I need to go back.

The Internet, that extraordinary medium. A couple of hours and I was able to make contact. We have to get together, time marches on, my mortality is very much in mind. It happened. I made contact with a squadron mate from that time long ago. A Kiwi who lived in England, married an English girl, made a career in the Royal Air Force. He still had contacts and being a good organiser, he always was, he arranged a get together of the people from Germany, the ones he was able to track down. It got better, the old squadron, now a high tech fighter outfit flying the latest jets, was having an anniversary, an open day at their airfield. Flying displays, a ‘dining in’ for squadron members, an insight into the latest simulators, fighter aircraft, and much more. We were invited to be the squadron’s guests on this special day. My mate managed to track down ten others from the old squadron, a reunion was organised to coincide with this anniversary.

A trip to England, a long way, need to fill it out, make it worthwhile. For me just meeting up with my compatriots from those Cold War years was sufficient but I was taking my partner of many years along. She was keen to visit some distant relatives in Ireland and some friends in England so we stretched it out to four weeks. A bit of Hong Kong shopping on the way, always gets a girl’s attention.

It’s a long way squeezed into a small seat, well the budget version is a small seat and it was a budget version. Good movies though, managed five first runs I think, made the time pass.

London, been a long time, seemed much the same, fascinating place. Met up with friends from home who were off on a cruise, we did some touristy things together. The pubs were the highlight, they’re great in London, memories came flooding back. Then there was the pub food, well yes, I think we’re a bit spoilt in our part of the world. Our New Zealand friends went off on their cruise, we headed north, a week in the countryside with our English friends. The reunion was some days off and our hosts wanted to show us ‘everything English.’ They did a grand job, Ely Cathedral, some Newark Horse Studs, numerous fine pubs and restaurants, historical spots, several places where Oliver Cromwell featured including his house, a thoroughly enjoyable few days.

Then off to the small village where our reunion was going to take place. We’d booked a local hotel for the get together. It was next to the RAF Station where the old squadron is now based with their state of the art jets, the place where the anniversary celebrations were going to take place, it was a moving experience. It had been forty-five years since I had seen these fellows. The highlight for me was reuniting with my navigator from that time, my poor suffering navigator. The terrors I had subjected him too hurtling around the northern part of Germany at high speed just as low as we could go. We had been part of a low level strike outfit and did a lot of low flying. He had aged, we all had, forty-five years is a long time, it’s just that the picture in my mind was of a young chap.

We downed many beers and told tall tales, there was a lot of ‘do you remember,’ nostalgia was thick in the air. I had a lump in my throat, why had we left it so long? No reason, it’s just that time marches on and we tend to be so busy with our lives that there’s not time to reflect, until suddenly, well in my case it happened suddenly, you become aware of your mortality and you start to reflect on your life.

There were a couple of fellows who could not make the reunion, poor health, we were all in our seventies, lucky to still be here. Someone had the phone contacts and after many beers there was some phone calling. This moistened the eyes, it was incredible just to hear their voices. There was a meal, a really good meal, the hotel made a big effort for our group, more drinks, more reminiscing. 

We were welcomed onto the airfield the following day by the current CO and well looked after, squadron members from yesteryear. I had never thought about that, suddenly I felt seriously old, am I old? We were split into two groups, each assigned a current squadron pilot. We scored a young lad in a flying suit, they were all young lads. This keen young fellow appeared to be very young but when you think it through that’s exactly what we must have looked like all those years ago. We ribbed him about whether he was only allowed out of school to fly his hot jet at the weekends. There was a flying display, it blew me away. One of the current squadron jets, the things it could do, made the vintage jets we had used to defend the West look very ordinary. Then we were shown a modern jet simulator, small, very high tech, I was impressed. I was even more impressed when I was invited to ‘have a go.’ Our ‘schoolboy’ guide then took us to a hanger where we were allowed to get into the cockpit of one of the squadron’s current aircraft. So different, there was little I could actually relate to. I found myself engulfed in a great wave of nostalgia, oh to be young again. There was a lot of picture taking in






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
N
N

REX MANGlN





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





