
  Track One


  


  “I will introduce you to the four who I told you about earlier Carol,” said Mrs Chew with jauntiness in her voice.


  The pair walked into the warm recreation room and over to four elderly men sat in armchairs in front of a polished black Steinway piano.


  The men stopped chatting and looked up at the women.


  “Good morning, this is Carol. She has come for an interview for the Nursing Sister’s position to manage our new nursing home section,” said Mrs Chew.


  Carol smiled and then furrowed her brow when she smelt an unpleasant aroma lingering around the four.


  “Good morning Carol, I am Charles and delighted to meet you,” said Charles in his articulate English tone and he smirked when he saw the blond-haired woman smiling through her grimace.


  “Hello Charles, It’s lovely to meet you too,” said Carol, thinking Charles reminded her of her grandfather in his smart shirt, tie, and cardigan.


  Charles smiled and nodded at Carol.


  “You look too pretty and young to be looking after old farts,” said a scrawny looking wrinkled geriatric who looked only slightly more alive than Keith Richards. “I can’t see a wedding ring, are you married?” he asked and leered at Carol who blushed.


  “That’s John,” said Mrs Chew.


  “It’s Boomer you old bat,” snapped John Varley.


  Mrs Chew smirked as Boomer glared at her, knowing he hated anyone calling him John.


  Carol looked at the scruffy old obnoxious man dressed in a tatty old stained ACDC T-shirt and grimy jeans. She thought Boomer’s face looked like an anaemic prune and he had a bald scalp with long greasy grey hair around the back and sides. She smiled, shook her head, and said. “No Boomer, I am not married, but I live with my partner in London.”


  “Partner, does that mean a woman… are you a Lezzie?”


  Carol giggled. “No Boomer, he is my boyfriend.”


  “Huh, why didn’t you just say boyfriend then?”


  “Allo Carol, I’m Elvin,” said a small elderly man as bald as a bell-end, in a chirpy cockney accent. “I’m from the old smoke too, wot part of London are you from?”


  Carol smiled. “Hello Elvin, I’m not from London, I am from Chelmsford, but I went to London University and have been living and working in Whitechapel for several years,” she said, trying not to stare at Elvin’s digitally challenged hands.


  “Ignore Boomer Carol, he is an acquired taste,” smiled a younger looking man with Latino looks and jet-black hair. “Hi, I’m Wayne and originally from Canada, but I have lived in England for many years.”


  “Yeah, because they don’t sell grecian2000 in Canada,” whispered Boomer and chortled quietly so Wayne wouldn’t hear him, even with his new hearing aid, which Wayne hadn’t yet figured out how to use properly.


  “Hi Wayne,” Carol said and smiled at the four. “It’s lovely to meet you all. Mrs Chew told me you are all retired musicians. Do you still perform?”


  Charles smirked. “Oh, no my dear, but we still practice sometimes and perform the occasional recital for the other residents, but nothing too strenuous,” he nodded toward his piano.


  “We’re too old to be rockers,” said Elvin and smirked.


  “Speak for yourself, baldy. You know we still belt out some great tunes,” said the brash Boomer and, being glared at by the other three, looked chastised and sheepish.


  “Okay Carol, now you have met these and most of the residents, let’s go to my office and finalise the details.”


  Carol nodded, and the pair walked out of the rec room and over to Mrs Chew’s office on the ground floor of the residence. They walked past several other elderly residents she had met earlier, still sitting on wooden benches in the well-kept grounds of Fossdyke residential home enjoying the sunshine on a beautiful summer’s day. Carol inhaled the sweet floral fragrances drifting on the soft summer breeze and removing the stench surrounding the four musicians from her nostrils.


  “Charles, Wayne, Elvin, and Boomer are interesting characters,” said Carol, “but there was a strange smell. Does one of them have a bowel problem?”


  Mrs Chew shook her head and said. “One of them did, but he passed away several years ago and the four blame the ripe smell on his ghost. The old guys call it Steve’s revenge,” she then chuckled. “Don’t worry; the contractor said it’s either a small blockage or crack in an old terracotta sewer pipe running under the floor beneath Charles’s piano. Since the smell quickly cleared and the rare times it happened was after meal times, the contractor said that it wasn’t worth the upheaval of digging it up.”


  Mrs Chew glanced at Carol as they walked. “Have you heard of Kipper?”


  Carol raised her eyebrows and said. “Yes, who hasn’t; I am a big fan!”


  Mrs Chew, grinning at Carol looking excited, thought, ‘She looks a bit old to be a star-struck teenager,’ and she asked. “Did you know he is from Cleethorpes?”


  “No… really!” gasped Carol. “Hope is my favourite album, I bought it years ago, and I still love it. Have you ever met him, Mrs Chew?”


  Mrs Chew nodded. “Oh yes, he visits here often when he comes to Cleethorpes to see the four you just met, they are great friends.”


  “Wow!” exclaimed Carol. “Perhaps I will get to meet him if I get the job.”


  They went into Mrs Chew’s plush office and Carol sat down. Mrs Chew sat behind her desk and again picked up Ms Carol Jenkins Curriculum Vitae. She glanced at her certificates in nursing and elderly care management, impressed by her qualifications and university degrees. However, Mrs Chew couldn’t understand why Carol wanted to come from a high-class London nursing care home to a small seaside town like Cleethorpes and Carol had been vague when she’d asked her.


  “Do the residents go to the local pub I passed coming here? It was close by and looked very impressive with the nicest beer garden I have seen. You don’t get that standard in London anymore.”


  Mrs Chew looked up from the paperwork and said. “Yes, Baker Street is a lovely pub and Cosmo… Mr Sugden, the landlord, is a friend of the musicians who go there to see him. That’s when he’s not gallivanting around the world on holiday looking for birds. He is in the Philippines at the moment but nobody knows for how long,” she chuckled.


  “Does Mrs Fossdyke come here often?”


  Mrs Chew shook her head. “Not so much nowadays Carol; Doctor Fossdyke has a busy medical centre in Hull, so barely gets the time. It was her late father, Steve, who passed away and I still think she has painful memories.”


  Carol smiled. “Well, I certainly like Fossdyke and the residents, I hope you will consider me for the position, I am sure I will be an invaluable employee.”


  Mrs Chew again glanced at Carol’s C.V. and nodded.


  “This is impressive, but I will need to contact your current employer. I imagine the Care Home Manager who gave you the glowing reference letter will be sad to see you go,” said Mrs Chew, picking up the reference letter from Hawthorn Green residential nursing home and sanctuary care in Whitechapel, London. “I will call her and…”


  She stopped mid-sentence as the noise of a car driving along the gravel path and screeching to a halt outside the recreation room disturbed her. Mrs Chew smiled as she looked out of the window.


  “Oh, Kipper’s here. I see he bought another new sports car,” she said as Kipper got out of his gleaming red Tesla Roadster, waved at Mrs Chew at the office window, and walked into the recreation room.


  Mrs Chew waved back and smiled, she then looked at Carol. “Would you like to go back to the recreation room and meet him? He will be visiting the Fos... err, his old friends.”


  Carol smirked and then looking nervous, gasped and stammered. “No thanks, but maybe next time, if I am lucky enough to get the job. I won’t take up any more of your time Mrs Chew. Please call me if I am suitable for the position. I must leave now so I can be back in London before the rush hour traffic. It was a pleasure to meet you and some of the residents.”


  Carol extended her hand and, after shaking Mrs Chew’s, she rushed out of the office, strode towards her car in the small Fossdyke car park, and drove off.


  Mrs Chew furrowed her brow and then smiled and thought. ‘Meeting Kipper must have overawed her, she must be a love-struck thirty-something-year-old… mind you, she doesn’t look much older than him. Who knows, perhaps when she and Kipper meet it will be love at first sight. He needs a good woman to look after him and who better than a Nursing Sister, and she seems like a very nice woman. Maybe I can be a new Cilla Black.’ She giggled and impersonating Cilla, said. “Do I need to buy a new hat for Kipper and Carol’s wedding, chuck?’ Mrs Chew sniggered and picked up Carol’s reference letter from Jane Sinclair, the Care Home Manager at Hawthorn Green, she dialled the phone number on the letter and spoke to Jane.


  “Thanks Mrs Sinclair, I will,” said Mrs Chew before hanging up.


  ‘Jane Sinclair sounded like a school principal, very disciplined… perhaps I should change my tone and instil dread into that lot,’ thought Mrs Chew who chuckled and said. “Varley, you scruffy little Oike, wash that filthy T-shirt, immediately!”


  Still chuckling, she sat back in the chair and looked at Carol Jenkin’s documents again. Mrs Chew knew she had a hard decision to make that would be a quandary for the old remaining Fossils, and Kipper, especially now, but she needed an assistant. Her workload had increased since Lucy added a new wing to Fossdyke and made it with nursing home facilities. Mrs Chew had no nursing qualifications and before they could operate as a nursing home, they needed qualified nursing staff and knew that Carol was the best candidate she’d interviewed for running a nursing team.


  


  


  Carol’s heart raced as she drove along the Cleethorpes beach road. She stopped in the Market Place, parked her 2015 Volkswagen Passat, turned off the engine, and breathed a sigh of relief. She felt exhilarated as she reset her GPS for the return journey to London and looked out of the windscreen at a small fish and chip restaurant nearby. ‘I suppose I better try the greasy offerings they rave about up here,’ she thought and grimaced at the thought of having to spend time at this crappy northern seaside town. “I better call Billy and let him know that everything went as planned,” she said aloud, took her smartphone from her handbag, turned it on, and dialled Billy Numan’s number.


  “Hi Susan,” answered an anxious-sounding Billy Numan. “How did it go? Was it them?”


  Susan McHale smirked. “Yes, I met Nobby, Chippers, and Sticks, but they have a new member who calls himself Boomer. He must be replacing Strat but he’s a horrible little man. I wanted to iron the wrinkles out of his face with a hot steam iron.”


  Billy chuckled. “All in good time. Once we have our revenge on Nutley, we can sort out the other stuff; so they believed you were Carol Jenkins, a qualified Geriatric Nursing Sister?”


  Susan sighed. “Yes, Mrs Chew, the manager of the home, believed my phoney C.V. and qualification certificates. She swallowed my story hook, line, and sinker. She was calling Jane at Hawthorn when I left Fossdyke.”


  She heard Billy laugh as he reassured her. “Don’t worry, Jane is expecting her call, and we know she will convince her. She is a good friend as well as my sister- in- law and understands what we are doing will expose the lying, deceitful Kipper, so we can be vindicated, clear our names, and return to our high life… with millions of pounds in compensation.”


  “I suppose so, but we have a few unforeseen obstacles to contend with,” said Susan sounding wistful.


  “Oh yes,” said Billy, hearing the concern in Susan’s voice, “and what might they be?”


  Susan had a quake in her voice when she told Billy. “Kipper turned up while I was there and Mrs Chew said he comes to see them whenever he’s in town. She also told me that although Lucy Fossdyke rarely visited, they go to the pub to see Sugden and he has seen me before, but she said he’s on holiday although doesn’t know for how long.”


  “Did Kipper see you?” asked Billy sounding alarmed.


  “No, I don’t think so; he went into another building to see the four, so I got out of there quick.”


  The phone went silent while Billy gathered his thoughts and then said. “I knew Kipper would be going there more often now to get his material for the new album but I didn’t know when, but that won’t be a problem. I have contacts within his management agency, so I will just pay them a little extra to tell me every time he is due to leave London. That will give you plenty of time to arrange something to keep out of sight. However, this Sugden character could pose a problem which we need to overcome beforehand… assuming you get the job.”


  “Oh,” said Susan sounding confident. “If Jane plays her part, I am certain I have it.”


  “Great, well done Susan, I will chill the wine for when you get home and we can talk more when you arrive. We will have an early night because we have a lot of planning to do. I will call Ollie Smith and let him know.”


  “Okay darling, I am grabbing a bite to eat first before I set off. I will see you at home in about five hours if the traffic isn’t bad.”


  The pair hung up and Susan smiled as she walked into Steel’s restaurant and ordered from the ‘a la carte menu’ painted on the greasy wall above the deep-fat fryer: Chips, onion rings, and mushy peas.


  Billy smirked, sat back in his chair and thought. ‘You should have stuck to being DJ Kipper because you are making a big mistake doing a new Fossils album… We know you have no talent, but we know who does… and now we know where you go to get it. We will get evidence to expose you as the fraudster you are. The world will know I was right years ago and you are a talentless shyster. We will be back at the top where we belong.’


  Billy’s intercom then buzzed and an abrupt sounding man ordered. “Numan, fetch me a Cappuccino and a Bagel.”


  


  Track Two


  

  When Boomer first arrived at Fossdyke, it had taken Charles, Elvin, and Wayne a long time to accept the obnoxious, foul-mouthed character who didn’t get along with the staff or residents. Always wearing tatty t-shirts and scruffy jeans, and with more wrinkles than a bulldog’s botty, he looked like an ancient ‘Stig of the Dump,’ who Mrs Chew kept threatening to wash his mouth out with carbolic. He stayed in his room most of the time when he first arrived, only going for meals. Occasionally he spoke to the three but constantly banged on about his time playing with the famous bands in the ’60s, 70s, and 80s, which became repetitive and boring. The atmosphere in Fossdyke was tense for the first year he was there, and Mrs Chew and Lucy felt disappointed.


  

  Charles, Elvin, and Wayne spent most evenings at Baker Street chatting with Cosmo and Paddy, his bar manager. Nowadays, they rarely spoke of their time in Southeast Asia and, although they all thought about it, knew they would never return.


  Occasionally, they would perform for the other residents at Fossdyke. Charles would play slow classical pieces, with Wayne and Elvin accompanying him on the double bass and drums. These recitals entertained the residents and pissed Boomer off as he kept appearing with his old Duane Eddy signature Gretsch guitar, but as the others played the slow melodies with no electronic amps or speakers, he ended up going back to his room and sulking, much to the delight of the remaining Fossils who smirked.


  Life for the old men became mundane and routine, they often thought about their adventure with Steve, and they and Cosmo regularly toasted his old Stratocaster displayed in Baker Street’s plush function room.


  Kipper visited, and with Christmas only a few days away, he had brought presents for his old friends and Cosmo.


  They sat in the centrally heated recreation room in front of Charles’s Steinway and Kipper gave them each a wrapped gift. The lads knew by the size and weight of the boxes that he had bought them gold watches again. However, they also knew it would be classy, lavish, tasteful, and the year’s most popular brand name, as Kipper’s gifts always were, because his PA did all his shopping, and she had impeccable taste.


  “I will leave Cosmo’s with you if that’s okay. You can give him it when he comes back from his bird watching holiday in the Bahamas,” he chuckled and handed Charles the same size package he had given them all.


  The three gave Kipper his gifts, and he smiled. “Thanks fellas, I will take them back to London and open them on Christmas Day.”


  Kipper never knew what he would be getting. The geriatrics brought him something different every year, sometimes it was sensible clothing and sometimes, something not so sensible. He still chuckled every time he looked at his cheetah body truss and Elephant trunk underwear hung in one of his walk-in closets in his Mayfair Penthouse apartment.


  They sat and drank coffee mid-afternoon on a mild winter’s day.


  With the gardens at Fossdyke looking sparse with no leaves on the trees or shrubs, and with a slight frosty nip in the air, the residents stayed indoors, and the recreation and TV room was full of chatter. However, Kipper and the others knew that wouldn’t be for long, as Boring Bill and Crabby Sam were setting up afternoon Bingo in the new lounge next door, with the hairdresser and manicurist due in a few hours.


  Charles, Wayne, and Elvin had noticed a change in their young friend over the years. After the hype and sensation of the Fossils saga had died down and with all the fame and adulation Kipper had received, he had turned into a humble, sensible young man. Although he had many adoring fans and recognised everywhere he went in the UK, he’d never let fame or fortune go to his head again. Although he still lived the playboy lifestyle and his DJ venues were the busiest in London. He was no longer hounded by the media as Fossils and the Hope album was yesterday’s news, but that was about to change.


  Kipper took a drink of coffee, looked at the three, and grinned.


  The three looked at Kipper who had a mischievous grin and knew what Steve would say… so Wayne said it. “What are you looking so smug about buggerlugs?”


  Kipper smirked. “I have an idea I want to run by you all,” he said, took another mouthful of coffee, put his mug on the coffee table, and leant forward. “I want Fossils us to make a new album.”


  The three looked stunned as Kipper then told them of his thoughts about making a new album and wanted to get their feedback. He hoped they would become involved, with money being no object. Kipper had made a fortune over the years, which Cosmo, Lucy and the three had benefitted from because Kipper had kept to his word and shared all the profits from ‘Hope’ between them all.


  Wayne shook his head. “No chance Buddy, I don’t want to go through that shit again.”


  “Me neither,” said Elvin cringing. “I am surprised you are even considering it.”


  Charles threw out his hands and said. “Why on earth would you want to bring back the problems Kipper? The world knows you as Fossils and you are a successful DJ, so I don’t understand; you don’t need the money.”


  Kipper sighed. “I understand that Charles, and it’s not about the money. To be honest, I am bored with being a DJ, it’s the same old shit every night, and I am fed up. I feel stuck in a mundane, repetitive existence and I need a change. Although we had loads of problems before with Fossils, it was the best time of my life. Things will be different this time; I am older and wiser and know the music business inside out. I spoke with Fredrick, although he advised me to plan carefully, said he would guide me each step of the way and, even though Fossils would be performing the songs as long as I performed on each track of the album on the video, it will be a legal Fossils album.”


  “Well, we know all about mundane existences, but we are safe and still way too old for the rock scene,” said Elvin, rubbing his bald head, “besides, we don’t have a rhythm guitarist.”


  “That’s the beauty,” said Kipper smirking. “You won’t appear on anything as I won’t be doing live concerts, so there will only be the video of me with session musicians and the record. All you have to do is write the songs and I will do the rest in the studio where they can recreate my voice to sound like Charles. I know you don’t have a guitarist, but I can hire a good session musician to add the guitar later because it would look too suspicious if a stranger kept turning up here with a guitar.”


  Elvin shook his head. “No, I don’t fink we can help, mate, sorry,” he said and frowned.


  “Nah Buddy, I don’t think any of us want to risk it again, we are too old for that shit.”


  “Wayne’s right, besides we have nowhere to rehearse without being caught. That Boomer character is a nasty sod and we couldn’t avoid him indefinitely.”


  Kipper sighed and looked disappointed. “Okay fellas, I understand; does anyone want another coffee?”


  He went over to the coffee machine and made four Lattes while the three looked at each other.


  “Maybe you and Wayne can write a few tunes and lyrics without us practising them Charles?” said Elvin.


  Charles shook his head. “No, we don't know how they will sound unless we played them and altered accordingly, and for that, we need a guitarist.”


  Wayne nodded his agreement.


  Kipper came back and handed them each a coffee, and they sat drinking the creamy beverage until Kipper left Fossdyke and drove back to London.


  

  After supper, the Fossils went to the recreation room. They felt relieved, as Boomer wasn’t at supper, so assumed he had gone out on one of his mystery tours, which he did on occasions after shouting profanities aimed at no one in particular.


  As they approached the recreation room, they heard a guitar playing through a speaker and looked at each other.


  Surprised, they walked into the room where Boomer was playing his Duane Eddy signature Gretsch guitar.


  The three, taken aback, walked over to Boomer engrossed in his tune, and with his face contorting when he played, he looked like a constipated gargoyle.


  “What on earth are you up too?” asked Charles.


  Boomer stopped playing and smirked. “I bought a mini amp/speaker earlier so I am trying it out. The acoustics are better in here than my small room,” he said and pointed to a box clipped to the waistband of his tatty jeans. “Sounds great, doesn’t it? I am playing a tune I wrote a few years ago, what do you reckon? It sounds better than your boring stuff. I’ll be done in a few minutes,” he said and continued playing.


  Wayne and Elvin raised their eyebrows and Charles frowned.


  The three sat and listened as the constipated gargoyle rocked his way through his tune. Wayne, impressed with the catchy rock rhythm as a lyric popped into his head. He and Elvin tapped their feet along to the rhythm. Charles looked furious and glared at Boomer, who seemed oblivious to them until he’d finished.


  “Right you can have your rec space back, I am going to my room,” said Boomer.


  “Good,” snapped Charles, as Boomer opened his guitar case and took out a page of sheet music, made alterations, and put the sheet music and his old Gretsch inside the case.


  “You can read and write music?” asked Wayne, looking surprised.


  Boomer looked at him and wrinkled his forehead, looking like a surprised old sea sponge.


  “Yeah, of course I can, how do you think I write my songs?” he said. “I write tunes and can play most instruments, but I only play the guitar well, it’s the only thing I enjoy playing. Oh, and I sing occasionally… why?”


  “No reason,” said Wayne and looked at Charles and Elvin looking bemused.


  “Have one of you dropped your guts, it stinks,” said Boomer, wafting a foul smell away and gagging. “Whoever it is should go take a dump… you reek.”


  Charles, Wayne, and Elvin looked at one another and smirked. Although none of them had farted, they knew that familiar foul ripe smell.


  They looked at Boomer and then up at the heavens.


  Boomer picked up his guitar case and headed to his room, mumbling about feeling ill.


  The three stared at each other as the ripe smell cleared.


  “Do you fink Steve was trying to tell us somefing?” asked Elvin, looking skyward.


  Charles and Wayne didn’t reply, they looked at one another, and then at Boomer leaving the rec room.


  

  After Christmas dinner at Fossdyke, the old lads went along to Baker Street to celebrate Christmas. Kipper had phoned earlier to wish them Merry Christmas and Cosmo had returned home that morning from his holiday.


  They took along Cosmo’s gift from Kipper and intended to have a few drinks and spend the afternoon at the pub and listen to Cosmo’s tales from the Bahamas. They knew it would centre on his twitching activities… it usually did. Bird watching was his passion and he spent most of his time jetting off to exotic foreign locations, to watch birds.


  Wearing their matching 18-carat gold, Audemars Piquet Royal Oak watches, courtesy of Kipper, and wearing thick winter clothing, they made their way to Baker Street and into the busy function room. Baker Street was far more civilised than the Wellow, and now looked plush, with the clientele more the wine bar couples and not the rowdy thugs of the past. Taylor Swift was playing over the pub’s sound system as the three sat at their usual table and as Wayne got up to go to the bar, Paddy came over with three whiskies.


  “Aye up, Merry Christmas, Cosmo’s having a nap, he didn’t get back until early morning, and he’s knackered.”


  Paddy put their drinks down and went behind the bar to serve other customers.


  “Paddy’s a nice bloke,” said Elvin.


  “Yes, he is,” said Charles, “but I still can’t understand why they call him Paddy… he’s from Burnley.”


  The others chuckled as they had asked Paddy before and he told them that he had never even been to Ireland. They had given him the nickname at school because his name is Patrick McDonald, so his schoolmates nicknamed him Paddy McDonut and the name Paddy had stuck.


  “He’s a good bar manager and takes care of the pub nearly all the time now that Cosmo is an international jet-setter,” said Wayne and chuckled.


  The lads drank the whisky and as the amber fluid warmed Wayne said, “Chewy said Lucy is coming to see us all tomorrow, which will be nice, it had been ages since she’d visited us at Fossdyke.”


  “Lorraine and the grandkids are supposed to be coming to see me as well tomorrow,” said Charles who frowned and looked disappointed, “if she has the time.”


  “My kids and grandkids ‘av gone to Spain for Christmas,” said Elvin and sighed.


  “Never mind Buddy, we have each other, so it’s the three musketeers as usual.”


  “Four,” chuckled Cosmo, interrupting Wayne. He sat down and placed three more whiskies in front of them. “Merry Christmas lads,” he said and sculled his whisky.


  Charles handed Cosmo his gift from Kipper and they all handed him the gifts from them. Cosmo looked at his small box and the Fossils showed them their matching watches and smirked.


  Several more whiskies later, with them all now wearing matching watches, the old guys felt spannered. They listened to Cosmo’s account of his Caribbean holiday, which centred on his daily island hopping tours around the Bahamas and what birds he had seen and photographed of the 109 species inhabiting the many islands.


  “Look, here’s a flock of pink flamingos wading in a lake in Nassau.” He flicked the picture on his phone and continued and here is the same flock in flight.” He flicked that image and said, “ooh, now this one is interesting, it’s a Bahama yellow throat.”


  Wayne, now bored, interrupted Cosmo’s bird show by telling him about Kipper’s visit and told him what he’d asked them to do.


  Cosmo furrowed his brow and looked pensive, and then, sounding wistful said. “Why don’t you do it? I know how bored you all are with your mundane life at Fossdyke. If Kipper has spoken to Fredrick, and he said it’s okay and as long as you will be safe… why not?” Cosmo looked at the faces of the spannered old fellas and said. “I will call Kipper later and give Fred a call after the Christmas holidays and check.”


  Cosmo puckered his brow, rubbed his chin, and said. “Mind you, it will be difficult rehearsing at Fossdyke with that obnoxious git Boomer sniffing around, but I have a large room upstairs empty.


  A few hours later, the three old men staggered back to Fossdyke.


  “I reckon we should do it, what do you think, Charles?”


  Charles belched and slurred. “Don’t be ridiculous Wayne.”


  “What do you think, Chippers?”


  Elvin chuckled; he hadn’t been called Chippers since Thailand.


  “Let’s talk about it when we’re sober, Sticks,” he slurred. “We can get Lucy’s advice tomorrow. What do you think Nobby?”


  Charles stayed quiet but smirked as they tried to walk sensibly past Mrs Chew’s office and staggered to their rooms.


  

  After breakfast, the three went to the rec room. They sat by the Steinway while other residents watched the Boxing Day TV programmes on the large theatre television system in the adjacent room.


  With drooping eyes and hangdog expressions, they silently drank coffee and groaned.


  Wayne took a bottle of paracetamol from his pocket and handed Elvin and Charles two each.


  “I feel rough,” croaked Elvin after swallowing his tablets. “I wonder what time Lucy’s coming?”


  Charles and Wayne shrugged, and then Wayne asked. “What time’s Lorraine coming, Buddy?”


  “I don’t know,” said Charles sounding morose and looking pale as he sat back in his armchair and closed his eyes, “that’s if she can be bothered to come.”


  “Hey guys, have you had any more thoughts about what Cosmo said?”


  “What about, Wayne?” croaked Elvin, forcing a smirk, “the Black-bellied whistling duck?”


  “Nah, Dumbo, about helping Kipper make a new album.”


  Charles glared at Wayne through bloodshot eyes. “Don’t be ridiculous Wayne. You can’t seriously be considering it. That was just the whisky talking.”


  “Bloody hollering more like,” said Elvin, grinning.


  Wayne shrugged. “Why not, we have nothing better to do?”


  Charles shook his head and closed his eyes.


  “Well at least we can think about it and discuss it,” said Wayne, frowning.


  “There is nothing to discuss, the answer is no,” said Charles.


  Elvin looked at Wayne and then Charles looking comatose, and said. “Cosmo said he would find out more when he called Kipper and said he would call that big wig lawyer after the Christmas ‘olidays.”


  Charles said nothing and Wayne and Elvin looked at one another, smiled, and then looked at Charles.


  “Why don’t we ask Lucy when she comes and see wot she finks?”


  “I don’t want to discuss it now, Elvin,” said Charles, who got off his chair. “I’m going to my room for a lie-down.”


  Lucy arrived after lunch and went to see the old men in the rec room. She went over to them and shrilled, “Merry Christmas!”


  She pecked each of the three on the cheek and sat.


  “Merry Christmas Lucy,” they said in unison, and reached down to the side of their armchairs and gave Lucy her gifts.


  Lucy took theirs out of a bag and handed one to each. “They are nice watches,” chuckled Lucy noticing them wearing identical gold watches. “They also do a ladies version,” she said and showed them her lady’s Audemars Piquet Royal Oak, and they all chuckled.


  “They must ‘av cost him a fortune, they’re solid gold, and Cosmo’s got one.”


  Lucy giggled. “So has Mrs Chew, Kipper bought her one as well.” She took a drink of coffee and said, “It’s the same every year, Kipper has always been kind and generous. Even though he is making a fortune and mingling with the stars, he never forgets us. We are his family and I am proud of the sensible boy he has become and not let fame go to his head again. I know Dad would have been proud of him.”


  The others smiled and agreed. Wayne smiled and looked at Elvin who nodded.


  “Speaking of Kipper,” said Wayne. “He came to see us a few days ago and …” Wayne explained Kipper’s proposal, and he wanted their help.


  Charles threw Wayne a curt look while he was explaining, but knew what Lucy’s reaction would be. He thought she would tell Wayne the idea was ludicrous and they should forget about it.


  Charles looked shocked when Wayne finished telling the story and Lucy furrowed her brow and appeared to be pondering.


  “Hmm,” mumbled Lucy, and sounding wistful said. “If Fredrick Farquharson-Jones said it’s okay… perhaps I should find out more. I will call Kipper later, and after the Christmas holidays, I will call Fredrick and ask his advice.”


  Elvin nodded and said. “When we told Cosmo, he said he would that, but suggested we should ‘elp. We said no at first, but the more Wayne and me think about it, and if you agree, the more interested we are to help. Kipper sounded bored with his routine lifestyle.”


  “Yeah,” said Wayne. “I can imagine how boring his lifestyle is… partying every night, gorgeous women hanging off his arm, driving around London in brand new sports cars, owning plush penthouse suites in the capital city, and making an absolute fortune… it must be mundane,” he chuckled.


  Lucy smiled at the happy looking pair but saw Charles frowning and said. “If Kipper’s plan sounded feasible and safe,” Lucy shrugged, “and if Fredrick said everything would be fine… and providing you want to, I can see no reason why not.” She looked at the hangdog expressions on the hungover geriatrics, smirked, and sounding sarcastic, added. “Perhaps you can involve that charming man… Boomer. He claims to be a great guitarist, maybe he can be Dad’s replacement.”


  She then screwed up her eyes and grimaced. “Phwarr, what’s that awful smell?”


  Lucy then left because the ripe but familiar smell lingered.


  Charles, Wayne, and Elvin looked at one another in silence.


  Wayne then smiled and opened the bottle of single malt whisky Lucy had brought him while Elvin made half a cup of coffee for each and then Wayne splashed a generous amount of the amber fluid into each cup.


  “Ahh, ‘air of the dog,” said Elvin, wincing as he took the first mouthful.


  The pair looked at Charles, who, although he said nothing, looked angry.


  “We know you aren’t keen on the idea Nobby, but let’s wait and see what Cosmo and Lucy say after they have spoken to Kipper and that Fredrick bloke, then we can decide,” said Elvin.


  Charles took a mouthful of wobbly coffee, juddered as he swallowed the strong whisky, and then smiled and nodded.


  

  

  Several weeks later, after the New Year’s festivities were over and the old fellas had recovered from their wankered sessions with Cosmo at Baker Street, they sat around Charles’s Steinway.


  Lucy had phoned earlier and told them about her discussion with Fredrick Farquharson-Jones who had told her that if they follow his advice on the legal side as Kipper had planned, then everything would be fine.


  Cosmo had recounted a similar conversation with the old barrister, but as both he and Lucy told them: it was up to them.


  Wayne and Elvin were keen to do it, but Charles still had concerns and said. “What about a guitarist? We can’t write or alter the songs without first hearing a rhythm guitar and riffs when we rehearse. Even though Steve couldn’t read music, he could listen to a song, add the guitar, and we wrote down the music as he played it. It’s as Kipper said, we can’t have a session musician turning up here daily.”


  “Why don’t we get Boomer involved as Lucy suggested?”


  “She was joking, Elvin. He’s a horrible man; I can’t see any of us getting on with the obnoxious little sod.”


  Wayne nodded. “I agree Charles, but how about trying him? He sounded okay when we walked in on him playing. Why don’t we hear what he can do without mentioning us being Fossils or what we are planning until we are certain?”


  “Yeah, and he said he can read and write music… and reckoned he could sing.”


  “That’s all well and good Elvin, but I don’t think any of us could work with him. He’s not only obnoxious, but I think he’s bonkers… and what’s with that facial tic he has on occasions before he bursts out swearing at everyone?”


  Wayne sighed. “I know Charles, but I can see no other alternative without arousing suspicion, and Lucy and Cosmo told us that’s something we couldn’t do.”


  “Yeah, and we need to let Kipper know whether we will do it so he can arrange everything beforehand,” said Elvin and sighed.


  Charles rubbed his chin and said. “Let’s go see Cosmo before he goes away next week and ask him.”


  

  

  The trees and bushes looked bare and covered with a glistening translucent frost; the branches looked like thin brown skeletal hands reaching out for warmth and sunlight on a bitterly cold winter’s day.


  Boomer looked suspicious. ‘Who can that be knocking? Nobody ever comes to see me,’ he thought as he opened the door.


  “Hi Buddy, sorry to disturb you, but we need your help if you have time?” said Wayne with a cheeky grin.


  Elvin smirked. “Yeah, I bought an amp and speaker but I ain’t got a clue how to use it. I only play me old double bass, but I bought an electric bass guitar ages ago so thought I would try it out,” he chuckled. “How was I to know it doesn’t work without being plugged into a speaker?”


  “Yes, I’m afraid we are stumped, but we know you use a speaker amplifier for your instrument and would be grateful for your help,” said Charles and smiled. “We wondered if you would set it up for us and show us what it can do.”


  Boomer frowned at the three and then stared at them individually. He then smiled and said. “Sure I’ll get my stuff and meet you in the rec room.”


  With the other residents either in the TV room or lounge waiting for haircuts or manicures, the recreation room was quiet.


  Carrying his Gretsch, Boomer walked over to Charles, Elvin, and Wayne, and saw Elvin’s speaker/amp plugged in, and his Fender bass leant against the wall.


  “Hi Buddy, thanks for helping,” said Wayne, and got up and made Boomer a coffee while he took out his Gretsch, leads, and foot pedals from the case and went over to the speaker/amp.


  “This is one of the best makes, it has an equalizer so that makes things simpler,” said Boomer, looking impressed as he turned on the amplifier, plugged in his Gretsch, and set up the controls to his settings.


  “You can also plug in your bass Elvin, but I will set it up differently. Let me show you how it sounds,” said Boomer setting up his foot pedals and tuning up the Gretsch.


  “This is one I wrote, it would sound better with bass and drums though,” said Boomer before playing a catchy rock tune with several fast riffs.


  Charles, Elvin, and Wayne looked at one another and smiled. ‘He sounds good,’ they all thought and laughed under their breath as the constipated gargoyle rocked away.


  Boomer finished and smirked at the three. “Well, what d’ya think?” he picked up his coffee and took a slurp.


  “Sounds good, Buddy,” said Wayne.


  “Yeah,” said Elvin, pointing to his Fender bass. “I wish I could play like that. It’s not the same as my old Flores,” he chuckled. “Maybe we can add rock music to our repertoire, but I can’t even play the damn thing. Hopefully, I’ll learn.”


  Charles smirked when he recalled his first meeting with Steve, Elvin, and Wayne and how they ended up being the UK’s top rock group, with Kipper being recognised as Fossils and having world-wide acclaim.


  “Don’t worry, I will teach you to play your electric bass, Elvin,” said Boomer, interrupting Charles’s thoughts and then taking another drink of coffee.


  “Perhaps it was a little loud and rocky for my tastes, we would never perform songs like that,” said Charles, smirking. “Do you know anything a little less upbeat?”


  Boomer smirked, looked in his guitar case, and flicked through his sheet music.


  “Here’s one you might recognise, I love this song, it’s Fossils. Your mate Kipper wrote and performed it on his Hope Album.”


  Boomer put the music on the Steinway’s music stand and moved his equipment closer so he could read it. “I know it off by heart but haven’t played it for a while,” said Boomer and played, ‘Consider me Gone.’


  The following day, Boomer again joined Charles, Wayne, and Elvin in the rec room and Elvin his first lesson on his Fender bass. Boomer looked shocked by Elvin’s electric guitar falsies and knew teaching him would be difficult as Elvin said. “I made these years ago but I think they should be okay.”


  Elvin’s playing was awful and even though Charles and Wayne knew he was feigning, they appeared shocked and disappointed.


  “Didn’t sound so good, did I? I fink it will take you some time to teach me, sorry Boomer.”


  Boomer smiled. “Don’t worry mate... free time is something I have plenty of.


  “Hey Buddy, why not play more of your stuff and give our ears a break from Mr Cackhandeds attempt,” said Wayne. Boomer smiled and played his Gretsch.


  Several weeks passed, and although Boomer was obnoxious, he patiently taught Elvin to play his electric bass. Elvin still pretended to have difficulties and sounded dreadful. Boomer played to the three after finishing his lessons; some were familiar tunes, and several new ones he had written over the years.


  He sang lyrics to songs on occasions and the others smiled politely. However, they cringed when Boomer had gone to his room. Charles told Wayne and Elvin knew that Boomer would not be performing any vocals, much to the relief of them all as Elvin described his voice as, ‘sounding like a warthog with its knackers caught on a thorn bush.’


  Charles, Wayne, and Elvin took Boomer to Baker Street on occasions. They introduced him to Cosmo and Paddy, who looked surprised to see them together after the three had told them what a horrible obnoxious git Boomer was. Boomer now felt happy as he had a sense of belonging, but the lads thought he was standoffish and hiding something.


  One afternoon, while Boomer was playing, he didn’t do his constipated Gargoyle routine and Charles, Wayne, and Elvin noticed his facial tic now got more prominent as he played.


  He suddenly stopped playing, glared at the three, whistled, and yelled. “Oy, cunts… gimme the ball.”


  The three gasped.


  “What?” asked Wayne, taken aback.


  “What?” asked Boomer looking at the three shocked geriatrics.


  “You called us cunts,” said Elvin looking angry.


  Boomer looked confused. “No, I didn’t. He then whistled, twitched, and yelled. “Who threw that dogshit?”


  The three old men looked at one another and felt confused as Boomer looked at them, and then realised his secret was out.


  He unplugged his guitar, sat in an armchair beside them, and put his head in his hands.


  “Wot ‘appened?” Asked Elvin, ‘ave you gone bonkers?”


  Boomer looked up with tears in his eyes, and in a soft voice whispered. “Sorry, I have been keeping something from you. I get these attacks from time to time… I have Tourette’s Syndrome-TS, although I am getting help to control it and I don’t know I am doing it,” he then whistled and yelled. “Wankers!”


  “Wot’s Tourette’s syndrome?” asked Elvin, looking shocked.


  Boomer looked upset and his voice trembled when he told them what he knew about his illness and explained.


  “I had it when I was a young kid. Doctors at the time knew nothing about it, so diagnosed me as having schizophrenia and I spent my younger years in a nuthouse. When I was 17, the attacks stopped, but my parents were too scared to have me home so I spent the next few years living in squats around Manchester. That was where I learned to play the guitar, from travellers and other squatters drifting through. I became good, and with it being the swinging 60s, I worked with bands in the area and my first band was City Slickers. I later joined Herman’s Hermits who became big and I toured with them for a while until my reputation grew and then I toured and played with the other famous musicians in the 70’s.”


  Wayne brought Boomer over a coffee and, after taking a sip of the hot beverage, he smiled at Wayne as he tasted whisky in his brew.”


  “Thanks mate,” he said and continued with his tale. “I became bored with the mundane stuff and learned to play rock music and toured with Procol Harum who became outdated in the mid-eighties, so I went to music school for a few years to study music. I then played as a session musician for rock bands around the UK for many years until I retired.”


  He took another slurp of wobbly coffee.


  “The attacks started happening again not long after I arrived at Kings-Brook, that’s why I didn’t want to leave there. They accepted it was me being a cunt and thought nothing was wrong… I was terrified of being homeless and locked away in a nuthouse again.”


  Boomer looked at the three smiling at him and he smiled back and felt reassured as he continued. “I watched a TV programme on Tourette’s Syndrome at Kings-Brook, and when I saw the symptoms, I knew that’s what I had. My local GP wasn’t sure and referred me to a neurologist clinic that specialised in TS in London because he told me they had few mental Health facilities in this area but none dealt with TS. It was bloody expensive for the treatment and staying in a London guest house. The head-shrink at the clinic gave me some pills and hypnotherapy sessions.”


  “So, they can cure it wiv pills?” asked Elvin.


  Boomer shook his head. “Nah, there are no drugs available to cure TS, but neuroleptic drugs and Botox help alleviate the tics, and then they discovered that hypnotherapy helps. After I finished my sessions with the St George clinic in London, they referred me to a medical hypnotherapist in Louth, which was closer to home, should it reoccur.”


  Boomer took another drink and smiled at the three. He felt warm and at ease with the velvety wobbly coffee and getting his problem into the open with his new friends.


  “That’s why I stay in my room a lot and act obnoxious. Then people would think it’s normal when I have an attack.”


  “So, do you know what’s happening to you? You looked taken aback when we told you what you said,” asked Charles.


  “No,” said Boomer, “I don’t remember anything and everything seems normal, but when the attacks happen, I know by people staring at me that I’d had one. I then make an appointment to see the hypnotherapist, but it can take days in hypnotherapy sessions.”


  “Wot’s that like?” asked Elvin and chuckled. “Does he make you walk around clucking?”


  Boomer smiled and shook his head. “I remember nothing about the sessions but it does the trick. The quack said that he regresses me back to my youth, and then to the time my TS reoccurred. He told me the fear and stress of being homeless and put in a nuthouse again had caused it to reoccur. He was right because when I got into the residential home system, and before I found out about TS, I felt terrified.”


  Boomer sighed. “And I feel stressed now because my money is running out as the cost of my treatment and with my free year up at Fossdyke and having to pay towards the cost of staying here, I’m almost broke.” He took out his phone, sighed, and said. “I’d better call the hypnotherapist in Louth and book a few sessions.”


  The others looked at Boomer, whose brashness and arrogance had gone, and all they saw now was a humble, scared, frail old man.


  “Perhaps
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