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                                      ROBIN RARE: RAREST 

Robin Rare stood by a bus stop waiting for the bus which had long gone past. He wasn’t to know that as his watch stopped, he’d forgotten to wind it up. Still when you are used to a battery one, one can forget.  Just as he was about to consider walking and throwing his watch away when a small red car pulled over and honked its horn at him.

Walking over Robin looked in to find a man about thirty eight gesturing at him, almost beckoning him to enter. Robin waved before opening up the door to plonk his backside into the comfy leather seat. The leather made a rude noise.

“Not me it’s the seat.”

“Yeah I get that all of the time. Missed the bus eh?”

“Yes, my watch stopped, trouble with wind-up ones all they do is wind you up when they stop.”

“Why don’t you get a battery one?”

“Tried that I kept braking the buttons.”

“How the heck did you do that?”

“Kept trying to wind the thing up.”

“Okay, how about one of those flick your wrist wind-up ones?”

“Had one of those things, trouble is, you try winding the thing up whilst squashed inside a tube train heading towards Piccadilly Circus. One flick in the wrong direction and I accidentally slapped this woman’s backside. I was slapped silly.”

“What, by her husband?”

“No, by her, she was a female wrestler! She used the inside of the tube train as her personal ring. You try walking after being posted then slam-dunked onto the floor. Still look on the brighter side of that event, I got a seat after everyone fled the scene. It’s amazing how some tight git won’t give up his seat unless there’s a wresting match going on.”

“Yes, quite!” The driver replied as he missed a stray pedestrian as the lemming decided to run out in front of the speeding car.

“Reliable car is it?”

“Yes Robin it’s a very reliable car. Have you ever had a car?”

“Oh yes a lovely reliant Robin. Only got it because...”

“It was named the same as you.”

Robin frowned, “No it was purple, my favourite colour and you can drive one on a motorbike license.”

“Reliable was it?”

“Very reliable, broke down once.”

“Get the AA out did you?”

“No, the police came and an ambulance. Apparently I stopped my car in the middle of a motorway and sat down in front of it and burst out crying.”

Another person pulled out in front of the car and its driver yelled out a very offensive term that Robin could only cower at.

“Toe rag!”

“That’s what my father used to call me.”

“He called you a toe rag, not nice that.”

“It was true, I used to hop to it and using my big toe and an old piece of rag, I could clean under the radiators, get my big toe to clean the bottom of skirting boards. Very effective round the base of the toilet. Mind you I did get a viral infection under me big toe. Had to have the nail cut off, still dad kept me on using my left one for all those hard to reach areas.”

DON’T TRY THIS AT HOME! IT REALLY DOES WORK!

“Are you a lonely man Robin? Because it strikes me as you are that kind of guy who would be.”  

“Very lonely Frank. What is your second name?”

“Frankie Flake my enemies call me, those so called friends.”

“Why Frankie Flake?” Robin frowned.

“The dandruff you see. So I’m known in popular circles as Frankie Flake.” Just as the guy said this Robin noticed a few snow flakes fly off this man’s dry head to land upon his black coat.”

“Try wearing grey colours, covers up the flaking better than black.”

“Hey! I wear what I like; I ain’t getting a whole new wardrobe for my white flaking friends.”

“Oh I do get lonely, especially in my cell.”

“Your cell?”

“At the institute, I was allowed to sleep in one of the padded cells. I had two weeks holiday given me and the very night I was to go away, someone closed up the cell door. My temporary accommodation turned into my prison cell.”

“What happened?”

“I held on for two weeks until one of my colleagues opened it up waiting for my return from Butlins. Once opened I dashed for the loo, couldn’t go and stain the padding could I. Hell to get out. After that I found a nice little flat full of stains from the damp, mice droppings and a white stain shaped like a man with all red marks on the floor. Still I feel at home with all the sounds of screaming and a few punches flying between neighbours. Oh and the odd shooting.”

“You are in my book a lonely guy.”

“I write poems about it.”

“Give us an example.”

“Okay,” Robin said as he breathed in deeply thinking which one he could use. Finally he picked one. “Chinese, Japanese, what are those dirty knees?”

Frank pulled a long face “Doesn’t sound much like a lonely poem to me.”

“Only lonely if you didn’t have dirty knees. Any way I picked an old school poem by mistake. Don’t you remember chanting that one at school?”

“No, can’t say I have.”

“Oh well, it was in the times of grey film, yellowing with age along with a touch of brown.” Robin sighed as age was getting him down. Then as he felt sad a poem fell into place. “Loneliness is like a tree, no one ever thinks it be. It stands there through trials and storm, standing there all forlorn. One day it comes crashing down, no one to hear it cry, no one around. That lonely tree is much like me, and no one will hear me fall into the ground and um lye around.” He looks over and confesses, “Kind of lost it at the end, run out of poetic thingies.”

“That’s just so sad!” Frank says as he switches on the wipers.

“Um, it’s not raining.”

“I know!” Frank cries, “It’s to wipe away my tears!”

Robin pulls out a neatly folded handkerchief and gave it to the sobbing flaking man.

“I took my shoes the other day to be mended by a well known high street store. I went in there and got thrown out by a security guard and the manager.”

“What the hell did they do that for?”

“I lost my rag. I got quite annoyed that they would fix my souls. The assistant called for the manager and he called for a security man. They were convinced I was a nutter. How was I to know that Boots is a chemist and not a shoe repairer. What a stupid name to call a pharmacist. Injections, or let’s get better would be more appropriate than Boots. You don’t get shoe menders calling themselves prescriptions, or dope me up.”

“Quite!” Frank agreed as he composed himself enough to ask, “What about Marie? You and her are an item aren’t you?”

“No. She likes her men who live life on the edge, or was it a ledge after one of her men threatened to jump if she kissed him again. No with women I can officially say I am a woman magnet. They seemed to be attracted to me in such a way that they slap me in the face. One week in the summer everyone I knew thought I had sun burn. Little did they know it was all slap marks.”

“Ever tried a dating agency?”

“Yes, just the once.”

“I hate to ask...what happened?”

“I asked for a bright and bubbly ash blonde with a curved figure, who likes to get dirty. They sent me Charlie Dimmock! She took one look at me and suggested I needed bedding.”

“Bloomin heck fast worker then!”

“Yes, six feet under in her prize flower display. Apparently ugly scruffy chaps like me would make ideal compost. Better for the plants and better for the people who would be less scarred mentally from my appearance. As you have probably notice my looks are drop dead ugly.”

“She could have lied and said she had to go on a gardening programme in the morning. That way no feeling would be hurt.”

“No Frankie. I admire her truthfulness. Mother always told me to be truthful. Though it did have its backfires. I used to hate it when your teacher asks you if she has been a good teacher this term. Then you have to tell her that he mathematics suck, that nine times eight is not fifty four but seventy two. That her face looks like a man’s with that moustache and beard thing going on and her body looks like the teletubbies all squashed together in one ugly vile mess. In fact a beached whale looks more inviting than she did.”

“What happened?”

“She hit the bottle and is now in the mental institute I work at. Starts banging her head against the wall every time she sees me and says about nine times eight equals seventy two.”

“You know, that honesty is the best policy crap is much like saying the old rubbishy saying that the pen is mightier than the sword. How can it. It’s no good in a duel, you can’t write a man to death, have a go at stabbing him. No, the sword will always cut you down to size. Swift chop here and there and the pen man has no hands even to write that he was wrong about that silly saying.”

“I see where you are coming from.”

“See you do. That’s why I like you Rob. There’s something different about you.”

“Oh that will be my two front false teeth. I haven’t got them in. Some mental patient used them as spare dominoes for his game. You can imagine the remarks I would get when I smiled and one of my front teeth has six black dots followed by a line and another four dots. The same with my other tooth but that is a two and a one.”

Frank laughed, “You are a light to my life with your funny stories.”

Robin frowned before adding, “My grandmother said I was a light to her dull existence when she was alive.”

“That’s nice.”

“Yes! She was always trying to stick a bulb in my mouth and shoving four D cell batteries up my backside.”

“She didn’t succeed?”

“Yes! I walked like one of those posh ladies on Royal Ascot day.”

“Still, you are a bright...um...cleaver lad, you will find a girlfriend.”

“Mother always said I possessed the staggering intellect of a child.”

“Quite good them.”

“I was forty at the time.”

“Oh.” Frank’s brain ticked over. “Still you could get a bigger physique. How about getting a bicycle and riding to work?”

“Can’t get on with bikes.”

“Why not?”

“Couldn’t even ride the stupid things even when I had stabilizers.”

“Awkward times those. Never get the hang of it and ends up getting shoved away to rust in the shed. ”

“Mine ended up in the bottom of the canal. Local bullies took exception to me and my bike. Threw me and my cycle off the bridge.”

“Kids can be so cruel!”

“They were fully grown adults and I was eighteen at the time.”

Frank had to think fast as the vision of an eighteen year old man riding a bike with stabilizers freaked him out. “How about swimming?”

Robin shook his head as he explained in slow laborious English.

“No, I don’t like very deep water. My father used to try and get me to fetch the brick from off the bottom of the pool. This wasn’t easy, as the brick was quite heavy for a child. Adults just don’t understand this. I gave up in then end. Especially as he had cemented the brick firmly to the pool and insisted on me trying to free it with a hammer and chisel.”      

“Yes one can see how that could affect a man..” Then looking at the guy and remembering some of the age factors he added... “Or a boy.”

“Quite!” Robin agreed as the little comfy car pulled into the home. “Well thanks all the same for the ride. Very nice chatting to you Frankie.”

“Likewise. Eh, fancy a drink down the pub later, then on to a club and who knows, the flake man and the toothless wonder might pull.”

Robin smiled then remembered his gap and nodded that he would.

“I’ll pick you up at seven.” Frankie noted the guy look at his watch and give it a shake. So adding he said, “I’ll call you and get you to wait outside till I show up.”

With nothing more said, both men went on to work as we go back to our odd lives. 
