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Jackie Welbourne stopped by the crowd looking through the window of the TV store. No one in the crowd noticed her they were all too engrossed in the latest TV Quiz sensation. Frank Nicely the new charismatic quiz-master of Questions Galore was smiling to the camera as the first contestant was walking out of the studio. It was a warm, very warm evening in early September, and had just gone 7.35pm. It was the late night shopping day, and the store had the sound of the TV show piped into the street. The next contestant was introduced as John from Hackney. Loud and cocky. He answered a handful of questions. Everyone in the crowd was listening and mumbling the answers. 

“Have you got a girlfriend? Asked Frank nicely.


“have I got a girlfriend.” 


Cocky John was beginning to get too cocky.

Frank Nicely asked a more difficult question – something about a chemical formula. 


Some school kids shouted out the answer. 

Cocky John was speechless; it was goodbye to Cocky John.


Someone at the front turned back, and walked away – he was hungry no doubt after a hard day in the office – office type you see. Jackie Welbourne saw that, guessed it by the briefcase in his hand; she thought he looked a little effeminate, and gave him a queer, sneer of a look as their eyes made contact. Jackie pushed forward, and suddenly Mark Nicely was in front of her introducing her to the crowd on the pavement. 


“This is Jackie from Putney. Do you like Putney, Jackie?”

“Yes, it’s so close to the river.”


“Straight to a question. How many oceans are there on planet Earth?” 

She had to think quickly, very quickly – was it five or seven – how many continents are there? Seven of course. 


“Five,” she said somewhat relieved.

“That’s a nice blue dress you’re wearing; did you make it yourself?”


“No, my mother made it.”

“Let’s all give your mother an applause shall we?” Though the question was rhetorical everyone started to clap. Mark Nicely clapped. Jackie Welbourne clapped. The audience clapped. Even the people in the crowd clapped.


Jackie thought of how pleased her mother would be as she waited for the next question.

“And what kind of flowers are they?”


Jackie wondered if she had missed the preamble to the  question, but soon realised that Mark Nicely was referring to the flower print on her dress.


“Forget-me-nots,” she said with a smile.


Jackie thought of Beethoven; she might have thought of Mozart, but she thought of Beethoven.

“Whose sixth symphony is called The Pastoral?”

Jackie tilted her head slightly, let the black waves in her hair ripple as she smiled slightly and peered into the camera with the red light on it.

“Beethoven,” Jackie whispered, and then repeated her answer more assertively.

“That’s absolutely right,” Mark announced to the applauding audience.

“Have you got a boyfriend, Jackie?”


Jackie thought for a moment – she didn’t know whether to say Andrew or George. ‘Of course,’ Jackie thought.


“Yes, I have.”


Mark Nicely asked Jackie to name the lucky man, but this just made Jackie hesitate more.


“You can be frank with me,” the quiz-master urged using his catch phrase.

“Andrew and George,” Jackie blurted out before she could stop herself.


The audience cried out Oooo in unison. Jackie thought ‘God, I didn’t mean to say that,’ but the quiz-master had a follow up question


“Are they similar, or very different?”

“Oh, very different George is slim and tallish, and has wavy hair. Andrew is smaller.

“And what about where it matters?”

“The smaller one’s thick, very thick.”


“So he wouldn’t be able to answer these questions that bring cash prizes, can’t you be a little more politically correct, and say he has learning difficulties.

“I didn’t mean that!”


“I bet you taught him a thing or two.


“No I meant…”


“I think we know what you meant. Just how thick.

“About the width of a Coke can.


“Do you drink from a Coke can?”


“Yes, sometimes.”


“You’ve got to be careful, though, haven’t you. I mean if you shake it, it all comes spurting out, if you see what I mean.


Jackie opened her mouth slightly, and wondered how she could have disclosed such intimate details about Andrew. She re-established control of herself, closed her mouth with a smile and waited. 

“That’s the last question for Jackie this week. There’s £200 in the sack. We’ll see you again for more questions and frank answers, and of course more cash prizes next week.


Of course the show was pre-recorded. Three days ago to be precise, and she was expecting the DVD of the show to have been delivered that morning. 

Jackie was again on the pavement outside the store. She turned to go home. As she turned someone called out, “That’s her; that’s Jackie from Putney.


“I’ve got a candy stick,” someone called out.


“You like a stick of Brighton rock?”

“Can I be numbr three?”

Jackie pushed herself out of the crowd, but could hear them behind her. She didn’t look back but carried on walking wondering how far they would pursue her. There was no let up in her following. She wondered what her mother would say when she  got home.


When Jackie arrived home she walked passed the front door to the side of the house, and entered by the back door. Her mother was in the kitchen preparing dinner. Jackie wondered how she could approach the subject of the crowd at the front of the house, but every time she tried to formulate a sentence – nothing…

“Well you’ve let the cat out of the bag haven’t you; I don’t know what people around here are going to say, I’m sure. You don’t wash your dirty linen in public, but you know best, or you think you do. And what do you think they’re going to say about me behind my back? And what do you think those two men of yours are going to think? “

“Mum, it just came out; I didn’t…”


“You don’t think, that’s your trouble. Letting it all hang out like that, and there’s going to be more revelations next week.


Jackie turned the radio on, and fiddled with the knob. Mrs Welbourne recognised Mahler’s 5th Symphony but couldn’t understand why her daughter had suddenly become interested in Radio 3. She asked Jackie to switch the thing off. It was then that she became aware of people’s voices in the street. Doreen went into the front room and peered out of the window pulling back the nets as she did so.  She let go of the curtain, and staggered back to the settee, and collapsed into it, and said, What’s all those people doing out there?”

Jackie had to explain what had happened outside the TV store, and how the people watching the TV screens had recognised her, and had followed her home. She started to walk towards the bay window.


“Don’t go anywhere near that window, and don’t turn on the light,” Doreen warned.


At that point Jackie’s mobile started to play her favourite tune’; she took the phone out of her handbag and answered it.

“Yes… Andrew, I didn’t mean… Of course I’ll explain… Now! No not at the moment… Shit!” She turned to her mother. “He hung up.”

Doreen raised her eyebrows, and sighed,; she got up and went into the kitchen to switch the oven off. – she didn’t feel like eating an Irish stew quite at the moment. 

Jackie wondered if the crowd was getting smaller, ‘surely by now’ she thought ‘they must be getting tired and hungry’.

 She couldn’t stand the suspense any longer and strode over to the window. She drew back the curtain and looked out at the gathering interest in her, someone was half way up the lamppost out side the house, but before she could figure out just how many people there were she was dazzled by the reporter’s flash-guns. 

“Someone’s called the press, Mum.”


“Don’t tell me…” Doreen’s words drifted into nothing – she didn’t know what to think anymore.

Jackie let the curtain fall back into place, and went to the side window closest to the front door. To her horror she saw George pushing his way through the reporters. As he got to the gate Jackie saw another familiar figure appearing – it was Andrew. 


“They’re both here, Mum; what am I going to do.”


“Nothing; you’ve done quite enough, already.


Doreen walked over to her daughter, and peered over her sholder.

The two men bumped into one another as they tried to pass through the gate.

“I hope they’re not going to fight,” Jackie said.


“Not with all those reporters clicking away at their cameras.”


“I can’t hear a thing, Mum.”

“Perhaps that’s just as well.”


The two men looked at one another


“Are you Andrew?” a voice called out from the crowd.


“George, look over this way.” Another reporter, camera in hand commanded.

George obliged, waited for the flashes then turned to Andrew and whispered in his ear. They both walked towards the front door and stopped.

“We can either fight it out hear, and make fools of ourselves or…” George whispered.


“I’ve no intention of…”

It was at that point that a barrage of questions began to be fired at them.


Inside the house Jackie and her mother became curiouser and curiouser. 


“What an earth can they be talking about?”  Jackie asked aloud.


“Guess!”

“At least they’re not fighting.”

The two women found it hard to hide behind the nets, and satisfy their curiosity. The two men chatted together whilst seemingly ignoring the barrage of questions being fired at them.


“Is she good in bed?” someone bellowed out. The gist of which caught the ears of the two women in the house.

“Our neighbours… I just can’t think what they are going to think, after this.”


“Mum! You and your neighbours.”

Doreen tried to explain to her daughter that she liked living there, and that it had taken a long time for her to make friends; she mentioned Annie, June, Cathy… but Jackie was beginning to get impatient.

“Shush Mum; I’m trying to hear what’s going on.” Doreen fell silent, and wondered just how much her daughter wanted to hear.


George and Andrew had stopped talking, and turned to the reporters whilst still ignoring the questions coming at them from all sides.


“How much for our story?” George called out.

The throng fell silent until almost in unison the rabble of pressmen took out their mobile phones, and started dialling.

Inside the house Doreen who had heard what George had said, and saw the response explained to her daughter that she, or her story of sexual intrigue was being auctioned outside the house. It was then that she noticed a BBC cameraman on a cherry-picker focussing his camera on the two men standing by their front door, and the crowd which by now was growing by the second. She could hear a police car’s siren grow in volume.


“Christ! What have you let loose,” Doreen blasphemed.  Sure enough the police siren grew and then stopped as the police car came to a halt. Doreen could see the flashing blue light hitting the houses opposite.


George and Andrrew whispered, and waited.
 
“Is it really as thick as a Coke can?” George whispered in Andrew’s ear – being ever so careful not to let any of the reporters hear.

“You sound interested,” 


“Are you interested?” 

“If you can take the width, I can take the length.”


“£10,000” a reporter called out.


“Each,” George enquired.


“you’ve got balls,” Andrew whispered. 


“Big ones, too.”


“Stop it; I can’t get a stiffie at the moment,” Andrew said, almost touching George’s ear as he spoke.

“£20,000 each another reporter called out. 


“50,000 each. If you tell all.”


“What newspaper are you from?

“The Sun.”


“That sounds promising, George said.


Andrew asked if they should take it, but George held back, and put just the slightest pressure on Andrew’s arm to prevent him from committing himself to anything. 

They waited, but there wasn’t any more offers so they conferred, and accepted the offer. “But remember,” George whispered to Andrew, “we might have a second story, but nothing about that just now, O.K.” 


Andrew smiled in awe at George’s business acumen, and gently stroked his arm before they both strode towards The Sun reporter. 


“Are you going to tell me everything about those two men,” Doreen enquired.


“Certainly not,” Jackie blurted out.

“Look, Honey, those two are both 50 grand better off than they were an hour ago; there’s more reporters there just waiting for a scoop.


Jackie thought of Monica Lewinsky’s dress, and how it was pawed over and examined by the Senate’s committee. 

Doreen switched on the radio behind her:


“This is the ten o’clock news: There are extraordinary scenes outside the house of a contestant in the popular TV quiz show: Questions Galore - after compare Frank Nicely had questioned Jackie from Putney about her boyfriends. Viewers, of the show, and reporters have been gathering outside her home since she returned from a shopping spree. One young man said that if she could manage two men in her life perhaps she could extend an invitation to a third. 


A middle-aged man said that he had a ‘time share’ villa In the south of France, so that the concept of sharing a woman appealed to him. Our roving reporter, Tim Jones said that wasn’t an isolated point of view.”


“Mum, switch it off I really don’t want to hear anymore.”


Doreen paused until the next item was announced; she wasn’t interested in the sighting of a super nova so she switched the radio off.


Doreen addressed her daughter again – telling her that they could both get something out of this if she would only tell as much about Andrew and George as she could remember. Jackie didn’t want to tell her mother what she liked about their cocks, their balls – George’s were extremely hairy, and Andrew shaved his, and what she liked them to do to her. ‘How can you tell your mother about such things?’ Doreen told her daughter they were both going to read what they had got up to in the press anyway, so why not from her point of view. Jackie thought about the Illustrated Kama Sutra in the bottom drawer of her dressing table – and which positions Andrew and George preferred. 

Doreen went to the window and drew the nets back – just enough for the cameramen to get a picture or two.


“They’re interested, so it’s up to you.”

Jackie lifted up her head and nodded in acquiescence knowing that there was a lot more embarrassment to come. 

“Good, now I can go out and tell them I have a story for them – at a price; now you go upstairs, and I’ll negotiate a fee for my story, your turn will come after those two men have had their say. Go on your computer and type down everything you can remember about those two.  I have to have some copy to sell them – even if it’s just for 10 grand. You’ll be able to command a much bigger figure – just look outside at the public interest.”

Jackie thought about the public interest in her private life, but could only think of herself as a dress, as Monica lewinsky’s dress covered in forget-me-nots as her mother went outside to the waiting reporters.
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