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	The Brew 


The kitchen needed a lick of paint. Cupboard doors needed fixing. The damn windows needed cleaning. But more than all of that, the kettle needed to hurry the hell up.


It stood there, a bright, shiny thing. Gurgling away, not a care in the world. While Mick Smith stood there waiting. His mug standing by. With two teaspoons of coffee, two of sugar and a splash of milk. A proper brew. 


Sandy, Mick’s wife walked into the kitchen. 


—I’ll have one.


—Right you are are. 


Mick fetched her mug, the one with flowers on it. Threw in a tea bag. Sandy would go and watch her programmes. But she stopped at the door.


—Why are you still using that grotty old mug?


—It’s my favourite one. 


—I bought you a new one.


—I know. There’s nowt wrong with this one.


—Bollocks, Mick! Have you seen the colour of it?


—That’s ageing.


—Brown and sort of grubby yellow? I’d say it’s something more than that. 


She pointed inside the mug. 


—I reckon that ring, there, it’s from 2022. 


—I’ll use me new one tomorrow.


—No, you won’t! You said that last week. 


—Why does it bother you so much?


—I don’t want you getting poisoned. Sorry for bloody caring!


—Pfft! That’s right daft. You can’t get poisoned off your own mug!


—You can off that bugger. It’s only fit for the bin.


—Aww, don’t bloody bin it. I love that mug. I’ll wash it better.


—You could put that fucking thing in an industrial washer and it would still be brown and yellow. 


Mick finished making her tea. Hoping it would end the mug debate. She took the tea. But stayed put. He finished his own brew. Then tried to work out what to talk about. That didn’t involve his mug. 


—How’s it going at work, love? 


—Shite. 


—How come? 


—You know why? Bloody Diane Greaves. Makes my life a misery. 


—You ought to have a word.


—Tried that. Nice as pie. Tells me there’s no problem. 


—Right. 


—Bitch. 


—You could move on? Get a new job? 


–Why should I have to? 


Fair one. Mick thought that as well. Sandy sighed. 


—I’ve got an idea. She smiled. 


—I’ll make her a brew. In that mug! She won’t know until she’s drank the brew.


—You’re not taking me mug to the office. 


—Well, it ain’t staying here polluting the bloody kitchen. 


Mick said nothing. The bin or the office. Death or Diane Greaves. A shite choice. Five years he’d been drinking out of that bugger. Maybe longer.


Sandy finished her brew. Rinsed her mug. Held it up like a trophy. 


—See? Non-nuclear. 


She put it away in the cupboard. Then pointed at his mug. 


—Leave that out. I’ll take it in the morning. 


—No! You’re not taking me mug! 


—I am. Or in goes in the bin. 


—Er, you’re bloody not. 


—What’s wrong with you, Mick? You’re acting like a child. Over a mug. 


—You know me, Sandy. I’m a simple man. I like the few things I’ve got in life. Me mug being one of ‘em.


—it’s about control with you, isn’t it? 


—Wha’?


—You heard. 


—I heard. I’ve no bloody idea what you mean. 


—It’s your way, or nothing. I’m sick of it!


—Are we talking about my mug now, or something else? 


—What d’yer think, Mick?


She stomped out to watch her programmes. Mick washed his mug. Trying hard to remove the stains. They stayed. He sniffed it. 


—Smells clean, he muttered. He thought about hiding it.


—Bloody childish, I ain’t doing that, he muttered. 


He went out to the shed. He had tidying up to do. He took his mug with him. It wasn’t about the mug. Not any more. No way could he let her take it away. He didn’t ask for a lot. He didn’t have a lot. But the mug? 


That belonged to him. 


On The Bus 


Mick got up early. Headed straight to the kitchen and got the kettle boiling. Sandy would be down soon enough. He set the brews up. He made his in a guest mug. 


Sandy arrived in the kitchen. She said nothing at first. They moved around each other in a strained pirouette. Like a couple post-tension. 


—See you’ve gone with a different mug.


—Yeah. 


—Where’s yer old one? Did yer bin it?


—Nope. Fucking told ya. I’m not, NOT binning it. 


—Whatever. Child. Aren’t yer gonna let me take it to work and poison Diane with it?


—NO. 


He walked out into the hallway. Stuck his work boots on, called ‘see ya later’ and headed out for his bus. The mug safe in his backpack. No way would he let Sandy take it. Not a chance. 


The No.9 pulled in, he jumped on, swiping his pass. And saw her. Michelle Kent, a lass who worked at the Working Men’s club he went to. She patted the seat next to her. So he sat down.


—Alright, Mick?


—Yeah, good. You? 


—alright, mate. Work yer know how it is. 


—Yeah, long bloody shift today. 


—Have ya? That sucks. 


—Yer missis alright? 


—Yeah. 


—Oh dear. That doesn’t sound good. 


—Ah, it’s fine—


—None of my business, mate. But if yer want some female intuition. 


—I could use some. 


—Go for it. 


He told her about his mug. And how Sandy seemed obsessed with it. He tried to explain why he had strong feelings about it. She nodded and listened with her head tilted over a bit. When he stopped speaking, she stared out of the bus window for a while. 


—Well, mate. It ain’t about the mug. That’s for sure. 


—That’s what I thought. 


—What’ve yer done?


—Fuck knows. Nothing. I go to work. I go to the club on Thursdays. That’s it. 


—Hmm. 


—‘Ave yer tried talking to her about it?


—Well, I told her she ain’t chucking me mug out. 


Michelle chortled. 


—Mate, it’s sod all to do with the mug. I promise yer that. 


—What d’yer think it is? 


—I dunno. But it ain’t the mug. Here’s me stop, see ya later. Talk to her. 


—Yeah, I will. Cheers, Michelle. 


He stared out the bus window. None the wiser. 


Sandy


Sandy kept her eye on the door. In case Mick walked in. Safe enough. He hated the binge-watching she did of Meet, Marry, Murder. She had her iPad out. Googling hard, trying to find the mug. 


Mick’s mug. 


She realised a while back. The solution to the problem wasn't a new mug. But a new version of the same mug. That would be the only way she could get rid of that tannin-stained nightmare he insisted on using. 


She feared the mug was one of a kind. It was a simple white, ceramic mug. But it said on it the words Mick lived by, “My job is top secret, Even I don’t know what I’m doing.” She found mugs with it on. But not in the right font. Mick had often said, he loved the expression and the way it looked on the mug. 


She tried all the obvious places. She tried e-Bay. But the damn thing was an enigma. Until she hit on an idea. She could go to one of those websites that would send you a mug based on your design. 


Yes! What an idea. 


She surfed along to the GiftBox website. Then uploaded a photo of Mick’s mug that she took while doing the washing up one evening. And they confirmed they could match it. She ordered it. It cost £20 but it would be worth it. Because then, she could feel fine about chucking out that bloody health hazard he wouldn’t let out of his sight. 


Talking of which…


She stood and listened. Aha! He was either on the crapper or out in the shed. Quiet as she could, she crept into the kitchen. Opened the mug cupboard. Bugger. It wasn’t there. She looked again. Nope. No health hazard mug. Damn. 


She went back into the living room, wondering where he’d hidden it. 


—Bloody childish, she said. 


Then, she thought about the real thing. What the problem boiled down to. She loved him, No problem there. But her job made her pissed her. And his job made him pissed off. Money? They never had enough. 


She sighed. Easy. It all came down to life. 


Simple as that. 


She saw her email ping confirming the order. That made her smile. He’d be well happy with that. Like he said, he liked the simple things in life. 


The Row 


Next morning, Mick got up early and made the tea, as usual. His mug sat right by his side when Sandy walked into the kitchen. She scowled when she saw it. 


—Morning, Mick. Health hazard on toast for breakfast?


—Bloody hell! Are you starting already? 


—Can’t help it. That damn mug is doing my head in.


—It’s not the mug. 


—Wha?


—It’s not the mug. I’ve done something ain’t I?


Sandy sipped her tea, in a pristine white mug. 


—What makes you say that?


—Well, it ain’t like you to get so hung up about a small thing like a mug. 


—You haven’t done anything. It’s the damn mug. 


—Nah, don’t believe you. I’ll be worrying all day now. 


—For fuck sake, Mick! It’s the bleedin’ mug, okay? 


He said nothing. He carried on reading the paper. Sipped his tea, from the health hazard. 


—Are you going to let me take the filthy bugger to work? So I can give it to Diane? 


—No chance. 


—I’ll take it while you’re not looking. 


—What’s this, a fucking school yard?


—Look, love, I’m keeping me mug, right? Diane ain’t having it and I’m not binning it. 


—Right, we’ll see. I’m going to get ready. 


She stomped off up the stairs. Mick stood, rinsed his mug. Carried it out to the hallway and put it in his work backpack. It would go with him to work again. He looked around wondering what to do. Bit early to head off to work. But he didn’t want more mug wars, either. 


He put his jacket and boots on, Slung his backpack on and set off to work, shouting ‘see you later!’and slamming the door behind him.


If he saw Michelle on the bus again, he’d update her on the new part of the story. See what she thought. But when the bus rolled in, no Michelle. Bollocks. He’d have to worry all day at work. 


—Fuck that, pointless, he muttered. 


Then, worried all day, anyway. 


At Work


Mick drove a counterbalance forklift truck for a living. Off-loading huge, long lorries that pulled into the Distribution Centre. The job kept his mind away from Sandy, mugs or anything else. Until break time. 


He sat at a table with a little posse of people from the Goods In crew. 


—Ey up, Mick. Are ya impersonating an horse? 


—Eh? 


—Why the long face!


Laughter all around the table. Jim Flynn grinned at him. 


—Bloody ‘eck, mate. Yer’ve got a face like a fucking wet weekend. 


—Aye, I know. Sorry. Bit pissed off today, is all. 


—Cheer up, Mick. It might never ‘appen, said Kelly, another one of the crew. 


He smiled. But he knew it looked like a lame attempt. 


—Look at it this way, we are a quarter of the way through the shift, said Jim. 


—Bloody hell! Thanks, Jim! Kelly laughed and Mick managed a better grin. 


—Oi! Grumpy arse? What’s up with yer? ‘Ave yer pissed Sandy off again? 


Kelly grinned at him. 


—Er, yeah. I think so. 


—Well, buy her something nice. And say yer sorry. That’ll sort it. 


—Would that work fer you, would it Kelly? 


Jim looked all earnest. 


—Yeah, usually does. 


—Right, if I get yer another mug of tea, will yer take me back? 


They all laughed and Kelly punched his arm. 


—Fuck off, you. When they were handing out looks, you thought they said trucks, and got a big ugly one. 


Jim clutched his chest and pulled a face like he’d been shot. 


—Ouch! Arghh! I’m wounded. 


—Serves yer right, don’t mess with Kelly. 


Mick grinned at the pair of them. He started to feel a bit better. He checked inside his backpack. The mug touched his fingers. He nodded. All good. 


—Serious though, Mick. Do summat to make her feel good. That’ll sort it. 


—I will, thanks, Kelly. 


He started to think about what he could do. Because throwing his mug out? Not an option. 


The New One 


A day later, Mick on the way home, worrying. On the bus with his mate Bob. His mug was safe in his backpack. It went with him everywhere. 


—Shit day, said Bob. 


—Yeah. Could be an interesting evening.


—Why?


—Sandy. She’s got one on her, still.


—Oh? What have you done? 


—That’s the thing, She won’t say. Keeps saying it’s just me mug.


—Wha?


—Yeah.


—Your mug? What’s wrong with it?


Mick dug it out of his backpack. 


—Look! Nothing wrong with that, right?


—Bit stained. But looks good to me.


—Exactly. So, it ain’t the mug. I dunno what else I’ve done. 


—Women, mate. Always a bloody mystery. See ya tomorrow. 


Bob got off and Mick’s was the next stop. He hoped Sandy was in a good mood. That bloody Diane better not have wound her up all day. 


He got off the bus. Walked along the road to their little house. Let himself in. 


—Alright, love?


—Yeah. I got a chippy tea. Yours are in the kitchen


—Ooh, bloody nice one! 


He walked into the kitchen. No chips. She followed him in. Leaned against the doorframe. Arms folded. 


—What the—?


—Hand the bugger over, you git! I can’t believe you took it to work.


—My mug?


—Yes, your bloody mug! You’ve been hiding it for days. 


—No way. This is getting bloody daft!


—Right. 


She marched over to the mug cupboard. Opened it up. Took out his mug. Except it was pristine. She waved it at him. He stared. 


—How the fuck?


—See? Your mug was so damn nuclear it multiplied. But at least this one is clean. I reckon the old one is a fucking science experiment. 


He dug his actual mug out of his backpack. Watched Sandy place the imposter on the kitchen counter. Except it wasn’t an imposter. It was a perfect match. Minus the stains.


—Did you…


—Yes, you big muppet! I found a place that would make you a new one. 


—Blimey, Sandy. I dunno what to—


—Just give me that old health hazard. 


She held her hand out. Mick handed it over. 


—Promise me one thing.


—What?


—You make Diane drink out of it at least twice. 


They both laughed. Mick gave her a hug. She hugged him back. He put the kettle on. 


—Tea, love?


—Yes please, milk, no sugar and get a bloody move on, I’m gagging. And keep that new mug clean. 
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