I was havin’ a mare of a day, in fact, if today had been a mare I’d have shot the poor nag by lunchtime. 

Still, Like I always say, you never know your luck in a raffle.

I’m in the bookies this morning and it’s my last tenner, right? I’ve backed every donkey on the card and the girl on the till’s starting to look at me like some charity case. 

“Ten pounds, to win please darlin’. Curse of the Nile!”

She looks at me, “D’you need a curse with your luck Mickey?” (You don’t need it do you? I mean, she’s a good girl and her heart’s in the right place.. shame her mouth aint!). So ‘ere we go, stand well back, the race is on. 

Soon as the gates are up this geezer comes over all secret like.

“Mickey?” he goes. I sort of nod but there’s a race on and it’s hard to chat and lose at the same time, you know what I mean?

“’ere you go.” And he slips a wad of notes in my hand! 

Must have took me a good few seconds to realise what it was but I know a score when I feel one and these were brand new, smooth and crisp and still warm. I’m like, ‘ang about. Sack the race! I’ve had a touch here, but, as ever, I’m wary, d’you get me?

So we walks over to the little shelf at the side and I’m like, “What’s this?”

“Yeah, sorry it’s only a monkey,” he goes, laughing, “so I’ll just take five at a oner each. I tried to get fifteen together for the good rate but the timing’s all to cock so you’ll have to tell him to just shift the rest elsewhere at a ton. I can knock five out for twelve and half so it’s still well worth my while.”

Then he looks at me and smiles like he’s expecting me to say something.

(A BEAT)

I’m thinking, hard.

(A BEAT)

Now here’s a bloke, yeah? Obviously thinks I’m someone else, and he’s in on some deal. Now you tell me, who puts five hundred notes in a stranger’s hand?

(A Beat)

I’m lucky, (regardless of what the bint on the till might think). I’m clued up, see? I know what goes on. This is how real money gets made. Round here we live on this kind of stuff and Nat West and the tax man don’t get a sniff. You’ve got your big boys in the city with their stocks and shares and you’ve got geezers like our friend here looking to make a fast profit, stick it in his bin and move on.

I’m looking at him and I can see, he’s nothing really. He don’t know me and I’m in here every day. Soon as one of us walks out that bookies we need never meet again. I can always find another bookies right? So I’m just looking to nod and smile and have it away on my toes. Thanks for the memories, have a nice life, yeah?

(A BEAT)

So, anyway, I’m smiling like everything’s sorted and he carries on.

“I’d come to the Pipers with you, but I know Mister Taylor don’t like company so I’ll meet you back here with the goods at three, if that’s alright?”

If that’s alright? I’m thinking. It’s bleedin’ beautiful you mug. I almost felt sorry for the geezer, I kid you not.

And he’s gone. Out the door, rubbing his little hands together he was.

(A BEAT)

Now your average Joe would’ve scarpered but I’m clever see and I know I’ve got a situation here. I can make a monkey clean, (it’s already burning a hole). BUT, this is a gift horse and I’m not the sort to go counting teeth. 

Now blokey said he could buy, whatever it is, for a ton and sell at two and a half apiece, right? I’m thinking I go and make the deal and knock the goods out myself. BUT, and here’s where it pays to keep your eye on the ball. He also said there was a discount for fifteen and he was gutted he couldn’t raise the cash.

This mister Taylor don’t know him and he’s expecting fifteen hundred quid, for which he’ll probably give twenty items or something. 

These things are worth two and a half apiece so a grand and half gets me five large and I’ve already got a monkey in my hand for free! HAPPY DAYS!

(A BEAT)

Talk about your business community. After an hour on the blower, telling this story over and over, I’ve arranged a grand, easy. I’ve got a few mates and that who know a deal when they see one. I’ve gone round houses, the snooker hall, you name it, they’ve all chipped in and I’m on my way to The Pipers on Richmond street to find this Mister Taylor.

I gets there about two and my ring piece is giving it plenty. I don’t know what time he’s gonna be there never mind what the goods are, AND he’s expecting someone else, this other Mickey. Saying that, a deal’s a deal and my money’s as good as anyone’s.

I’ve gone in and there’s only one bloke in there. Old bloke in a suit, sat in the corner with a brief case. Straight away I’m thinking, Thank God! (coz these things could have been huge and I’d have needed a van or something). Literally five minutes and a bit of the old patter, I’ve weighed him in and I’m out the door.

THEY’RE ONLY BLEEDIN’ PALM PILOTS! Technology see? Best currency in the world my son! Twenty five and it’s only cost me a grand!

These go for three and a half in the shops, you’ll be laughin’.

NO, you can’t switch ‘em on now coz they need charging first, like he said. He showed me his working though, I mean, do I look stupid? 

Mickey is just a loser who thinks he's clued in. I was born and bred in pubs and ran several clubs and bars and I’ve known many of his kind, making a hard time of an easy life. As I wrote his dialogue, Simon Day’s character from The Fast Show and Grass came to mind but, to look at he’d be cheaper, leather jacket and trackie bottoms, paper in back pocket, walks like the old bill are watching him. I made the scam up but it's basically just getting someone to buy rubbish by convincing them they’re onto a winner

Mickey's a loser, it's the first thing you notice about him but he's the only one looking out and he just doesn't see it. He thinks he's street wise, clued up. A real East end character. He's just come into your local and he's got something for you to look at. 

He knows you work at PC World on the new estate after the brief and only chat you ever had with him. This apparently qualifies you as one of his mates and he thinks you're just the man to share his luck but first, being the kind of fool he is, he just HAS to tell you all about it...

