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CHAPTER 0NE – ADVISORY NOTICE 

 

The film industry has to categorise the genre and age 

suitability of a film. Action films, dramas, film noir or 

horror may all contain profanity, drugs, nudity, violence, 

sexual content, flashing images, and mature themes. In 

the UK, the British Board of Film Classification helps 

parents, carers and other viewers make informed choices 

about what they watch by adding a brief description, as 

well as, an age suitability rating. Furthermore, when a 

programme or film is being aired on television, presenters 

inform viewers of the content type prior to playing the 

programme.  

This book has no rating.  

Not because I can’t be bothered to offer advice, thereby, 

allowing you to make an informed decision prior to 

reading. It has no rating because currently, none of the 

available classifications can contain it. 

Instead, at my behest, I implore you to read and take 

heed of the following warning. This is not a flippant 

gesture but a cautionary note, that if you continue to read, 

your perception of the world is most likely to change. 

The world you think you know does not exist in the way 

you think it does.  



So, with this in mind, please, only continue reading if you 

are prepared to have your perceptions of reality 

challenged.  

It’s your choice. You can turn the page and join me on an 

adventure that will allow you to make an informed choice 

about the true nature of reality…  

Or…   

You can simply put this book down. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER TWO – REUNITED  

 

Will and Tom, both studied atomic, molecular and optical 

physics at St. Andrews University in Fife. It was 

Scotland’s first university, founded over 700 years ago, 

making it the third-oldest university in the English-

speaking world. Known for its phenomenal academic 

reputation, the rankings of the physics and astronomy 

departments are the second highest in the UK, with only 

Cambridge ahead of this sterling institution. 

Stepping back in time, and looking at the history and 

early teachings of the university, we find that cathedral 

clerics ruled the roost. In retrospect, the irony of a church 

university teaching cutting edge science would make 

Galileo and Copernicus roll in their graves, dancing the 

dance of a thousand smiles. A church university 

accepting the ‘age of enlightenment’ teaching, that the 

world isn’t flat and pushing boundaries to find out where, 

why, what and when. Apparently, they are even 

concomitant about Adam, Eve and Noah now.  

The university and city are so steeped in Christian history 

that the very name of the city comes from Christ's first 

disciple, whose relics were once kept at the cathedral, 

and who in death, did very well for himself. 



Jesus’s mate became the patron saint of Scotland, 

Russia, and Greece. Think about this…on social media, 

he would have had over 150 million followers. It is true 

what they say…it is all about the people, you know! 

As a city, St. Andrews is a unique jewel in Scotland’s 

crown. It’s immersed in history and has the oldest 

Scottish Christian burial ground, dating back to the 5th 

century. The cathedral itself was the largest church to be 

built in Scotland and became a hot spot for pilgrims, to 

such an extent that by the 1200s, the town struggled to 

cope with the influx of European newcomers. The 

cathedral itself was an elaborate masterpiece. It was 

shaped like a crucifix and measured 119 metres by 50 

metres across the transepts, and soared high into the 

sky. Taking almost 150 years to complete, this gothic 

treasure, was a monumental piece of art, showcasing 

medieval craftsmanship at its best.  

Entering the cathedral from the west led you through an 

immense and magnificent pair of ornate wooden doors, 

housed in an ogival stone arch, which tapered into the 

building and had numerous detailed stone carvings. Then 

there was the narthex, which was the first congregating 

point and had three majestic vaulted roofs and six huge 

arched stained-glass windows covering three of the walls.  



Moving from narthex to nave had you passing through a 

robust carved wooden frame surrounded by decorative 

panelling, which covered the entire eastern wall. 

Then as soon as you crossed the threshold, you felt the 

cool air and immensity of the internal structure which 

created a palpable aura of eminence. The vaulted 

ceilings, immense arched stained-glass windows, the 

stone floors and gothic columns rising from floor to 

ceiling. The sheer height of the ceiling, which was three 

stories, complete with gallery and clerestory with its 

delicate viewing arches so as not to eclipse the lower 

arcade. 

It was a magnificent and awe-inspiring piece of work and 

yet the cathedral was only one part. The whole complex 

of the priory was surrounded by walls that were six 

meters high and at one point, some two metres thick, 

incorporating 16 towers and many gateways. 

On the grounds of the priory were a host of domestic 

structures, including a tythe barn, a mill, and guest 

houses. Not to mention the cloister, the chapter house, 

and the refectory. All built to the same magnificence as 

the cathedral with fabulous gothic architecture and 

stained-glass windows set in ogival and lancet arches.  



A shame really that such a stunningly beautiful building, 

said to capture the very soul of God himself is now in 

ruins.  

But how could this be? I hear you think.  

Well…a sermon of such convincing passion was 

preached at a rival church, and those good folks at the 

protestant church picked up their pitch forks and golf 

clubs and knocked the merry hell out of that fine building 

dedicated to the God they all believed in. 

The congregation was so aroused by the sermon that 

they destroyed almost all of the internal fixtures and 

fittings. Further attacks took place a few days later and 

within a week, all the friars had been violently and forcibly 

evicted. 

In effect, the priory then became a sort of builders' 

merchants, whereby it was stripped of its raw materials 

which were used for the subsequent development of the 

town. Well, they do say, ‘that God will provide’. 

 

Fortunately, the university was unscathed and continued 

to impart the various knowledge of the ages, enlightening 

students from past to present. Furthermore, St. Andrews 

has enough clout that despite the lack of a functional 



cathedral, and a mere 20,000 population in term time, it 

still has the status of a city. And a small but fine city it is. 

Of course, there’s also the golf courses, and it never 

surprises people that there are seven of them, including 

St. Andrews. The home of Golf. People are occasionally 

taken aback by the beach though. It’s a mile and a half of 

pure paradise. Think of the opening scene of Chariots of 

Fire. The longest shot in the film was those young men 

accompanied by the music of Vangelis, running 

barefooted along West Sands, which just happens to be 

the beach of St. Andrews. 

 

The town centre…I know, I said it’s a city, but it’s a city 

that everyone calls a town and some call a university 

town…coming back, the town centre is vibrant. There are 

many unique shops and bars, jewellers, art shops, cafes, 

chocolatiers, and bakeries, couple this with its history, 

architecture, tourist footfall and the high student 

population and you have a city that’s vibrant and alive 

with its very own soul. Scents, noise, music, and 

people… 

On first impressions, the architecture of the town seems 

grandiose but not imposing, yet it is more solid and 

dependable than grandiose. Most of the buildings are two 



or three stories high, further elevated by dormer windows 

and substantial chimney stacks. White sash windows, 

which incorporate glazing beads to create six or nine 

panes of glass per sash is the norm. Although the use of 

sandstone blocks gives a general air of similarity, most 

buildings are unique and include different roof heights, 

turrets, crenellations, stone window heads and cills. The 

roads are wide, adding to the town’s stature, and the 

town's planting is prolific - so many established trees, 

plants, and gardens, create pockets of veritable Edens. 

Then there are the views… over the town, coastal, 

inland…whichever way you look, you’ll find a postcard 

shot. 

The one million visitors that St. Andrews attracts each 

year gives the place a sense of vibrancy. People tend to 

treat themselves to a haircut, and new clothes for a 

holiday, or at the very least take their best clothes with 

them. Consider this in conjunction with the shopper’s 

mindset when they’re choosing holiday clothes, and you 

get Hawaiian shirts, vivid primary colours, hats that only 

surface one week of the year, shorts and sandals being 

sported in December and a host of other fashion 

atrocities that add an audacious air of spiritedness to the 

peoples blasé carefree attitude. 



The mood is accentuated by the holiday regime, which is 

moulded by not having to work, not having to cook and 

not being a slave to an alarm clock. So, there have 

always been some pretty loaded biorhythms going on in 

St. Andrews. On top of all this, you have the town’s 

history that seems to climb out of the cobbles and 

sandstone walls, pervading the air and creating a calming 

aura that is both wise and stoic, and yet relaxed and 

unruffled. It’s a town, where if you see a piece of litter 

blowing down the street, you’d naturally want to pick it up. 

There’s a commanding sense of reverence and respect, 

partly created by the town’s age and architecture, which 

is enforced through having quaint tea or book shops in 

such illustrious stone buildings. 

The sense of the town’s respectability seeps into a 

person’s heart and soul, raising their honour and moral 

standings, guiding them to stand by the highbrow 

principles set by the good god-fearing folk of the past. 

The effect of the town’s illustrious influence doesn’t work 

on all though, that is, notably, the toddlers, some 

teenagers, and the odd soul who is beyond redemption. 

But on the whole, it grabs a person’s sensibilities as soon 

as they are awake. Then, during the day, it is almost as 

though a person gets used to the pulchritude and the 

effect slowly wears off. Once the sun goes down and the 



natural lighting and shadows are replaced by 

incandescent and led luminosities, the beasts and party 

animals that have been bottled up begin to rise to the 

surface and look for adventure. 

A change of clothes, a glass of wine and the dulcet 

sounds of distant talking, laughter and music melts away 

any of the remaining Victorian sensibilities. Yet the 

thawing is slow, and a bit hit and miss at first. A loud 

laugh at the beginning of the night is noticeable and 

somewhat out of place in time, but as the hands of the 

clock tick forward, the defrosting gathers pace and the 

social flux escalates.  

The momentum of the bohemian spirit, liberated from the 

chains of respectability is palpable and flourishes by the 

hour, reaching its peak towards the end of the night. 

Yet, come sunrise, and the festive energy dissolves, 

letting the town’s ghosts of respectability grip your soul 

once again. 

It was here that Will and Tom spread their wings. Living 

at home and taking A-levels in city schools one minute, 

then thrown into all that St. Andrews had to offer the next. 

It only took a brief period of adjustment before they 

discovered the true paradise that St. Andrews was, 

finding love, culture, beauty and academic stimulation 



that was veracious and inspiring.  

They felt truly alive. 

But that was all seven years ago. The time spent at St. 

Andrews saw their friendship grow, yet inevitably they 

took different paths after their graduation. While, Will 

worked in nano research, which took him to South Korea 

and Taiwan amongst other places; Tom did various 

research projects until he took up lecturing at the 

University of Birmingham. 

On the odd occasion, when they managed to meet up it 

was as though they’d never been apart and last time they 

met, Will fessed up to being bored with his research. It 

wasn’t that the nanoworld wasn’t exciting, in fact, both 

conceptually and theoretically it was mind-blowing with 

huge leaps being made every year. Yet working in the 

cutting-edge world of nanotechnology meant groundhog 

day for Will. Set up an experiment – run the experiment – 

collect the data – analyse the data – compare results to 

previous experiments – set up an experiment – run the 

experiment. 

When Tom mentioned to Will, that Birmingham University 

had an open guest lecturer position in experimental solid-

state physics, followed by the mention of Eritrean and 

Ethiopian restaurants, Syrian, Persian, Turkish, Greek, 



Afghanistan, Jamaican and Polish eateries…not to forget 

the world-famous Birmingham Balti and Chinese quarter. 

And from here we pick up the story. 

Tom and Will are reunited in Birmingham and so another 

chapter begins.  



CHAPTER THREE – THE SECOND CITY          Index 

 

Will and Tom strolled through Grand Central having their 

senses thoroughly bombarded. To the left, there was the 

sweet bouquet of crepes, vanilla, and syrups, combined 

with the rich aroma of coffee beans. To the right 

teppanyaki was sizzling away while the chefs constantly 

attended to the food, tossing it, adding ingredients, 

scraping the pan, banging metal spoons off metal rims, 

calling for service, throwing and catching the seasoning 

shakers like cocktail waiters, and basically creating a 

theatrical fanfare, a sonance of delight. It was a 

cacophonous symphony of the expectations of what was 

to come. The land of the concept café. 

Grand Central is not New York. It’s Birmingham, West 

Midlands.  

Think of an eight-year-old child describing a fantasy fairy 

tale land to an architect, and then the architect builds it. 

The brief the architect got was that it had to be white, 

shiny and have no straight edges. The architect didn’t 

disappoint.  

Grand Central, the masterpiece, was created above New 

Street station, which is the largest of three railway 

stations in the city. When it was originally built in the 



1850s, it broke all records as it was the largest single-

span glass and iron arched roof in the world. Not even 

Crystal Palace came close. Throughout the years, it has 

been redeveloped and now it is the busiest UK railway 

station outside of London with 42 million passenger 

entries and exits a year, and a concourse five times 

larger than Euston. When people arrive at New Street 

and pass through the ticket barriers, they enter the eight-

year-olds fairy tale dream. A concept scenescape from 

some distant future brought alive by an architect’s 

imagination. A basilica or architectural shrine dedicated to 

delight the senses. Although Grand Central has shops 

and cafes on two levels, they are almost invisible to the 

eye when you first enter because the building itself 

dwarfs everything. It is a huge skeleton of bleached white 

arched bones that twist and curve spanning the 

concourse. In between the bones are immense glass 

structures, resembling huge eyes that stare down at you. 

The ceiling is so far away from the floor, it evokes a 

cathedral-like presence, something so grand and 

imposing that it doesn’t feel man-made.  

Grand Central is mountainous, pristine and fully awake, 

existing to assault the senses of all who dare enter her, 

and it was here that Will and Tom were strolling through; 



trying to blinker the neurological overload and focus on 

somewhere to sit and eat.  

They were a striking pair of young men. Tom, or Tomás 

Ramirez to give him his full name, was Spanish, yet he’d 

lived in the UK since the age of three, so had no Spanish 

accent. The giveaway was his looks. His thick dark 

shoulder-length hair and brilliant white teeth contrasted 

against his auriferous, swarthy skin. Eyes that were a 

cross between beryllium jade and moss. A soft jawline 

with a single large beauty spot and broad full lips that 

were currently framed by a light attractive growth of fine 

stubble. Tom was being Tour Guide Barbie, whilst Will 

was just taking in the scene and getting his bearings.  

Both men had athletic builds, looking more like tennis 

players than long jumpers, and both had good stature. 

Tom at 5’9 and Will at 6’1. 

Will had a much squarer jawline than Tom and his hair 

which was a coppery cinnamon colour in the winter would 

go blond if he spent a few weeks in the sun. His hair was 

thick and tussled, about 4” in length and despite brushing 

it back with his hand it would inevitably fall back over his 

forehead quickly, just covering his eyebrows. His beard 

grew dark but he didn’t like more than three days of 

stubble, and his eyes were tawny with huge doe 

https://www.babycenter.com/baby-names-tomas-4464.htm


eyelashes. Will had bags under his eyes, but not the type 

caused by lack of sleep or overwork. They didn’t hang 

down his face, instead, they were two plump skin 

caterpillars, one under each eye. When he smiled the 

skin on his cheekbones rose and pushed the caterpillars 

up to change his eye shape. It was very cute. 

It had been two weeks since Will had arrived in 

Birmingham and he’d already begun lecturing. No 

regrets. He’d found a flat, a few miles from the university 

in Moseley, which was the south side of the city. It a was 

comfortable, large house conversion which was once a 

six-bedroom detached house with a garage and coach 

house. More historic and stately than luxurious. The 

landlord, Jacque, was a painter of the artistic type and 

had inherited the family home after his father passed 

away. The ground floor had already been converted into 

a self-contained flat and Jacque had the coach house as 

his home and the garage as his studio, so the first floor 

was converted for renting. On the outside, the facade was 

detailed and ornate with a brick archway around the front 

door about half a metre thick, made from dark red bricks 

with rounded edges that reminded Will of the old Victorian 

swimming baths. The ground floor had a huge feature 

bay window that comprised of brick pillars with stonework 

details about two-thirds of the way up and again as the 



keystones for the top arches. There was more stonework 

under the first-floor windows and corbelling out at soffit 

height, and the dark red bricks were contrasted with blues 

around the window arches. Beyond the arched brick 

entrance, were a pair of heavy oak doors with ancient 

steel flush and cranked bolts and a deadlock whose key 

weighed about the same as six eggs. Favourably, it 

entered into a wide Victorian tiled hallway which was in 

pretty good condition and a perfect place for a tenant of 

the first floor to park his bike. 

“Vietnamese street food?” said Tom in an animated way 

that was both a question and a statement of curiosity. 

Will’s grin said it all. He had three types of grins. The first 

was where the corners of his mouth rose and you could 

see the whites of his teeth. The second was more like a 

big smile and his eyes got bigger. The third was a puppy 

dog grin. It couldn’t be refused or mistook for anything 

less than unadulterated enthusiasm, an infection of the 

most positive kind. Will’s whole face would light up like a 

pinball machine in multi-ball bonus mode. There were 

teeth, gums, crows’ feet, wide eyes, dimples, flared 

nostrils and new flesh over his cheekbones that looked 

like silicone implants. Grin number three was a winner 

and was tenanting Will’s face right now. 



Vietnamese street food at Pho was the order of the day. 

As they entered the restaurant, a waitress greeted them 

and her eyes enlarged for a split second instinctively, due 

to the ‘eye-candy’. She checked herself immediately and 

led them to a balcony table overlooking Grand Central’s 

ground floor. Unknown to Will and Tom, Pho was actually 

a chain of concept cafes, yet all the interiors were unique 

and this one was minimalistic with simple unfurnished 

square tables and basic steel frame chairs. The simplicity 

and layout, combined with the condiments set out with 

precision and uniformity on every table - made the scene 

a genuinely oriental experience and the piece de la 

resistance was the central lighting. These were a dozen 

or more, simple black steel tubes rising high above the 

floor with a single bend about two thirds up, each one 

terminating in a light shade designed to look like a 

Vietnamese hat with a single naked lightbulb. It created 

the illusion of a group of workers in paddy fields watching 

over you as you ate your meal. 

The name of the restaurant (Pho), is also the name of the 

Vietnamese national dish. It starts out as a basic broth or 

soup with noodles added. Doesn’t sound fantastic, but it 

is almost like the gravy you’d have on a roast dinner. To 

the broth is added meat, mushrooms, or prawns, and 

various other ingredients, then each diner conjures up his 



own taste extravaganza by mixing their choice of table 

sauces with the meal. Fish sauce for saltiness, garlic 

vinegar for sourness, sriracha for heat, garlic and chilli 

paste for pungency or hoisin for sweet saltiness. 

Alongside the table sauces, the dish is served with an 

accompaniment of raw fresh ingredients such as ginger, 

chillies and coriander leaf that you add and experiment 

with to create your own unique and hopefully perfect 

taste. 

After a short deliberation, Tom opted for the Phở tái lăn, 

which is flash-fried steak with garlic (Hanoi style) and Will 

chose a broken rice dish topped with wok-fried Chinese 

leaf, radish, cucumber & pickles, finished with peanuts, 

herbs & fresh chillies.  

For drinks, they ordered an apple, mint and lime, and 

coconut water over ice. 

As they waited for their food, both men relaxed and took 

in the scenery. Will started thinking about the two weeks 

he’d now spent in Birmingham and the overwhelming 

amount of unfamiliar information he’d had to process. 

Not only was the entire university complex, including 

departments, students and staff new to him, but so was 

the city. He’d also discovered that his personal 

possessions were minimal and had been working through 



his list of wants which had included a coffee table, a chair 

and desk, a reading lamp and a new remote for the TV as 

his own had got lost in the move. Fortunately, Jacque 

was pretty accommodating and had taken Will around a 

few select second-hand shops where they found a 

fantastic carved rubberwood coffee table. It was the kind 

of table that would keep a wood burner going for a week 

and it took both men plus the store owner to lift it into the 

van. The carvings around the edges gave no obvious 

clues as to its origin. More tribal than Chinese but nothing 

more distinct than that. When the table was in situ in the 

lounge, it looked stunning. It was aged and had many 

stories to tell but gave no secrets away. A solid, 

dependable piece of furniture that someone worked 

lovingly to create. Had it been bought or gifted by 

someone to end up in the UK, only to be cast aside and 

dispensed to a second-hand shop? How many lives had 

the table lived? What had the table witnessed? The 

banter, the gossip, the furtive backroom secrets 

sequestered away within its aged rubberwood soul. How 

many more stories would this mute spectator bear 

witness to? 

The office desk was a far less esteemed personality. It 

was oak, but a newborn with no secrets hidden within. 

There was a three-week manufacture and delivery time 



so as a temporary measure, Will placed two chairs, back-

to-back about a metre apart with half a sheet of plywood 

resting on top. An office chair from Ikea, which Jacque 

kindly picked up and some online shopping got him a 

stylish LED reading lamp and the essential TV remote. 

With these few essentials, Will’s flat was now starting to 

look more lived in and the second-hand coffee table and 

worn sofa gave the apperception of a well-loved home, 

but it still lacked something. The lounge was perfectly 

agreeable and unassuming but not amiable or inviting. It 

lacked the charm, spirit, and warmth that would draw 

people into its bosom. Upon entering some homes, you 

relax, loosen up and to coin a phrase, you ‘feel at home’. 

Here, Jacque and Will, both knew the Feng Shui or Ying 

Yang was adrift, but neither could put their finger on the 

pulse. It wasn’t that the room lacked something or that 

something was wrong. Instead, it was that something was 

missing and neither man knew what was missing until it 

was added. 

It was Jacque’s suggestion to add some artwork that 

carried the homely compass needle to point at true north. 

Will was hesitant at first as these were Jacque’s original 

works but Jacque explained that most of his pieces sold 

online, and some might sell in a few days while others 

may take a year or more. The coach house and garage 



were at storage capacity, so if anything caught Will’s eye, 

it would be doing Jacque a favour to have it hanging on 

Will’s wall until it sold. 

The deal was done and before a single piece of artwork 

was chosen, a cork was pulled and glasses raised. 

It must be said at this point that choosing paintings or 

wallcoverings is a time-consuming task. By the time they 

were halfway through the second bottle of wine, they had 

amassed some twenty-two canvasses dotted around the 

landing, lounge, and kitchen. Grouping paintings that 

were sympathetic, in contrast, of similar content or colour 

schemes was pure tom-foolery after the inebriating 

effects of Merlot. 

In humour, Jacque kept adopting the highbrow art 

appreciation role and Will would hide or turn paintings 

upside down whenever Jacque wasn’t looking.  

They were two grown men, muddled and mashed, acting 

like affectionate schoolboy pranksters, and unknowingly 

to them, the bond of friendship they cemented that day 

would last them a lifetime. 

Service was fast at Pho’s, and by the time the waitress 

brought their food, Will had just finished telling Tom about 

Jacque’s artwork and their drunken shenanigans. 

As soon as the waitress put the food down, the initial 



assault came from the scent carried in the steam rising 

from the dishes, which was sensational. It had a multi-

layered perfume, the deep notes of onion, mushroom, 

garlic, and steak were complemented by mint, lime, and 

herbs. 

Wills dish looked like a work of art, not Vietnamese street 

food. There was a perfect domed mound of steamed rice 

placed on the left-hand side of an off-white square plate. 

To the right was the main dish of chicken with long 

beans, asparagus, onion, and a sauce so rich-it was 

bombastic. North of the plate was Chinese leaf and south 

was a raw carrot salad.  

He ignored the condiments and dived straight in and 

found that it tasted scandalously good. 

The intensity of the flavours. Pickles, peanuts, stock, 

herbs & fresh chillies. His taste buds were a bed of 

excitement. This food rocked. 

Tom's food was more like an aromatic chameleon. The 

pho was served in a large bowl and the main stock was 

an aqueous solution, so thin you could see through it to 

the composition below. Greens, steak and noodles. The 

taste was unbelievably good and Tom didn’t think that 

adding any of the side dishes of raw ginger, chillies or 

coriander would improve the flavour. After a few 



mouthfuls, though Tom started to wonder what this 

beautifulness would taste like with just a hint of fresh 

coriander. Next with just a smidgen of chillies, perhaps a 

trickle of sriracha or a dash of hoisin. As the meal went 

on, Tom’s symphony of taste went from being mellifluous 

to riotous and all was good. 

“Did you know that peanuts grow underground?” 

“Really?” said Will. “I thought a nut was a tree thing.” 

“Not a peanut! We had to grow them at school, then eat 

some and burn others to see how much energy they 

had.” 

“Are you sure you mean peanuts and not carrots?” 

“Carrots?” 

“Yea. Carrots definitely grow underground.” 

“So do peanuts.” 

“I wonder if mice like peanuts. Maybe we should put one 

on a mouse trap and find out!” 

“But we don’t have any mice.” 

“Maybe they’ve eaten all the cheese and died.” 

“Eaten the cheese and died.” 

“Yes. Mice are lactose intolerant.” 

“Get away. Everyone puts cheese on a mousetrap!” 



“Which is why mousetraps don’t work. Mice don’t eat 

cheese.” 

Only a handful of people could converse like Tom and 

Will when they were alone. They could bounce short 

banter rallies as quick as a ping pong ball in play. 

The boyish banter was followed by a brief silence while 

they ate, but silences between Will and Tom were never 

awkward. They often got mistaken as brothers, not 

because they looked the same, but because their outlook 

and personalities were uncannily similar. They shared a 

bottle of Scotch once in a cottage in mid of Wales. It was 

on a cold winter night, with the rain hitting the windows 

horizontally, and the wind howling like an arctic wolf. A 

wood burner provided the heat and another note to their 

winter symphony, yet apart from that and the occasional 

sound of a drink being poured or placed back on a table, 

it was almost silent. The men weren’t ignoring each other, 

they were just tired, content in each other’s company and 

had nothing pressing to say. 

Tom adeptly popped some noodles in his mouth, followed 

by a piece of steak before setting his chopsticks to rest. 

“You know Will, all the time I’ve spent in physics has 

been phenomenal. To think that in the seventeenth-

century we had Newton and gravity, in the late 1880s, we 



had quantum mechanics, and in the early 20th century, 

we had Einstein’s relativity, and now we have space 

telescopes and tourist trips to the moon.” 

Will’s eyes opened wider and his face became more 

animated, he could sense a ‘Himitsu Bako’ about to be 

shared. There’s nothing a physicist likes more than the 

conundrum of trying to unlock a proverbial Japanese 

puzzle box, what secrets could be delved into, 

deliberated, theorised or verified. 

“Holidays to the moon. Who’d have thought that when we 

were at school!”  

“It’s gravity that’s got its teeth into me. One of my 

students was asking all the questions that I asked my 

lecturers. It made me realise how little we know about 

why apples fall.” 

“Like you said. Newton was 17th Century. We’re in the 

21st now, so I think gravity has been pretty much covered. 

Anyway,” Will ribbed, “there are more pressing concerns. 

We can put people on the moon, but most people on this 

planet don’t know that mice don’t like cheese. Maybe you 

should teach that to your students.” 

“Humour me if you will, but not about mice and cheese.” 

Will couldn’t resist, “But the moon’s made of cheese...and 

that has gravity. Lunar G is made from cheese.” 



Tom’s nonsensical cheeky mood was infectious and 

through smiling lips, Will’s efficacious comeback was, 

“But whose version of gravity does the big cheese have? 

Newton’s, who stated gravity works instantaneously over 

any distance, or Einstein’s, who explained gravity as the 

warping of three-dimensional space so it couldn’t possibly 

work instantaneously, or is it the gravity outside the 

realms of classical physics and into quantum field theory, 

which is something entirely different. Or perhaps the 

moon has cheese gravity...a Wensleydale attraction, or 

the engaging draw of the cheese straw?” 

“Ha. I think it’s might be the pulling power of Parmesan 

but you’ve hit the nail right on the head, and as always, 

good scientific data can prove it...Mice are lactose 

intolerant, and there are no mice on the moon, so it must 

be made of cheese and I think it has the wensleydalian 

gravity. I rest my case.” “Also,” said Will, trying to stifle his 

laughter, “I think we’ve made one of the centuries most 

important discoveries. Maybe we’ll get shortlisted for a 

Nobel Cheese Prize?” 

 

It was the most natural thing in the world to raise their 

glasses and silently toast their stupidity. Success to the 



puerile, inane banter that’s only existence is for gaiety 

and sport. 

The delights of their fayre tasted even better with light-

hearted humour in their hearts and Tom’s next mouthful 

was fired up with just a touch of added ginger.  

The waitress took advantage of the lull in conversation to 

pop over and ask if everything was okay with their meals. 

To which she got full approval. It was as though the 

waitress engaging in the conversation had somehow 

brought them back into the room. They noticed that the 

place had got busier since they sat down, but it had been 

a gradual affair, and neither men had been aware that the 

traffic had increased so much. It wasn’t just Phos that had 

started to get busier, in fact, it was all the eateries in 

Grand Central. When you stopped to take it all in, it was 

like being in a human hive, there were so many people 

walking, eating and talking at once that individuality was 

replaced with a swarming colony of industry. Each colony 

member having a purpose and adding to the exciting 

symphony of sound that permeated the airwaves. 

Occasionally you could make out the odd word, but the 

better part of the noise was the sum of all the parts. The 

buzz of human enthusiasm as the hive feasted. 



Tom was still listening to the human hive when a soft but 

clear voice pronounced “Professor Ramirez! It is you and 

who’s your plus one? I didn’t realise you appreciated the 

finer things in life!” 

Enter Jenny and The Dear. 

 


