Days of Beige
D’Arcy and Sybil approach the promenade café as they do once a week, every week, for a late breakfast.  
They are dressed in their Saturday clothes.  D’Arcy is wearing needlepoint corduroy trousers and a safari jacket.  Both are beige and hang baggily on his once broad frame.  A narrow-striped shirt, paisley cravat, and suede shoes complete his weekend ensemble.  Light on his feet for an octogenarian, D’Arcy springs to the door with a flourish and pulls it open for Sybil, saluting her theatrically.   Smiling coyly, she pulls at his arm and says, as she always says,
“Oh D’Arcy, do behave.”
Mr Singh, the café owner, comes round his counter wiping his hands on the teacloth which always hangs from his left shoulder and greets them.
“Good morning Mr D’Arcy. How are you today?  Mrs D’Arcy.  You look lovely as always.  Is that a new dress?  Very beautiful.”
He knows it is not a new dress.  It is the same pale blue dress she wore last week, and the week before, though he does not know it is from the Red Cross shop in the High Street. Her black patent court shoes match the small bag hanging on a chain, loosely, from her bony shoulder.
Mr Singh ushers them to their table, the one by the window, the one with the white plastic ‘Reserved’ sign which he deftly removes.
“Your table”, he says, as he flicks the seats with his cloth.  “I trust this is satisfactory?”  He knows it is satisfactory. It is always the only table vacant at 11 on a summer Saturday morning in his busy establishment.  He enjoys the game they play.  He is their Major-domo in a grand hotel dining room.
D’Arcy pulls a chair back for Sybil to sit and Mr Singh does the same for him.
“And what can I get for you today, something special perhaps?  Our eggs are particularly fine today, freshly laid, very fine”.  He knows the answer.
“I think we’ll have two of your toasted teacakes, some thin cut marmalade and a pot of your finest Darjeeling, if you please Mr Singh”.
As D’Arcy and Sybil settle into contemplation of the week past, Mr Singh turns towards the kitchen but is stopped in his tracks.  The café door is wrenched open and Shane and Trisha burst in.  He thinks “Oh, please God, not today” and feels the skin round his jaw go tight, but he must smile and say something else.  
“I’m sorry, but we are full just now.  Perhaps you can come back later, yes?”
Trisha half turns to leave but Shane points, and elbows past him towards the two empty seats at D’Arcy and Sybil’s table.  
“Nah, this’ll do, won’t it Trish.  We don’t mind sharin’, even with wrinklies.”  He laughs.
Mr Singh and D’Arcy look at each other.  Mr Singh’s eyes plead.  He doesn’t want any trouble.  D’Arcy raises a hand to acknowledge his plight, and his eyes say they don’t mind. 
Shane and Trish sit, placing their mobile ‘phones on the table. Not waiting to be asked Shane orders.  
“Two mugs of tea, and two bacon and egg rolls, Gunga Din, and make it quick: people to see, places to go. Chop chop”.  He slaps the table in rhythm.  Chop chop.  
Mr Singh returns to his kitchen while Shane mocks the gentility of the old couple opposite him.
“I say Trish, the tone of this gaff has gone down a bit lately ain’t it.  What’s that pong?  Old people always whiff a bit don’t they?”  
Sybil is wearing her priceless Jean Patou scent, the one from the tiny black bottle she keeps on her dressing table, the one she got in Paris at the end of the war.  Trish giggles but looks at Sybil’s kindly calm face, and unease wriggles somewhere deep inside.  Her discomfort, and the goading, are cut short when their orders come.  Her ‘phone pings.  She picks it up, looks at the screen, snorts “s’only Chantelle” and puts it down again.
Sybil and D’Arcy unwrap their butter patties delicately, habitually scraping each paper clean before folding them precisely.  They quarter their teacakes and then cut them again into neat triangles.  The treat lasts longer that way.  They are used to rationing things.
Shane and Trish grab at their rolls, but then look and grin at each other.  In grotesque parody of the gentility across the table, they cut their rolls into lumpish pieces.  Then, mouth open, they noisily chew a quarter at a time, the runny egg dribbling down their chins and over their fingers.
D’Arcy and Sybil continue to talk quietly about the week gone and the day to come.
“It turned out nice after all, didn’t it D’Arce?  I thought the rain was in for the day, but it turned out nice.”
“Yes.  Nice.  I thought it might, something about the clouds looked, you know…promising.”
“Yes. That’s the word. Promising.  You’re usually right about the weather, aren’t you?  We could walk down to the bowling club later, if your legs are alright, D’Arce.”
“Yes, good idea.  Is your teacake nice?”  Mine’s lovely, they’re always good in here. Fresh.  Lots of fruit.”
Shane’s ‘phone pings.  He picks it up, looks at it, guffaws “Bleedin’ Facebook again, dunno why I bovver”, then resumes his goading.
“I say Patricia, if you’re up to it, we could go dahn the skate park.  By the way, these rolls are quite superb ain’t they?  The egg works with the crispy bacon so well, don’t it?  Oi!  Gunga Din, my compliments to the chef.”  Then he turns to D’arcy.
“What do you think D’Arce old chap.  ‘Ere, ‘ave a try.”
He lifts his plate and slides a half-eaten part of his roll onto D’Arcy’s teacake. Egg oozes into marmalade. 
D’Arcy stares at his plate, and then at Shane.  Trish smirks, but feeling the wriggle again lowers her gaze. D’Arcy looks back at his plate and then at Sybil.  “Oh dear,” she says “that’s not nice is it.  Not called for at all”. 
“No, not called for Sybil.  Perhaps we should go, we don’t want to cause any trouble?”
Shane, sensing an advantage, presses on.
“What about Sybille ‘ere, she looks like she could do with a bit of protein.  ‘Ere you go luv”
And he scrapes part of Trish’s roll onto Sybil’s plate.
D’Arcy and Sybil look at each other again, resigned, and Sybil picks up her bag, shifting her weight as if making to leave, but Shane in mock regret implores them to stay.
“Oh, don’t go. I’m sorry.  Let me get you some more buns.”  He raises his arms above his head, and claps.
Oi, Gunga Din, Mr and Mrs D’Arce ‘ere ‘ave ‘ad an accident.  Two more of your finest teacakes if you please.”
Sybil sits back, her hand still on her bag, and looks again at her husband.
“It’s no use D’Arce.  We’ll have to do something.”
“I suppose so, Sybil.”
Shane feigns alarm “Oooh, careful Trish.  We’ve got ‘em all annoyed now, they might….”
But, before Shane can finish his sentence, D’Arcy and Sybil each pick up a fork and pin his denim jacket cuffs to the table.  Trish’s scream chokes, even before it reaches her tonsils, as Sybil wraps the chain of her handbag round her neck and pulls her, face first, into the remains of her egg roll and holds her there.  In the same moment D’Arcy reaches for Shane’s mobile phone and slaps it into the centre of the table in front of the stunned youth.
Looking directly into Shane’s eyes, he brings the heel of his hand down on the handle of his knife, spinning it into the air.  In one flowing movement he catches it again and drives the egg smeared blade through the ‘phone’s screen.  Applause breaks out in the café.
D’Arcy and Sybil wipe their hands on the hapless antagonists’ hair before D’arcy escorts Sybil to the door.
Outside, D’arcy takes a monogrammed handkerchief from his breast pocket, and delicately wipes a crumb from the corner of Sybil’s mouth.
“Well Sybil, to be honest I wasn’t sure we could still do that, were you?”
Oh yes, D’Arce.  Of course.  I know we’re getting on a bit, but S.O.E. training was very thorough.  You don’t forget that.  Those were the days, eh.”
They link arms and, a little more straight backed than before, step out down the promenade.  
So, bowling then?  I think we might do rather well today.”
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