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*******
The curtains twitched and hardly audible voices whispered behind the flimsy veil.
“I can’t see,” Joan hissed.
“They’ll be able to see you,” Joe’s scolding voice was a little louder than his wife’s.
“What do you mean?” she looked quizzical.
Joe sighed. “I mean you’re twitching the curtains that much.”
“What can you see?” she pecked at him.
“Nothing,” was the sharp reply, “your heads in the way.”
“I’ll get my glasses,” Joan huffed.
“You do that,” said Joe while taking up Joan’s position at the window, in what was a straight swap from one old age pensioner to another.
“Now who’s twitching the curtains?” she rolled her eyes up.
He sniffed, “and get my glasses while you’re at it.”
*******
Directly opposite Joe and Joan’s semi detached, Trisha stood at the window.
Lance was playing on the Playstation, concentrating more on slaying aliens, than the never ending drone of his ever loving wife.
“Someone’s moving in across the road,” Trisha spoke.
“You don’t say,” Lance replied somewhat sarcastically.
“I hope they’re not going to leave that big van there,” Trisha’s brow furrowed. “My Mum won’t be able to park her car.”
“And that would be a tragedy wouldn’t it?” Lance said even more sarcastically.
“Still, if they’re quick, they might be done by the time Mum gets here.”
“It’s nearly two,” Lance said.
“So?” Trisha replied.
“Your Mum’s always here for two, rain, sleet or frigging hell fire,” he shook his head. “Nothing will stop her. And don’t I know it.”
“What was that?” Trisha snapped back at last.
The doorbell rang out.
“The doorbell, it’ll be your Mother. As punctual as ever.”
Trisha made a quick exit, before an even quicker re-entrance with her Mother, just as Lance predicted.
“I’ve had to park my car at the top end of the road and walk down here,” said Trisha’s Mum, wasting no time in pulling off her coat.
“You shouldn’t have bothered,” Lance said.
“What was that”? Mother was as quick on the counter attack as ever.
“Lance is just worried about your bad knees,” Trisha tried to smooth things over.
“It’s not just your knees that are bad,” Lance whispered under his breath, “you’re pretty rotten all over.”
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