


“Just A Quick One”

Welcome to “Just A Quick One”.  This is an autobiographical 
comic based on experiences I’ve had with my dad.  I 

say ‘based on’ but it’s more or less exactly as it happened, all 
condensed into one day. At least, it’s how I remember events 
unfolding. I feel like these events are some of the highlights 
I’ve experienced over the years. 
 The title “Just a Quick One” comes from phone calls I 
have with my dad. Phone calls that generally last an incredible 
amount of time compared to call with anyone else I know. 
People these days just seem to text or call for a few minutes to 
arrange something. So I tend to get quite irritable as the phone 
heats up, making my ear hot. After a phone call, my arm often 
aches and I almost always need the toilet due to so much time 
passing. It’s like I’ve been exposed to Pavlovian conditioning 
because now, when it is, indeed, just a quick one, I tend to 
need the toilet. I think he started to say ‘Just a quick one’ as 
a way to disarm my irritability. Although sometimes he just 
says, ‘It’s me’. 
 I hope that these simple everyday stories can make 
you reflect on your own time spent with family and friends, 
as there’s probably some pretty interesting stuff. I know 
sometimes it’s hard to see when you’re living it, but just take 
some time to reflect. You’ll be surprised.
 I’d also like to thank Danielle Coxon-Smith for copy 
editing this comic and my other books, Rusty Spoons, The 
Betting Shop Distraction, Bum Apple Freak Show and Invaders. 
All for free! You’ve been amazing. 

Steven Brown
August 2018
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Hello?

I'm outside.
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I can'tsee you.

What?

I said
I can't
see you.

Why would you 
be able to
see me?

You said
you were 
outside...

...well, I'm 
outside 
now and
I can't 
see you.
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No...I'm in 
town.

Righhht
but...

I'm outside – I 

just got off 
the bus.

So you mean that 
you're outside...in 

general?

Yes!

Well, I'm 
glad we 
cleared 
that up. 
You made 

it seem like
 

you were 
here.
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Hello?

It's too windy 
here, I can't
hear you.

I'll call 
you back!

Just one of the 
many phone call 
experiences I'm 
subjected to on a 
regular basis.
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Can you meet me in town 
at 2pm?You were going 
in anyway, right? I have 

something for you.

Hello?

Just a qui
ck one.

Ok,the 
fountain at 
2pm then. 
See you 
later.

NOTE: this was 'just a quick one' 
– generally, these 'quick ones' last 
at least an hour.
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Hello 
there, I 
need to 
explain a 
few things 
while I 
have a 
moment 
waiting 
for my 
bus.

This is a comic about my 
Dad. 

It's pretty much a true-
to-life 

comic adaptation. Apart from 

me talking to myself at 
the 

bus stop, I hope.

These events can be 

pretty embarrassing or 

frustrating at the time, 

but then sort of funny 
looking back.

Town 
please, 
return.

Woop di bup, Q!

Like 
this one 

Christmas, I 
remember a 
carol singer 
turning up.
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Our house, Christmas, sometime in the 
mid 90s. Listening to Spice Girls and 
Oasis, just like everyone did.

So Dad answers the door...

We wish 
you a 
merry 

Christmas 
and a 

happy new 
year.

...and is greeted by a yoof in a 
hoodie who sings one line of a 
Christmas song...

...and then puts his hand out expectantly 
for a cash reward for his meagre efforts.

in t
he 

90s
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You're 
in luck!

I know 
that 
song 
from 
start 

to finish 
on my 
guitar!

And I'll give 
you a whole 
pound if you 

sing it! Oh my 
God, I 

know that 
kid from 
school.

Good
 tidi

ngs 

we b
ring.

You need to 
project more, 

come on! GOOD 
TIDINGS!

So this kid ends up singing the 
entire song...

...while getting pointers from Dad 
the whole time.

At this point, the rest of the family is hiding 
in the living room feeling embarrassed.
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I think 
that was 
Dad's first 
ever public

 

performanc
e.

The kid got his pound and 
we never saw him again.

Let's go 
to the pub 
for a quick 
half, then 

I'll show you 
what I've 

got.

Hello.
Hi!

What 
you 
been 

up to?

Just 
picked 
up a 

few bits 
in town.

2pm, at the fountain.



10

Here, try a bit 
of this one –
it's delicious. Mmmm ye

s, 

that is 
good.

I've had 
a terrible 
'sniff' cold. 
I've been 
real bad 
with it.

You just let me drink 
from your fluey glass! 

I'd better not be ill next 
week! I'm on holiday!

Don't be 

daft. Here
, I 

got you thi
s if 

you want it
.
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It's a 
porcelain 
cat with 
a blue 
bow tie.

It's 
great, 
isn't it?

Er...not really. 
Thanks, but,
no thanks.

Things I've been 
offered in the past:

Note: Dad likes a bargain but 
at the same time can't stand 
clutter. So he’ll generally try 
to get rid of his bargains as 
soon as possible by either 
giving them to friends and 
relatives or storing them 
until such time that there’s 
enough to do a car boot.

Yogurt maker

Cat door stop

W
orks jacket

Ru
mt
op
f

Pink ukulele

Red and white 

striped shirt

(A
 b
ig 

ph
as
e)

(Another big phase)

H
ey
, 
th
is 

is 
lik

e 
th
e 
G
en
er
at

io
n 
G
am

e!

(Too much yogurt!)
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Rubbish

One time, he actually left a 
bag of rubbish at my house 
and passed it off as a gift. 
Bits of wood, metal, clips and 
cables etc. that were left over 
from a DIY project. I refused, 
if you'll excuse the pun. But 
he left it anyway as he didn't 
want to go to the tip.

Stuff I've 
accepted:

Sweets DVDs

Whisky

Hat

Beer Books
(If I like them)

Nuts

So did 
you do 
anything 

else today, 
Dad?

Back to the pub
As a matter 
of fact, yes. 
I got this 

pen!

(But rare as they're 
great sellers on a 

car boot) 

T
he
 G

en
er
at

io
n 
G
am

e 
on
 a

 t
ig
ht
 b

ud
ge
t.

N
ow

 t
hi
s 
is 

wh
at

 I
'm

 t
al
ki
ng
 a

bo
ut
.
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It's a real 
nice pen. 
Guess how 
much?

Oh I don't 
know, £4?

Oh come on, it's a 
much nicer pen than 
that. It's a Parker 
fountain pen in matt 
blue with silver trim 
and nib and came in 
a special gift box!

Right...er...I 
dunno, £30?

£30? Oh, these 
pens are worth 
way more than 
that, you know!

Right, well, I 
don't know. 

How much was 
it then?
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This pen was £4!

That's what 
I said! You 

got it from a 
charity shop, 
didn't you?

Yes, they wanted £5 for 
it, but I got them to 
knock a quid off!

You haggled 
with the 
charity 
shop?!

Yeah, and I went into the 
department store in town and 
found the same pen on sale for 
£59.99! So I went back to the 
charity shop to let them know 

about my bargain!
What?!
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So he’d been back to 
the shop and played the 
‘higher than that’ game 
with them, just like he’d 
done with me.  In my (and 
most people’s) book this 
is NOT cool. Buy hey, ya 
gotta have a hobby. After we finished our drinks, we 

started to walk through town.

I just need to pop into 
the shop for milk and 

a few bits.

Come with 
me and give 
me a hand.

OK.

Look! Peas at 36p! 
These are 58p in 

Morrisons!

Ok great, 
get em then.

Nah, I've got 
loads of peas 

at home.
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I just need
 some 

milk, juice 
and 

cereal.

Zat is £5.95, 
monsieur.

Are you 
French? Oui.
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Do you 
know 

that the
 French 

language
 is 

rubbish?

And that the English 
language is far more 

superior than the French!

And do you 
know why?

Because English
has that certain 
'je ne sais quoi'!
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Do you have a 
loyalty card?

No...we would 
rather be disloyal.

Very well, 
monsieur.

Au revoir.

I'm not sure 
she really got 
your joke.

No...I might try 
it at the open mic 

tomorrow.
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Ok, well, I'd better 
get going. I've a bus 

just after 6pm.

Have fun at 
the 'cough' 

open mic. Oh 
no, I think I'm 
getting a cold.

Oh dear, I've had a 
bad one. Well, see 

you later.

Have fun with the 

porcelain cat. Bye!

Bye.

He won't keep that long 
though. Probably go on 

a car boot, I bet.

He doesn't keep much in the 
house. Just a few CDs and 
a few ornamental turtles.
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I remember when I 
first encountered 

the turtles.
He’d been on holiday and wanted 

me to drop off some milk ready for 

his return.

So I let myself in with 
my spare key.

The flat is very tidy and minimal, 
with everything in its right place.

Then I noticed on the mantle 
above the fire two little turtle 
ornaments...

...so I turned one around so they 
were facing each other...
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...and when I did this I realised 
that the shells lifted off, hiding 
little dishes.

So I wrote a little note to 
go inside...

...then I went home. He’d be home 
at 7pm. I wondered how long it 
would take him to notice.

07:01 pm

Hello?
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Nice turtle!

My plan had worked!

So, nearly home. I think I've covered the highlights.

Time to 
have a 

sit down 
I 

think.

Hello? Just a quick one!



During that last bus ride home, I actually had quite an awkward experience, most 
probably brought on by my own neurosis. The bus was very busy and the only free 

seats were next to other people. I had to choose my destiny for the next 25 minutes. You 
have to choose wisely – I mean you don’t want to be sitting next to someone stinky, or 
‘a weirdo’ or some kids making a racket, or someone too ugly (too gross), or someone 
too pretty (too awkward), or a drunk person who has just been to the footy and keeps 
telling you you’re a sound geezer in a scarily intimidating way while holding a kebab 
that might spill its greasy contents all over you at any moment. I decide to sit next to this 
fairly normal-looking woman. In the limited time in which I had to decide, she seemed 
quite an acceptable choice. So I sat down. On a bus, you can’t look at anyone or make eye 
contact, especially if they’re sitting right next to you. You can get locked up for that kind 
of behaviour. Imagine staring right at someone you don’t know only inches from their 
face. Anyway, as the journey progresses, people start getting off until there’s nobody left 
but me and the woman I’m sitting next to. So I’m thinking, ‘Do I move? Is that rude?’, 
and, ‘Maybe she’s not gotten off because I’m in the way and she’s too shy’. I eventually got 
off after a very silent journey. 

There are many more stories that I could have included in this comic but didn’t. Maybe 
next time, Gadget. Here are some little titles I wrote down when brainstorming for it, just 
to paint a picture:

• Halloween Trick
• Posh Tea Request
• Blackberries
• University Furniture Rearrangement
• The France Crossing
•  Chapel St Leonards

It’s all very entertaining stuff as I’m sure you can imagine.

The reason the bus driver in the comic says ‘Woop di bup, Q!’ is because the driver of 
my college bus used to say it. He started off saying ‘How are you?’ and ‘Thank you’ to 
everyone who got on. Over time, it got shortened to ‘Ey up’ (a Derbyshire thing) and 
just ‘Q’ instead of ‘Thanks’. For some reason, the greeting part got turned into ‘Woop di 
bup’ as he said it so fast, so it became ‘Woop di bup,  Q!’ When a bunch of people got on, 
it’d go something like this: ‘Q!...Q!...Q!...Woop di bup...Q!’ We all found it hilarious. So I 
decided to include this for my own amusement. 

Thanks for reading, folks.
Steven Brown


