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‘Raisins.’ 
 ‘Coffee.’ 
 ‘If  we’re getting on to beverages, I’d much rather mine cold. And 
raisins?’ 
 ‘I like their texture.’ 
 ‘Never thought I’d hear that out of  a man’s mouth. This environment 
must be doing something strange to that brain.’ 
 ‘You asked what my last bite would be, I answered.’ 
 The mundanities of  the conversations, four days in, was the only thing 
keeping them going. One’s taste in cars, film, clothing, women, art, 
architecture, and favourite sports teams – if  not allowed to follow the one 
with which you hold an existing affinity – had all been exhausted. Apparently, 
Ed’s choice of  answer for art wasn’t allowed in the rules: his three-year-old 
daughter’s painted hand-prints weren’t in a gallery, so didn’t qualify. Equally, 
Michael’s and Neil’s fashion answers were dually disqualified due to the 
commonality they shared. The maxi coat option was to be had by one or 
none – den rules.  
 Architecture had proved a slow couple of  hours of  mulling over, and 
film had been a very lengthy, trivial affair, that after three hours and forty-
seven minutes was still no closer to providing an answer to the James Dean 
versus John Wayne saga, aptly named so, by themselves.  
 This, of  course, led on to a further, rather more conclusive debate, of  
Taylor or Day, which, although solved, provided no lasting satisfaction or 
comfort for any of  the three men; instead, in fact, a significant lack of  – and 
certain cultural divides were thankfully never roused. There are some things 
that can never be discussed rationally, no matter how much time you have on 
your hands or where you are in the universe. 
 ‘Are sultanas technically the same, or different?’ Having sat in silence 
for fifty-three minutes after a rather hostile exchange regarding the difference 
in talent between Elvis Presley and Chuck Berry, the stupidity of  Collins’s 
pondering came as a significant ice-breaker.  
 ‘What?’ 
 ‘I mean, they’re both dried grapes, but different colours. But grapes are 
grapes, right? No named differentiation –’ 
 ‘Mike –’ 
 ‘And, I mean, apples all over the world vary in pigmentation, but 
they’re still just apples.’ 
 ‘Mike!’ 
 ‘What?’ 
 ‘Do they have the same texture?’ 
 ‘What?’ 



 ‘Two hours and forty-seven minutes ago, you said it was the texture of  
raisins that, somehow, made them your favourite fruit. Your “last bite” even. 
If  the texture between the two is different, they’re different.’ Michael smiled. 
 Upon arrival, the points were counted up for answers that had 
achieved places in any of  the three categories of  most stupid, lazy, or just 
simply ‘never to be mentioned again for fear of  public embarrassment’. 
Michael had lost. His final attempt for a recount, aided by expressing how far 
he would go out of  the Earth for them, and back again, was regarded as 
another utterance to place in the latter category. He sulked in the cockpit for 
half  an hour before returning to his duties of  manning the camera, while the 
other two prepared to plant the flag. 


