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  Dating Keanu

Kirsty slid a carton of milk across the kitchen worktop 

before attempting to undo her wet winter coat. 

‘It’s horrid out there. Bad winds, rain, the works!’ She 

pushed a mop of messy hair away from her eyes. ‘Holy 

mother of God,’ she shouted in astonishment as she looked 

at the sight before her. ‘Where is my brother? I mean you 

look like him; middle-aged, a bit fat and unshaven, but you 

look clean and tidy, and there isn’t that lingering smell of a 

damp sock. Hang on a minute . . . you appear to be smiling. 

There must be an alien invasion,  or something that would 

be equally as concerning!’

Brendan sat up from the dining room chair where he had 

been patiently waiting, and strutted across the room to his 

sister.

‘I, my dear sister, have a date,’ he announced boastfully 

as he brushed past her to switch the kettle on.

‘Oh really?’ She inquired. ‘Does this one need inflating?’

His smile dropped a degree on one side, leaving the other 

to curl slightly. ‘Very funny, and no.’

Kirsty folded her arms in the way she always did when 

she attempted to belittle her older brother. ‘Oh, please don’t

tell me it’s online dating again. Haven’t you learnt from last

time with the whole scarf thing?’
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‘That was a misunderstanding.’

‘Misunderstanding? You uploaded a black and white 

profile picture that was taken at least fifteen years ago, and 

half your face was hidden with a thick scarf. No wonder she

suddenly disappeared when she met you.’

‘You said you liked that picture. You also said I looked 

like Keanu Reeves in it.’

A sudden attack of giggles filled the air as Kirsty 

pretended to slap her thigh. ‘That’s a good one.’

‘You did!’

‘If I remember right, you had spent an hour trying to 

convince me that you looked like Keanu Reeves and 

eventually I got so fed up that I said, and I quote, that if you

squinted really hard you could see a slight resemblance.’

‘Anyway,’ he grunted. ‘It is not online dating!’

They both fell quiet until Kirsty, unwittingly, broke the 

silence. ‘It’s a good job, you could have been done for false 

advertising.’

‘That’s it!’ Brendon raged as he grabbed the milk carton 

and thrust it into his sister’s hand, grabbing her free arm to 

march her to the door. 

Kirsty quickly wriggled away and raised her arms, 

waving the carton around like a white flag. ‘I’m sorry, ok? 

Sorry!’ She walked towards the kettle and finished making 

the drinks that Brendan had started.
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‘I wanted some moral support, but it looks like you are 

out of it!’ He said, sulkily.

‘I’m sorry,’ she replied as she passed him a cup of coffee.

‘You look nice. . . good. You look good.’ 

‘Do you think the shirt is a bit tight?’ He inquired with an

air of vulnerability. 

Kirsty failed to stop the childish smirk from spreading 

across her face.

‘Seriously? Can you just be serious?’ He shouted in 

frustration.

‘Have you another one?’ she said through the hint of a 

giggle.

‘Great. That’s all I need!’ He muttered as he stormed up 

the stairs.

Kirsty and Brendan were very close, aways turning to 

each other in times of need. They loved each other dearly 

but their childish habits had never phased out, and Kirsty 

knew she had no verbal filter. Even her body language 

struggled to not react immaturely. She was just no good at 

hiding the childish emotions she possessed. Her mother said

it was from her father and her father said it was from her 

mother. In fairness, she knew that it ran in the family. 

Brendan was slightly more mature, evidently on some 

occasions, but not always.  
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It had been nearly twenty years since Brendan’s last 

serious relationship. His childhood sweetheart decided she 

didn’t love him anymore, but she did love a girl called 

Florence who lived across from him. It broke his heart and 

left him in a deep hole of self-pity.

He came back down the stairs ten minutes later, heavy-

footed, wearing a loosely fitted pale blue shirt. 

‘Better,’ she responded before walking over and adjusting

his collar.

‘Thanks. I’m still not sure though,’ he replied in a solemn

manner before sitting at the kitchen table. Brenden had 

developed a pattern over the years of becoming very 

excitable and then quickly finding any excuse to not be, 

self-sabotaging good opportunities to avoid disappointments

in life. That’s why he had been stuck in the same job for as 

long as he had.

‘Stop it!’ Kirsty said abruptly. ‘I can see what’s 

happening here. Stop trying to think of excuses. You look 

fine.’

‘Well, you don’t help by telling me my shirt looks tight!’ 

He mimicked her voice as he became animated in his 

gestures.

‘I never said that! You started it by asking!’

‘No, you started it with your smirking and sarcasm as per 

usual,’ he shouted in frustration. Unfortunately, his 
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frustration caused him to accidentally knock his coffee all 

over his shirt. 

They stared at the shirt and then at each other for a couple

of seconds before Kirsty dashed off upstairs. ‘I’ll get you 

another,’ she shouted, trying to disguise another fit of 

giggles.

‘I know you’re laughing!’ he raged.

‘I’m not,’ she replied, before biting down on her fist to 

stop the urge to laugh once more.

After composing herself, she started to go through her 

brother's wardrobe and found an array of colourful designer 

shirts. In confusion, she scooped a handful of them and ran 

down the stairs.

‘Are you ill?’ She shouted as she dismounted the last 

step. ‘There must be over a thousand pounds worth of shirts

here. You only ever wear boring colours. You are normally 

magnolia - boring and predictable. So what is this all 

about?’ 

His lips were starting to, unintentionally, tense into the 

shape of a pout. ‘I wear basic for work. You know that. I 

bought these shirts for going out but. . . ‘

‘But what? You ARE going out, right now, and you have 

attempted to dress up as CAPTAIN SENSIBLE… 

TWICE!’
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‘I’m not good at this! That’s why I told you to come. But 

you were late.’ 

‘Right, good job I’m here now!’ She said as she hurled a 

pink shirt at his head. ‘Stick that on!’

He pulled an ungrateful face before trying it on. 

‘See,’ Kirsty said, smugly. ‘Fits better, looks good, and 

makes you look like a middle-aged man and not an OAP.’

‘Doesn’t make me look too young does it?’

‘Nope you still look forty-five, but it has shaved twenty 

years off from what you normally look like. Anyway, we 

have been faffing around for ages, you are going to be late!’

‘No, I have got another two hours yet,’ he said as he 

smoothed his shirt over his chest.

‘Give me strength’ she laughed. ‘I will make us another 

drink then…but you’d better take that shirt of first!’

He does as he is told and sits back at the table. ‘Don’t tell 

Mum and Dad will you. You know what they are like. They

will tell everyone we are engaged and it will be on the ten 

o’clock news.’

Kirsty laughed hysterically. Their parents were a little 

eccentric and excitable, to say the least.

‘Your secret is safe with me. So, who is she then?’

His face flushed slightly under his newly trimmed black 

beard. ‘Her name is Christie. She works in accounts and the 

guys at work have been trying to set us up for months.’ He 
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took a sip of his coffee, being very careful to place it back 

on the table, as far away from him as possible. ‘Anyway 

Nick- you know Nick from my office- well I left my email 

open, and he went on, pretending to be me, and asked her 

out for dinner. She replied and said she would love too.’

Kirsty edged closer with interest as she wrapped her 

hands around her hot mug. ‘Ok, so what did you reply to 

that?’ 

‘Good.’

‘Good? You gave her a one-word reply?’

‘Well yes, what was I supposed to say?’

Kirsty shook her head in astonishment. ‘I honestly do not 

know how someone like you has not been snapped up yet.’ 

‘I have no idea what you are talking about,’ he replied.

‘Just try and do more than one-liners tonight and she may

just stick it out.’

Brendan persuaded Kirsty to drop him off at the 

restaurant and as he shut the car door he poked his head 

back in through the window. ‘Thanks, now you can go. No 

lingering, I don’t want you embarrassing me or putting me 

on edge.’

Kirsty pulled a face before pressing down on the window 

button, almost squashing her brother’s windpipe as it 

quickly rose to the top. 
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    As Brendan walked through to the restaurant he caught 

sight of Christie. Her long chestnut hair was shining under 

the soft lighting. She turned to face him and smiled causing 

his heart to skip a beat but before he had chance to react, he 

bottled it, and ran to the toilets.

He rushed to the sink and splashed water on his face 

before turning into his very own life coach. ‘You can do 

this Brendan, come on. It’s only a date. Remember. . . you 

are Keanu Reeves.’

The door behind him suddenly unlocked and he felt his 

heart sink as a man in his early sixties appeared. He washed 

his hands and smiled at Brendan in the mirror. ‘You know 

you do have a look of Keanu Reeves,’ he said as he shook 

the water from his hands. ‘Don’t worry about the date. She 

is probably more nervous than you!’ 

He dried his hands and then tapped him on the shoulder 

as he passed. Brendan looked back in the mirror. ‘You are 

Keanu,’ he whispered to himself.

Christie was still sat at the table, waiting. She smiled as 

Brendan leaned in to kiss her on the cheek but it was such a 

clumsy attempt that he opted to shake her hand instead. She 

laughed. She loved how he was both shy and awkward. It’s 

what she liked about him.

‘Thanks for coming,’ he said
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‘Thanks for the invite,’ she replied through a smile. 

‘What made you pick this place?’

‘Oh. . . erm. . . ‘ 

She laughed again. ‘I’m messing with you. I know it was 

Nick.’

‘Really? How?’

‘Because I wouldn’t have believed you would have done 

it yourself and because, if I’m not mistaken, he is sat in that 

booth over there with the office gossips, Dolores and Eve.’

Brendan swiftly moved his head to take a look, noticing  

Eve’s big hair sticking out the top of the booth. He wasn’t 

mistaken. Eve had a very unique style that could have taken

on a tornado and survived. 

‘I did not invite them.’

‘I know,’ she laughed. ‘It’s ok.’

Brendan’s olive skin suddenly became quite pale. 

‘Brendan, are you ok . . . what is it?’

He took a deep breath. ‘I’m going to kill her.’

‘Who?’ Christie laughed as she turned to see a blonde 

woman in her early forties, and a couple of pensioners, 

waving in their direction. ‘Do you know them?’

‘It’s my sister and my parents. I’m so sorry, but I think 

we should go,’ Brendan stood from his chair.

‘Ok, we probably should,’ she replied as she looked at the

slightly angry face that stood before her. ‘But first, let’s 
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give them something to talk about.’ Before Brendan had 

time to reply, she had cupped his face in her hands and 

drawn him in for the kiss of his life, something they had 

both wanted to do for a very long time. His initial stance 

resembled the onset of rigor mortis, but he soon relaxed and

kissed her back causing the onlookers to stand up and cheer 

in unison. They grabbed their coats and Brendan give an 

award-winning bow at the door before they both made their 

exit. . . together!

The date was a success and was the first of many. 

However, their engagement was never announced on the ten

o’clock news.
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