Monkeybrain and TCC
A good friend told me the other day that there is a part of your brain that is still in ‘chimpanzee’ mode and it is 5 times stronger than your rational human brain. This part fires into action before anything else and, being territorial, it defends itself first then asks rational questions afterwards.
This reminded me of one such TCC situation. 

It had been a difficult spell with gigging, rehearsing recording and trying to balance all the logistics that that involved. This particular day had been one of those ‘straws that broke the back’ days. I had to gig and set off heading north towards the Aberdeen. Just as I was leaving Dundee I moved out to overtake and noticed a car speeding up behind me. One young male driving, one young female passenger. He sat right on my rear bumper and started flashing his lights at me to get a move on. Chimp jumps on camel’s straw laden back. Anyone hear a snap? I moved across to the passenger seat allowing my chimp friend to take the wheel and thus total control of the car. It had been noted that the attacking beast had a smaller engine capacity and therefore was going to struggle to defend itself in the ensuing battle.
Off we sped, beast in hot pursuit but chimp leaving him in ever more clouds of exhaust fumes. Once chimp noticed that beast had fallen way behind and was struggling chimp decided it was maybe time to toy with his prey. Chimp slowed down, allowing beast to catch up and think that he was going to pass but, just as he reached his target, off chimp accelerated with mad grin on chops. This continued for several miles reaching speeds in excess of 100 mph, toying all the way and watching the beast get more and more frustrated and angry as he guessed the game plan and what a dork he was being made to look.
About a mile from my usual turn off at Edzel I realised that I was sitting in the wrong seat to be in control of a deadly machine and so slipped back into the driver’s seat. Chimp, fully sated, quietly subdued himself back where he belonged. I allowed the car to move back into the slow lane and just as I did the beast hurtled past still doing somewhere in the 90’s. Before I could draw breath a police traffic patrol sped by in hot pursuit. “Wow,” I thought, “that was close. Had I not moved over I would’ve been spotted too and pulled over.” Up ahead the beast was responding to the blue flashing light and pulling into the lay-by. I indicated to pass lawfully on my way when the patrol car straddled the two  lanes, ‘shotgun’ turned round, pointed at me and signalled, “You! Get in here!” which of course I did.
There was no point in arguing or pretending I’d been spotted and had to face the music…..being a musician. I accepted the officers’ kind request to join them in their car, was pleasant to them, agreed to the statutory fine and ended up chatting and laughing with them. I noticed that the beast and his companion were watching this and getting totally the wrong end of the stick. They obviously assumed that I knew the officers as we were smiling and joking. I could see the two of them getting more and more irate in their car in front of the patrol car. When at last I got out to leave and the officers went to collect the beast he got out of his car looking furious, white faced and, you could tell, about to give the officers his considered opinion on the matter.

I got back into my car, drew the monkey, who looked satisfactorily ashamed, a disappointed look and left the scene of the crime. 
