Once upon a time there was an underage alcoholic who spent all his days drinking and going on perilous adventures. This diabolical figure is known only as Stain. The story I am about to tell you may shock or stun some of you, but beware, it is a true story. It showcases the coming together of two of the greatest pals in the world. Stain’s biggest of all his adventures was the one when he first met Ned the Dog. Now if that name sounds familiar, it is because after this story Stain got Ned immortalised for life as an Emoticon on MSN Messenger (&).

I shall start from the beginning. It seemed like any other Saturday for Stain. As usual, he had a six pack of Fosters straight from the fridge. After downing Australia’s Famous Lager, he suddenly felt the transformation. No longer was he a 15 year old boy, he felt he had the power of ten men. As he approached the fridge, he noticed they were out of beer. He let out a short but effective groan, but all was not lost. Strapped with his fabled bandana, he bowled out onto the mean streets of Didsbury and to a local store: Fog Lane Supermarket in hope of purchasing more alcohol. Usually, the Supermarket would not sell alcohol to a 15 year old. But today Stain had a devious trick up his sleeve. Using a secret identity from the help of Matthew Monfared ‘David Octopus’ purchased a tall bottle of Tequila. Usually, due to its foul taste, Stain could not stand the stuff, but today was different.

He rushed back home to the fridge where he discovered another six pack of Fosters hidden away behind some pies left there from a friend who had stayed over a few nights earlier. He cracked open another Fosters and mixed it with the Tequila, adding a few pieces of carrot on top, forming a drink he liked to call ‘The Staincliffe Surprise’. He knew it was only a matter of time before this drink hit pubs nationwide.

He carried on drinking, and drinking, and drinking, until he could not drink any more. But still he continued. He was like a monster downing those drinks. He couldn’t stop. After his 6th Staincliffe Surprise, and his 12th drink of the day, he suddenly thought of doing something dangerous. Something life threatening. He once again bowled through the slums of Didsbury all the way to the local airport.

It took a while, but he suddenly arrived at the airport. Without giving it a second thought he headed to the furthest plane in the airport, and boarded it. He was planning on jumping from this plane mid-flight without the aid of a parachute. Within seconds the plane set off into the night sky. Stain wasn’t worried a bit.

Now usually, this airport didn’t allow idiots to jump from their planes without parachutes, but Stain used all the brainpower he had remaining, remember - he was very pissed, to outsmart the staff by boarding the plane with a parachute, but he wasn’t planning on using it.

As they were flying across the country, he prepared for his daring leap. He instructed the pilot to head for Essex, as he wanted to impress a local girl, which shouldn’t be too hard. As they arrived there, he hadn’t even thought about the consequences of such a ridiculous idea. As they made their way to Essex, Stain threw his parachute out of the plane doors to the cold concrete floor below.

As they arrived at Essex, he asked the pilot to open the doors as he was prepared to jump right then and there. Surely the pilot had noticed hadn’t he? Obviously not. Stain gave a cold stare out into the pouring rain, could this be the last cold stare he ever gives? Maybe. Maybe Not.

But then, something miraculous happened. He was just about to take the plunge when suddenly he heard barking from the cockpit. “What the fuck?!” bellowed Stain in his trademark slur.  Surely the pilot hadn’t brought his dog with him had he? Such was not the case. 

From the shadows of the cockpit emerged a rather scruffy looking dog. Stain was sure he had seen this dog roaming the mean streets of Didsbury, and had deemed as being stray. “Don’t do it!” the dog yelled in a desperate attempt to save this young boys life. “You’ll kill yourself!” Yes, this dog could talk, or maybe it was the drink. Stain looked at the dog in disbelief, and growled at him angrily. The dog growled back. In a moment of surprise Stain got down on all fours and eyed the dog face to face. After a few heated words, the dog used all its wit to trick Stain into entering the cockpit where they shared warm milk and cookies while they flew back to Manchester.

“What’s your name?” asked Stain. “Ned” replied the dog. And thus led to a beautiful friendship. Now they are inseparable. Wherever you see Stain, you see Ned and vice versa. Ned even wanted to marry Stain at one point, but Stain fiercely refused. Ned was depressed for a while until Stain’s lifelong pal Noah Swann introduced Ned to a dog he had met over the Internet who also had an unusual passion for humans. Now Stain is cutting down on the drink, but who knows what holds for the future, he may go back to his renegade ways and meet more friends like Ned. Only time will tell.

Below is a picture of the two, which I managed to steal from above their fireplace. This picture tells a thousand words, and is one of Ned’s fondest moments. In this picture you can see that Stain is on the phone while Ned looks on in anticipation of what Stain will say next. They have been an inspiration to us all. From what I gather, there is a £432254075 reward going for this picture, so don’t tell anybody I have it.
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