Monopoly
My brother has a baby girl.  His first. I visited him last week in his posh, new house. He decided to quit his job and for the time being helps his wife bring up the baby.  He can well afford it. 
I live in broken down bed-sit. I work for dawn to dust trying to make ends meet and I have got neither a wife nor a kid.  

This is because I have always been a yellow person.  
The yellow people are never seen or heard. If you look carefully you can see them on buses, subways or restaurants. They all say the same thing, eat the same meals and speak the same language.

I have always been one of then.  A theatre enthusiast, Leicester Square, Coventry Street, and Piccadilly were my domain. Going in my grey car, I was always struggling.  
My brother was always the green one.  The green people are all around us. You see them in the opening items on the news; you find them on jets touring the world, dominating it, associating with Heads of States

My brother was always the green one. He owned all the train stations and charged £200 every time I happened to pass.  He also owned all the green streets, he always knew where to invest.  He often chose a ship for his business, asserting his control.  
He defiantly knew which cards to play. On the rare occasions he was sent to jail he was able to get out, free of charge, whereas I has to pay a £50 penalty.   

I remember often having to mortgage my property or get into some deal with my brother in order to stay in the game.  His terms were harsh and I have always vowed to avenge my defeats. 

As the years went by and we grew older my position has gradually deteriorated.  Whenever I go out of the house, I start looking all around me to see if I'm not border-crossing.  I hate going to the bank and could never apply for a loan or a discount as I keep seeing this smile of his at the counter. Driving up the ally towards the place I call home, I keep looking for the "go" sign, there is no sign, I do not get £200.  

But there is a dim ray of hope at the end of the tunnel. I started playing scrabble the other day and I'm not bad. Perhaps I should invite my brother for a match.   

