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			Dedication

			To Davy & Arnold

			‘The Ancient Greeks have a word for it, 
Hayding. Hewbris.’ – The three aunts

		

	
		
			1

			Kentish Town. London NW5

			For those wishing to get a comprehensive insight into this historic urban village through the ages, I heartily recommend The Pubs Beneath. Old Joanna’s gets several mentions. A pretty classy establishment these days, but not when I first arrived in London with sufficient capital for a room in a squat and two pints. In those days, Old Joanna’s was strictly spit and sawdust; named after the upright piano that sat semi-upright in one corner, or perhaps the owner, Old Joanna, who sat semi-upright in another. Smoking her Woodbines. Running, it turned out, the empire that cost her a damehood and precipitated her early retirement to Marbella after one turf war too many. 

			Now? Swish bar with trendy comedy club, The Woom, attached. The Woom sports plush red seats from an old cinema. Aisle up the middle, affectionately known as The Vaj. Blood red carpet, blood red drapes. Performers go in from the bar and stand at the back. Separate door round the side of the building for punters.

			That particular evening, as Hayden McGlynn eased open the door from the bar to The Woom, his blood froze. Packed house. Three young women – the Merrie Spinsters – pranced about onstage, singing at full raucous volume. A bawdy ballad by the sound of it. Polyamóry in Ballydehob. He caught the odd line – He died of a heart attack shagging a sheep – not to mention the odd couplet – Mr O’Reilly fucked Mrs McCann/When he was a woman and she was a man. 

			My comedy guru, Professor Emeritus Larry Stern, has a good deal to say on the first of these in Bestiality and Necrophilia as Fit Subjects for Comedy. When he wrote the piece – in 1979 – his take on the subject was irrefutably male. He’d be turning in his grave if he knew that three young women of good upbringing and unimpeachable education would be shamelessly airing such lyrics not half a century later. Assuming he was dead. Which he isn’t. We’ll draw a discreet veil over the rest of the lyrics, except to say that if your surname is Hadigan, Madigan, Flynn or O’Halloran, Hannigan, Flanagan, Lynch or Magee; or, for that matter, Gilligan, Milligan, Spilligan, Crilligan, Kennedy, Shaughnessy, Doyle or O’Dea, you might wish to take legal advice. 

			Hayden stood mesmerised in the darkness at the back. Was he really going to be next onstage after this? He’d arrived back from Dublin and popped into his old stomping ground for a quick ego massage straight from the airport because he had big, big news, but Bo the compère had nabbed him as he was chatting to Steve the barman. Hot young stand-up Foetus O’Flaherty no show, she’d explained. Would Hayden headline tonight’s show instead? No, he wouldn’t. End of subject. Absolutely not. To go onstage as the unwanted headliner, when the place had erupted for the previous act, was the stuff of his darkest nightmares; but Bo was very persuasive, and her understated chicken impersonation had swung it, so here he was. 

			He looked down to check his trousers. He had them on. Well, it was a start, but that’s as far as it went. The audience erupted at the end of every verse. They erupted at the end of the song. They erupted at the end of The Merrie Spinsters’ triple encore. The ecstatic trio eventually bowed to the inevitable and swept offstage with a triumphant ‘Follow that, Foetus!’ down through the audience and towards the back door, in front of which stood Hayden: cerebral, tangential, low-key, petrified Hayden. Bit like myself in my stand-up days come to think of it, so I find writing this section particularly difficult. I’m experiencing sympathetic terror.

			The women march triumphantly towards Hayden, he sidesteps in time to save his own life, they disappear to the bar area and The Woom is, metaphorically speaking, Mount Vesuvius in full effluvescence. All Foetus O’Flaherty has to do now is ride the wave of molten lava with his cheeky boy charm, the flop of black hair over half his face, and his enormous, seductive, melting left eye. Not to mention his call-and-response catchphrase: 

			‘Hey fella, where you from?’

			‘Termonfeckin’

			‘Yow!’

			Except that it isn’t Foetus. It’s Hayden. Cerebral, tangential, low-key, petrified Hayden, with greying hair over neither eye; who’d been tormented, on his last comedic outing, by an unresponsive audience and the fact that his three nonagenarian aunts, who’d phoned him from Dublin mid-set to tell him his Uncle Eddie was dead, had got more laughs than him. Hayden stood waiting as Bo took the mic. Whoops and hollers from the audience. They were ready for the headlining Foetus and they were having a ball. Gig of the century. Woop woop. 

			Bo raised her free hand and lowered it slowly for calm. More woop woop. Fair enough. Gig of the millennium. Hayden double-checked his trousers. Still on. He’d had time to think this one through. If they hadn’t been on he would have woken up at this point. You don’t drop in to Old Joanna’s, trouserless, in real life. No, this was the real world and Hayden was very much awake. 

			From the stage, Bo, ever the professional, singled out a particularly boisterous young man for special treatment. ‘I shouldn’t have to tell you to behave yourself. I’m not your mother.’

			‘Yes, you are.’

			‘Funny,’ said Bo. ‘I don’t recall the maternity hospital.’

			A loud female voice. ‘Layby on the A42, Bo.’

			‘Ah yes, it’s all coming back to me now.’

			‘You should have left him there, Bo.’

			‘I did.’

			This was getting problematic for Hayden. The audience was enjoying Bo. Worse, it was enjoying itself. Not to mention looking forward to Foetus. Hayden stood frozen. The evening was going brilliantly. Catastrophe. 

			Bo slotted the microphone back onto its stand. ‘Now, speaking of maternity hospitals,’ she said, ‘Foetus O’Flaherty couldn’t be with us tonight. Prior engagement with the labour ward.’ 

			Good line, no laugh. A collective murmur of disapproval. Pivotal moment. The audience had begun to turn. Hayden heard Bo announce his name to a mixture of stunned silence, polite booing, and small pockets of sympathetic applause from fans of the cerebral, the tangential, the high-brow.1 Give-him-a-chance applause which, in some ways, was worse than none. 

			He was about to start the long walk to the stage, down the central aisle to his certain comedy death, when his new mantra kicked in: the good news he’d stepped off the plane with earlier that day. The mantra he’d been so desperate to share that he’d come to Old Joanna’s straight from the airport. I’m writing a film script, actually. He was set on a new, exciting, lucrative path. Stand-up, in world of Hayden, was a thing of the past. He’d get up there. Do his set. Get off. He projected ahead. Oscar speech for best original screenplay. A wave of calm washed over him as he moved forward through the thundering intro music. He was above all this. He was working on a script for the legendary Wolfe Swift, no less. Expecting a call from Wolfe’s prestigious agent: screenplays a speciality. He’d also been given the keys to Wolfe’s Kentish Town pad while Wolfe spent time in Dublin. The perfect place to write the perfect script; Wolfe’s parting words. He fingered the keys in his pocket for moral support, breathed slowly in, and strolled casually onstage.

			Bo beckoned him graciously into the glare of the spotlight. The music faded out. He removed the microphone and stood holding the stand with one hand, mic cradled lovingly in the other. A man at ease in his own talent, eyes studying the audience with mischievous intent, the merest hint of a smile adding to the pleasingly ironic effect. 

			He stilled the silent audience, ironically, with his microphone hand, and gestured at the retreating Bo. ‘You’re my mother too,’ he said. 

			Bo turned back. ‘Really? And exactly how old are you?’ 

			‘Age withheld. But know this. It’s every Irishman’s fantasy to have a mother who’s younger than him.’

			Bo laughed. The audience laughed. Hayden felt good, and in comedy, as in life, confidence is all. It was now his to lose. The door at the back opened. The Merrie Spinsters slipped through, drinks in hand. He waved languidly. They gasped in mock shock. 

			‘Jayzus, Foetus, you’ve aged.’ 

			Hayden was straight in. ‘I made the mistake of watching your act.’ 

			The Merries hooted. Excellent. They were onside. He was about to segue neatly into his own act, his new mantra locked firmly in place, when he had an idea. He whipped his mobile out and glanced at the screen. 

			‘Quick check,’ he said. ‘Expecting a call from Wolfe Swift’s agent.’

			‘Aren’t we all, Haydo.’ The three Merries in unison. 

			With the door closed they were in darkness again, but by narrowing his eyes Hayden could make them out at the back of the room. ‘You know how it is with actors,’ he said. ‘They’re playing you in a film, they think they own you.’

			‘He can think he owns us any time, Haydo.’ 

			‘So, what’s the deal, like? Is he really playing you? Wolfe Swift?’ 

			‘Or maybe the boys in the white coats will be bursting through the back door and whisking you off to Planet Delusional.’ 

			That was all three of them. Weird. They spoke in turn, a bit like his three beloved nonagenarian aunts in Dublin. But younger. And they hadn’t finished.

			‘Is there a psychotherapist in the house?’ 

			This wasn’t going quite the way Hayden had hoped, but the audience was intrigued. Where was he going with this? Hayden wished he knew. Oh, and there was a psychotherapist in the house. Two, in fact, sitting in the front row, and they waved at him to continue – they’d started taking notes. Hayden, without knowing it, had checked himself into a session, and he had the perfect joke. ‘When I was twelve,’ he said, ‘I was convinced –’

			‘– you were Jewish.’ The psycho-heckler put her notepad down. ‘Classic avoidance technique. Nice try. But Shalom anyway, which means both hello and goodbye, hint-hint.’

			‘Not strictly accurate.’ Her partner scribbled furiously. ‘It means peace. Shalom, Hayden. You were saying.’

			Hayden worked this through in nanoseconds. His old act was dead. He was wondering where to go next when his mobile rang.

			‘Jayzus, Haydo. That’ll be your new superagent.’

			‘On you go.’

			‘Don’t mind us.’

			The Merries were having a ball. Hayden wasn’t. This was spectacularly bad timing. An expectant hush fell as Hayden whipped his mobile out and, too cool to check the caller, answered. 

			‘Howaya, Hayding.’ 

			‘Relax.’

			‘It’s only us.’

			Hayden’s beloved aunts. Bane of his life, and three of the reasons he’d left Dublin to write his screenplay in peace. But maybe their call was no bad thing; they’d phoned him last time he was onstage, the audience response had been orgasmic, and this was one gig he wanted to be done with. Quadruple act with Hayden as straight man? Perfect. He missed the next part of their three-way monologue as he put the phone on speaker. 

			‘Anyway, we were wondering when you were coming over to see your old aunties.’

			Their next sentence was drowned out by the roar from the crowd. He raised his hand for silence. ‘I’ve just been over,’ he said. ‘I kissed you on top of your wizened little heads this very afternoon. Business beckoned. I had to get back.’

			‘Business beckoned indeed. Pray elucidate.’

			‘I told you that too,’ said Hayden. ‘Wolfe Swift? Film script?’

			‘Oh now, Hayding. Wolfe Swift. The Greatest Actor Of This Or Any Other Age.’

			‘Tree Oscars and counting.’

			‘He immersifies, Hayding. That’s what puts him ahead of the pack. Total immersification.’

			‘His ex-wife, whisper it softly, filed for divorce on the grounds that she’d never met him. This-isn’t-the-man-I-married type ting.’

			‘It wasn’t eider. He was in character at the time.’

			‘Henry the 8t.’

			‘Sadly, she died before the divorce came trew.’

			Hayden couldn’t help himself. ‘He’s playing me next, actually,’ he said. 

			‘Janey. Two Haydings, Hayding. Is the world ready?’ 

			 Hayden sighed theatrically. Of course it was. ‘Anyway, I came back to London to finish the screenplay.’ 

			‘Reely, Hayding? We tought you were writing a scream of conscience novel.’

			The audience hooted. The aunts were on sparkling form. Hayden did the settle down thing with his hand. ‘No, no,’ he said. ‘Back to London. Script. We’ve been through all this. I asked you to look after Rusty, remember? Eddie’s woof-woof?’

			‘Our dear departed brudder, Hayding.’

			‘Of course we don’t have to tell you that. You came over for the funerdle.’

			‘But a script, dough.’ 

			‘Will we be in it?’ 

			‘Will we?’ 

			Hayden was happy to change the subject. ‘Of course you’ll be in it.’ He held the phone at arm’s length. ‘Excellent parts for three minuscule actresses approaching the century mark. Who said there’s no great parts for older women?’ He clamped the phone back onto his ear. ‘Early days yet though, ladies,’ he said. ‘Bit hush hush.’

			‘Well, happy scribbling anyway, Hayding. We await your immulent return.’

			‘My return is far from immulent,’ said Hayden. ‘I rather fancy I’ll be too busy on my burgeoning career in the cinematic arts.’ 

			Rather fancy? Burgeoning? Cinematic arts? Hayden was already distancing himself from mere mortals through the medium of language, and the audience picked up on this. As did the three aunts.

			‘A word to the wise while you’re strutting around over there like a batman cock, Hayding.’

			‘Hewbris.’

			‘Hewbris schmewbris, Dottie. Let him have his five minutes.’

			‘Florrie. And I tought it was fifteen.’

			‘Well anyway. Rule of tree. Fame. Hewbris. Det.’ 

			‘Be warned, Hayding. Or you’ll be dead before your time.’

			Great exit line. 

			He put his phone away. Back to solo stand-up. The audience hushed expectantly. Hayden had to think quickly. He couldn’t go back into his act now.

			Pause. Got it. 

			‘My story,’ he began, ‘started on this very stage.’ 

			Cue the psycho-hecklers. 

			‘Not so. It started at the moment of conception.’

			‘Possibly before then. Who can tell?’ 

			Hayden, to wrest control of proceedings, had to tackle them head on. ‘I’ve got twelve minutes max here. Think of this as the edited version. Okay. Backstory. It all started before the moment of conception. It all continued’ – he paused louchely – ‘on this very stage.’ Hayden relaxed. The audience fed off his relaxation and settled back. Sometimes it works like that. Besides, he had a story to tell, and what a story. ‘I didn’t want to be here. I wanted to be at home writing my crime novel, but here I was, going through the motions. Again. I was in the middle of a gag about being convinced I was Jewish –’

			‘Heard it.’

			‘Exactly. When my mobile rang.’ Long story, but Hayden did a pretty good job of compression:

			Travels back to Dublin for his Uncle Eddie’s funeral. 

			Is convinced Eddie, an iconoclastic, heretical artist, has been murdered, but no-one believes him. Becomes the accidental detective. 

			Discovers Eddie is not his uncle, but his father. 

			Solves murder. 

			He included several excellent one-liners and a pretty hilarious take on the three aunts. There was also the delicate matter of the love interest, but he kept that bit to himself. Too painful. He’d reached the denouement of his blackly comic true story, and was about to reveal the identity of Eddie’s killer when he stopped suddenly and glanced, theatrically, at his wrist. ‘Time flies when you’re having fun,’ he said. ‘You want to find out who did it?’

			The psychotherapist duo stopped scribbling. They looked shocked in unison.

			‘Not want, Hayden.’ 

			‘Need.’

			Hayden placed the microphone back into its stand and smirked playfully, a mix of faux and actual smug. ‘Go see the movie.’ He dropped faux and settled on actual. ‘Wolfe Swift is Hayden McGlynn. I’ll leave it there. Goodnight.’

			With that, he was gone. Through the audience and out, the applause and back slaps, not to mention Bo’s well-done elbow squeeze on the way past, buoying him up on a wave of love, admiration, and laughter.

			

			
				
					1 See Stern monograph, A Dying Breed, for an erudite elegy. 

				

			

		

	
		
			2

			Hayden swung through the bar door and out of The Woom. He may have swaggered over to the counter, where Steve the barman gave him the thumbs up. He was about to order a drink, when the Merrie Spinsters charged out and enveloped him like predatory Amazons. 

			‘That was gas, Haydo.’

			‘You’d almost think you’d done it before.’

			‘We particularly liked the three aunts thing.’ 

			‘Look no further for the movie.’

			‘We’re like whores round a honeypot.’

			Hayden raised a hold-on-a-sec hand. ‘Nice idea,’ he said, ‘if the shoot was delayed, say, sixty years.’ 

			‘Come on, Haydo. Have you never heard of acting?’

			‘Vaguely,’ said Hayden. ‘Another thing. The three aunts are tiny.’

			‘That’s the cinematographer’s job, Haydo. Long shots.’ 

			‘You’re floundering, maestro. Listen to this.’

			‘Howaya, Hayding.’

			‘Long time no voir.’

			‘Back from Londinium we respectfully opine.’ 

			Hayden was stunned. A bit of flour in the hair and the Merries were the three aunts. Ancient. Wizened. They even appeared to have shrunk several feet. Not to mention the uncanny accuracy of their language. Voir. Londinium. Respectfully opine. How did they know?

			‘Don’t look so shocked, Haydo. We went to the Holy Fate.’

			‘It’s a select girls’ school on your aunties’ home patch.’

			‘Clontarf. You may have ogled the inmates in your youth, Haydo. Unless you’re gay.’

			‘In which case it was ogle the caretaker or get your kicks elsewhere.’

			‘But we digress. We used to see the three aunts down in Madden’s.’

			‘Oh now, girls, we will not so buy youze cigarettes.’

			‘You don’t want to end up like us.’

			‘In our early tirties and look at us.’

			‘Old before our time.’ 

			They’d started giggling three aunts-style when the main door opened and Foetus O’Flaherty staggered in. He swayed over to the bar and steadied himself against a stool. He pointed blearily at the row of spirits. Bo was still winding up in The Woom, no-one else to be served, but Steve was busy rearranging his optics; no more drink for Foetus, but he wasn’t about to say that – professional ethics. The Merries waved over. 

			‘Will you lookit who it is.’

			‘Have you met Haydo, Foet? He’s a fucking hoot for an oul fella.’

			‘We’re playing the three aunts in his movie.’

			‘And here’s a thought. You could play Haydo.’

			Try telling that to Wolfe Swift. But Hayden didn’t say that. Foetus sat up slightly, a possible expression of interest in his one visible eye. Hayden ruffled his hair. ‘Come back when you’re born, kiddo,’ he said. ‘You can play the afterbirth.’ 

			It was meant as a light quip, but that’s not how it came out. There was something behind it. The words themselves, the look in Hayden’s eyes, suggested a darker subtext, and Foetus, though young and paralytic, was strangely alive to the nuance of language, tone and intent. He stabbed an inebriated finger in Hayden’s general direction. A your-card-is-marked-pal finger. Then he folded his arms across Steve’s recently polished counter, flopped his head down and fell into a peaceful snore. 

			As the audience began to pile in from The Woom, the Merries mingled. Hayden braced himself for adulation. It was getting late and he had a script to write, but he could take it. After all, it was the least these good people deserved. As they descended on the bar, however, all eyes were on the sleeping Foetus. His non-appearance, for some reason, had added to his mystique. Bo looked less than delighted to see him, but she had work to do. 

			‘Foetus,’ she said. ‘Glad you could make it.’ Foetus raised his head and tried to focus on her with his one visible, bleary eye. ‘Okay,’ said Bo, ‘now pay attention. See that poster?’ She waved a finger at the far wall. 

			The Kentish Town International Festival of Comedy
 The Woom @ OJ’s

			She cupped Foetus’ head with her free hand and yanked it into position. ‘Last day of the festival. Hampstead Heath. Sunday September 27, 3pm. With me so far? All proceeds to the World Peace Foundation.’ She glanced across the counter. ‘That should do the trick, Steve. No more war.’ Back to Foetus. ‘Anyway, sure to be a biggie. All-star line-up, few spots left. Nothing to do with me, but your name came up. So, how about it?’

			On this occasion, sadly for Foetus, drink overruled ego. ‘Ah, fug off,’ he slurred, his head sliding back onto Steve’s saliva-soaked counter.

			‘God, you Irish,’ deadpanned Bo. ‘You are so sexy.’

			‘How about Hayden?’ said Steve. ‘He’s Irish’

			Bo squeezed Hayden’s arm. ‘Sorry, mate. Has to be a name. Love your stuff, but Foetus hot, you not.’

			Hayden bridled. Has to be a name? He’d quit stand-up, but this was an affront to his ego, and it seemed the whole bar was listening in. Waiting for a response. 

			Steve the barman may have sensed his discomfort. ‘You probably couldn’t get him anyway, Bo,’ he said. ‘Too busy writing Wolfe Swift’s next movie. That right, Hayd?’

			Bo thought about this. Wolfe Swift? Point taken. Hayden was now a name by association. She punched him playfully on the arm. ‘Done. Ten minutes. Keep it funny. See you there.’ She grimaced at the comatose Foetus. ‘So sexy. Almost makes me wish I was forty years younger.’

			Steve leaned over the counter. ‘How old are you, Bo?’ 

			‘Thirty-nine.’ 

			Hayden’s mobile buzzed over the laughter. Caller unknown. Not the three aunts then. Good start. The caller got straight to the point. ‘I will be brief, my friend. Present yourself at my business address, tomorrow, at precisely Oh Eight Hundred and Twelve. Is there anything about this message you fail to understand?’

			Hayden was momentarily thrown. He opted – the stand-up instinct – for witty. ‘And you are?’

			‘Wolfe Swift told me you are a funny man, Hayden McGlynn. Desist forthwith. If I, Julius Okeke, agree to represent you, exclusively, you will have no time for such frivolities as comedy. With Julius Okeke it is strictly business. I hope I have made myself clear.’

			As he pocketed his phone, Hayden worked this through. The ‘exclusively’ word in particular could present a problem. Julius Okele was the agent of every screenwriter’s dreams, but Hayden already had an agent: Richard Mann. A crap comedy agent, granted, but an agent is an agent. So, what to do? The answer was simple. Rich was of no further use. He’d dispense with his services. He, Hayden McGlynn, was on the way up and needed a state-of-the-art screenwriting agent to prove it. Several stools further along, self-styled comedy legend Baldy Mayle, alone and unloved, wasn’t. He stared into his tankard’s dying embers. 

			‘I invented comedy, me,’ he said. 

			Steve shifted Foetus O’Flaherty’s head gently and wiped a small pool of saliva from the counter. ‘Of course you did, Baldy,’ he said absently. ‘Of course you did.’ 

			*

			As he left Old Joanna’s, travel bag hoicked over his shoulder, Hayden clocked a bigger version of the festival poster. 

			The Kentish Town International Festival of Comedy
 The Woom @ OJ’s
Sept 1-27

			Compère for the duration, Bozienka ‘Bo’ Bell. Hayden ran his eye down the month-long line-up. Hattie Arbuckle, Les Mahagoe, Paul Muldoonican, Nora Meehan, Susie Quipp, Little Jimmy – Bloody hell! Little Jimmy Lawrie. Stadium filler these days. Bit big for a Woom event? Hayden mentally added his own name at the top of the poster, and turned towards Leverton Street NW, and Wolfe’s. 

			Leverton Street. Hayden had checked the route with Steve the barman. Two-minute walk from the venue, turn left, check the house numbers and there you are. He popped into the local late-night grocer’s en route for milk, and was on his way back out when he almost bumped into two young women headed for the flat above the shop. 

			‘Not want, Hayden.’

			‘Need.’

			He recognised the voices at once. The psychotherapist double act. They fitted together perfectly. Juliette Greco left bank circa 1956 black polo necks. Huge glasses. Short bobs.2 They needed to know the end of his riveting tale, and there was something about them close up that made him want to confide. He stopped next to the vegetable stand. ‘Okay,’ he said, ‘but keep it to yourselves.’ He lowered his voice. ‘Eddie was not my uncle. The perpetrator was me. Turns out’ – he paused here for maximum dramatic effect – ‘I killed my father.’ 

			They both looked blank. Double blank. 

			‘Point of information, Hayden.’

			‘Every man kills his father.’ 

			Hayden snorted. ‘I know that,’ he said. ‘Metaphorically, yes. But I mean literally. Big difference.’ 

			No light of understanding in their eyes. Totally unimpressed.

			‘History is littered with dead fathers, Hayden.’

			‘Plus, here’s an interesting statistic. In the vast majority of registered cases, fathers predecease their sons.’

			Hayden sighed. ‘That’s because they’re older.’ 

			They nodded their heads as if thinking about this. ‘Or is it?’ 

			Jesus! Were they serious? Was this where modern psychotherapy had got to post-Freud? And they hadn’t finished. ‘Thing is, Hayden, it’s been done.’ 

			Maybe he should have left it there. He felt a terrible sense of guilt at having killed his own flesh and blood,3 but he didn’t like this, the not getting credit. Patricide passé? Well, how about this? No keep-it-to-yourselves prefix this time; he went straight in. ‘I have three mothers.’

			Their turn to pause. Double pause. One each.

			‘Now that is interesting.’

			‘That is very interesting.’

			They shoved a card at him.

			Silverman Klein.
 Our Business, Your Head.

			‘We would be keen –’

			‘Make that very keen –’

			‘– to take this further.’

			‘Good to know,’ said Hayden. He used the brief distraction of their notebooks being opened to vamoose.

			Three mothers! Let that ferment in their weird psychotherapeutic brains. Make ’em wait.4 As he turned the corner into Leverton Street he waved a farewell ‘Shalom’.

			

			
				
					2 Is it just me, or are psychotherapists getting younger?

				

				
					3 You’ll have read about it in Sloot. ‘A coruscating masterpiece.’ – Hyperbole Now

				

				
					4 First rule of comedy. There are 27 first rules. This is #9.
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			Desirable area. Four-storey terraced house. Wolfe Swift’s London pad. The perfect place, he’d told Hayden, to write his breakout script. As Hayden opened the gate to the scrap of front garden, revered comedian Little Jimmy Lawrie came out of a similar house a few doors down, and raced ostentatiously off in a Lamborghini with a personalised number plate: LJL 1. Hayden wasn’t a Little Jimmy fan, but he liked the Lamborghini and, as he put the key in the lock, the wealth by association. Big moment, this. As he opened the door, Hayden felt like a different person to the one who’d kept the keys to his poky bedsit ‘just in case’. 

			I was reminded of feelgood manual The Sky’s Your Oyster by positive-thinking guru Joy Bliss. Huge bestseller on publication, although her subsequent descent into chronic depression and suicide hit sales of the 49th, and probably final, print run. At this precise moment, however, the sky was incontrovertibly Hayden’s oyster. 

			Wolfe Swift’s house was on the self-same street that I first lived on when I decamped to London all those years ago. I’ll go further. It was the self-same house. Mind you, it was a bit less genteel in those days. A run-down squat in a run-down area, but not any more. Hayden stood in the middle of Wolfe’s magnificent open-plan ground floor and surveyed it, awestruck, for the first time. He felt at one with the universe. This was what he was born for. Roomy. Luxurious. Perfect London pad for a successful screenwriter, and with Wolfe opting to stay in Dublin for the time being, it almost felt like his own personal property. This – his thoughts danced away with him here – was his destiny! He’d need a pad like this in LA too, but first things first. 
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