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        An au courant, romantic comedy, crime thriller with scary bits.

        A droll and saucy insight into the Middle Class, Haute Monde and, Geography…

      

      

      

      
        
        Tales of a reclusive England with:

        The Journalist, The Professor, The Synchronised Swimming Instructor, The Fish Wife, The Dame, The Actress (really Jack Austin), The Geography Teacher,

        The Gossip Columnist, The Spy, The Police Inspector, The Man from the Council,

        The Priest, The Knight, The Super-grass (deceased), The Gangster, and,

        The Lady Blanche.

      

      

      

      
        
        -----

      

      

      

      
        
        “Tectonic plates, fold mountains, earthquakes, volcanoes, hurricanes, tsunamis – it just doesn’t get much better than that, except for maybe ecosystems of the world or, globalisation.

        Weather and climate, now there’s a thing, and then there is water and rivers.”

        Aedd Murphy speaking to 10 F, St Winifrede’s, Roman Catholic School, Portsmouth, England.
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      Road Kill - The Duchess of Frisian Tun, commences with a flashback to the City of Portsmouth, UK, celebrations of the 70th Anniversary of D Day. It was on that day, death and destruction visited, not the beaches in Normandy, but a middle-class Portsmouth Street, Frisian Tun.

      The story emerges with a short prologue and a countdown of three brief episodes:

      Apocalypse-Idyll:

      The Narrator.

      The Banana Boys.

      Jack and Amanda Austin – DaDa.

      The Play is a Human Interest Story. An amusing prelude, followed by scenes of a divergent nature where main players tell their story, all the while the Episodes dramatically closing in on a final Act; a Machiavellian plot and, as the play gathers momentum and the players act out on the stage of life, not all is as it seems. There is a shocking ending, but as they say, that is life… or not.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

          APOCALYPSE-IDYLL

        

      

    

    
      Definition: Apocalypse – A prophetic revelation, especially concerning a cataclysm in which the forces of good triumph over the forces of evil.

      It is not, as many believe, a pottie, portable infants toilet that collapses if a fat ugly retired copper sits on it. This is serious and, actually happened, mainly because a fat ugly retired copper got hold of a bazooka. A bazooka used to be bubble gum but, in the wrong mouth, say for instance, a Malacopperism plagued, fat ugly retired copper, the results can be, were, and still are, devastating, fatal even.

      Definition: Idyll – A mental mechanism, operating consciously or unconsciously, in which a person or persons, or a Duchess, overestimates an admired attribute.

      This can be attributed to many British upper middle-class individuals who, in their innate ignorance and air of self-importance, perceive their manor to be better than the average chocolate box picture of an urban or suburban haven. Frisian Tun was such an idyll (prior to the apocalypse). It was an idealistic residential, village (said with a French accent) and has / had, a picturesque (said with an English accent) cosy appearance. Apart, that is, the house of a cockney barrow boy police inspector, who could not grasp the basics of gardening or decorous conversing. Nor could he comprehend why snooty people didn’t laugh at his hilarious jokes? And, “to make an omelette you have to break several things, not just eggs”. He would say, so you knew the destruction of an Idyll was not his fault.

      

      Before and After – What follows is before, and then, afterwards, is after. Not afters, as that would be a dessert, say, apple crumble and custard. Suffice to say this is a scary story when you get to the after bits, especially if the custard has gone cold. You, the innocent reader, will be lured into a sense of a secure world of haute-monde and geography and, when you are least aware – Bam!

      

      Warning – What was lovely, could turn ugly. Not Jack Jane Dick Austin, because he was already ugly. However, his wife, Mandy, Duck, Austin, well, she was lovely but, could turn ugly even when Dick had done absolutely nothing wrong, like say, blow up an idyll, kill some gangsters an shit…

      

      The Narrator

      

      ‘Der Day, 6th Ju… what?’

      ‘Der Day? I think you mean D day, as in Dee?’ a megaphone voice from out of the darkness.

      ‘That’s what I said Diddli?’ … thinks… ‘So, it’s not Der then?’

      ‘No - Start again.’

      Jack started again, ‘Dee Day, 14th June 2014 and it is the 70th anniversary of Operation Lie-in, from the… what now?’

      ‘Sea Lion.’

      ‘Where?’ a shared titter.

      ‘It’s Operation Sea Lion? Or was that the planned German invasion of England?’ another detached mumbled voice.

      A megaphone shout – ‘Start again!’

      ‘What?’

      ‘Did you seriously not hear that?’ Mandy asked.

      ‘Hearing aids?’

      ‘Hearing aids.’

      ‘Start again?’

      ‘Start again.’

      ‘Dee Day, 6th June 2014 and it is the 70th anniversary of… what now?’

      ‘We’ve looked it up and it’s Operation Overlord.’

      ‘Start again?’

      ‘Start again.’

      ‘Dee Day, 6th June 2014 and it was the 70th anniversary of Operation Overlord and my brother’s birthday, he will be, what, fifty seven, now – shite!’

      ‘What?’

      ‘I forgot to send him a card.’

      ‘Cut!’

      ‘Cut what?’

      ‘He means stop for the time being,’ Mandy explained to her Dipstick.

      ‘I could do with a girl grey. Monkey tea for you, sweet’art?’ Sweet’art nodded yes, she liked his decision making abilities. ‘We’ll have a girl grey, no milk or poncy lemon and a monkey tea, please, no sugars – there you go; spit spot.’ Pause. ‘Nothing seems to be ‘appening? Anyfing ‘appening?’

      ‘Let’s go home. Get your hand off my bum.’

      He took his hand off.

      ‘I was joking, dinlo.’

      He put it back. She liked the feel of his hands on her bum, although he was most definitely a Dinlo and, when he undressed her, he was like a kid unwrapping a Christmas present. Still, she loved the twerp.

      ‘Who said that?’

      ‘Me’

      ‘Can you do the narration – what’s your name?’

      ‘Susan Narmee… I suppose. Yeah, I can.’

      ‘Right Sue – let’s start again.’

      So Sue started, ‘Dee Day, 6th June 2014 and it is the 70th anniversary of Operation Gaylord… what? Was that okay?’

      ‘Yeah – the editor can pick that bit up,’ resignation.

      ‘It was not a particularly audacious start… what?’

      ‘Auspicious, it’s auspicious – carry on.’

      ‘Don’t you talk to me like that!’

      ‘Sorry.’

      ‘Carry on?’

      ‘Yeah.’

      ‘Do I detect a note of exasperation?’

      ‘Yeeeeeeeah,’ a distinct sound of air expelling as if squeezed through the neck of a balloon.

      ‘Exasperation, most certainly it was,’ Ms Narmee replied, in the manner of Yodel.

      ‘Yodah!’

      ‘That’s what I said diddli?’

      Can you narrate in italics please?

      Yes.

      

      The Banana Boys.

      

      The week running up to Friday’s planned celebrations had been blessed with remarkable weather, or so people remarked. They also remarked upon a marked contrast to the days that ran up to the original D Day, which this Friday’s celebrations were to mark. However, if the weather had anything to do with it, this Friday, the day of The Dee Day, the seventieth anniversary, would get only four out of ten, which, is not a very good mark.

      A dense sea mist shrouded Southsea Common, an expansive grassed tract of land that fronted the ancient fortified seafront of Portsmouth in the UK. The lumps of World War Two machinery, weapons, materiel and paraphernalia and, the tents accommodating Muppets, who spent their weekends playing toy soldiers in ill fitting Dad’s Army uniforms, were lined up in a regimented military fashion. The exhibition had been regimentally laid out by Reginald Menthe, Portsmouth City Council’s head of setting out lumps. He’d had a lot of experience with lumps. Reg’s wife, Mrs Menthe, whom, in their more intimate moments he called “Sugar”, was a lump, and in the fog, the result of Reg’s regimentation of paraphernalia and, Mrs. Sugar one might add, was, well, grey lumps.

      I imagine those who do not know Mrs Sugar Menthe have already conjured a picture, but if you are struggling, bring to mind the vintage saucy seaside picture postcards with the blushing, generously proportioned, battle axe woman. There, got it – well she was like that. If you haven’t got it, never mind, because she’s not in this book, even though this book, in parts, several actually, is certainly saucy.

      Keef Bananas (not his real name as that was Keith) looked on and sighed to his number two, Dave Lillicrap. He was number two because his name was Dave Lillicrap, also known as Shitlegs. Rather apt, those with a modicum of astuteness thought, though he was in actual fact and in reality, really and truly, the second in command of this South London delinquent gang, who up until very recently had been on the Lamb.

      

      This is not a pun on mint saucy, though one might be forgiven for thinking this. On the lamb is an Americanism that roughly translated means, on the run, or in criminal parlance, lying low, hiding from the filf as they had been very naughty boys – see the book: Merde and Mandarins.

      

      Apart from his name, Shitlegs was an unremarkable man and truthfully, not ideal material for command and decision making, on this day of marking and remarking the letter Dee. Keef gave him the same mark as the weather, four out of ten, or D out of A to E, which for a second in command was not saying much about the rest of his chums. All things considered, giving this weather of dense fog four out of ten, when it was nigh on impossible to see your hand in front of your face, did not say much for the leader either, though we have to allow, considering it was the intention of Keef and his chums to purloin a Sherman tank, that the cloaking effect of the weather may have been considered a bonus by Mr Bananas.

      ‘Oi, stop there…’

      ‘What?’

      ‘I’m not a chum.’

      ‘What?’

      ‘A chum. I’m not a chum. We are not chums. Keef may have a Duchess for an aunt but I’m not Uncle Josh.’ And Shitlegs looked around and elicited support from his other, for want of a better word at the moment, chums, and they enjoined their second in command enthusiastically, as you would expect from chums, supporting another chum.

      ‘What are you then?’

      They gathered their heads and discussed a subject that had never arisen before and, after a short while settled on something other than the election of Shitlegs as unofficial spokesman; he was second in command thus his presumed right. Shitlegs turned, because this is what you do in stories, you turn. ‘Cronies,’ he said, turning back again. They looked at each other in turn, except for Keef who had his head in the mist in exasperation, coincidentally, and also coincidentally, he was tall, straight backed and slim and always held his head high, except when he was ducking. His aunt had told him he was aristocatty and he believed he was.

      It was agreed. ‘Yeah, we’re cronies and Keef is aristo-fingy.’

      ‘Good, can we get on?’

      The cronies gathered their collective hideous, crony heads, which matched their hideous appearance and discussed the matter. They’d never been asked if they could carry on before, ordinarily by this time they would have been arrested and be on their way to a lovely warm police cell. They were on the lamb until quite recently, as they had only just escaped a capture at a local saw mill and later, a shoot-out beside a Dorset Cottage in the snow. So, you see, the mist was having some beneficial effect in occluding the reappearance of the Banana gang in Southsea, which is likely why Keef gave it four out of ten, this weather being particularly good if you were on the lamb, or intent on stealing some heavy armour.

      Having appeared to agree on something, Shitlegs, spokes-thug, replied, ‘Yeah – alright then.’

      ‘Carry on,’ a loudhailer.

      ‘Who said that?’ Shitlegs asked nobody, as he could see nobody. He could see nothing, except his hand, which was just in front of his face.

      From the edge of the Common, Keef Bananas and his cronies looked on at the labyrinthine, though regimented, collection of murky grey lumps with not their first bewildered look of the morning. To be fair to Keef and his cronies, they were rarely up this early, six am and, were hardly ever down at the seaside, except for Keef who on occasions visited his aunt, the Duchess, in Frisian Tun.

      Keef looked at the diagram Reggie Menthe had given him as part of his covert insider dealing, although the Evening News had published it a week or so ago and it was generally available to anyone not of a crony, chum, or even hideous naughty boy persuasion. Keef spun the plan in his hands. Looked this way, then that way, sideways and then decided that this, not that way, was best. ‘Oh fuck it, let’s just go and find it,’ he said, exasperated. This seemed like a plan to the cronies and it is this that marked Keef out as a leader; his ability to make decisions.

      This remarkable characteristic was also on his Curriculum Vitae that the London Metropolitan Police force kept up to date for him, to save him worrying about administration. Keef was what they used to call in the olden days, a Prima-Donna villain and he had no time for paperwork. Despite Keef’s patent leadership qualities, administration was not a particular forte and rarely appeared on his radar. Interestingly, on the top of his Met CV, was a CV he had purloined when he was only seven, when just a lad in Ivver Green…

      

      He means Hither Green in south London, but no-way was he going to be Uncle Josh, even if his aunt was a Duchess.

      

      … and that was when he commenced his life of crime. It was in fact, a 2CV, which is twice as good as a CV. A Citroen 2CV was a car that resembled an Anderson shelter on wheels and had the speed of my aged aunt on a bad day, having had a largely ineffective dose of Dio-calm. As a consequence of this remarkable decision of mastermind thievery and, the subsequent shortest ever known car chase in the history of the London Metropolitan Police, Keef’s CV had at the very top of the lengthy list, the remark, Not very bright. Now at twenty three years of age, and this is only my opinion, we are talking four out of ten on the intellectual scale, a bit like the weather, not at all brilliant and, coincidentally, he was a gangster with a foggy brainbox.

      ‘Oi,’ a detached voice sounded from within the mist, threatening, and noticeably not intellectually challenged, more enquiring in a forceful but polite manner that is oft known in Britain as middle class assertive. ‘If you wouldn’t mind, pretty please.’

      ‘Shut it mush. You shouldn’t ‘ave put a fucking tent in such a stupid position.’ Keef carried on, blindly leading his stumbling cronies in the fog, here and there, this and that way and, the first part of Keef’s master plan, stealth, went well and truly out of the window. Still, what they lacked in creeping, directional, and searching skills, they more than adequately compensated for in aggression and a remarkable grasp of the Queen’s Street English that would easily trump middle class assertive, when backed up with brute force.

      Eventually they found what they were looking for and Keef stood back before the Sherman tank and allowed himself to be bathed in shrouded crony adulation. He was good, he knew it, and this of course was frequently his downfall. That, and his harebrained ideas like, “Let’s nick a Sherman tank and shoot the bollocks off that tart Jack Austin and his missus”, both of whom, it transpired, had transgressed the unwritten law, even before you think that as a lady, Mrs Austin, would have no bollocks to be shot off.

      

      I can tell you, as narrator, and as it was obviously not written down anywhere, the unwritten law in this instance was: “Don’t go upsetting Keef’s aunt, getting Poles in, or digging up his booty or weapons or dead bodies, or there will be fucking trouble, comprendeh”. The law, which for the benefit of this book we can confirm, was not written, but was formulated at about the time Keef was watching a number of Clint Eastwood spaghetti westerns, last week. Not that he would have anything to do with any shite Wop stuff, of course. (Wop is a technical literary term for an Italian or any such Italianate shite and, for the sake of middle class balance, shite is sometimes referred to as S H one T. See how the middle class English drop the ‘I’ and supplant it with the numeral One, and ‘E’ is dropped altogether as “shite” is Irish; foreign readers take note).

      

      ‘You got a baby then Keef?’ Brains asked.

      ‘What, I don’t got no baby, what made you say that?’

      ‘You done said someone half inched (pinched – stole) yer booties.’

      

      As narrator I can inform you that it was last week, Wednesday, that Keef mentioned he needed to collect some weaponry and cash from their hidden booty. Now you may begin to comprehend how long it takes for Brains to process information and, why he held the record for the longest interview by the police that involved only two words. I am reliably informed that the two words were “Fuck off”. Ordinarily a solicitor would suggest using the words “No Comment” but Brains had just told his solicitor to fuck off, and he had.

      

      Keef flicked his fingers several times and eventually they clicked. ‘Shitlegs… the keys.’ Keef had moved on and held his hand out, (he’d finished flicking) whilst looking around generally, but in particular up to the turret and the flank of the tank, wondering where the door was.

      Shitlegs patted his pockets, but he already knew, he didn’t don’t ‘ave no keys to no tank.

      I believe this was how Mr Shitlegs expressed it in his thinking.

      ‘Maybe you don’t need no keys?’ Brains said by way of amelioration.

      ‘Brains, der, of course you need bloody keys.’ Keef replied, waving his arms expansively in the fog, to encompass all of the Banana cronies into his theory, such as it was.

      Brains was the intellectual one of the cronies, he had half a GCSE in technical drawing, the actual part he had failed, some would argue the more practically necessary half, was in arse scratching and, he had a Library card. Well, you get the drift? Brains did contemplate asking if he could work with Reggie Menthe in the council, by way of a leg up, so to speak, to better himself, but Reggie, who also hailed from Ivver Green was having none of it. He blamed that bloody Sugar lump of a trouble and strife (wife) of his likely as not, Brains thought, wondering if he should send a saucy postcard home to his mum to let her know he was at the seaside. Then he remembered he was actually on the run from the law; that was close. The Banana Boys were, as previously pointed out, on the lamb, because they’d been baaa’d.

      ‘Who are you and what do you want with my tank?’ Another polite, but assertively middle class voice from deep in the mist, distant, detached, and slightly effeminate, just the hint of a certain desperation for a trip to the toilet.

      Keef turned to a man advancing out of the fog. He was a goofy middle-aged, middle-class, comfortably well off man in Michael Caine, toffee nose twat glasses and pink corduroy trousers. A vision of comfortably well 'orf idiot, emerging from the mist. The man had not changed into his American, Dad’s Army uniform yet, probably would do that after he had been to relieve himself, which would likely happen quite soon and directly into his pink trousers, shortly after the Banana Boys had relieved him of his tank.

      I’m only guessing, but it is a reasonable assumption I feel.

      ‘This your tank?’

      ‘Yes.’

      ‘Well, give us the fucking keys.’

      ‘It don’t need no keys,’ the man said, with a vacant expression, seeming to examine grammatically what he had just said, but mostly the manner in which he had said it. He clearly felt uncomfortable and at this stage I would ordinarily recommend Dio-calm, it almost did the trick for my Aunt Delores who was at the time running down her stolen 2CV.

      ‘It don’t? Well bugger off then,’ and Keef nudged the chap in the now soiled pink corduroys and the current representative of middle class England went flying backwards and bumped his head on Shitlegs fist, whereupon, he settled down for a bit of a lie-in, except that was the German plan for the invasion of England, of course. Keef pointed out this very fact, irrelevantly, to the comatose, soon to become, former tank owner and, he and his chums, sorry cronies, were only interested in Der Day stuff, what was Gaylord.

      ‘Right then, where’s the door?’ Keef asked.

      Brains tugged at his partial GCSE, in other words he scratched his bum in an intellectually ponderous manner as became his status as Brainiac Banana, and suggested they had to go in through the lid at the top. Keef clipped him around the ear.

      Blimey, who’d be a baddy? Apart from you get to wear black hats.

      ‘What was that for?’

      ‘For being a bozo. Now, find the door.’

      Brains clambered up onto the top of the tank and opened the lid, pointed and said, ‘This is the way in.’ He was clearly disgruntled.

      Unfortunately, Keef and his cronies had quite poor inter-personal skills and were not, in the main, particularly brainy at reading and interpreting the manner and mode of inflection in a person’s speech.

      ‘Well, why didn’t you say so?’ See, Keef did not read Brain’s body language or tone of voice, but Brains knew it didn’t pay to question Keef.

      I suppose you learned things like this early on, when you decide to become a bozo baddie hoping to get a black hat.

      However, the way had been indicated and everybody piled in through the lid. Keef, then Shitlegs, as he was second in command, Brains and the two other cronies Gerald and Simon followed.

      ‘Kin ‘ell there’s no bloody winders (windows), turn the lights on,’ Keef ordered.

      ‘It’s a fucking tank, they don’t ‘ave no winders…’ Brains noticed the circumspect look of his leader in response to his animated reaction and muttered, in a pleading defence, ‘… it’s a fucking tank?’ Brains demonstrating not only exasperation, but the cerebral ability that had earned him his half a GCSE and had his teachers scratching their head…

      Not their bottoms – teachers don’t do this, at least not in the classroom. …wondering if they should submit him for English Literature; they had of course

      spotted his library card, but failed to notice the inscription indicating membership of the children’s library and, in particular, the picture book section.

      Never let it be said that Keef did not catch on fast. He flicked Brains on the nose with his thumb and forefinger and set about looking for the light switch, some bullets and a steering wheel. ‘Brains, you look for the bullets. Gerald, the lights for Christ’s sake. Simon, steering wheel please and Shitlegs, you look for the front windscreen. Which way is front? They should ‘ave ad bleedin’ winders. Put the fucking lights on.’

      Brains derred, switched on the lights and pointed. ‘This ‘andle is for steering, these shells are the bullets and, someone looks out of the lid and shouts down turning instructions to the driver.’ He tapped his fingers on the stick that was the steering wheel, and applied a rather risqué grin, which in theory was appropriate as the D day landings were to be in France, where of course, it would be tres risqué, as there would have been a lot of Germans not having a lie-in, despite it being their plan.

      Keef pondered and, not for the first time, wished he had not decided to rob the local library because Simon thought they would have a load of late return fine money and, it would all be sausage and mash! (Cash) It was on that robbery, which incidentally only netted them 75p, they met Brains. Keef should have known that an eighteen year old, spot ridden, beanpole youth, reading Enid Blyton’s, Noddy, was not necessarily a good sign, even though he could read without following the words with his index finger; quite novel (not the book) where Keef came from. However, as it turned out, Brains knew where the Library back door was, had a bike and could give Keef a getaway crossbar. Shitlegs, Simon and Gerald were nicked and would have been in serious trouble if the police had not let them go because they were laughing so much and did not know how to write up the crime of the century.

      ‘Well, sort it then.’

      There, you see, Keef commanded

      

      Jack and Amanda Austin – DaDa.

      

      ‘Oh, Jack’

      ‘Oh, Amanda,’ his hand was rummaging around her bottom parts. ‘You farted?’

      ‘Oh, Jack, I love it when you talk dirty.’ Jack thought for a while, which involved stopping as he was not a famed multitasker. ‘What is it? Jack, please, come on. I want to get home and fuck your brains out.’ She did titter at her remark, the intimation being he had brains. She wondered if he had no brains left because she liked making love to him and did love him, even if this came with very early morning strolls along the seafront in pea-souper fogs. ‘How did you know I’d farted?’

      He’d started walking again and the cloud of passion, as thick as the fog and, some might say, uncharitably, as thick as Jack Austin, overcame his enema moment (he meant enigma, of course). ‘I smelled rose petals.’

      ‘Rose petals?’

      Jack may have been in that state of euphoric oblivion he seemed able to summon at a moment’s notice, a particularly masculine skill Mandy had commented once, but he was nobody’s fool where women were concerned. Of course, most women would see this as his most serious failing but, as I have just mentioned, if confronted by the blindingly obvious, especially by a blindingly attractive woman like Amanda, then Jack could summon up his oblivion - just like that. He knew women. He understood women, to the extent to where he would often remark, even to women, (see what I mean) he was blessed. It should be noted that frequently after such discourse with a woman, he would ordinarily adopt a trance like state, which rendered him immune to stares and even the most vitriolic of reposts. It was a master class in denial, the core faith of his C of E (Church of Egypt) faith, De Nile.

      He knew women liked a laugh and sometimes he had to filter out the irrelevant stuff and, as far as women farting was concerned, he just knew it smelled of rose petals, even after Amanda had eaten a Brahma of a curry. The reason was, you see, he loved this woman with a passion and he was no fool, of course, he thought, ignoring what anyone else thought.

      De-Nile. You see how it works.

      It helped that frequently his nose was bogey stuffed and, as he rarely thought of exchanging his filthy handkerchief with a freshly laundered cloth and, Amanda had banned all public displays of a rag that defied all feminine description, it was sadly thus that a handkerchief was seldom employed in the presence of Amanda.

      Such was her life and this included that the man she loved beyond all rational reason, as people had tried to reason with her, was not only ugly but also as deaf as a post. He would not wear hearing aids as he thought they would make him look daft and he couldn’t see the irony in that either, though he did do the ironing at home. His dad had been a marine and had taught his son to do things like ironing, but most importantly, he cared for and doted on his relatively new wife and, she liked this about him.

      Jack loved Amanda. She had lifted him from the depths of sorrow as he mourned the accidental death of his first wife, Kate. After about three years of entrenched grief, Mandy had managed to show him there was a second chance at life and even a sex life that at sixty, he was enjoying probably more than he had ever done. Of course, he knew he brought to the marriage bed, or even out of it, a great deal of skill, experience, and understanding, as ably demonstrated just now with his expert knowledge of the womanly passing of wind, in so much as he could identify clearly the gentle petal like characteristics. He was, he often imagined, the David Attenborough of the famine world.

      He may mean feminine.

      Amanda, though, thought he was just a lovely man who frequently got his words wrong, known as he had been in the police as Mr Malacopperism, amongst many other quite apt epithets. He was a kind and gentle man and the sex was passionate, if a tad inexpert, improving all the time she thought and had potential, though she frequently wondered if she would live long enough? But, there was no doubt in her mind, this man loved her and, was enthusiastic.

      Despite the tip off from the CIA, their walk back from the seafront and Southsea Common was one of barely pent up passion. The sensual stroking that Amanda applied to Jack’s intimate regions, to which Jack reciprocated with a fundamentally juvenile groping, all contributed to a joint sexual oblivion, though Mandy, ever practical, guided their route home. The thought their lives could be under threat at anytime that coming day was not paramount, not on their immediate itinerary.

      Amanda was Detective Superintendent Amanda Bruce, now Mrs Austin, because she had married Detective Chief Inspector Jack (nicknamed Jane) Austin, retired? Retired, who knew? It paid not to dwell on matters that affected ordinary people, as Jack was extraordinary and, if you asked him, he would confirm this for you. Jack Austin was generally thought to have retired, though nobody truthfully had the nerve to ask him if this was a permanent state of affairs. He had flounced out of a news conference one day, after a particularly nasty case, saying, “He’d had enough of this shite” and sort of gone off into the sunset. And then, last Christmas, he’d declared he wanted to retire with his wife and sealed this pact with an eternity ring, after which, he announced she would henceforth be known as Duck and he wished to be called Dick, as he had formed the Dick and Duck Austin, Detective Agency; DaDa.

      He popped into the police station every now and then and, every now and then, thought about nicking someone in a consultant sort of way, but that was about as far as it went. However, that was now, and, this is then.

      This is a flashback of course, and all will become obvious when we reach the, then, bit, or is it the now bit?

      Still, the formerly tough and totally in control Superintendent, known as Mandy Pumps or Mandy Lifeboats, had well and truly succumbed to the juvenile antics of her now husband. As she had become a part of his life and had insisted on knowing everything about him, which apart from being a spy, was pretty much nothing. Therefore, as a consequence of their marriage, she also became a member of MI5 and a part of Jack Austin’s discreet group of monkey spanner meat pies (spies) that resided in and around the Community Policing department in Portsmouth.

      

      Even if he had retired, not that this is confirming anything officially, as you wouldn’t believe the crap I had (so Sue Narmee says it) just because Martin, Jack’s dog, got hurt in a fight in book one. And now, Martin had half his front leg amputated in book 5, the finale of Kind Hearts and Martinets, so it’s definite schtum on the retirement angle until we understand just how much Jack Austin is loved by his readership and, how the DADA Agency goes down.

      I have it on good authority he is resentful of his dog for grabbing all of his limelight. So, it might be reasonable for us to expect some sort of reaction, to redress the balance as he would see it, except he didn’t like Lime and asked for some other colour light, maybe lemon, but definitely not orange; he hated orange, it drained the colour from his face.

      It is a long story and really and truly, you should read the previous five books of Kind Hearts and Martinets, but MI5 needed a low key, apparently benign police unit, to keep an eye on overt and covert matters in Portsmouth, a strategic Naval and Commercial Port on the south coast of Britain. Jack Austin, however, was not a great meat pie (spy), as he was the ugliest, biggest, clumsiest, cockney barrow boy oaf, you are likely to ever meet, but he did have a redeeming capability that allowed his superiors to go along with his raving mad antics - he was a good analyst. He had never been an action man spook. In fact in the proximity of anything bordering on action, he was a definite liability, to the good and the bad guys.

      As a policeman he was often thought to be a “natural”. He somehow or other solved crimes almost out of the blue; demonstrating no logical deductive trail. Amanda now knew he had another completely separate group of completely unlikely cowboy sleuths, who did the solving for him. But, and I say again, he was mustard at the piecing together of disparate information, seeing the big picture, lateral thinking, basically cutting through the crap, most of which was his by the way – so a balance Mandy often thought.

      Following Jack Austin’s serious press conference flouncing, everybody in the know, allowed his tantrum to settle and waited for the natural order of things to be re-established, which, after a fashion and, after nearly eighteen months, it did.

      Jo Jums, Detective Inspector Josephine Wild, was now running Community Policing, but more importantly, she ran the unit for MI5. Jack and Amanda were not so much disappearing into the sunset as acting in a peripheral role that Jack called an Insultant. He meant consultant, but with Jack not all was always what it seemed. He was known as Mr Malacopperism of course and this, combined with his other multitude of inept bumbling idiocies, contributed to his self-styled persona, an enema, by which he meant an enigma, or did he? He was shite at most things, except for the analysis stuff, as I have already mentioned.

      

      Jack and Amanda bundled in through the front door of their house in Frisian Tun and began stripping each other’s clothes off in the hallway. The passion had the potential to become frenzied, except Amanda had to help him with her buttons and finally her bra strap, but that achieved, the release was dynamite.

      

      Despite the humorous banter I touched upon just now, the sex life of this mature couple did have its moments. They called their racy sex, “fizzers”, and, in the hallway and just now, this coupling had all the hallmarks, if you get my drift, of becoming a number one fizzer.

      

      ‘Oh, Jack.’ He’d pushed her to the floor, done all the things he had learned and, most importantly, not yet forgotten, she liked. She fizzed and he was there for her. ‘Oh, oh, ooooh, er, feck, what the feckin’ ‘ell?’

      ‘Shit, what?’ he said, sensitively responding to an unusual remark from Amanda and checked his bits and pieces for anomalies such as testicular cancer; he liked being tickled but never knew it could give you cancer.

      He was also a known hypochondriac.

      ‘I’ve got my bare arse on a rocket launcher and its lumpy and feckin’ freezing.’

      He thought she looked gorgeous sitting upon the rather sophisticated weaponry. ‘That’s a Bazooka, babe,’ and he flicked his one eye to the ceiling and back to his bits and pieces.

      The unsubtle innuendo was not lost on her, even if she did have a bazooka stuck up her backside. ‘Bazooka?’ She remarked, not casually.

      He could tell she was riled and wondered, not for the first time, where the minds of women went? It was after all, only a bazooka.

      

      As I had mentioned before, Jack had a sense for this sort of thing and this is where he was blessed, of course. ‘

      

      ‘Jack what is a fucking rocket launcher doing in the hall?’

      ‘First of all…’ he raised his finger to her…

      

      Big mistake, and he was going to need the Papal Blessing they had received in Book 4 - Ghost and Ragman Roll.

      

      ‘… It’s a bazooka and, to be totally honest wiv you, sweet’art, I’m not sure.’ And to show he was serious, he did Dib, dib, dib and dob, dob with a Benny Hill salute. ‘Maybe Jimbo put it there?’ But his mind had drifted and in a casual movement, she had shifted her derriere away from the bazooka that she was convinced was a rocket launcher, and the passion rebuilt.

      ‘Jack, should we go upstairs?’ But he was way beyond getting up the stairs and she was catching up fast, when the letter box flapped open.

      ‘Jack, Mandy, its Jimbo. I left a rocket launcher in the… oh, sorry.’

      Mandy let out a scream that Jack thought a little inconsiderate of his possible heart condition, but knew he had to do something to defuse the situation.

      ‘Jimbo, how nice to see you. Your family they are well?’

      

      It was Jack’s, or should we say Jane’s, Jane Austen Pride and Prejudice, many quotes of which he was famed for misquoting, (he was known as Jack Jane Austin) but he knew instinctively people loved the classics.

      

      ‘Tolerably well, Jane, thank you.’ Jimbo said through the letter flap, looking like a spook gynaecologist.

      

      From the unborn infant angle, you understand.

      

      Jimbo knew Jane well, but then he would, as an MI5 minder. ‘And, it’s a rocket launcher, not a bazooka.’

      ‘Told yer,’ Mandy had recovered a little of her pith and poise, gathering the remnants of her clothing and starting to wonder if some of it could be repaired. ‘Jimbo, if you could maybe give us a minute, I’ll get dressed and put the kettle on.’

      ‘That would be lovely. I’ll call Bubba and Abe over. I’ll be honest, and I know its June, but we’re freezing our bollocks off out here in this fog.’

      ‘Yes, well, I’m about to tear Jack’s bollocks off, so you can all be eunuchs together and then I might get some peace and quiet and, maybe a less testosteroned eejit of a husband and his Mossad, MI5 and CIA mates.’ She looked at Jack, forlorn, naked, apart from his penguin socks. She melted, she knew she would. ‘Get dressed, you eejit, and bring the spy world in from the cold.’

      She reflected, that was a catchy rejoinder, when Jack responded in his naturally misguided manner, ‘It’s a bazooka…’ and made a run for it.

      

      He was no fool and, as we had previously mentioned, he knew women.

      

      CHAPTER 1 - (the Prologue ends and the story is launched or bazooka’d upon an unsuspecting readership). The Journalist

      

      Everard Pimple gingerly picked his way along Frisian Tun. He was aware he was walking gingerly and also picking with his feet, but he couldn’t help it. He had always walked gingerly, but had rarely picked with his lower limbs; this was new, even for an inveterate gentle man. Delicate would be a kind way of describing Everard and his manner and he accorded this supplementary picking to an increased feeling of apprehension, more so than Everard knew as normal, even for him.

      The street had a deserted feel, not barren, as many of the characteristics of this characteristically English middle class street, were still evident, if incongruously battle worn; it did feel alien. The loose debris had been cleared, things tidied away, swept under the English reserved carpet, so to speak. The Frisian Tun Big Society, ably assisted by local serfs, pitching in admirably, the British Spirit, but all knowing their place, which was the British way. The people cajoled and corralled, stiffly and stoically by Lady Francesca Blanche-Teapot, the self-styled Duchess of Frisian Tun.

      Even so, to Pimple, in his overly susceptible and Bambiesque way, perceived a shadow, a meta-physical presence, a sensation. It seemed to him that in the street there remained a resonance of warfare, machine gun fire, heavy amour, tank tracks clanking and cranking and urban conflict and, this sense titillated his fear buds that were always close to the surface and even more so adjacent to his nether regions.

      Pimple was also aurally sensitive and he detected in the ether of this overly quiet street, as he gingerly picked, an ephemeral haunting of pained shrills that ricocheted off those buildings left standing, and these aching whispers drifted like wraiths through the battle ground ruins. Shrills of pain and fear from people who had lived their lives blissfully unaware they were delicate flowers living in a rarefied environment that should never, ever, have had to witness a rogue planning application, let alone a pitch street battle and a renowned gangster’s death throes in this, their little corner of God’s earth. This sort of thing never happened in places such as Frisian Tun, the heart and very soul of upper middle class England.

      Pimple was the Honourable Viscount Everard Pimple, the fourth degree of rank and dignity in the British peerage, though people ordinarily called him Pimple. He was uncomfortable being called, “My Lord” as would be his entitlement. Generally the famille-Pimple understated their rank. The mother was often referred to as just plain ordinary Dame Pimple.

      Pimple was twenty eight and one of life’s innocents…

      

      … and it’s not often you can say that these days, although I said it just the other day when I referred to myself, though I am considerably older, although you would hardly know it; I wear so well.

      

      Pimple was a delicate plant. A forced stick of rhubarb, or a mushroom cultivated in the dark. People had at various times called him a jolly bean. He, however, suspected this likely referred more to his beanpole like appearance, being narrow in shoulder and beam and all points north and south and, was uncommonly tall for a Pimple; a family that tended to the short, not tall, stout, not lean. The contributory cause of this physical imponderable may be because Everard was starved, predominantly emotionally, but this had a peculiar effect on his desire for nourishment. It would be fair to say that Pimple had led a sheltered life. Sheltered mainly by a devoted and many if not all, would say, behind her back obviously, a controlling mother. Thus Everard Pimple was always sensitive to the vibrations consequent to traumatic events, considering his mother, Dame Pimple, to be a traumatic event all of her own.

      Pimple was what was known in the old days, which seemed appropriate picking his way through this formerly picturesque and quaintly English setting, a cub reporter. Not being blessed of the greatest of intellects, or any compensating driving ambition, he had been a cub on the Portsmouth Evening News for nearly ten years. This, after an extended and irksome struggle in boarding school and subsequently a long line of imported tutors, he had achieved straight C’s in his A-levels, English and Needlework. He was predicted a knitting B, not achieved and some people unkindly suggested he was the very essence of dumbed down, as frequently referred from the government front benches. Pimple’s father was firmly planted on the back benches of the Lords, but still, Pimple Senior, resolutely espoused the party line, naturally; he was not a rotter.

      Pimple, the reporter, covered mainly court news, ruffians being banged up and so on and, society articles, which made him eminently qualified, or so his mother believed, to do a Human Interest story on what had happened in Frisian Tun. The Tun was a cutesy street in Southsea, itself a rather exclusive neck of the Portsmouth woods, thick, in a multitude of ways, outside observers might observe, with Southsea Socialites, many of whom were legends in their own opinions and conspicuous in their self-appointed elevated station within local society.

      Today, in this sensitively inactive street environment, Pimple’s complex nervousness arose from several additional scores. Probably the most important would be his mother, the formidable Dame Delores Pimple, who had insisted her brother and the proprietor of the Evening News, Sir Wendell Devonshire-Wallop, give his nephew more important journalistic tasks. “Wendy, it is time that Pimple Minor*…”

      

      *Everard had an older brother Jocelyn Pimple, something in the city; a brick would be a fair assessment. So he would be Pimple Major

      

      “… made his way in journalism”, she had said to her brother Sir Wendy, as Wendell was known.

      Dame Delores was not a woman to be gain said, a fact Wendy had been well aware of throughout his life. His sister was older than him by some 6 years and carried with her all of the body mass and confidence this differential period might deferentially accumulate. She was a thoroughbred in every sense of the word, even down to her striking and some say patent, equine facial features. It has to be said though, in order to convey a reasonable likeness, there were some, mainly of a Canadian persuasion…

      

      As it is also often said you have to be persuaded to live in the Colonies.

      

      … who could see in the Dame, the look of a moose, and certainly, if you knew what was good for you, you would not want to lock horns with the formidable woman.

      Regardless of the debate on physical appearance that was kindly meant when people, ignoring the patent animal likeness depending from whence you hailed, referred to her as stout. Dame Pimple had a temperament and possibly the looks upon reflection, that probably came as a consequence of centuries of inbreeding, and not within the society of Moose and Horse (a well-known posh society magazine), but within the Southsea stable of social inbreeds. It was joked around the newsroom, she was cloven hoofed, but even if that was just idle and malicious gossip, her oft evident temper was demonic in every sense and always hovered dangerously close to the surface.

      Another cause for Pimple’s complex fretfulness, as if his mother was not enough for a gentle soul, was that he had been recommended to do this follow up story by none other than Bernie LeBolt Thompson, the crime reporter of high repute on the Portsmouth Evening News. LeBolt’s reporting on this recent incident and many in the past, had been taken up by the Nationals. It was rumoured he had even been offered positions in Fleet Street, though the source of these rumours were suspected to be Bernie himself, being a consummate rumour-monger and proud of it. Bernie’s father had been a fish monger of some repute, so it was just a short step to rumour monger, logically, and that of course would be proof enough for any reputable journalist, even of repute; not a rumour to be sniffed at in a fishy way, so to speak.

      Bernie had though, proudly declined all offers of alternative positions, saying he preferred this sleepy backwater of Portsmouth that had been anything but sleepy in the recent past. There had been though, until these very recent Frisian Tun events, an almost out-and-out armistice since Detective Chief Inspector Austin had taken, some say irresolutely, retirement from the police service.

      And here we have the source of yet another irritant boil on the Pimple mental equilibrium, which struggled for stability at the best of times. Mr and Mrs Austin, he a newly retired (still to be established) Detective Chief Inspector, and she a Detective Superintendent, had also been at the centre of this latest effulgent incident in Frisian Tun, the street where they lived. Jack Austin, who was insisting his new name was Dick and not Jane, as he was known in the police and, is apparently in the process of having it changed by dead-pole…

      

      Pimple was sure he meant deed poll – but maybe not.

      

      … had said it was nothing to do with him. He had prefaced this with “Honest injuns”, apparently to show he was serious and, further reinforced his immunity from potential prosecution by crossing his fingers and calling out “Vein-lights”. Job done, and it is a wonder more of the seriously minded of our criminals did not partake of this form of defence, he, Jack Austin, had often thought and often said, though not to criminals, obviously.

      However, not all of the Pimple bodily sensations were malevolent, though all of his internal commotions could be seen as caustic in one sense or another. The bubbles in his belly that had the interestingly additional effect of weakening significantly his lower limbs, causing him to not only pick, but bizarrely, feel weak in the knee joints, risking likely collapse at any time, were not due to nerves so much as sexual tension. Sex and its oft incumbent tension, was the curse of Pimple’s life as a virginal sap and, worse still, there was no sign of the status quo changing, which came with its own consequent tensions.

      Until the previous morning that was.

      Pimple lived, as do most lads half his age, forever in virginal hope, bordering on a particularly quiet form of hysteria. He knew no other form of hysteria, as whatever level of audibility was practically possible or indeed allowable, he always had to bear in mind that any form of exaggerated display of emotional feeling would immediately be out-exaggerated by Dame Pimple, his mother. And, as Jack Austin would say, knowing as he did, Dame Pimple well, it would be served back at Pimple Minor in buckets and spades, and likely with additional brass knobs. So Pimple bottled it up, never knowing when the cork would, if ever, be un-stoppered.

      However, yesterday morning, a heavenly early July morning, the sun shone spiritually on Everard Pimple, though this was truly metaphoric as Pimple worked in a cupboard, but that is to not say he did not experience these feelings of wellbeing throughout his body. It would be reasonable to say that Everard Pimple’s star had risen, and the cause of that soaring heavenward comet of desire and delight was none other than, Cecelia Crumpet, a celestial being in all respects. Yesterday morning, Ms. Crumpet, the number one Evening News gossip columnist and siren of the news desks, had deliberately and not accidentally, strolled, in her slinky feline manner, which was the stuff of young men’s dreams, into Pimple’s stationery cupboard that masqueraded as an office. Nobody particularly liked to work with Sir Wendy’s nephew and this had nothing to do with his mother. Well, maybe a little bit. Well, a lot really.

      Cecelia had made an exaggerated display of sitting herself on Pimple’s cheery Fablon topped, orange box desk, and leaned over in a revealing way, dressed as she was in a deep cut and billowy, gossamer thin blouse, which permitted Pimple a fleeting glance upon the frilly edge of her brassier; ivory with white lacy trim.

      

      Not that I was looking.

      

      And, breathing huskily, to compound the overall siren effect, she leaned into Pimple’s well scrubbed ear, which had the familiar hint of peanut butter, Dame Pimple insisting Pimple minor wear a dab of peanut butter behind his ears each day to keep the floozies away, which clearly had worked up till now. Cecelia said in an asthmatic, though sexy way, ‘Take that Frisian Tun assignment Pimple and speak to Aedd Murphy at number 28, flat 2, he will fill you in.’

      Ceeley, as Cecelia was sometimes known, considered the message conveyed and looked at the vacant Pimple expression to see if it had been received and, confident the principle if not all of the content had been absorbed, she made then to remove herself from Pimple’s orange box. In an overt exaggerating manner, she unfolded her shapely and long legs, permitting Pimple another fleeting and ecstatic pinnacle of sexual reverie; he was blessed with a momentary peek at her suspenders and stocking tops.

      

      As most virginal saps, or just saps in general, know, although I am only guessing as I am writing as a female pseudonym and not I might add from the Isle of Lesbos, such a sight is all that is needed to make a lad’s day and night-time dreams.

      Now, I hear you say, if you are writing as a female pseudonym, why not allow the readers to partake in a general description of Cecelia, as all we know of her so far is she is sexy, breathes as though she has a cold or smokes sixty a day, has a lacy ivory brassier and wears stockings. Well, ladies, if you ask your male partner, he will likely tell you this is really all you need to know and, perhaps this is early days in the life of a female pseudonym author, but if it helps - Cecelia had shiny black hair like Cathy McGowan had in the sixties, which flicked from her ears to her cheeks. She was tall, probably five ten, pale skin to a long face and dynamite red lipstick that reacted to devastating eyes that flared like an Italian sparkler to azure blue and, strangely, very active shoulders that appeared to move independent of her lacily contained bosoms; wide, and undulating in and out as she talked - not that I was really looking… sigh…

      

      ‘Go on then.’ Ceeley said, and reinforced her assertion with her shoulders, but there was no way Pimple was going to be able to get up from his chair for at least an hour, suffering as he was from a virginal sap that had well and truly risen, similar in fashion to his star. Ceeley broadened her grin, displaying an array of perfectly presented and glinting, white enamel teeth that had the peekaboo hint of a rose bud tongue, conveying her pleasurable appreciation of Pimple’s predicament, knowing it was of her causing. And, with an affectionate stroke of his fluffy cheek that had still to display evidence of an inflexible bristle, she pouted a parting kiss and sashayed out of the stationary cupboard, displaying her arse cheeks to great effect; they were not at all stationery.

      Make that two hours Pimple thought to himself, as he watched Ms. Crumpet disappear out of his cupboard, her backside curvaceously contained in a pencil skirt and he knew what moved and resided below it, he had seen it in all of his magazines. Make that three hours, which he employed to great effect researching his journalistic commission. This said a lot about Pimple, as many red blooded males would have toddled off to the toilet, hunched maybe, but definitely toddling, to efficaciously deal with an errant difficulty. However, Pimple was a consummate professional and with the aforementioned weak knees, toddling was not really on the cards anyway.
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      Pimple read through the bonefide background material, by way of preparation, yes, but principally by way of Crumpet distraction. It was, however, a forlorn hope that this cerebral work would even marginally, or temporarily, control his virginal sap. He knew this would be so and resigned himself to having to distract his thoughts all day. So he finished his background material in the evening, just before home time, by reading the concluding Frisian Tun, News article, by Bernie LeBolt. Interestingly, Pimple thought, Bernie had written this sign-off article almost in a prose, which was an unusual departure from this reporter’s normal succinct, acerbic style;

      

      “Frisian Tun, a most decorous Southsea street, had been witness to a pitch gun and heavy armour battle on the Friday morning of the 6th June. The brutal altercation left one, Keith Bananas, the notorious London gangster, dead, his body riddled with bullets and one or two of his limbs, randomly distributed in the formerly beautiful forecourt gardens. Three of Mr Bananas' cronies, not chums, suffered a similar fate, with one other left not at all well and currently being treated in QA Hospital.

      The ashlar scribed, stucco facades of the Victorian Villas, as they are known by the Frisian Tun residents, remain pockmarked with bullet holes, so much so it now resembles a street in Beirut, rather than a formerly beautiful and tranquil, picture postcard, quintessential English lane within the desirous enclave of Southsea.

      This previously attractive, continuously curvilinear, villa lined streetscape, appeared now irrevocably marred as number 13, the home of the Duchess of Frisian Tun, had been blown up; a rocket launcher, the suspected culprit, though police say they have not found the weapon as yet.

      All that remained as evidence of the Duchess’s stately pile was a particularly un-stately pile of rubble, the shells of walls sticking up like empty teeth where fillings had long ago departed, the plumbing and cabling exposed as if dead nerves of a deceased body and a first floor bath tub, stubbornly reigned high and mighty, like a large nasal protuberance on a formerly proud face. It was rumoured there was a ring around the rim of the bath, but “This could not possibly be the case”, the Duchess had remarked, when asked.

      The Duchess, as she is affectionately known, one Lady Francesca Blanche-Teapot, currently temporarily resides and holds court with a neighbour, Florence Frampton-Maxim, wife of General Maxim (retired). The Duchess was, of course, distressed, but as was reported by one of her stoutest lieutenants, Hermione Hooter, local dog breeder and mail order Hush Puppy representative, of number 23, “The local Big Society chappies have stepped in and we can proudly and resolutely report that the Blanche-Teapot stiff upper lip was once again reasserting itself. The Duchess has sounded the clarion and rallied her troops and serfs, to restore a semblance of an ordered Middle Class England to Frisian Tun”.

      

      Now, to your average outsider, Pimple may look like an upper class bozo. Truthfully, of course, he was, and privately educated to achieve such a level, to boot, but he did have a minuscule fragment of intelligence lodged within his grey matter and he tugged at this seldom used asset now. He knew Bernie LeBolt, and instinctively knew that if he had written Frisian Tun was decorous, then Bernie wrote what he meant. However, Pimple was also aware most people who had read Bernie’s article, which had also been syndicated across the country as well to a few American newspapers, always interested in middle class England, understood Bernie’s prose to indicate that Frisian Tun was a poetic, leafy, comfortable, warm and welcoming winding street, in a most desirable part of South Portsmouth, which, on the surface, and prior to the recent calamities, it was in actual fact.

      Frisian Tun was a street off the beaten track and not often used by traffic or even pedestrians, save for the odd melancholic and musical drunk, winding his way home after a night in the Southsea clubs and pubs and finding the organic zig-zag street a remarkably effortless route to follow. Frisian Tun was contained, almost claustrophobically, by shoulder height, old and weathered brick garden walls that curved naturally with the form of the road that meandered serpentine like. A narrow lane, rather than a street that was manageably overgrown with mature trees that shaded the constricted pavements and cobbled roadway.

      It was a beautiful street, or at least had been, except maybe for number five that had a comparatively barren frontage and odd shaped protuberances that may be hailed as exemplary in an architectural magazine, but did not accord with what is generally prescribed as acceptable by the Duchess, or so Mrs Southampton-Meddlesome had said.

      Mrs Southampton-Meddlesome was a staunch supporter of the Duchess, even though her grating Northern Irish accent meant she was not allowed to reside in Frisian Tun. She was obliged to set up home, understandably so, instead, in a poorly designed house in a most secondary and tertiary street, a back street truthfully, which did however afford a good view onto the more aristocratic Victorian Villas. Although clearly a secondary citizen, Mrs Southampton-Meddlesome’s view over the villas was permitted by the Duchess. However, this woman with the socially unacceptable accent, loftily assumed a status way beyond that which would ordinarily be accorded by the street where she resided and of course, the country from whence she hailed, but all of this, as you would expect, did not deter this woman of diminutive stature and over inflated opinion of herself. Certainly, Mrs Southampton-Meddlesome knew her place, or at least imagined she did and she asserted it most aggressively, unaware her ignorance was indisputable and only tolerated by the Frisian Tun residents if it were in general support of the Duchess and whatever edict concerned her minions at the time.

      However, when Bernie LeBolt reported that Frisian Tun was a decorous street, he was in fact being impishly precise in his meaning; Bernie being a notorious imp of a fellow. You only had to ask DCI Austin (still retired) who says that once, in C&A’s, the Crown and Anchor local hostelry, he had asked Bernie what he would like to drink and he had replied he desired a “cheese sandwich”. There is no need to say any more and imp status was firmly established. Bernie had described Frisian Tun as decorous and, it was indeed a street that behaved politely and in a controlled manner and extraordinarily, it was this uneasy existence of ersatz middle class bonhomie and bravo, well done old chap, hail fellow well met, which eventually was the cause of its current state of disrepair.

      

      Ironic, isn’t it?

      

      Pimple, being a man of inordinate detail, his mind when it worked, worked like that, had done his background research even before he knew he was to do a follow up human interest story, and now he sketched his outline. He padded this out, some say rather naively, with information gathered from a telephone conversation with DCI Austin (still retired, a bit), as also breathily suggested, in a suggestive way, by Ceeley and furthermore and impishly, recommended by a grinning Bernie, baring his nicotine stained excuse for tombstone incisors to immense and intimidating effect and if subsequently, Pimple was to toddle off to the men’s room, it would likely to have been for an efficacious poo.

      Pimple replayed the recording of the telephone interview to himself and Jack Austin’s fresh, spiky, cockney manner of conversing, sent relived shivers through the Pimple beanpole body.

      “Frisian Tun’s an ‘istoric street mate, the origins evident in the root of the name, meaning a place of settlement for Frisians see.” Pimple was not sure he saw, even hearing the statement for a second time. “Frisians were close neighbours of the Saxons and Jutes, when they were in Europe, of course, before they took up residence in England, obviously, after the Romans had buggered off in 410 AD, about ten past four”. The recording of Jack Austin guffawing down the telephone, once again, caused Pimple to retire a little more into his shell, which was oddly coincidental, because Mr Austin had said he was having a word in his “shell-like”.

      This was the Jack Austin, no less, who was insisting he was now called Dick, and his wife, Amanda, was to be called Duck henceforth, and they lived at number 5 Frisian Tun, the one with the barren front garden as he professed to hate gardening.

      

      An unusual irony, but more of that later.

      

      Pimple was certain he had heard an exasperated sigh of a feminine origin in the background of the conversation, and more than several times. Austin had seemed oddly proud of their name changes, having insisted it was to be their retirement personas mentioning also that they ran, what he called, an “Arty-farty private detective agency. The Dick and Duck Austin Detective Agency, DaDa, and planned to wear nineteen fifties Ooh La Lovelies fashions, but don’t tell the bleedin’ Council, or the bloody Duchess for that matter,” he’d added, panicking somewhat.

      Dick recovered, almost without breaking stride and went on to say, “This was all some time ago of course and there was no sign of the Frisians now, if you exclude the Duchess who was most definitely Friesian”. Pimple believed he referred to the bovine and not to any ancient settler, though clearly the Duchess was an aged person.

      “The feudal system still remained though,” Jack Austin had gone on to say, with more added verve and jollity, explaining the street was a fine example of Upper Middle Class England, with all of its pseudo neighbourliness, faux tranquillity, and hierarchy, preserved in aspic. A transparent jelly used in cold foods, he had unnecessarily explained, as Pimple was posh. “In this case it was quivering cold fish” and the subsequent combined Dick and Duck laughter broke all records.

      In the News article, Bernie le Bolt reported The Duchess, who until recently resided at number 13, which now only existed in shell like form, as saying, “It was the natural order of things”, and went on to say, “If things had been done as they should. If I had been consulted on the little matter of the Poles, I could have said that such an alien intrusion would not be welcome into Frisian Tun and the surrounding Owenesque boroughs, regardless of what the local council might say. You just cannot tell some people, especially interlopers into a society for which they have precious little understanding and, it is not a ring around the bath, it is dust and dirt from the explosion”. She had been most persevering on the latter point, though clearly she had little time for the Poles.

      Pimple felt that if Bernie could be syndicated then why not Everard Pimple and, this story had attracted international recognition, read as far afield as the Isle of Wight and Scotland and some of the serious American journals. So, for those persons unfamiliar with the south-coast England City of Portsmouth and its even more precious and some say precocious Southsea, it may be as well he thought, to elucidate at the beginning of his article and, here again, he was ably assisted by Dick, apparently Pimple’s mate, although Pimple had not been aware of having had any mates before now.

      “Listen, mate”, Austin had started and Pimple, being not only a man of inordinate detail, he also possessed a sensitive ear, probably because Dame Pimple had regularly scrubbed it within an inch of its life and still did, before applying the peanut butter. His ear was thus naturally attuned to accents and unless he was very much mistaken, Dick Austin possessed a strapping cockney intonation. Now this was interesting in itself. What was a cockney doing residing in this heartland of upper middle class virtue and values and, some would say and, Mr Austin may have mentioned it in passing, snobby England? Pimple earmarked that for a follow up.

      Listening on, Mr Austin shouted, “Oi mush, you listening to me?” Pimple, no longer Dick’s mate, but his mush, it would seem, whatever that was, assuming that Mr Austin must perceive him as he would a Husky dog, and Pimple jumped again, even though he knew the rebuke was forthcoming. “Wot yer gotta un'erstan’” Mr Austin continued, unaware of the effect his raised voice had had on Pimple’s collywobbles, “is people round ‘ere fink they’re the dog’s bollix and their poxy neighbourhood is so bleedin’ poncy precious you have to get permission from the Duchess to ‘orse and cart”.

      Listening, Pimple was embarrassed all over again, as he heard himself enquire of Mr Austin, what a horse and cart was doing in Frisian Tun? Pimple relived his embarrassment and endured Mr Austin’s raucous guffawing, which seemed also to be enjoined from the background, which had to be Duck energetically quacking.

      “'Orse and cart – fart”, and Austin guffawed again. “Mind you, you ‘ave to be careful not to follow frew and pony and trap”. More energetic hilarity ensued and Pimple noticed he had timidly enjoined the mirth on the recording, clearly not having a clue as to what a pony and trap was either. “Crap son, poo to you. I’m a poet and don’t know it”, and Pimple could imagine Mr Austin holding out his hands, one clutching the phone, in exasperation at this journalist’s lack of understanding.

      Pimple heard himself say, “Oh, Mr Austin” again timidly, but it seemed to be of sufficient potency to convince Mr Austin to continue.

      “Dick, yer plank”, he said, moving on, having made his point. “It’s like they see this place as a bleedin’ choclit box. Know what I mean?” and there was a pause while Dick waited for Pimple to acknowledge.

      “Err, Yes, I think I do Mr, er, Dick,” he heard himself say.

      Dick continued on in the play back. “Only if you look round ‘ere there’s only a few of these Thomas Owen choclit box gaffs, though this street, Frisian doobrey, I grant you is a bit bleedin’ twee and I don’t mean the green fluffy fings what ‘ang over the gardin walls”. This was apparently very funny indeed and it took a while for Dick and Duck’s enjoyment of that particular joke to ebb and, for the very one-sided conversation to continue. “Denial yer see, son”. Pimple didn’t, though it was apparently obvious. “Cor blimey, it’s all in the imagination, yer see.” Still Pimple didn’t see, but pretended he did. “Look mate”, Pimple noted that he was no longer Dick’s mush, but once again his mate, or was he his son and, was that better? “There’s more shite stuff than there is the choclit box stuff, but people round ‘ere don’t see it, see? They fink they live in a perfect idly, don’t they love?”

      In the background Pimple heard Duck respond to the affirmative, which Pimple was convinced was a quack, and Duck pointed out, he likely meant idyll. “That’s what I said Idylly-diddlee?” and that seemed to be the end of the conversation as Dick began ooohing and aaahing and had put the receiver down and, if Pimple was not mistaken, Dick was being fondled by a Duck. Pimple immediately thought of Crumpet and the sap, that had only just begun to subside, arose again to its former status – he may need to go to the loo after all he thought, almost like a red blooded male.
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      Trying hard not be too gingerly, inherently aware he could do nothing about the picking of his lower limbs, now so deficient in strength as it were in the knee department, Pimple approached number 28 Frisian Tun, a red brick Victorian pile that sat incongruously in this street of pockmarked stuccoed villas. He was aware from his research that the conversion of this Victorian Manse, into four flats, had also been the source of considerable unrest some four or five years past. Pimple had looked up the newspaper records: “Multi-occupancy in Frisian Tun is insupportable.” A quote from Lady Blanche. Having read through the articles, Pimple could recall the furore as the council planning committee had passed the plans and, in response, the Duchess had vowed that she and her serfs would lie down in front of the bulldozers, not fully appreciating that number 28 was to be a conversion and no bulldozers need be employed. However, she was not one to waste time looking at plans. She just knew what was right, or in this case and many others before and subsequent, if confidential sources were to be believed, was wrong.

      Still, record pictures showed they had indeed mounted their protest in Frisian Tun. On the day work was due to commence, the Serfs and the self-appointed aristocracy, later to be known as the Big Society, stood tall together, apart from those who had decided to lie down, either to stop the bulldozers that were not coming or, because they were of a frail constitution and would have preferred to stay indoors and watch re-runs of the Jeremy Kyle show. All, however, were in possession of neatly embroidered placards proclaiming, “Nasty developer types are not welcome here”, in a beautiful needlepoint that had the basic script in a half-cross stitch, reinforced with basket weave with the surround in tent, or, as Mrs Constance Crotchet of number 11 said, disagreeing with Mrs Southampton-Meddlesome of number 17 of a lower status of road and socially unacceptable accent, that it was in fact “Continental Stitch”. She went on to point out that the continuous Motion Needlepoint Stitch was, “A great stitch technique to make your canvas stitch up faster”, she said. “It is the Batman and Robin of needlepoint stitches”, Mrs Southampton-Meddlesome had added knowledgably, bashfully acknowledging how remarkably up to date she was with new telly programmes and enquiring as to who Jeremy Kyle was.

      Interestingly, Pimple found himself agreeing with Mrs Southampton-Meddlesome, despite her grating accent and personality and, he had pointed this out in his A level paper, the section on embroidery, not knitting, as he had failed that bit.

      Anyway, it turned out that despite the protest on Frisian Tun, the builder had gained access via the back door, which afforded a way in from the parallel back street, and the flats were built and eventually occupied by, of course, unsavoury characters. This was all as expected and predicted by the Duchess, who seemed oddly proud that she could now demonstrate she knew, all along, what would happen and perhaps next time, the planning committee would listen to her before things got totally out of hand. She even suggested all planning applications should be approved by her, before they were formally submitted, as a sort of triaging system, like they did on the railways, she further suggested, amiably. According to the grapevine, Lady Francesca Blanche-Teapot had been a wheel tapper at Hither Green, British Rail, shunting yards, before she married Sir Reginald Teapot and been elevated to the aristocracy and a life of leisure. This latter assertion the Duchess refuted unequivocally, arguing she is in fact a very busy body. But, it could not be argued, it was a role in which she had wholeheartedly immersed herself, often to the patent chagrin of Sir Reggie, who had eventually left Frisian Tun and the Duchess, for a life of gay abandon, one might say and so it is reported, with none other than Cedric Poncenby-Smythe, with whom he had shared a bed at boarding school and lately, a back bench in the House of Lords.

      Looking up at the imposing red brick edifice and, screwing up his courage, which as a consequence caused his face to also wrinkle and, preparing to knock on the door whilst still desperately trying to marginalise the mental picture of the Crumpet bosoms and stocking tops, Pimple pictured the socially objectionable residents:

      Flat 1, the Pied-a-Terre semi-basement, or garden flat, was occupied by Georgiana Lovebody and she had been proclaimed a woman of dubious character, but in reality, was a synchronised swimming instructor of fine upstanding pedigree, with merely an unfortunate name. Not that this counted for anything; the Duchess had ruled and there was no more to be said on the matter.

      Flat 2, had a tenant a tad more acceptable. Aedd Murphy was a geography teacher at the local Roman Catholic secondary school, St Winifrede’s. Not much was known of him, except he hailed from the far, far west, and thus would likely speak funny, if ever he was spoken to and, so was of no consequence except he was notably very tall, skinny, with a rabbits bum and, exceptionally wiry, ginger hair and almost certainly was a hermit, which suited everybody. He did however blot his copybook on St Patrick’s Day, a day not recognised and subsequently affirmed by Duchess Decree, in Frisian Tun, when he hung the Irish tricolour from his living room window, itself substantial and Georgian paned.

      This was only marginally more exacerbated as the Austin’s, at number 5, also displayed a crayoned in tricolour in their front window. When interrogated by the Duchess and her very own Spanish inquisition of Big Society sycophants, Dick Austin, as he also reported at the same time he was to be known in the future, believing himself to be a proficient multi-tasker, had displayed the irritant flag as he was an aficionado of the TV series Father Ted. “So feck off” he was reported to have said and, was thus recorded in the Minutes, which Dick later denied, but everyone noticed his nose grew significantly.

      Flat 3, was on the first floor of the red brick pile and thus was not considered so important, as not many people looked upwards, except for The Duchess who walked with her nose constantly in the air as though she had a bad smell, or indeed peanut butter on her stiff upper lip and as a consequence, could not avoid vision of elevated floors and roofs generally. An elderly lady, Mrs Fish, lived in this first floor flat and she was actually particularly acceptable in pedigree, with her blue rinse and general Margaret Thatcher appearance and demeanour, but alas, she did not measure up aesthetically. In short (which funnily enough she also was) she was ugly, resembling very much the repulsive, big headed fishes one sees on the market stalls in Europe. Therefore, it was recommended that although she was of course welcome to reside in Frisian Tun, heaven forefend, and in Flat 3, even though it should never have been constructed or even given planning permission, she should bear in mind that whenever she felt the need to go out, if absolutely necessary, she should exit number 28 via the back door the builder had so ably used. This was reasonably asserted in a decorous manner, it being explained to Mrs Fish that this was necessary so as not to sully the Constable like, chocolate box, appearance of Frisian Tun.

      Finally, Flat 4, the attic flat, housed a University Professor, Thelonius Monkspot. His father, or so rumour suggested, had been a jazz fan, which, it seemed, explained a lot this was assumed, as it was not advisable if one wanted to stay on the good side of the Duchess, to talk to Thelonious in order to confirm the veracity of the rumour. Being a University Professor, Thelonius was considered acceptable, naturally. They were not uncivilised in Frisian Tun and, the Professor would likely have been accepted into street society with open arms, except for the cheerless fact of this middle aged man’s proclivity for his young nubile students, generally of a Greek persuasion. All of this would have been tolerable if the windows were kept closed, to mute the sounds of pan pipes and sexual assertions and, if the back door was utilised. However, and here was the nub, the big bushy bearded professor’s appetites leaned toward masculine company and that was not even on the radar of tolerance for this Big Society, even though the English aristocracy were oft known to bat off the left foot occasionally themselves, and indeed, unknown to the general Southsea populace, Sir Reggie batted off a similar unorthodox footing that resided firmly on the left side of his body.

      However, here in Frisian Tun, it was not acceptable, and the professor seemed not at all interested in a life of monk like abstinence, despite the heritage of his name. So, the street committee had been convened a number of times in order to plot the residential demise of said bushy bearded professor, to date all unsuccessful. Nevertheless, the English Aristocracy were not known as a race likely to give up at the first, second, or even third obstacle, as was ably demonstrated at Agincourt and, especially recently, in response to the Frisian Tun influx of Poles.

      

      The Poles being the subject of this current human interest article by Pimple, or at least, this is what people had said and, even Pimple had thought, in case you had forgotten, or knew, or even cared. But then it gets better, as Pimple knew it must and so he continued with much bravado, to seek entry to Flat 2, number 28 Frisian Tun – and as a consequence, Pimple’s life was set to change. For the better? Who is to say, but change it most certainly did.
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      Pimple gingerly picked his way up the stone steps to the imposing oak front portal, its visual importance as a means of entry reinforced as it was encapsulated in a hefty timber porch, the likeness of a cemetery lychgate. Upon reaching the porch, in pretty much the speed of a hoisted coffin containing a fat opera singer, Pimple addressed the panel of entry bells. In his short-sighted fashion, which Pimple said contributed to his buck teeth appearance, since ordinarily his teeth would be viewed as straight and true, he examined the buttons through black rimmed, bottle end glasses, at about a two inch distance. Standing out in a mixture of green and red ink was the name, Aedd Murphy, Flat 2. The Aedd written in red, the Murphy in green. Non-gingerly, Pimple picked his fingers over the panel, eventually summoned the courage and pressed the buzzer adjacent to the red and green name card.

      ‘Who’s on me feckin’ bozzer?’ Pimple’s sensitive aural organs immediately determined an Irish accent, Dublin’ish he guessed, but more likely a little to the north and left a bit. ‘Yer, be you talking to me sometime, boyo?’ Now this did throw Pimple, the accent had changed to the hymns and arias of the Welsh valleys.

      Trying hard not to imitate the Irish or the Welsh accent, and focusing on his more natural mode of speech, 1940’s BBC Home service English, Pimple replied with as much assurance as he could muster, picturing in his mind and his trousers, how much he wanted to impress Cecelia Crumpet.

      ‘Er, my name is Everard Pimple from the Evening News? We spoke on the telephone and you agreed to meet with me?’ Pimple employed the current vogue of elevating and expressing a questioning inflection at the end of his sentences, he thought this made him appear Antipodean, like someone out of Neigbours, and thus he would be taken seriously.

      ‘Ah to be sure, boyo, why not you say in the first place yer feckin’ eejit,’ and Pimple was startled by a buzzing drone and a repetitive metallic clicking that was the automatic door lock releasing. Unfortunately, the indelible mental picture of said Crumpet was dulling any lightning reflex Pimple could summon to react to the door opening device. The not at the best of times, rapid thinking ability of the Pimple brainbox, had alas only pictorially focused on the Crumpet assets and in particular, the stocking tops, though the lacy brassier featured in there somewhere and so it was that he lost his chance of entry to number 28 on the first opportunity.

      Pimple buzzed again. ‘Feck me gently, are you still there, isn’t it, an all, an all?’ Again there was the buzz, followed by the repetitive metallic clicking and Pimple dived for the door handle, this time he made it through.

      Rather pleased with himself, he released the door to close behind him and leaning back to recover his heart rate, he surveyed the vast hall and polished timber stair, which he knew would give access to the upper flats of an old trout, and a sexually unacceptable Professor who had Greek leanings. Whilst Pimple considered the living arrangements of this disparate set of unlikely immediate neighbours and working out that the Pied-a-Terre and access to the synchronised swimming coach, must be via an external semi-basement door, the door to Flat 2, opened. Aedd Murphy presented himself and it is fair to say that the occupant of Flat 1, the garden flat, Ms Lovebody, could not have synchronised the gawk of Pimple’s mouth with the yawning gape of the Flat 2 portal better, as Pimple took in the look of this geography teacher.

      Pimple had of course researched Mr Murphy, but all of that background work could not have prepared him for this physical encounter. Several phone calls to St Winifrede’s, Roman Catholic Secondary School, eventually concluded with a telephone conversation with the Deputy Headmaster, which had produced a rough consensus at; “Who?” It was a sad fact that Aedd Murphy was not a memorable sort of man and, despite his obvious height advantages, he had no presence and as a consequence, not very much was known of him, save that he was tall. This fact was undeniable, as Pimple took in the image of the man stood before him who had to be all of six foot six, maybe more; the man soared to the ceiling. Pimple himself was six four, and they shared similar beanpole characteristics, but Mr Murphy seemed taller, narrower.

      The Deputy Headmaster, when pushed and assured by Pimple there was a geography teacher working at St Winifrede’s called Aedd Murphy, had gone on to say that Mr Murphy was from the west. But how far Pimple thought? Wales, or even further afield, Ireland. “He is, by all accounts, a well-educated man and possibly a hermit”, the Deputy Headmaster had said, adding that he taught geography and this was said as though this was all the explanation that was needed, he then hung up the telephone.

      Pimple phoned back and the Deputy Headmaster expanded on his previously apparent insightful characterisation, only this time, especially for a dim-witted reporter. “You understand that very often Geography teachers can be assumed to be Hermits, it sort of comes with the territory, a bit like the jumpers and the cardigans with football buttons they wear. If you asked Aedd Murphy and could understand his Bristolian accent…” Bristolian? Pimple had thought, not wishing to interrupt the Deputy Headmaster who seemed to be on a roll. “… he would say he felt very much like a hermit, especially since his wife ran off. It was this traumatic event that had left him decidedly foxed, as, even with his encyclopaedic knowledge of geography, he could not place the Isle of Lesbos. This is where she is reputed to have gone, with Penelope Bloomer, the Hockey teacher from St Winifrede’s.”

      The Deputy Headmaster hung up again, clearly irritated talking to the ignorant press. Pimple then googled the Isle of Lesbos, which he presumed had to be adjacent to Greece, but he could not find it and however much he tried, he got only pornographic sites that after three or four hours of a fully risen virginal sap, he decided it best to quit as he already wore glasses and had buck teeth.

      

      Well, the teeth appeared buck, but as previously mentioned, they projected down from the upper jaw straight and true, the rest was an illusion borne of Pimple’s weedy and short sighted overall appearance.

      

      ‘Well, are yawl coming or going?’ Was that Bristolian Pimple thought, as he gazed upon six foot six inches of skin and bone, topped with an incandescent shock of red hair, the only thing Pimple could visualise, it even blotted out the image of Ms Crumpet’s stockings and lacy brassier. This geography teacher had, vivid ginger hair that stuck on his head like a rusty Brillo pad, such were the wire wool characteristics of this unfortunate mop.

      ‘Ginger it is, and like a Brillo pad, isn’t it, boyo?’ he said.

      Now that was Welsh Pimple thought as he by way of hair distraction, focused on Aedd’s cardigan, which he was sure, although a bit blurry, was knitted with a picture of the Norwegian Fjords. It had the appearance of a fjord on the Discovery channel where the telly’s horizontal hold had gone a tad haywire, not unlike Aedd's ginger hair.

      Aedd decided he’d had enough of being stared at and spun in his Hiawatha moccasins and walked back into his flat, presuming he had left enough smoke signals that Pimple would know to follow him.

      Pimple did.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            FOUR

          

          
            THE GEOGRAPHY TEACHER AND THE MAP ROOM

          

        

      

    

    
      No sooner had Pimple settled his hyper active chops, arranged his cavernous oral cavity into a semblance of stress-free and casual assurance and, fastened all of that into position, than his mouth was fully agape again.

      Dutifully, Pimple followed Hiawatha, presumably the last of the Mohicans, his eyes resolutely fixed on the moccasins so as not to excessively stare at the red Brillo hair, and upon entering the voluminous living room, Pimple found he was once again awestruck. The room was entirely wallpapered with maps of the world. He noticed immediately Ireland, Wales and England with a blown up section especially for Bristol and its waterways. The ceiling was not omitted in the amazing display, except, as Pimple craned his neck, for the ceiling was lofty, maybe twelve feet, he saw the pictorial Michael Angeloesque tableau could be viewed, not so much as geographical, but more as an historical display, although it did have a Copper-plate scripted title block, beside a huge compass point, saying South-West Coast of Spain, just west of Cape Trafalgar. Most of the ceiling was painted a glorious azure blue, clearly ocean, complete with crested waves, and this sea was populated with authentic appearing, to scale, paper model ships of the line, complete with canon puffs in cotton wool.

      Pimple forced his eyes away from the Battle of Trafalgar and back to the moccasins, knowing this was not important, as Nelson was assured of Victory even if he did not survive kissing Hardy, who probably had peanut butter behind his ears, which, and knowing of the prevailing conditions on these old ships, was likely rank. So Nelson had no chance, and neither did that floozy mariner Hardy, if you follow the logic.

      Pimple’s subsequent visual consciousness, once his courage allowed him to remove his eyes from the Red Skin footwear that appeared well worn, probably from tramping through forests, was titillated further as he absorbed the contrasting colouring, patterns and shapes of the geographical maps from around the world. These were augmented by geological charts, which had been amalgamated and inserted, presumably relating to the regions beside which they had been carefully placed. The stark diagrammatic, graphic colouring of this and that rock, or geological type or stratum, was beautifully and artistically balanced by the water colour shades of the old fashioned, cartographical, pastel hues.

      Aedd Murphy noticed Pimple’s state of avid interest and especially the toothy gawk, but ignored it and muttering in Welsh, ‘Tea, boyo, isn’t it, and whose coat is that jacket?’ Casually flailing a hand as he disappeared, indicating as to where Pimple could throw his jacket, or coat, coincidentally, adjacent to the Norwegian Fjords. Pimple discarded his jacket in a Scandinavian direction and began settling into this new environment, unaware he had inadvertently and a tad gingerly, picked his way to an armchair and then he became aware that, although very summery and warm outside, the living room was cool and clearly faced north. Pimple thought this must account for the knitted fjords breasted by Aedd.

      If you could ignore the cartography, geological illustrations and the Battle of Trafalgar, the principle feature of this beautifully proportioned, high ceilinged and voluminous living room, was a wide and almost floor to ceiling, Georgian paned, sash window, which afforded an excellent view to the western end of Frisian Tun, now gloriously bathed in late afternoon sunshine. This warm image was bright, compared contrastingly to the gloomy chill air in the living room. The sunlight, he observed, exaggerated the jig and jag shadows of the Duchess’s bomb site, which exacerbated further, the alien disparity of violence with the sublimely smooth, though bullet pockmarked, ashlar of the Victorian villas, which had until recently stood proud in semi-detached unison, presenting an image of complete English tranquillity and invulnerability. A peaceful repose, a natural order of things in a way, Pimple supposed.

      The cill to the sash window was set just above the deep skirting board and the obvious generous view could be enjoyed whilst taking one’s ease in the plump, overly stuffed, 1930’s, wide, brown leather armchairs. The form of these armchairs curled and curved generously like the South Downs, almost as though they were respecting the curves of the meandering street, directed as the furniture was to the sash casements, as if the window was the telly, which alien modern appliance Pimple became aware was noticeably absent.

      This recumbent sightline was also evidently directed toward the now devastated front garden of number 13, the Duchess’s former abode and, if one was minded, a penetrating inspection was apparent through the twisted and singed wisteria and Rose trees, to the previously well-bred villa and presumably, equally aristocratic net curtains.

      Aedd, now back with the tea and a beguilingly delicious looking Battenberg cake, the chequered harlequin colourings complimenting the geological cartography delightfully, he seemed to get a degree of pleasure from Pimple’s awareness of the visual line to the former patrician villa. He remarked upon this whilst serving the tea, a Darjeeling he said, by way of introduction to the infusion and a segue into a geographical discourse about the Darjeeling region of India. Pimple saw it coming, but could do nothing to stop it. He was feeling unusually comfortable.

      ‘The Darjeeling region…’ Aedd started off, ‘… is cool and wet, tucked into the foothills of the Himalayas, don’t you know.’ And he pointed with the dripping tea strainer, causing Pimple third degree scalding to the back of his hand, to what was presumably, the Himalayan region of India and source of said Darjeeling leaf. ‘The tea is exquisite and delicately flavoured and is considered to be one of the finest teas in the world.’ Aedd Mmm’d as Pimple began to nod off, rubbing his hand with no noticeable immediate soothing effect. ‘The Darjeeling plantations have 3 distinct harvests and the tea produced from each, “flush”, has a unique flavour.’

      Pimple had gone. He was all over the place, he was seriously heady and in grave danger of Zizzing. Aedd carried on, oblivious. ‘First flush teas are light and aromatic, while the second flush produces tea with a bit more bite. This is a second flush,’ he said waving the tea strainer, again scalding Pimple’s hand and now alert, Pimple looked at the Darjeeling second flush as it tumbled from the spout like a rusty waterfall and indeed it did look like it had just been flushed. A sort of urine orangey yellow. ‘The third, or autumn flush, gives a tea that is lesser in quality,’ Aedd continued, shaking his head as if he would have nothing to do with a third flush. Pretty obvious Pimple thought, waving and cooling his hand, trying to alleviate the pain, now fortunately turning into a more tolerable dull ache, beneath the rosy discoloration he thought would likely blister.

      Aedd finished spouting, both geographically and with his urinated beverage, and Pimple sighed in relief, a puff of air that was audible from about ten paces and of sufficient force that it served ably to cool the back of his hand. Aedd seemed to remain oblivious, although he did manage a cursory inspection of Pimple’s scalded appendage and appeared satisfied. This must be what it means to be a Hermit, Pimple thought. It’s as though nobody else existed to Aedd. It was all Pimple could do to stay awake, but he was made of stern stuff and, he had a journalistic mission to execute, not to mention the tenderness in his hand was now more of an irritant than a pain and could be easily soothed by mental distraction of the Crumpet kind.

      Satisfied Pimple had only minor scalding, Aedd settled himself into the other armchair and awaited his interrogation, manipulating his jaw in a contemplative manner. Pimple stirred his tea and waited for the two natural cane sugar lumps to dissolve, wondering why he had not been shown the source of the cane?

      He already had his opening lines worked out and had rehearsed them yesterday evening, while Dame Pimple washed him in the bath. An uncomfortable wash as bathing goes, as he had to try not to think of Crumpet while mother did his bits and pieces. “Very important” she had said, “for a boy to be spick and span in that department”, removing her marigold gloves and departing to get a bath towel she had warming somewhere.

      Pimple went to start off, but was interrupted by the geography teacher. ‘Aedd is a Welsh name you know, meaning a King of Ireland. My mother, Blodwyn Jones of Swansea, one of a very long line of Jones’s you may be aware, married my father Brian Diarmait-Murphy, which in English translates as Dermot-Murphy. My father can trace his line back to Diarmait the 1st, King of Connacht and a King of all Ireland, the last in fact to celebrate the pagan ritual of Feis Tmrach,’ Aedd said, whilst applying an authentic manner of conversing and he spat and sprayed some second flush at Pimple’s blushing face as he enunciated the old Irish. ‘Feis Tmrach… the feast of Tara, which is the ancient home of the great Kings of Ireland, don’t you know?’ Pimple didn’t and was not sure if he cared. ‘My mother wanted me to have a Welsh name and Aedd suited, as it meant a King of Ireland for my father and the ancient Irish Kings of Ireland, of course, drank their tea from saucers. I’m not sure why I mention that, but my father thought it had some significance, though dad quite naturally wanted me to be called Dermot and my mother preferred it if I drank my tea from a cup. So technically my name is Aedd Dermot-Murphy, but I’m known generally as Aedd Murphy.

      Pimple had definitely dropped off now, a combination of the story and the melodic, up-and-down Welsh tones, interspersed with a soft Irish brogue, except for the old Irish of course and this had done it for him. But worse, he had allowed his sap to rise with thoughts of Ceeley’s bosoms and stocking tops, by way of an efficacious distraction from the irritating soreness on the back of his hand. This distraction was causing the cup in his saucer to rattle. He did wonder if he should drink the tea from the saucer, but he wasn’t of regal Irish descent.

      Thankfully, none of this was noticed by Aedd, who had now risen from his armchair and walked to another wall and to another map, this being of Ireland and was pointing to and announcing Cashel, a fortified town in Connacht. He moved and pointed to Tara, just up a bit and to the left of Dublin. You see, I have a knack for these things, Pimple thought to himself with a self satisfying smile, pleased he had identified the Irish region to relate to the accent of the time.

      ‘Tara, is the ancient seat of all Irish Great Kings’ Aedd continued. And Aedd’s dad Pimple presumed, but it was Ceeley’s seat that preoccupied the Pimple brain goings-on, that and how much of this diatribe was Blarney, which if Pimple was not mistaken, was a lot further south and resided in the County of Munster, near Cork, and the Munster people had a completely different accent.

      Pimple was unconvinced of the veracity of all he had heard, although the Darjeeling seemed to be spot-on geographically and tasted divine and he was, as previously mentioned, unsure if he cared about all of these shenanigans; pleased with himself that he had begun thinking in Irish. And all of this did enable him a passage of time to reflect upon the Crumpet assets a little more.

      In the meantime, Aedd rambled through Ireland and thence to another part of the wall that had a map of Wales and something about Grufydd ap Llewelyn, an illustrious leader and the Welsh rebel’s historic relationship with the Swansea Jones’s, or something like that.

      Pimple now knew how Aedd’s pupils must feel in the classroom, as his own pupils disappeared to reside firmly in his forehead and his eyelids became unbearably heavy, but he had to admit to a fact you could not deny, Aedd was enthusiastic, if dubiously knowledgeable.

      The room, already previously cool and shady, appeared to have darkened more as Pimple surfaced from his Crumpet trance and realised Aedd was in another part of the room and if Pimple was not very much mistaken, Aedd had moved onto the Scandinavian countries, via Wales; Pimple aware of this location as his Jacket, that might have been a coat, was adjacent. He knew this also, because his direction of vision was aided by a ceiling mounted, rotating spotlight, which was being remotely controlled by Aedd, who was concurrently explaining that this was where his ginger hair came from, but Pimple couldn’t help thinking, if he knew where it came from, he surely could send it back? IKEA had a returns policy and he permitted himself a little titter and Aedd did stop at that.

      ‘Amusing you I am, isn’t it?’ it was Welsh, when realistically, Pimple expected Swedish or Norwegian, but this required quick thinking if Pimple was to avoid an embarrassing situation. Fortunately for Pimple, Aedd’s brain was as ponderous as the Pimple intellect was at quick thinking and, coincidentally, Aedd had also thought of something else to impart and began, but Pimple was before him with his improving wit.

      ‘Know you do, Cecelia Crumpet, isn’t it?’ Pimple had slipped into Welsh, like a miner bird he thought, rather appropriately, also thinking then of canaries and wondering if they came back up from the bowels of the coal rich earth, to the surface, black, and not yellow. And if they did, did they wash them, then how, and would the miners wear marigolds like Mother’s?

      Aedd had missed it completely, which was not surprising, and his dialects were all over the place and was beginning to give Pimple a headache, but extraordinarily and in BBC English, Aedd replied. ‘I know her because she did a profile of me when I presented a paper to the Portsmouth and Southsea Geological Society, Football Club.’ Pimple wondered why Aedd would be giving paper to a football club, but presumed it must have been loo rolls for the supporters. ‘I have to say, she is a bit of a corker…’ chuckling to himself in a posh dirty old man way that Pimple could identify with, ‘… and was no respecter of personal space, I can tell you,’ and Aedd’s ginger eyebrows raised. Pimple didn’t need telling, he had lost his personal space yesterday and had hoped it might be a precursor to losing something else as well, virginally speaking. ‘Too hot for me and also, I have recently given over my heart to another. I presume you heard my wife left me a year or so ago?’

      Pimple confirmed he had and followed this up with an incisive journalistic question, impressing even himself and believing he was finally beginning to get the hang of this reporting lark. ‘Who is the current love of your life, Aedd?’ Pimple asked, essential background stuff this and he pictured it now, Isle of Wight syndication, a Pulitzer even, whatever that was? Those awful people in the newsroom had tried to tell him it was Pull-titser, but Cecelia had straightened him out on that one. It did seem to Pimple that Ms Crumpet had a soft spot for Pimple Minor, which he certainly could not attribute to himself, speaking metaphorically, in a bits and pieces way.

      Aedd adopted a relaxed, armchair seated pose, crossed his extra long beanpole legs in an exaggerated manner that suggested he was more than pleased to discuss the current love of his life. He brimmed with a self-satisfied grin. It reminded Pimple of the film When Harry met Sally, where the girl in the film bangs the table in the cafe for some inexplicable reason. Mother had offered she was likely not satisfied with the service, but to Pimple, it looked as though she was completely satisfied.

      ‘Yes, I will tell you about her,’ Aedd said in such a way that Pimple was convinced he would, and then he did and pretty much as the girl in the restaurant, banging on ad infinitum, as they used to say in Roman needlework classes, to describe the blessed woman who had rescued this geography teacher from the Isle of Lesbos doldrums and had even lessened his somewhat vehement aversion of Hockey.

      ‘Her name is Beatrice Flat, and Bea is the music teacher at St Winifrede’s. She’s a…’ and he appeared to settle further into the armchair as he conjured a mental picture, wobbling his head, in a contemplative manner, ‘… a comely sort of woman. Plump I have heard people say rather rudely, but in the right places. Rubenesque I think, if you get my drift?’ Pimple did, and confirmed he did. ‘She’s a conductor,’ and Pimple was immediately confused, why say she was a music teacher if she worked on the buses? But Aedd was once again unmoved by the Pimple musings. ‘I have watched her conducting the famous St Winifrede’s, Nun’s Orchestra, and as she sways with the music, her beautifully rotund buttocks are like shifting tectonic plates and I told her so and, she seemed particularly smitten by my geologically geographic romantic side.’

      ‘Yes, I can see that would be the case.’ Pimple had managed to get a word in and appear worldly wise all at the same time. He was, however, a little surprised that following the introduction of his beloved, Aedd was off his seat again and, if Pimple was not mistaken, he was heading due north, for the Midlands, to wit and in particular, Birmingham, which although partially obscured, resided very close to the sideboard.

      Shifting a vase and a pile of geography exercise books, Aedd revealed Birmingham. ‘I should really move this sideboard, what would Bea think if she came here and Birmingham was concealed, if only partially?’

      Pimple could see where Aedd was coming from, sideboard wise, but was more intrigued that Aedd had imparted this recent concern in a Brummy accent, but in the spirit of geographical goodwill, Pimple offered a candid suggestion he thought amply demonstrated also, his maintained attention span and willingness to enter into the spirit of geography. ‘It’s an awful sideboard, why d’you not kick the dreadful article into touch, and say, replace it with a version of lower height and bulk?’ Then thinking even more geographically and geologically, ‘This may also afford you the opportunity to insert a chart depicting the geological constructs of this particular area of the Midlands, which may entertain Ms Bea Flat, music teacher from Brum, inordinately, as well as reassuring her that her home city, where presumably the family Flat reside, is well founded.’ Pimple then had a double take, which coincided with a swallow of breath in order to resist an attack of the vapours. ‘God, I presume Birmingham does stand on some sort of rock or firm foundation?’

      To Pimple, you see, geology was simply a matter of a bunch of rocks, but he had enough savvy to realise not to impart this to Aedd, who was now off his armchair again, having only just regained it and re-established his Bea Flat relaxed and reclining posture, and he headed directly back to Birmingham and the offending sideboard, which partially obscured a Midlands city that sprawled incomprehensibly across the Black Country of England’s middle heartlands.

      ‘Yes, Everard. I see completely,’ Aedd said rubbing his chin in a thoughtful manner. Then Everard was stunned as the geography teacher began to shift the contents of the sideboard out into the hall. Having redistributed the books, what-nots and nick-knacks, he returned with an axe and after laying out a chart of the geological constructs for Birmingham, so that he might best describe and indicate the sub-strata whilst multitasking with the axe, he lustily attacked the redundant and excessively bulky sideboard, whilst expounding on how Birmingham was secure in its geological supporting stratum.

      Pimple became a speechless spectator amidst a shower of splinters, sharp shards and larger chunks of previously attached polished timber and, creating his own form of the Mexican wave, he dodged the larger sideboard portions, occasionally steadying himself in order to best understand the subterranean characteristics of Britain’s second city, all of which Aedd described admirably, between grunts, accompanied by accomplished whooshing and swishing axe swipes. Pimple fully expected Aedd to gesture towards the forests of British Columbia and expound upon the economic and sociological structure of the lumber and pulp industry, lumberjacks even, but he didn’t, Aedd’s multitasking abilities being more or less on a par with Pimple’s own.

      So Aedd progressed on his Birmingham subject matter. ‘In a climate much hotter than the present…’ he stopped and looked out of the window, the gloom of dusk did not appear to be alleviating the accumulated heat of the day outside. Although it was cool in the living room, it was about to get cooler, as Aedd raised the lower sash to its full extent and began to discard bits of sideboard, willy-nilly, so to speak. After the initial shock of seeing the sideboard, previously so prominent, exiting the room in random small and large chunks and in a rather dubious manner, Pimple became not unpleasantly aware of an ensuing draft from the open sash, which was particularly noticeable up and around his flappy trousers. Feeling somewhat relaxed, he remarked to himself that the breeze was quite beneficent as it bathed his recently weakened knees and, sooner or later, if it carried on in the equivalent direction and velocity and if ably assisted with some judicial flapping of the Pimple trouser bottoms, it would likely dampen his ardour and newly arisen sap for the delectable Ms. Crumpet.

      Aedd continued his geological diatribe and demolition of the sideboard whilst Pimple protected his head with a cushion he’d picked up off a stool, nearby a Mediterranean island, Corsica if he was not much mistaken. Suitably protected and comfortable, Pimple settled down, re-summoning his mental picture of the Crumpet bosoms and stocking tops, by way of passing amusement, knowing his ardour could be cooled at any time he wished with a slightly elevated lower limb, to take advantage of the breeze from the open sash, along with a bit of judicious flapping of the Pimple trouser legs that he now had off pat, so to speak. He did have a casual thought of the receptionist at the evening news, Pat Poultry, a rare bird, not particularly good looking, but her appearance and overtly sexual Mumsey style, did it for Pimple minor, who was now drifting, imagining Ms Poultry bathing him and wondering whether she possessed marigolds.

      

      It has occurred to me that some people may not have knowledge of Marigolds, other than the flower. The marigolds referred to here are the rubber, orange, washing-up gloves. Right, carry on…

      

      Aedd did carry on in his destructive and informative way, unconscious of the fact that for Pimple, Ms Crumpet and her various scantily clad assets, had been temporarily transposed by a middle-aged woman receptionist, who like B Flat, Pimple supposed, was comely, although no spring chicken. Pimple managed a cackle, chicken like, thinking also he could become a raconteur, or some other sort of dinosaur, with all of these stories.

      ‘Most of the Birmingham area was covered by a vast shallow lake, don’t you know…’ Aedd was still talking and pointing to the geological chart with his axe, ‘… which lay below sea level, see.’

      Pimple followed Aedd’s axe, but couldn’t see as he had gone again and only really stirred in a semi-conscious state, in what seemed like several hours later, at the mention of the Midland’s stratum, Mercian Mudstone, as this was the name of his mother’s best friend; Mercy Mudstone.

      Pimple’s knee jerk reaction was as a consequence that Miss Mudstone, often encountered at the Pimple residence and a close companion of his mother, liked to join him in his bath and Dame Pimple would wash the both of them, though he had noticed his mother only employed the Marigolds on the Pimple intimate bodily parts. He had to say, that compared to his mental image of Ms Crumpet and even Madame Pat Poultry, Miss Mudstone, who also taught hockey, apparently, and played occasionally with Dame Pimple, or so the story goes, was not a patch on the glorious Cecelia, but each to his own Pimple supposed philosophically, in a man of the world manner.
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      Having discarded the remains of the sideboard through the sash window, placated the dear Ms Lovebody, who seemed to take exception to various sized particles and the odd big lump of sideboard, on her terrace, lawn and, occasionally on the Lovebody noggin and, having subsequently blue tacked up the geological chart of Birmingham in the now cleared space, Aedd expressed contentment. He settled in his armchair gazing up to the Battle of Trafalgar and mumbled something about what part of the world dinner should come from, seeming to relish these geographical thoughts more than any prospect of lip-smacking nourishment.

      Pimple ventured a non-geographical intervention, his newly acquired irritation with geography enabling him to grow ever so slightly in a spurious confidence. ‘Er, you did say you would give me some background to recent events on Frisian Tun, Mr Murphy.’

      ‘Indeed, I did, Pimple old chap, and so I will and a most intriguing story it is too.’ Was that a posh Hampshire accent? ‘I wager you will be thoroughly engaged. Would you care to stay for some dinner?’ He continued, indicating with his hands, one of which was en-route to pick some sawdust and other coincidental detritus from his nose, that no response was required as yet. Pimple wondered why Aedd now pointed to a map of the Hampshire countryside with his spare hand, other than he employed a polished manner of speech. ‘I am considering sausages and chips. The sausages I get from an organic farmer in Hampshire,’ (ah, that would be it) Aedd said nasally and made to rise from the armchair, but stopped mid-air and, as you would expect, assumed a stunned expression as Pimple, rather radically for a normally nervous, reserved, and peaceful chap, asserted himself.

      Pimple had indeed reacted not gingerly, in fact quite the opposite, another knee jerk, but this one was bordering on atom bomb, certainly rude to the point of being indelicate, more especially since he had just been invited to dine, geographically speaking. ‘I don’t give a toss where the fucking sausages come from…’ calming a little, ‘… and yes, I would like sausages and chips, thank you very much.’ Smoothing metaphorically his ruffled internal feathers, he continued to address his host in a manner more appropriate to a Pimple. ‘Would you mind awfully if I telephoned my mother to let her know I will be dining out and will likely have to skip bath night?’

      He explained further to Aedd that his mother did not allow him to have a mobile phone for risk of brain tumours, always assuming there was sufficient brain residing in the Pimple skull for a tumour to attach itself, of course. But, Dame Pimple was notably risk averse where her youngest son was concerned, being aware he had been close to last in line when the brains were being handed out; all perfectly acceptable if you were aristocracy, naturally.

      Aedd, nodding to the telephone, seemed completely unaware and thus unimpressed at the prospective bravery of his soon-to-be dinner guest, who was about to ring Dame Pimple and impart seriously bad news. Aedd was in fact more agreeably distracted as he thought primarily about where the sausages came from and channelled his thought processes so that he might better inform his dinner guest in a thoughtful manner when required, probably over dinner.

      Pimple was screwing up his courage, which action appeared to be attached to the sinews of the Pimple face…

      

      You may recall a similar reaction when Pimple considered advancing on the entrance to number 28.

      

      … as he headed in the direction of the telephone, which funnily enough was just below British Columbia. However, incongruously, the phone looked like the Khyber Pass, such was the elaborate disguise fashioned in Bakelite; a form of early plastic manufacture if Pimple was not mistaken.

      Pimple dialled and waited whilst practicing his pretend brown paper bag breathing in order to stave off a panic attack. Aedd muttered something about lumberjacks and the decline of the pulping mills, but his heart was not in it.

      ‘Oh, hello Mother, it’s Everard,’ and he listened, for some time. This was normal and for the moment Pimple’s emotional equilibrium remained relatively stable. ‘Yes mother I do understand…’ listened some more, ‘… I am sorry your hockey match has been postponed.’ He listened even more and gave the appearance of being a glutton for punishment, as did Aedd, as the volume of Dame Pimple had reached its zenith and Aedd was aware, as were probably half of the residents of Frisian Tun, since the bottom Georgian paned sash remained open, that, “Those darn groundsmen had messed up the pitch bookings and Mercy will not get sweaty and may not need a bath this evening”. This, to Aedd, seemed to be the very nub of Dame Pimple’s ire, so adequately and forthrightly thrust down the telephone and, ironically, out through Pimple’s very own Khyber Pass.

      

      Khyber Pass – Arse, in cockney rhyming slang, bottom department if you are posh.

      

      ‘Mother, I am sure Mercy will want a bath this evening, unfortunately Uncle Wendy has asked me to do a story for the paper and I will be late home…’ Pimple instinctively halted mid sentence, also normal, and waited in dread. Aedd heard no response and even felt a degree of empathetic trepidation. ‘Mother, you’ve gone awfully quiet,’ but this was only a temporary state of affairs as Pimple and even Aedd knew to be a racing certainty; it was. The Dame issued forth in a baritone foghorn blast that Aedd thought resembled Lady thingy in the Oscar Wilde play, thingy, the one where she cries “A handbag!” Being a geography teacher and a man with a confused national identity, this consequently resulted in Aedd not having any particular interest in English Literature, other than he was aware Stratford upon Avon was a tad up and just to the right of Bristol, which was…

      Lady Pimple detonated and Pimple held the phone at arm’s length, so as to protect his rather sensitive aural organs, all as we have previously mentioned are unusually wired to his similarly sensitive nether regions (not Holland, that would be Netherlands), from being assailed by a vocal barrage, potentially more damaging than a blow from any handbag or indeed microwaves from a mobile telephone.

      ‘Everard, I shall be speaking to your Uncle Wendy, he knows very well when your bedtime is and that Mercy visits for a bath on Wednesday evenings, following our hockey match. I will not tolerate my domestic arrangements being trifled with because of a damn newspaper article.’ She seemed to mellow, just a little, ‘You have lights on your bike I presume, your reflector bicycle clips and fluorescent yellow jacket?’

      ‘Yes, mother’

      ‘You have a vest on?’

      ‘Yes mother, although it is darn hot.’

      ‘Everard, do not swear at your mother. I laid that vest out for you this morning just so you would not get double pneumonia and this is the thanks I get?’ She mewed, fully mellowed in a sickly wretched way and Pimple figured this was an appropriate time to mention he will not be requiring dinner as he was due to have sausages and chips with a geography teacher.

      ‘Where are the sausages from?’ Dame Pimple immediately enquired.

      Knowing his mother would require an informative answer and in a light bulb moment of divine inspiration, Pimple looked up to Aedd and gesturing with the phone, ‘My mother would like to know where the sausages are from? If you could tell her while I avail myself of your facilities, I would be most excessively obliged.’

      You would have thought it was Christmas, as Aedd lunged and snatched the phone whilst directing Pimple to the bathroom, unconcerned, even in any geographical sense, if the directions had been conveyed correctly or indeed received and understood, as he lunged verbally to inform Lady Pimple of the source of said Hampshire free range bangers.

      Feeling both relieved he no longer had to speak with Mummy and, excited at the prospect of an exploration adventure as he had not understood at all where he might ablute, Pimple left the living room on his quest to flush out some second flush Darjeeling.

      He closed the living room door behind him and leaned back against it, taking pleasure in the relative peace of the hallway, recognising and savouring the familiar ebbing of tension he always felt whenever he completed, or dodged, a conversation with his mother. He decided, rather expansively for Pimple, another puff of air might be afforded as a reward, with the additional beneficial effect of cooling the back of his hand, which still nagged at the pain synapses of the limited Pimple brainbox, which for its limited size, was abnormally attuned to pain.

      In the event, the bathroom was not particularly difficult to find and Pimple was successful on his third try. However, such is the way with a man’s urinary tract, if combined with a limited brain capacity, that once the mind is settled upon relieving the bladder, if it is indeed not physically relieved immediately, pronto-tonto, one could find oneself in dire trouble and in not inconsiderable discomfort, causing blindness and all forms of involuntary body contortions. Unfortunately, Pimple had allowed himself to ponder too long at the door where possessed of thoughts of a pleasurable wee, resulted in just such contortions, combined with blind panic.

      Entering the bathroom in a speedy way and, in a temporarily blinded and contorted condition, the WC presented itself to Pimple, and Pimple immediately presented his modest equipment to the WC and released his first flush of second flush Darjeeling, appreciating coincidentally, the cooling breeze from the open sash window that drifted across his bits and pieces throughout the duration. A most pleasant experience, he remarked to himself. As his sensibilities slowly returned, Pimple considered the benefits of this window breeze in his control of those indefatigable thoughts of the Crumpet assets, this soothing zephyr having lost none of its meter, having to pass via trouser legs, however ably assisted with judicial flapping. Such was the sublime nature of the cooling effect from the window behind the lavatory that Pimple allowed himself to drift off into a transcendental sense of wellbeing and thus was completely knocked for six when his member was bonked, so to speak, with a lump of sideboard thrust through the open sash.

      ‘Take that, you fucking loony.’

      Shocked and in pain, in a very sensitive part of his anatomy, Pimple had to acknowledge the intended efficacious rubbing of his member, in order to offer a soothing respite to the sudden soreness, had the opposite effect he expected and produced the now familiar Crumpet virginal rising sap. This sap showed no sign of dissipation either as he was coincidentally presented with the face, then the shoulders and a goodly proportion of the upper lady bits, of Georgiana Lovebody, expertly easing herself, cat burglar like, through the window, so efficiently and speedily that she could not avoid what can only be described as an inadvertent kiss of Pimple’s principle part of his bits and pieces department. Pimple knew not what to do, but clearly all of such bodily functions do not necessarily require the conscious prompting of the brain, as Pimple’s virginal sap rose even further and the aristocratic idiot felt nailed to the spot, rigid, so to speak.

      ‘I think you may have a splinter in that.’ Ms Lovebody said, halfway through the window and simultaneously taking a hold of Pimple’s principle component part, ‘Yes, I can see it, hold still now, there’s a dear.’

      Pimple had no life experience upon which to draw and so stood still as ordered, a little like his reaction to his mother’s assertions. Well, that was some sort of life experience he supposed. ‘Stubborn little bugger isn’t it, I may have to see if I can draw it out with my mouth. Now be a love and help me through the window, please.’

      Pimple did, managing an accompanying ‘Er, er…’ several octaves above his normal speaking register, which naturally modulated closer to soprano than tenor anyway.

      Ms Lovebody was through and she straightened her flimsy summer dress, lowered the toilet seat, flushed, at the same time admonishing Pimple with a look his mother would be proud of, enquiring if Pimple’s mother had not taught him to flush the toilet after him. She dropped to the seat and grabbing the principle member, she pulled that particular intimate part of Pimple to her face.

      Pimple followed rapidly behind and felt like he was going to have an out of body experience, which was one way of putting he supposed, as Ms Lovebody expertly addressed the splinter with her mouth. Pimple could only moan and groan and eventually the inevitable happened, which to Pimple’s amazement and consternation, did not seem to surprise Georgiana Lovebody at all.

      ‘There now, that’s got it, do you feel better?’

      Pimple did and he also remarked he was now also most ardently in love with her, asking if he might take up synchronised swimming at her earliest convenience.

      ‘Well, you seem to have the build, but I may have to give you personal lessons. How does that sound?’ She said licking her lips rather salaciously, though also in a practical manner.

      

      Such is the multitasking way of women you see, and I would know, I am writing as a female pseudonym.

      

      ‘Oh dear, dear Georgiana, may I call you Georgiana? That sounds simply divine, when can I start?’ he replied breathily.

      ‘Call me Georgie and, yes, we can commence the basics shortly after I have kicked that Welsh, Irish tart up his Khyber Pass and told him what for. I see no reason why we cannot get you off with the starter course straight away,’ and she flicked her glorious and shimmering blond eyebrows, which had all kinds of effects on the Pimple brain and sensory organs that before he had only experienced when the blousy Ms Crumpet had alighted so recently on his orange box desk.

      Nervously, Pimple immediately saw before him all of the drawbacks and instinctively felt it would be the correct and gentlemanly thing to do, to mention them. ‘But, I do not have a swimming costume with me?’ He ignored the rest, like, what would his mother say, as he had observed Ms Lovebody’s gaze was directed, again, to his bits and pieces; probably noticed another splinter he thought, only slightly worried medically. However, he was confident that dear, dear Georgiana knew what to do when confronted by a troublesome splinter and so he tried very hard to deport himself casually, as she spoke to him with overly animated lips and energised eyes (or so it appeared to Pimple).

      ‘Oh, I don’t think trunks will be necessary, do you?’ She stated, now enthusiastically fondling his bits and pieces that had begun to respond and in a not particularly gentlemanly or courteous way, although if she were to leave the room at any time in the near future, he was already standing up. Georgie correspondingly stood and tippy toed, as Pimple was a six foot four inch beanpole and although he was still curved in latent ecstasy, Georgiana was petit by comparison.

      Pimple and Georgie stayed looking at each other for a little time, as lovers do he imagined, having had no personal experience other than the stories in his magazines. Pimple certainly appreciated the massaging of his splintered member and he could not disguise his disappointment when Georgie began to fold things away and raised his zipper, saying, ‘Okay, let’s put this away for the time being shall we. Follow me, I think I shall call you Everhard.’ And, stepping over a mountain of clumsily distributed lumps of sideboard that Pimple, in his blind urinary passion, had not noticed, very much as he had missed she knew his name, Georgie daintily trod her way to the door, looking back to Pimple as she disengaged the lock, and flicked her eyebrows for him to follow. This very act of feminine wile and direction, resulted in major ructions in the Pimple trouser department, at the same time causing him to fold his body, not unlike he had recently done in response to a build-up of Darjeeling in his urinary tract, only more pleasurable he reflected, trying to get rid of the grin he had plastered all over his face, evident he noticed, looking in the mirror as he passed gingerly by.

      Pimple followed the delectable Georgie through the hallway toward the living room, fixated on her hindmost regions, which he noticed gyrated and in such a way he understood exactly what Aedd meant when he referred to the conducting Ms Bea Flat’s, tectonic plates. At the living room door Georgie turned back to Pimple, presumably to be sure he had followed dutifully and she acknowledged he had whilst making an inordinate fuss of fondling the orb-like door knob. Combined with the previously established success of the flicked eyebrows, Georgie encouraged Pimple, the now hunchback of Southsea, to follow. He did, completely trapped in this woman’s tractor beam.

      In the living room, that Pimple was now want to call the map room, Aedd was still on the phone describing the various benefits of a variety of grazing options on a northern slope, compared with a south facing incline, whether this be pig, for pork sausages, or whether your bent be for the formidable British beef banger. Georgie went up to Aedd and took the phone from him and passed it to Pimple who noticed immediately, as his senses were heightened, that Aedd had been talking to the dialling tone. This meant either, Lady Pimple had gotten fed up with the origin of said sausages or, Mercy had arrived expressing a desire to bathe. Either way, Pimple was relieved not to have to explain to his mother he had had a portion of sideboard in the principle member of his bits and pieces and she was not to worry, as Georgie had said she could sort this and kiss it better. He assumed dear Georgiana had Marigolds; a boy can only hope.

      Pimple replaced the telephone into its cradle, looked, and he had not been mistaken, there was a Dynotape sign that said, “This telephone is an authentic replication of the Khyber Pass” and was dated 1938. He could see it now as he remembered the geographical features distinctly from the Carry-On up the Khyber film mother had banned him from watching as it had rude references and double entendres.

      It was quiet he noticed, as previously mentioned, Pimple’s senses were on red alert. He saw that he was being observed questionably by Aedd and lovingly by his adorable and outstandingly voluptuous, though as also as previously mentioned, petite, Georgie, who was positively miniscule beside the overly elongated Irish Welsh twat, who also seemed unaware he was about to get “what for”.

      Satisfied the phone was up the Khyber, so to speak, Georgie directed Pimple to stand beside the Horn of Africa, out of the way, while she dealt with the errant geography teacher. Pimple did as instructed and couldn’t help noticing that as he took his ease against the wall, his bum settling upon Table Top Mountain, the view from the front Georgie would likely observe, was anything but a flat mountain top. She smiled and the African topography changed yet again, all missed by Aedd of course, who was summoning up the courage of his Irish warring ancestors, his very long line of Welsh Swansea Jones’s and Grufydd ap Llewelyn, Pimple presumed, in order to face down the patent ire of a synchronised swimming instructor, who bore an uncanny resemblance to the young Hollywood starlet, Shirley Temple.

      Aedd was therefore somewhat disconcerted, having focused his mind on controlling his watery bowels, when Georgie playfully slapped him on his face and said, ‘Next time you decide to drop a sideboard, in part or whole on my head, rest assured you Welsh Irish dinlo, I will ram it up your arse, in whole or in part, so far they will have to pick the splinters out through your mouth. Do I make myself clear, Aedd?’ Aedd nodded. ‘Now, I am taking my Pimple downstairs for a jolly good seeing to and I will present him to you tomorrow morning, duly scrubbed and ready to interview you for whatever cockamamie story he needs and, you will oblige. Is that clear?’

      Aedd nodded again.

      She seemed satisfied with that and swung her gaze to the Horn of Africa, said nothing, she did everything with her eyes and eyebrows, which as previously mentioned, could elicit the most sensual responses from the Pimple body, which was further geographically announced by his trousers. She offered up a sideways glance, a slightly elevated right eye that could have been a wink or may have been a quick glance to British Columbia? Pimple guessed it likely was a wink and allowed his jaw to drop, which permitted, uncontrolled as his nervous system now was, his tongue to loll and slobber onto his chin – she smiled. It must be attractive Pimple thought and stored that up for the next time he wanted to appear attractive to a woman. He still had not put together any reasoning as to how this woman knew his name, knew also he was a journalist and, was here in Frisian Tun to get a story from an Irish Welsh dinlo.

      Georgie gestured again with her eyebrows, which Pimple interpreted as a questioning look, saying possibly and rather hopefully, do you want a seeing to? He presumed so, and controlling his gag reflex, he managed a stuttering “Mm mmmm”, followed shortly after with “rather, yes please”, as he had been brought up properly and ordinarily he would flush the toilet, but thought he could mention that another time, maybe when they got downstairs, if he needed to break the ice.

      Pimple was beginning to note a little frustration creeping onto the beautiful Georgie visage with the subsequent two looks, which were soon accompanied by a crooked finger, which either meant she suffered from arthritis or that Pimple should leave Africa to follow this Goddess across the globe to the map room exit and, thence to submit himself to her will. Yes, that would be it, and Georgie at last seemed to convey satisfaction he had understandingly, if not yet so enthusiastically, done as she expected. He set off feeling a lot like a crooked David Attenborough about to nestle with a female gorilla, not in a hairy sense you understand, but in a predatory sense, though he had noticed in passing, a blurring under his dearest love’s armpits.

      ‘Everhard, please do not talk to yourself. Are you mincing?’

      Unsure of himself and speaking certainly with more confidence than he felt, Pimple responded to Georgie, ‘Er, I suppose I am…’ and he instinctively lolled his tongue onto his chin with a hint of slobbering, to compensate for likely appearing stupid in front of the woman he loved with a passion. He explained, ‘When I am nervous it seems to go to my legs, which ordinarily behave gingerly, though today have assumed an additional picking disposition, but now I am unsure and definitely unable to control my mode of perambulation, which has been added to by an action that is certainly mincing in manner.’ Pimple was mildly encouraged by Georgie’s sensitive kitten viewing face, so he added further, some additional facts by way of amelioration. ‘The picking seems to have cleared up, so that's good isn’t it, Georgie, my voluptuous and wondrous Goddess?’

      She looked back to him and extended a gentle smile. For him? He was unsure as it may have been because she was fondling the door knob, this time from inside the living room; an activity not missed by Pimple and clearly conveyed to Georgie by unsubtle movement within his trousers, in particular the Table Top Mountain department. ‘Come along Pimple, and try not to mince, please, it is not particularly stimulating for a woman.’ Pimple put his tongue on his chin on impulse again, instinctively knowing he needed to compensate for the mincing.

      Aedd watched Pimple mince out, following Ms Lovebody, and resolved to give Bea Flat a call and invite her over to see Birmingham and, as he approached the Kaiber Pass, he heard Pimple and Georgie leave through the front door.

      ‘Please, don’t mince, there’s a love.’

      ‘I’m sorry gorgeous, but my brain is saying do not mince Pimple, but the Pimple legs are not responding.’

      ‘Well, I will just have to attend to that as well won’t I? I think you will find the brain is connected to more than just your legs, Everhard.’

      ‘It is?’

      ‘Yes, my love, it is.’

      Everard was grateful Georgiana was so knowledgeable about the human anatomy and resolved that he would allow her to lead on that one, knowing he could, by way of informative balance, put her in the picture regarding embroidery if the occasion should arise.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            SIX

          

          
            THE DAME, THE JOURNALIST, THE SYNCHRONISED SWIMMING INSTRUCTOR

          

        

      

    

    
      Pimple stirred and looked around him. Yesterday evening, having minced his way down to the garden flat, consumed in the perfume saturated trail of the fragrant Georgie, he had sensed a feminine aura within the Lovebody boudoir, but not until first light of the morning had he the wit or indeed the conscious presence, to notice how fluffy and pink it all was. This also, he thought, could appertain to the heavenly delights of Georgie’s bosoms, although these were fluffless, as he watched them rise and fall in time with her gentle breathing. He took advantage of Georgie’s snoozing, a rare event in what had to have been, Pimple reflected, the best night ever in the life of Pimple minor. Georgie’s breasts were fuller than he imagined the Crumpet bosoms to be, but then he had only had a fleeting glimpse of those and a lot of that time his gaze had been distracted by the lacy trim of the brassier, which he considered to be extraordinarily alluring.

      ‘Do you like what you see, Everhard?’

      Only now did he venture a glance at Georgie’s face which, although radiantly beautiful and certainly worth a gaze or two, Pimple believed he thought practically; her face was something he could presumably see anytime, the breasts however required urgent attention this morning, lest this be the last he sees of them which would be to summarise the Pimple luck so far in his life of reluctant innocence, emotional and sexual deprivation. Such was boarding school, he thought also to himself philosophically, recalling the cold baths, flogging and buggery that he had been assured would stand him in good stead in becoming a shining example of an upright English gentleman.

      ‘Everard, look at my face, please, you can examine my breasts both visually and physically at any time you wish,’ and Georgie turned ever so slightly toward him, causing a gentle and rhythmic movement in the sumptuous appendages that, despite his desire to obey the facial command, this erotic mammary samba required all of his attention lest he miss the subtleties. As Georgie’s breasts settled into their natural angle of repose, Pimple considered they indeed did have an appellation characteristic, which was both as warming as it was attractive and also served to be in context geographically, being both a mountain range and a location where the grapes that make wine are grown; the nectar of the Gods, and who could argue with this. He was sure Aedd would agree and certainly these glorious protuberances were akin, as far as Pimple was concerned, to a wine from the Bacchus, not that he would know as his mother had advised him off the demon drink, though he did have the occasional orange squash when she was not looking and, as a consequence, oranges held a certain frisson quality; a forbidden fruit and, if presented with orange marigolds, well…

      ‘Everard.’

      Pimple thought how much he loved the way dear Georgiana spoke to him. She used a more earthy vocabulary than he had ever been used to, apart from some of the people at work, who were, according to his mother, “pig ignorant”. The Georgie natural earthiness had however acquired a downright filthy intonation and vocabulary he had noticed and, been thrilled by, throughout the night. A thought passed momentarily by, of the fleeting kind that ordinarily could be dismissed, but in this instance raised in Pimple a degree of importance. He considered it was lucky he was recumbent beside Georgie in her pink fluffy bed, or he most certainly would be mincing.

      ‘I’m sorry my Goddess, but I do so adore your breasts,’ and he ventured a grazing touch to the left nipple.

      Georgie moaned and covered his hand lest his natural timidity cause him to remove it. She had been aware during the night it was this very coyness that likely was the foundation of his tenderness, which she appreciated, but right now she wished he would just fuck her. She let out a subconscious sigh, a mixture of sexual longing and a base animal desire to bash Pimple. However, she reflected she was a teacher and probably needed to teach. Pimple was unaware of the sigh or its subliminal message, or indeed his summon to duty, but he did respond to Georgie’s ministrations. Though still unpracticed in the art of making love to a woman, he allowed Georgie to take the initiative, which she seemed more than ready to do as she embarked on whatever it was she did that made Pimple feel sensations he had only ever read about and, as a result, he felt truly as though he could bang the table in any cafe with an accomplished aplomb, regardless of the quality of service or fayre.

      Interestingly, whilst Pimple and Georgie were putting the finishing touches to their moment of sexual oblivion, Georgie noting it was only a moment, but realising also in her practiced manner, Pimple had time to become skilled and she was after all a teacher of synchronicity and knew also, only too well, this required patience and tolerance, at this same time, the bozzer to Flat 2 bozzed and, in authentic Dublin fashion, Aedd had in an Irish response to the patent bovine officious demands, deflected Dame Pimple to the front entrance of the garden flat.

      Ecstatically unaware of what lay in store for him, Georgie coaxed the wobbly legged and fulfilled Pimple, out of bed, suggesting they shower together and she will ensure she cleaned off all the residue peanut butter, including the crunchy bits, from behind his ears. Pimple had already noted the ever present earole peanut butter had not stopped Georgie’s desire for him, so Pimple, with incontrovertible masculine logic, had presumed Georgie was not a Floozy and would be met with wholehearted approval by his mother whenever she is introduced, unaware this was imminent.

      Georgie asserted that after the peanut butter is removed she would personally attend to his bits and pieces, ‘A man must always ensure his bits and pieces are well and truly clean,’ she remarked, as she steered him to her wet room with a firm hand on his rabbit bum. Now where had he heard that before Pimple thought, as the door bell ding-donged, accompanied soon after by a handbag shout reminiscent of Lady Constance. Pimple had remembered the play, to wit, Aedd had eluded as he had taken the telephone call yesterday evening and was thus alerted to a heightened conscience and acuity of mind that could only be put down to the recent intimate nurturing of the dazzling Georgiana Lovebody.

      

      It may be opportune to mention that the above is an interesting fact many men may want to remember when negotiating sex with their wives or girlfriends, who may, by unfortunate error, consider them to be somewhat temporarily dim-witted. A man should sensibly point out that if their current view is one of dim wittedness, then it is well known that sexual favours could be a recommended remedy – I mention this in passing, as I think it is relevant in many men’s lives, speaking as I do, as a female pseudonym, but more of that anon.

      

      The all too recognisable, to Pimple, bellow, was moose-like and thus conveyed an atmosphere akin to a mist draped dawning in the Canadian tundra territories, as it shattered the morning peace in Frisian Tun, as well as the peace of mind and sexual serenity Pimple minor had had the benefit of up until this very moment, along with, of course, its benefits of increased mental dexterity.

      ‘What on earth is that?’ Georgie enquired of Pimple, sensing he already knew, as he had stopped mincing his way to the shower room and commenced prancing gingerly and, with a definite pick to his gangly gait, towards the closet adjacent to the doorway.

      ‘My mother’, she heard his muffled call, having nestled himself within the various pink anoraks, pink coats and, pink wellington boots with fluffy faux fur tops, that must be the prerequisite, Pimple presumed, of any synchronised swimming teacher, after a pink bathing costume and pink swim hat with pink flowers on.

      Accepting that Pimple needed more than synchronised swimming and sex lessons, Georgie allowed him his sanctuary whilst opening the door fully, in the buff and in the pink, so to speak, to receive a full on blast from what she presumed logically to be Dame Pimple. The blast however, slowly diminished in strength and eventually muted, via a whimpering bellow, to a kittenish mew, when the full picture of the naked body that only some twelve hours or so more ago, her son had so avidly fallen in love with, became the full on focus of Dame Pimple’s infatuated, doe like, moose eyes.

      Georgie was immediately struck by the equine, or was it moose-like features and though wide and shortish, in a Sponge Bob way, the intimidating bulk of Dame Pimple was indeed monstrous. It would have been kinder to refer to the matronly Pimple as stout, but Georgie did not feel her kindness genes surfacing just at the moment and so summoned her feminine cunning chromosomes to the situation. She allowed observation to become the precursor of any pre-emptive strike, as she allowed Dame Pimple a moment of study whilst observing she could see nothing of any similarity between mother and son. Looking directly at Pimple’s mother, noting the corresponding gaze was directed to her own bosoms and exposed lady’s bottom, Georgiana accepted the Dame was looking for entry and so she beckoned, suggesting she might like to trot her way into the living room, thinking coincidentally, do moose trot and recalling she had Canadian friends and Georgie resolved to ask them when next they spoke?

      Dame Pimple did indeed trot to the living room, remarkably light on her feet, unaware of the equine or moose references, assuming, in her naturally haughty manner, this must be the way lower class people spoke and behaved these days. Georgie noticed the trot held a remarkable similarity to Everhard’s gingerly way of walking. Maybe he is not walking gingerly but performing some sort of dressage manoeuvre, Georgie considered, determined to discuss this with Everhard at some point, maybe after she had telephoned Canada.

      Georgie allowed the dame to brush past and gently closing the door, she followed, calling back softly and with a strong hint of womanly affection to the cupboard, ‘Are you alright in there, Everhard?’
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