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“Corfield is a writer who ought to have his poetic licence revoked.”

—Heidi Maitland, Hard but Fair.

“Each word has been chosen with no regard for those preceding.”

—Sorbet Flamm, Highly controversial in a traditional sense.

“Finally, a reason to encourage illiteracy.”

—Debbie Stott, Single Minded Mutli-tasker.



  Licence Notes

____________________

Written in Australian English.

 

Thank you for downloading this free eBook. You are welcome to share it with your friends, or even force it upon them if they’re not interested. This book may be reproduced, copied and distributed for non-commercial purposes, or even printed out to then write shopping lists on, provided the book remains in its complete original form, which implies a lot of shopping.

 

If you enjoyed this book, then there’s something wrong with you. Find a mirror, have a good, hard look at yourself and try to determine what it might be. Asking family members directly can be useful, as can total strangers after recounting a brief synopsis of your life. The latter can, however, result in prosecution, which might go some way to obtaining a differential diagnosis via expert witnesses.

 

Read the other Dooven Books.

 

Copyright Thomas Corfield.



  Contents

____________________

Title Page

Licence

The Morigan Trilogy

About the Books

Forward

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

A Bonus Chapter

About the Publisher

About the Author

Other Titles

Don’t Miss out!



  Get ready for the Morigan Trilogy!

____________________

More cats and dogs and high adventure and romance and espionage and food fights and hotels and explosions and car chases!
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Darker, fluffier, and much more dangerous.



  About The Books

____________________

Consider a world inhabited with only cats and dogs: a society recognizable as our own, but with its eccentricities being the norm, rather than the exception. A world where the charm of Kenneth Grahame’s Wind In the Willows meets the exotic world of Ian Fleming’s Bond. A world where fluffy just got dangerous. These are the Velvet Paw of Asquith Novels, also known as the Dooven Books.

 

Welcome to the genre of New Fable.

 

The books follow Oscar Teabag-Dooven, a secret agent who believes he's more a poet than a spy, in a series of international, jet-setting adventures involving greed, espionage and the odd foray into professional cheese-shaping. Unfolding with a gratuitousness only possible in a world unrestrained by conventional society, the Velvet Paw of Asquith novels take the word mystery far too literally, and the word intrigue not literally enough.

 

This ebook is accompanied by a Cinematic Audiobook production, which can be found at all good online audiobook retailers and podcast sites, unless it’s not there.



  Forward

____________________

 

One of the recurring themes in the Velvet Paw of Asquith Novels are their absurd hotel scenes. There are lots of hotels in the Velvet Paw of Asquith novels, because their adventures are international and quite tiring. Whether it be irritating concierges, snobby waiters or patrons hard pressed to determine whether the dining rooms’ meals are chicken or fish, the hotel scenes have become iconic in the Dooven Books. Here then, is a collection of such scenes for your digestion. It includes excerpts from the not-yet-released Morrigan Trilogy: the fourth, fifth and sixth books, and gives readers a taste of what is yet to come—which is, frankly, even more ridiculous than what occurs in the first three books. If you like what follows, then it’s recommended that you seek medical help, as you’re clearly as confused as the author, who was recently diagnosed with psychoenteritis and locked up in the sort of room that might be best described as a cupboard. 

 

Thomas Corfield.

 

Now living exclusively in the third person for various legal reasons.



  Dedication

____________________

For me, mainly.





  Chapter One

From The Purging of Ruen, Chapter 13

____________________

In which Oscar returns from a day of traipsing around the beautiful seaside city of Ruen, only to find the hotel he’s been staying at has been cordoned off in preparation for an exclusive dinner for the city’s councillors.

OSCAR frowned at a sign in Hotel d’Ruen’s foyer. It wasn’t a complicated sign, nor was it confusing. It only had six words, and three of them were one syllable. He frowned because he was thinking about things that were complicated: his bizarre conversation with a cyclopic dog, and a freak encounter with a manure-smearing cat. The former hinted at something unruly brewing, while the latter provided an illustrated example.

The sign wasn’t helping him understand either.

Instead, it highlighted his day’s frustration.

He’d spent most of it perusing cafés, all of which had made excellent hot-fin, but offered no further curiosities. In them, he’d deliberated his options, which ultimately revolved around perusing more cafés. He’d asked waiters about pooh-smearing animals and nasty things brewing, which they took as criticism of their cafés. As a result, he’d been thrown out of them, which was another reason for the number of venues frequented.

After such an unconstructive and indiscrete day, Oscar felt about as useful as a bucket with no bottom, and he couldn’t recall any Catacomb’s training regarding bottomless buckets. The manure-scrawling had been rinsed away and its author was even less famous than one of his poems. Were it not for the audience who’d seen the graffiti, he might have dismissed the encounter as dream. Moreover, a day spent wandering through Ruen hadn’t revealed anything to illustrate Horace’s concerns either. Indeed, the place seemed wonderful, particularly if one aspired to being thrown from cafés. He felt to have pieces of puzzle from completely different puzzles. He was keen to throw them back in their boxes and go home, but he was on curiosa, so he couldn’t. Regardless, he didn’t have the boxes.

Instead, he continued glowering at the sign.

He wondered whether visiting Horace might result in more clues, but felt the dog had already divulged more than intended. He could admit to being a Velvet Paw of Asquith, perhaps, but because that would be about as discreet as wiping faeces on a wall, he refrained. Disheartened, he realised that tomorrow he’d probably just visit more cafés.

He read the sign again.

Dining Room Closed For Private Function.

He scowled. It might as well be referring to his competence, except that he hadn’t any. After a day of being useless, he’d been looking forward to another excellent meal of food to compensate.

“Are you having trouble with it, sir?” a staff member asked.

“I’m sorry?”

“The sign,” the animal said, pointing at it. “Are you having trouble with any bit of it in particular?”

“Trouble?”

“Yes. It’s just that you’ve been staring at it for some time, and I was wondering what bit of it you’re struggling with.”

“I am not struggling with any of it, thank you,” Oscar said, not in the mood for convivial hoteliers. “Not with the sign, anyway.”

“Are you certain? You’ve been looking at it for quite some time.”
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