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On seeing the sign for Tangents Golf Club, Marmaduke remarked to himself “mission accomplished”, adding: “well the first stage anyway.” He drove towards a handy-looking parking space then, seeing that it was reserved for the Captain, stopped his car, reversed and headed for another empty space. When he saw that this space was reserved for the Lady Captain, he retreated his car once more, this time to a more distant position well away from the clubhouse.

Walking towards the clubhouse, he was wished a cheery good morning by a well-upholstered middle-aged man of friendly countenance. He replied with an equally cheerful-sounding: “Good morning, fine morning is it not?” Then 

he wondered if the other’s greeting was not as friendly as 

it had appeared; maybe it was more a polite code for ‘explain yourself young man, what are you doing on our private golf club premises.’ In case it was the latter, he added: “I am here to see Harry King. You don’t happen to know where he may be found do you?”

The other gentlemen paused for a while, looking thoughtful and puzzled. “Harry? Don’t think I know anyone... oh yes, of course, you mean Harry! Yes, of course, young writer chappie?”

“That sounds like him.”

“Sorry, haven’t seen him about today. You playing golf with him? It’s a fine morning for it.”

“No, he suggested I meet him here rather than at his home.”

“Oh, I’d try the bar area first. Go through yonder door and, whenever given a choice of route options, favour the left option each time except when you should be going right and you’ll end up in the bar.”

“Thanks. Well enjoy your game,” said Marmaduke, as a means of farewell.

“Young man, I am about to take some exercise with some most agreeable company, followed by what I have high hopes will be a splendid lunch. Anything else that might happen during the course of the morning I shall regard as a bonus. Ah Wilko!” he greeted someone coming round the corner. “Oh please excuse me,” he said to Marmaduke. “Can I have a quick word with you, Wilko?”

“Yes, of course. Who was that chap? Not here to meet Rikki or Anun by any chance is he?”

“No, they are away at uni, Wilko, sharpening their intellects and studying hard.”

“Is that what you did at university?”

“I’m sure I did. Some of the time anyway. Probably.”

“I didn’t much. I remember it as a wonderful time of going to parties and chasing girls. It’s where I met Mrs Wilkinson.”

“Your mother?”

“My wife. Well, future wife then. That rather curtailed 

my chasing after girls, unfortunately. What was it that you wished to ask me?”

“That honours board for the King Tangents – has your committee had a chance to discuss it yet?”

“Oh yes, we did so at our last meeting. We were all in favour of it.”

“Capital, capital.”

“But we didn’t think the decision was ours to make; 

we thought it would rather be a matter for the Estates Committee. So you’d better apply to them for permission. Hope you get it, as it would be a good idea. Sorry, must dash as I am taking my wife to the market.”

“Cheerio, hope you get a good price for her,” said Willoughby affably. He carried on walking and bumped into Martin Cowmeadow, Chairman of the Competitions Committee. “Ah Martin, I’ve just had a word with Wilko about the honours board.”

“Did we get the green light?”

“He reckons it’s the Estates Committee that we need to approach. So I’ll ask them. Oh, if you see Harry, tell him a chap who looks like a camel is looking for him.” 

But when Willoughby went down to the 1st tee he found Harry there chatting to the vicar. “Morning padre; and Harry – a chappie was looking for you, has he found you?”

“No.”

“Sorry, forgot to ask his name.”

Harry laughed: “It wouldn’t matter if you had.”

“Tush tut, young Larry. You are getting as bad as Rikki in these unfounded accusations. I am not that bad at people’s names. She does fib so. Youngish chap with a face like a camel if that helps?”

“My cousin Marmaduke is meeting me here. He has come down to advise me on that barn conversion I was telling you about. He works in the building trade, in my uncle’s building company. He does a lot of chippying 

and I need some carpentry assistance. I suggested that 

he met me here as many people seem to have difficulty finding Paddock’s Farm.”

“I directed him to the bar, so you may find him there,” said Willoughby. “Right ho, padre, you all set? You can have honour.”

Harry waited to see the vicar tee off. The vicar’s drive was short but straight, as Harry had thought it would be. “Nice shot, vicar,” he said. He then walked away, feeling Willoughby, with his more erratic play, may not wish 

a spectator for his opening shot. Walking up to the clubhouse, he was greeted by another member: “Hallo Harry, chap with a face like a camel is looking for 

you apparently.” 

“Cheers, I’m just on my way to meet him.”

When Harry met up with Marmaduke, he found him on the terrace. “Hallo, my spies had told me you’d be in the bar. But obviously I have been fed faulty intelligence.”

“I was, but the scary countenance of the man behind the bar made me decide to leave. He had the air that I was something unpleasant he had trodden in.” 

“I wouldn’t take it personally. That is the Steward’s default attitude.”

“I’d already had an encounter with an old buffer who told me off for wishing him a good game, telling me all he was doing was having some exercise with some splendid fellows before a dashed fine lunch.”

“Ah, that will probably have been Willoughby. Fellow who looks as though he had been ordered in the large economy size?” Marmaduke nodded. “His attitude to golf,” continued Harry, “has always stressed the companionship and the food rather than the competitiveness angle. He’s actually a jolly good bloke when you get to know him – he was the one who welcomed me and made me feel 

at home when I first became a member. He’s Rikki’s godfather and how I got to know Rikki really.”

“The love of your life?”

“Yes, quite possibly.”

“Oh, so you have to behave around this Willoughby character? Oh, and you and her have to behave together 

in his presence if he is responsible for her moral welfare and good character.” 

“There is no danger of her ever misbehaving. And it seems to work the other way with them – she sees it as 

her god-daughterly duty to police his moral character. She absolutely adores him though. Her father died when she was very young – well, before she was born actually – so Willoughby has always done the in loco parentis bit for 

the male half of the equation.”

“So you have to impress on the godfather that you 

are a sterling fellow of fine, upstanding character worthy of his god-daughter and not a shameless seducer of lonely, rich widows?” 

“Lonely maybe; widow definitely; rich most definitely not, sadly; and seducer – nothing of the sort. I am the unpaid help around the smallholding, or rather one who does it in return for free board and lodging.”

“So you haven’t been scandalising the neighbourhood with your louche writerly ways?”

“No, I am as pure as the driven snow. Indeed, when it snowed and I went out, people kept walking into me unaware I was there. I still have some of the bruises. Mrs Winsor wanted me to move in to help her when the girls were away at uni as looking after the smallholding exhausts her now and, well, I was happy not to have to pay rent any more while I am trying to establish myself as a writer.”

“Oh Harry, sorry to interrupt you two.” They looked up: it was Cyril Ramsbotham. “There is someone here to see you,” he said importantly. “He looks like a camel apparently.” 

“Oh thank you, Rambo.”

“Not at all,” said Rambo as he marched off almost as 

self-importantly.

“Do you need to be somewhere?” Marmaduke asked Harry.

“No, that’s fine.”

“Oh... it wasn’t me he was referring to was he?”

“I think the message has got garbled on its way to Rambo,” Harry replied tactfully. “Which reminds me, are you needing, or wanting, a drink after your journey?”

“Thus underlining my non-camel qualities?”

“Eh?”

“Camels can last a long time without either food or drink, a week or two without water; months without food. They use their humps as a sort of picnic hamper I believe. Surely an apprentice co-manager of a smallholding should know such basic facts about the animal kingdom?”

“We don’t have that many camels on the farm. And my interest in farmyard animals, I have come to realise, is limited. I do my duty by them, but can’t say they fascinate me. I am like Anun in that.”

“What have nuns to do with it?’’

“Oh, sorry – Anun as in Rikki’s elder sister; short for Annunciata. Her attitude to the livestock is one I can 

relate to as she does her duty by them, but she has little emotional involvement. Whereas Rikki is really into it. Rikki is her mother’s daughter. She loves all the animal kingdom, especially her pig. I have been sucking up to the pig, hoping it will put in a good word for me on her return. I gave him a football last week.”

“Have you not discovered yet that pigs can’t speak?”

“Oh yes – I have been reading up on pigs. That was in chapter one. But they are intelligent creatures and they remember people and have lots of little ways of showing whether they like you or not.” 

“So you and the pig are on the way to becoming best buddies to impress Rikki and make her fall in love with you?”

“Yes.”

“So you are acting the role of the daughter to the mother of your object of your desires, while the daughter’s own godfather is acting the role of her father, while all the time you are trying to seduce the pig as a way of making the daughter fall in love with you, though you are actually 

the daughter in this scenario, so you are trying to fall in love with yourself using a pig? What interesting lives you country folk live.”

“Do you want that drink? Perhaps a cup of tea?”

“Something hot would not go amiss. But not tea: I drink gallons of that at work. Something different.”

“Oh blast,” said Harry, slapping his thigh to feel his pocket, “I forgot to pick up my card from my desk.”

“Oh, not the old sorry-I-forgot-my-wallet trick?”

“No, I have remembered my wallet. It’s my members’ food and drink card that I have left behind. Members can now only buy food and drink using this card, not cash. It’s a new system designed to improve efficiency apparently. But it has struck some here that it is more a way for Rambo – that was who was just here incidentally, he runs 

the House Committee – to reassert superiority over the Steward after the cheese-and-onion crisp ordering fiasco. That reminds me, I must collect the last of the crisps for Rik-pig. That will please Mrs Winsor as now she will get only actual money for her baked goods. That’ll help the family cash flow.”

“Was I supposed to follow all that?”

“Sorry, yes: there is a deal between the club and Mrs Winsor. She has the concession for baked items sold in the clubhouse. Part of her payment for this is in cheese-and-onion crisps, which the club has a surplus of after Rambo messed up the ordering. Him messing up the ordering meant the Steward was put in charge of that, which hurt Rambo’s pride, so he has been plotting his revenge. The card system is that revenge – now everything is lodged 

in the computer system and reordered automatically, or something. The club has finally worked off its surplus of crisps, so today’s load will be the last lot.”

“What do you do with all the crisps?” 

“Feed them to Rik-pig.”

“Oh, your new best friend.” 

“That’s the fellow. Well, he will never be my best friend. Nothing against him, but I confess I don’t like him overly much – but don’t quote me on that. But I want him to consider me his best friend, or second-best friend anyway.”

“Especially when Rik-pig chats with Rikki.”

“Precisely.”

“How many people and other animals does he know?”

“Well, just me and Rikki I suppose.”

“I think you’ve cracked the second-best friend then. Do I need a card to buy a drink?”

“No, non members can use cash; it’s we members who can’t. So I’ll have to ask you to buy the drinks as I’ve left my card behind,” he said, handing Marmaduke his wallet. “I will have a tea please.”

Marmaduke went into the bar. “Please may I order some drinks,” he said to the Steward.

“Yes, Sir.”

“Please can I have a pot of tea for one. And what other hot drinks do you have?”

“We have a range of drinks. What particular drink would you like?”

“Um.”

“Would you perhaps be wanting a cup of Bovril, Sir? That is a popular warm drink I understand with some people.”

“Gosh it’s ages since I’ve had Bovril. Yes, why not – okay, yes, a Bovril please.”

“If you wish a Bovril, Sir, I regret you will have to go 

to the halfway hut which is situated by the 10th tee. We 

do not serve Bovril here. But the halfway hut is under different management.”

“Oh, what about cocoa then? Or will I have to go to the halfway hut for that, too?”

“No, Sir, a trip to the halfway hut will not be necessary to get a cup of cocoa.”

“Oh good.’’

“No, Sir, the halfway hut does not serve cocoa.”

“Please could I order a cup of cocoa then.”

“No, Sir.”

“No?”

“Well yes, and no, I suppose you might say if you want me to be pedantic. Do you wish me to be pedantic? I am here to serve you in whatever way you wish.”

“So can I have a cup of cocoa then?”

“No, Sir.”

“Why not? You said I didn’t have to go to the halfway hut for that.”

“No, I said the halfway hut does not stock it. But nor do we stock it here. That is what I meant by yes and no, Sir. Yes in that you could order it here, but no in that we don’t serve cocoa. So there would be no point in ordering cocoa, but I can’t stop you ordering cocoa if you wish to. Do you wish to order a cup of cocoa, or perhaps a mug of cocoa?”

“What about hot chocolate? Do you happen to serve that here can you tell me? Actually serve it?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Oh good – well I will have a hot chocolate then please.”

“I regret, Sir, that we do not serve hot chocolate.”

“But you just said that you did.”

“No, Sir, with respect, I did not. You asked me whether 

I could tell you whether hot chocolate was served in 

here. You did not ask me whether hot chocolate was served in here. I am sorry if I have confused you by answering your question, Sir.” 

“Okay, better make it a pot of tea for two then please.”

“Sorry, Sir, may I ask you to make it clear exactly what you wish to have? Is that a pot of tea for one and a pot of tea for two? Or should I make that a pot of tea for three?”

“One pot of tea. To serve two people.”

“Very good, Sir. I shall bring it out to you.”

“Thanks, we are –”

“I know where you are, Sir,” the Steward cut across him.

After he had paid, Marmaduke retreated to the terrace. “Cor that was an experience,” he remarked to Harry.

“Duelling with the Steward is one of the sports here. Welcome to Tangents Golf Club. Oh, you didn’t order a coffee did you?”

“No, why?”

“He loves it when someone unsuspecting does that.”

“Ah Harry,” Harry and Marmaduke looked up, it was the Chairman of Estates. “Oh I see you have found him. Oh yes, I see what he means. Quite extraordinary,” and with that that the Chairman of Estates walked away.

“Do I really look like a camel?” Marmaduke asked Harry.

“Perhaps only from certain angles. Don’t get the hump about it.”

“I won’t.”

“Good – that’ll only make you look even more like one.”

“So, what is the local gossip then?”

“Hmm. Gossip? Well a regular topic of conversation recently has been the Local Plan. Hey, that’s your line of work isn’t it?”

“What is?”

“There are more homes to be built locally – that is what the Local Plan states – and Tangents has been earmarked for some of them.”

“Whereabouts in Tangents?” 

“That’s the point, no-one knows yet. It has yet to be determined. Lots of rumours only. Some people are on edge that it will ruin the village, or their views, or the landscape, or the feel of the place, or just cos people don’t like change generally. I suppose if you have got used to a set landscape,  the route of your regular walk, and so on, you don’t like your way of life being disturbed.”

“Ways of lives often get disturbed precisely because there is no new building,” said Marmaduke. “Villages are struggling all over and the way to cure this is through more housing, but villagers are almost invariably opposed to this. But often it is the only way you can get enough chimney pots and so enough people locally to support local services such as a village shop or a post office or the pub – or indeed a golf club.”

“We don’t have a pub or a shop here,” said Harry. “All we have is the golf club, which I suppose also acts as 

the local pub.” 

“Did you used to? Have a pub and a shop I mean.”

“There was a pub once upon a time. It got turned into flats, thus providing the extra homes to support the local service which was closed to provide these extra households.”

“If you can extend or expand a village sympathetically, you can make it a living entity again, rather than somewhere people go to sleep and sit in armchairs and watch their televisions and occasionally take the dog out for a walk. We property developers are cast as the bad guys spoiling the countryside, but people don’t see that aspect. So, where might this new housing end up then? What’s the inside view?”

“I don’t know. Haven’t really followed the discussions, I confess. I seem to be spending most of my time on animal husbandry and trying to carve out some time to write. So ‘property developer’ is what you call yourself now is it?”

“Well, it’s sort of what the family firm does. But no, I suppose I can’t really say that is what I am. I am part of the builder’s workforce, general odd jobs man, specialism: carpentry. On the subject of which, tell me what I am supposed to do, or we are doing to this here barn of yours.”

“Well it will probably be easier to explain in situ when we get there. But we reckon with a bit of imagination and know-how it could be turned into semi-decent living accommodation. I am hoping you can supply the know-how. Oh, and possibly some of the imagination in places.” 

“Ah Harry, I have a message for you.”

Harry looked up. “Oh, do you Brian?”

“Do I what?”

“Have a message, Brian.”

“A message?” said the other vaguely. “I have just been speaking to um, the um, Secretary. Fellow’s mad as a hatter. Madder even. He is even more crazy than the last bloke. Fellow’s gone completely potty.”

“Has he?”

“Who?”

“The Secretary – gone potty?”

“Oh you’ve noticed it, too. Well hard not to, I suppose. He has been talking to me, um, well, lecturing me. He says he wants me and my membership committee to make the membership younger. How on earth can you make someone younger? What does he want us to do – issue everyone with rejuvenation cream? Invent a time machine? You can’t make people younger. People become older and there’s not a darn thing you can do about it. Yet Pirbright seems to think we can do something about it. He’s potty.”

“I think perhaps, Brian, he was more intending to say that he wanted the average age of the membership to come down, rather than he wanted your committee to make individual members younger. I think he wants the golf club to enrol more younger members,” said Harry.

“Do you? Oh. Well um if that is what he means why didn’t he say so rather than blether on about making people younger as though he was some mad scientist. Wish people would say what they mean, if that is what he meant – do you um think that is what he meant?”

“Yes, he was asking me the other day if I had any 

young friends –”

“That’s a bit personal, isn’t it, asking someone if they have any friends. Fellow’s lost all sense of decorum. Willoughby’s right: fellow’s a perisher. I am sure you have lots of friends; well, some anyway.”

“No, he was asking if I knew any young people locally who I could persuade to join the golf club. He seems perpetually exercised about our membership numbers; he was saying how numbers are dropping as some of the older members are leaving.’’

“Well um if the older members are leaving, that is lowering the average age, so he is getting what he wants,” pointed out Brian, “so why is he bothering me about it? Silly fool.”

“Well I think it’s more that he wants to increase the number of members while decreasing the average age,” suggested Harry.

“Can’t blame them really,” said Brian. “This is not really a course suited to the, um, more elderly golfer. Too many narrow paths and steep inclines to allow golf carts, and um well it’s quite a hike up hill and down dale for some of the older chaps here.” 

“There was an interesting article in Golf Fortnightly,” said Harry, “about how they are developing golf in some territories. Some countries are trying to introduce golf, but what happens is that everyone wants to build the biggest and best course in the area, and no-one wants to build the rest of the infrastructure of the game, so it’s really only appealing to tourists, ex pats and the like and not the much larger native market. There aren’t the driving ranges, the cheap-and-cheerful par-3 courses for people to learn the game in a relaxed setting rather than plunging straight in. Take here, for example: we are the only club around, but how are we going to get people interested in the game except by pitching them in at the deep end by playing a full-length reasonably tricky course. It’s too hard for some beginners, so it puts them off, and it irritates others when some hacker is ahead of them learning to play and taking millions of shots and holding up all the other golfers.”

“Did you have any young friends who want to join, Harry?” asked Brian.

“No.”

“What about Rik-pig, or is he too into football now?” suggested Marmaduke.

“Oh, shame,” said Brian. Then spotting Marmaduke, Brian addressed him: “You’re a young fellow. Sorry, we haven’t met so I presume you’re not a member here?”

“No, I’m not.”

“Sorry, Brian, I should have introduced you two – this is Marmaduke, my cousin.”

Pleased to meet you, er Marma is it?

“-duke, Marmaduke, Brian,” said Marmaduke. 

“Oh a duke​. Um. Oh, yes, of course your cousin’s a king. That makes sense. Pleased to meet you Sir. Do you golf?”

“Well only a little and very occasionally.”

“Oh good, do you wish to join our club?”

“Sorry, I don’t actually live near here. I am just visiting. I’m staying with Harry here.”

“Who, sorry?”

“Harry here.”

“Oh I don’t think I know him. He can’t be a member. Oh, well please try and persuade him to join, too, when you next see him.”

“Who?”

“The chap you said you were staying with – Harry Here.”

“Er, well, um....”

“He’ll do his best,” cut in Harry. “You said you had a message for me Brian?”

“Did I?”

“Yes.”

“What was it?”

“I don’t know. You didn’t say.”

“Was it about camels, by any chance?” remarked Marmaduke.

“Camels? Why would it be about camels?” asked Brian.

“It’s just that Harry has been getting a lot of messages about camels recently.”

“Has he? No, it was um, it was um. No, by Jove you’re right – it was about camels! That’s very clever of you! Yes, there is a camel looking for you, Harry.”

“Oh, thank you.”

“It’s in the car park.”

“In the car park?”

“Why, where else would you expect it to be?” asked Brian.

“Er, well could be anywhere. I was expecting it perhaps to be in the bar.”

“No, it wouldn’t fit in there and um what would it be doing in there?”

“Ordering a drink? No, that is not likely from what I’ve just learnt about camels.”

“No, I don’t think it can um drink,” said Brian.

“They can, they just don’t that often. They can though,” said Harry.

“How?” 

“Well, through their mouth I presume. How else?”

“Oh, that’s ingenious. I had a, um, a sort of doll when I was um little which you used to sit on a potty and pour water into its mouth and um it used to wee in the potty. Does your camel do something like that?”

“My camel?” queried Harry.

“Looks like you are going to have camels on your smallholding,” said Marmaduke.

“Oh it’s not a real one,” Brian explained to Marmaduke. “It’s not a real one. That’d be very odd wouldn’t it, if we had a real camel in our car park,” he said, chuckling at the notion. “Oh, Harry, did you order it for Paddock’s Farm and it’s come here by mistake?”

“I think there has been some miscommunication. I think perhaps the message was that there was someone looking like a camel who was looking for me?”

“Is there?”

“Yes, but I have found him.”

“Oh good. Was he the chap who brought the camel?”

“What camel?”

“The camel in the car park.”

“But I thought you said it wasn’t a camel in the car park,” queried Harry.

“It isn’t. Well, not a real live one obviously.”

“It’s a dead camel?”

“No, of course not – the camel you ordered. It’s arrived and it’s in the car park – that was the message I had for you. I remember now.”

“Well, thank you very much, Brian, for passing on the message. We are just going to the car park,” he added, 

as Brian began to amble away. “If you’ve finished your tea, Marmaduke, we might as well head over to Paddock’s Farm. Your car in the club car park?”

“Yes.”

“We’ll drive over then if you’ll give me a lift, as I walked over. That way I can direct you. It’s dead near but has a concealed entrance lots of people miss.”

As they walked into the car park they saw in front of them a large wooden camel. Brian was peering in its mouth.
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“Good grief,” said Harry. Marmaduke just laughed.

“So how does it work then Harry?” asked Brian. “There doesn’t seem to be a chute to pour water down, though there’s a hole; well, more a slight gap. But it’d be difficult to pour water in there.”

“Sorry?” said Harry.

“Pouring water in it so that it can go to the potty.”

“No, Brian, this doesn’t drink water. Well, I doubt it: after all, camels only drink once every week or two. It was that doll of yours that sat on a potty.”

“Oh, yes. Not the camel.”

“It’s a fine looking beast isn’t it?” said Marmaduke who had been inspecting it with a professional eye. “Nice workmanship, too. A tip for you: you can always tell whether something has been done properly by looking at the joinery – is it sturdy, has it been stapled or glued, and does any glue show on the outside? Good joints will never be stapled, and the glue should not show. This has been done well, and neither are there any gaps between the joints – these slot together beautifully. This a quality piece of carpentry,” said Marmaduke running his hands along the camel approvingly.

“But what is it doing here?” asked Harry.

“That I cannot tell you,” said Marmaduke. “But it’s been sanded well – no rough spots when you run your hand 

over the surface, and it has been sealed and waterproofed, which suggests it has been designed for standing outside, and perhaps even for being viewed close up. Though, looking at it, the wood used is not of the highest order, so maybe it is not intended to have that long a life. Or maybe the carpenter has just worked off some of his lower grade stock on an unsuspecting client.”

“Ah well, it’s not our concern whatever it’s doing here,” said Harry. “No doubt someone knows and we’ll find out in time. Here comes the Secretary, he’ll probably know.”

“What on earth is that doing here?” demanded the Secretary.

“That was just what we were wondering,” replied Harry.

“We were just admiring Harry’s camel,” said Brian to the Secretary. “But it doesn’t go to the loo, you know.’’

“What?” said the Secretary, puzzled by Brian’s comment.

“No, that was my um doll.”

“What, you’re behind this Brian?”

“No, it’s nothing to do with me. Harry ordered it.”

“You are going to have to move it from there,” said the Secretary, moving towards Harry, “we can’t have it blocking off space in the car park like that, people have got to use the car park. What on earth were you thinking in getting 

it delivered here?”

“I didn’t.”

“No, you didn’t think, did you. Blocking everyone’s access like that.”

“No, I didn’t –” but what Harry was going to say was cut off by the Secretary saying “Oh heck,” and rushing back to his office, as he had spotted that Rambo was arriving. The Secretary shouted over his shoulder: “Get it moved Harry. Soon as possible please.”

“What’s this doing here?” demanded Rambo.

“We don’t know,” said Harry. “But the Secretary seems to think it is our job to move it.” 

“Why?”

“We don’t know that either.”

“Where does he want you to move it to?”

“We don’t know.”

“You don’t seem to know much,” chided Rambo.

“Fortunately I don’t need to know, unlike you.”

“Why do I need to know?” challenged Rambo.

“As the club historian, you are going to have to write about this aren’t you in your book. The Curious Case Of The Camel In The Daytime, or whatever you will call that chapter.”

“I don’t think anyone is going to be interested in a wooden camel appearing in the car park,” scoffed Rambo. “But something interesting I can tell you about the car park is that I was looking at some of the old pictures again yesterday, pictures of the car park, well not necessarily of the car park you understand, but with the car park in them. One was a picture designed to show the clubhouse for instance, but the car park was in front of it, in front of the picture I mean, not the clubhouse. Well it was in front of the clubhouse, too, of course, as the car park was in the same position as it is now, but it was in the front of the picture I mean and something I noticed, though it was not easy to see it at first as the picture itself has yellowed a bit, but on looking at old pictures, the parking spaces used to be marked out in yellow paint rather than the white paint they are now, and I was trying to find out when the change had been made. Some of the old pictures suggest that the lines were not even there originally and when they were introduced they were painted white, though of course it is hard to say for sure because the early pictures were all in black and white but you have an idea from the shade of white, or the tone as it were, you could say, whether the lines in the pictures were white or yellow, or rather not 

the lines in the pictures as they are white of course as it’s 

a black-and-white photograph but whether the lines that are being photographed were white or yellow at the time. It’s quite interesting isn’t it?”

“Rambo, do you mind giving us a hand to move this?” said Harry hurriedly. “Why don’t we move it into the Lady Captain’s space? She never uses that and that will get it 

out of the way for everyone else.”

But Harry’s quick thinking could not spare them another Rambo Ramble, as he embarked on a long story, without obviously a middle or an end, or indeed much point or interest, about his method of cataloguing the old pictures of the golf club that he had. “You were probably wondering why I was telling you all this,” said Rambo at the end to Marmaduke.

“Well, I was rather,” confessed Marmaduke.

“Sorry chaps: must just go and see the Steward as I forgot to collect the crisps,” said Harry, beetling off.

“Well you see,” said Rambo to Marmaduke, “I have written a history of the golf club, and after I had finished that, my wife suggested I branch out and write a history of the area. I was reluctant at first because I felt that my doing that would be neglecting my wife which might 

be unfair after all the support she has given me. She has converted the shed at the bottom of the garden into a writing room for me. She says all the best writers have a set pattern of work, and so I must do the same. So she makes sure I am out of the house by 9 o’clock and do a 

9 to 5 shift in my writing hut. She says that is how the best writers work, so I must too.” 

“She has been very supportive, you see. Another way she has been so supportive is that I used to come back to the house for lunch and we used to have some interesting conversations over lunch, but she feared that if I broke off from my work and talked to her I would I might lose my train of thought, so she now brings me my lunch on a tray. Well she doesn’t bring it in to me any more – she used to bring it into the shed, er, my writing hut, and I’d have a nice chat with her. But she was still worried that us having a chat in that way would put me off – I told her not to be so silly, it wouldn’t. But she was very concerned – so she just leaves the tray outside the door now. She doesn’t bring it on the best tray, as she has to place it on the ground, but the second best tray; well perhaps the third, it depends how you, well ‘one’ I should say, views the blue one. I don’t happen to like it that much, but my wife seems to like it more than me, we got it when we –”
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